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CHAPTER XX1V—Continued.

Up along the hillside and after the
fugitives they ran with vengeful eager-
ness, racing each other for the higher
ground and the first shot at the reb-
els. First Alvarez on his white horse
would be ahead, and then, as they en-
countered rocks, the Yaquis would
suige to the front. It was a race and

.at ‘the same time it was a rout, for,
at the first glimpse of that oncoming
body' of warriors, the cowardly follow-
ers of Bernardo Bravo took to their
heels and fled.

But over the rocks no Chihuahuan,
no matter how scared, can hope to out
distance & Yaqui, and the pop, pop of
rifles told the fate of the first luckless
stragglers. For the Yaquis, after a
hundred and ‘sixty years of guerrilla
warfare, never waste a shot; and as
savage yells and the crash of a sud-
den volley drifted down from the rocky
‘heights the men who had been be-
sieged in Fortuna knew that death was
abroad in the hills.

- Fainter and fainter came the shots
'as the pursuit led on to the north and,
a8 Hooker strained his eyes to follow
a huge form that intuition told him
was Amigo, he was wakened suddenly
from his preoccupation by the touch
of some unseen-hand. He was in the
open with people all about him—
Spanish ° retu‘ees, Americans, trium-
phant miners and their wives—but
that touch made him forget the battle
above him and instantly think of
Gracia, :

He turned and hurried back to the
corral. where Copper Bottom was kept,
and there he found her ‘waliting, with
her roan all saddled, and she chal-
lenged him with her eyes. The sun
gleamed from a pistol that she held
in her hand; and again from her golden
hair, but he saw only her eyes, soO
brave and daring, and the challenge
to mount and ride.

Only for a moment did he stand be-
fore her gaze, and then he caught up
his saddle and spoke soothingly to his
horse. ' They rode ‘out of the corral
together, closing the gates behind
them and passing down a gulch to the
rear. All the town lay silent below
them as they turned toward the west-
ern pass. :

The time had come. Well he knew
the dangers' that lay between them
and the ‘American line.  'Dangers not
for him but for her. In the hills and
passes and on the cactus-covered
plain were thousands of men with

- whom she would not be safe for an
instant, and against whom he must
guard her that she might be delivered
safoly to Phil. And he loved her then
as he had not believed it possible to
love a woman. He loved this woman
that he was attempting to save for
another man, a “pardner’ who had
at the best been reckless of every
trust, who had been unfaithful to ev-

. ery promise, And acrossg the border
“'this; man‘was wafting for ‘the Woman
Bud Hooker loved. ' That he take her
to him was a more severe test of his
manhood than any to' which he had
before been subjected. That he be
untrue to. the trust she reposed in
him never entered his mind for a mo-
ment. With a strong man’s love' for
her he thought only of how he was to
conduct her safely out of the dangers
which surrounded her.

Soldiers, miners, and refugees, men,
women, and children, every.soul in
Fortuna was on the hill to see the last

- ot’ the battle. It had been a crude

‘“‘affair, but bravely ended, and some-

,thing in the dramatic suddenness of
.this victory had held all eyes to the
close. . Bud and Gracia passed out of
town unnoticed, and as soon as they

>+ had rounded the point they spurred on
/- till they gained the pass.

“I knew 'you ' would come!” sald
Gracis, smiling radiantly as they
paused at the fork.

“Sure!” answered Hooker with his
good-humored smile. “Count me in on
anything—which way does this trail
go; do you know?”

“It goes west twelve miles toward
Arispe,” replied Gracla confidently,

_*“and then it comes into the main road
that leads north to Nogales and Gads-
den.” :

“That sounds about right for us,”
replied Bud. ‘“Gadsden’s the place we
want to head for, and we want to get
there mighty quick, too, if them reb-
els will let us, an’ I guess that's what
they’ll have to do whether they want
to or not.”

"They rode on together for some dis-
tance, the girl seemingly oblivious of
the dangers which surrounded her,
and Hooker watching carefully for ev-
ery sign of difficulty.

“What is there up here?” inquired
Bud, pointing at a fainter trail that
led off toward the north. “This coun-
try 18 new to me. Don't know, eh?
Well, if we followed that trail we'd
run into them rebels, anyway, 80 we
might as well go to the west. Is your
gaddle all right? We'll hit it up then
—I'd like to strike a road before
dark.”

They hurried on, following a well-
marked trail that alternately climbed
ridges and descended into arroyos,
until finally it dropped down into a
precipitous canon where a swollen
stream rushed and babbled and, while
they still watched expectantly for the
road, the. evening quickly passed.

They had no opportunity for conver-
sation, for the trail was too narrow
to permit of their riding side by side.
Bud was thinking not only of the dan-
gers that surrounded them, but of this
errand on which he was engaged, and
what the end of it meant to him.

First the slanting rays of the sun
struck fire from the high yellow crags,
then the fire faded and the sky glowed
an opal-blue; then, through dark blues
and purples the heavens turned to
black above them and all the stars
came out. Thousands of frogs made
the canyon resound with their throaty
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songs and strange animals crashed
through the brush at their approach,
but still Hooker stayed in the saddle
and Gracia followed on behind.
If she had thought in her dreams of
an easier journey she made no com-
ment now and, outside of stopping to
cinch up her saddle, Bud seemed hard-
ly to know she was there. The trail
was not going to suit him—it edged
oft too far to the south—and yet, in the
tropical darkness, he could not search
out new ways to go.
At each fork he paused to light a
match, and whichever way the mule-
tracks went he went also, for pack-
mules would take the main trail. For
two hours and more they followed on
down the stream and then Hooker
stopped his horse.
“You might as well get down and
rest a while,” he said 'quietly. “This
trail 18 no good—it's taking us south.
We'll let our horses feed until the
moon ‘comes.up. and I'll try to work
north by landmarks.”
“Oh—are we lost?” gasped Gracla,
dropping stiffly to the ground. *“But of
course we are,” she added. “I've been
thinking so for some time.”
“Oh, that's’ all right,” observed
Hooker philosophically; “I don’t mind:
being lost as long as I know, where
I'm at. We'll ride back until we get
out of this dark canyon and then I'll
lay a line due north.”
They sat for a time in the dark-
ness while their horses champed at
the rich grass and then, unable to keep
down her nerves, Gracia declared for a
start. A vision of angry pursuers rose
up in her mind—of Manuel del Rey
and his keen-eyed rurales, hot upon
their trail—and it would not let her
rest.
Nor was the vision entirely the re-
sult of nervous imagination, for they
had lost half the advantage of their
start, as Hooker well knew, and if he
made ¢ne more false move he would
find himself called on to fight. As
they rode back through the black
canyon he asked himself for the hun-
dredth time how it had all happened
—why, at a single glance from her,
he had gone against his better judg-
ment and plunged himself into this
tangle. And then, finally, what was
he going to do about it?

But he knew what he was going to
do about it. He knew he was going

How to Waken Her, Even That Was
a Question.

to take this girl through to Gadsden
and to Phil, and his loyalty was such
that he would not admit, even to him-
self, that Phil did not deserve her.

Alone, he would have taken te the
mountains with a fine disregard. for
trails, turning into whichever served
his purpose best and following the
lay of the iand. Even with her in his
care it would be best to do that yet,
for there would be trailers on their
track at sunup, and it was either ride
or fight.

Free at last from the pent-in canyon,
they halted at the forks, while Bud
looked out the land by moonlight. Dim
and’ ghostly, the square-topped peaks
and buttes rose all about him, huge
and impassable except for-the winding
trails. He turned up a valley between
two ridges,™spurring his horse into &
fast walk. >

From one cow trail to another he
picked out a way to the north, but the
lay of the ground threw him to the
east and there were no passes between
the hills. The country ‘was rocky.
with long parallel ridges extending to
the northeast, and when he saw where
the way was taking him Bud called a
halt till dawn.

By the very formation he was being
gradually edged back toward For-
tuna, u‘d it would call for fresh
horses and a rested Gracia to outstrip
their pursuers by day. If the rurales
traveled by landmarks, heading for the
northern passes in an effort to out-
ride and intercept him, they might
easily cut him off at the start; but if
they trailed him—and he devoutly
hoped they would—then they would
have a tangled skein to follow and he
could lose them in the broken country
to the north.

So thinking, he cut grass among the
rocks, spread down their saddle-
blankets and watched over the
browsing horses while Gracia
stretched out on the bed. After a day
of excitement and a night of hard rid-
ing there is no call for a couch of
down, and as the morning star ap-
peared in the east she slept while Bud
sat patiently by.

It was no new task for him, this
watching and waiting for the’dawn.
For weeks at a time, after a hard

day's work at the branding, he had
stood guard half the night. Sleep was

# | a luxury to him, like water to a moun-
% | taln-sheep—and so were all the other
% | useless things that town-bred people
i | required. ;

People like Gracia, people like Phil
—they were different in all their ways.
To ride, to fight, to find the way—
there he was a better man than Phil}
but to speak to a woman,.toknow her
ways, and to enter into her life—there
he was no man at all.

She trusted to his courage to pro-
tect her, and that he could do, but it
was to a man such as Phil she
would give her love. Phil could not
love her more than he did, but Phil’s
ways could be more attractive to her.
His adventurous life with his father
had not been such as. to cultivate the

litlle niceties that appealed to women.

It was only his privilege to serve, but
he gloried in that privilege now as
he watched beside her as she slept,
and his vigil but strengthened his res-
olution to see her safely through to—
Phil. :

He sighed now as he saw. .the first
flush of dawn and turned to where she
slept, calm and beautiful, in the solemn
light. How to waken her, even that
was a question, but the time had come
to start.

Already, from Fortuna, Del Rey and
his man-killing rurales would be on the
trail. He would come like the wind,
that dashing little captain, and noth-
ing but a bullet would stop him, for his
honor was at stake. Nay, he had told
Bud in so many words: [
“She is mine, and no man shall come
between us!” .

It would be hard now if the rurales
should prove too many for him—it a
bullet should check him in their flight
and she be left alone. But how to
wake her! He tramped ncar as he
led up the unwilling mounts; then, as
time pressed, he spoke tb her, and at
last he knelt at her side.

“Say!” he called, and when that did
not serve he laid his hand on her
shoulder.

“Wake up!” he said, shaking her
gently. “Wake up, it's almost day!”
Even as he spoke he went back to
the phrase of the cow-camp—where
men rise before it is light. But Gracia
woke up wondering and stared about
her strangely, unable to understand.
“Why—what ‘is it?” she cried. Then,
as he spoke again and backed away,
she remembered him with a smile.
“Oh,” she said, “is it time to get up?
Where are we, anyway?”

“About tep miles from Fortuna,” an-
swered Hooker soberly. “Too close—
we ought to be over that divide.”

He pointed ahead to where the val:
ley narrowed and passed between two
hills, and Gracia sat up, binding back
her hair that had fallen from its place.

“Yes, yes!” she said resolutely. “We
must go on—but why do /you look at
me so strangely?”

“Don’t know,” mumbled Bud. “Didn’t
know I was. Say, let me get them sad-
dle-blankets, will you?” i
_ He went about his work with em-
‘barrassed swiftness, €lapping on sad-
dles and bridles, coiling up ropes, and
offering her his hand to mount. When
he looked at her again it was not
strangely.

“Hope you can ride,” he said. “We
got to get over that pass before any-
body else makes it—after that we can
take a rest.” .

“As fast as you please,” she an-
swered steadily. “Don’t think : about
me. But what will happen if—they
get there first?” /

She was looking' at him now(as he
searched out the trail ahead, but he
pretended not to hear. One man in
that pass was as good as a hundred,
and there were only two thinge he

.| could do—shoot his way through, or

turn back. Hg believed she would not
want to turn back. - i

" CHAPTER XXV.

Though' the times had turned to war,
all nature-that morning was at peace,
and they rode through a valley of flow-
ers like knight and lady in a pageant.
The rich grass rose knee-deep along
the hillsides, the desert trees were
filigreed with the tenderest green and
twined with morning-glories, and in
open glades the poppies and sand-
verbenas spread forth masses of blu
and gold. )

Already on the mesquit-treds the
mocking-birds were singing, and bright
flashes of tropical color showed where
cardinal and yellow-throat passed. The
dew was still untouched upon the
grass, and yet they hurried on, for
some premonition whispered to them
of evil, and they thought only to gain
the far pass.

Beyond thpt lay comparative safety,
but no man knew what dangers lurked
between them and that cleft in the
mountains. Del Rey and his rurales
or Bravo and hie rebels might be
there. In fact, one or the other prob-
ably was there, and if so there would
be a fight, a fight against heavy odds
if he were alone, and odds that would
be greatly increased because he must
protect Gracia.

To the west and north rose the high
and impassable mountain which had
'barred their way in the night; across
the valley the flat-topped Fortunas
threw their bulwark against the dawn;
and all behind was broken hills and
.gulches, any one of which might give
up armed men. Far ahead, llke a
knife-gash between the ridges, lay the
pass to the mnorthern plains, and as
their trail gwung out into the open
they put sburs to their horses and
galloped.

Once through that gap, the upper
-country would lie before them and
they could pick and choose: Now they
must depend upon speed and the
chance that their way was not blocked.

Somewhere in those hills to the east
Bernardo -Bravo and his men were
hidden. Or perhaps they were scat-
tered, turned by their one defeat into
roving bandits or vengeful partizans,
laying waste the Sonoran ranches as
they fought their way back to Chihua-
hua. There were a hundred evil
chances that might befall the fugitives,
and while Bud scanned the country
ahead Gracla cast anxious glances be-
hind.

“They are coming!” she cried at
la’st, as a moving spot appeared In the
réar. “Oh, there they are!”

“Good!” breathed Hooker,
rose in his stirrups and looked.

“Why, good?” she demanded, cu-
riously. R

“They’s only three of 'em,” answered
L

as he

Bud. “I was afraid they might be in
front,” he explained, as she gazed at
him with a puzzled smile.

= “Yes,"” she said; “but what will you
do if they catch us?”

“They won't catch us,” replied Hook-
er confidently. “Not while I've got my
rifle. Aha!” he exclaimed, etill look-
ing back, “now we know all about it—
that sorrel is Manuel del Rey’s!”
““And will you kill him?"” challenged
Gracia, rousing suddenly at the name.
Hooker pretended not to hear. In-
stead, he cocked his eye up at the
eastern mountain, whence from time
to time camé muffled rifle-shots, and
turned his horse to go.: There was
trouble over there to the east some-
where—Alvarez and his Yaquis, still
harrying .the retreating rebels—and
some of it might come their way.
With Rel Rey behind them,. even
though in sight, he was the least of
their troubles, and could be easily
cared for with a rifle shot if they
could not distance him. Hooker knew
that the two rurales with him would
not continue the pursuit if their lead-
er was out of the way, so that it would
not be necessary to injure more than
one man.

“Ah, how I hate that man!” raged
Gracia, spurring her horse as she
scowled back at the galloping Del
Rey and his men who were riding on-
ward rapidly.

“All right,”‘ observed Bud with a
quizzical smile, “I'll have to kill him
for you then!”

She gazed at him a moment with
eyes that were big with questioning,
but the expression on his rugged face
lzamed her. %

“I would not forget it,” she cfied im-
pulsively. “No, after all I have suf-
fered, I think I could love the man who
would meet him face to face! But why
do you—ah!” ghe cried, with a sudden
tragic bitterness. “You smile! You
have no thought for me—you care
nothing that I am afraid of him! Ah,

BURIAL PLACE OF KING JOHN

Writer Declares. Interment of Famous
English Monarch Took Place
at Worcester.

In the American Law Review there
appeared an article in which the
writer made an allusion to King John
of England, and said he went “to his
unlamented rest at St. Wolstan's.”
Now, is this correct? King John was
buried at Worcester and in the ca-
thedral there, and his body has slept
fn that spot until now, unless, like a
streak 'of morning cloud, it has melted
into the inﬁnitq azure of the past. In
1797, for the purpose of identifying
the resting place of the king and his
remains, a committee of citizens was
appointed to investigate this matter.
The body was identified and all’that
remained of it placed in a mew mau-
eoleum, where it stands today /as one
of the objects of interest in Worces-
ter cathedral. Shakespeare, in 'his
“King John,”” puts in the mouth; of
Prince Henry the . following worda:
“At Worcester must his' body- be in-
terred, for so he willed it.” Thus we
see King John was buried in Worces-
ter cathedral, and it is therefore inac-
curate to say he was buried at St. Wol-
stan’s. The memory of King John is
not cherished with the feeling that has
followed the lives and deaths of some
of England’s sovereigns, and he will
be remembered only as the monarch
from whom was extorted the great
charter of English liberty, from which
this country has received a large part
of its valued inheritance.—Letter to
St. Louis Post-Dispatch,

BUT NOT ON THAT MACHINE

Girl Had Right to Balk on Joy Ride
That Homely Escort Had Prom-
ised to Give Her.

He was the homeliest man she had
ever met, but almost his first sentence’
won her heart.

It was: “I'll' come around some
Thursday and take you out in the ma-
chine.”

“Oh,” she twittered, picking a hair
from his coat collar. “What Thurs-
day, Mr. Dickdocker?"”

“How does some Thursday next
week suit you?” he replied.

“Oh, the first, please!” she
claimed. .

That Thursday she stood. with her
 new auto coat on, waiting at the par-
lor window for two hours.

“I realize he’s ugly as sin and has
fourteen gold te€th,” she mused, “but
with wind goggles on he surely won't
look so bad and he'll probably keep
his .mouth shut on account of the
dust.”

There was & sudden chugging.

“'Tis he!” she breathed.

'Twas. He stopped at the curb. He
was seated on a dusty motorcycle
with an extra seat behind!

He rank the bell.

“Is Miss Niddlestoop at home?” he
inquired.

“No,” replied the maid, “she just
went out the back way.”—Detroit Free
Press.

ex-

Parisians Wearing Colored Beards.

Paris. The green wig was a means
of feminine adornment. It is not sup-
posed to have made a lasting impres-
sion, but it attracted attention. Now
men are coming into their share of
the color in hirsute decoration. A
dark blue mustache on a young poet
at a recent soiree was the sensation
of the evening. One proprietor of a
dressmaking establishment announces
that he is going to dye his close-
cropped beard bottle green, after the
fashion of the Assyrian kings.

“Crimes” in German Army.

The “crimes” in the German army
last year may thus be summarized:
Five hundred desertions from the col-
ors, 1,000 thefts and 338 cases of ill
treatment of privates by non-commis-
sioned officers. '

Colored beards (for men) are re-|
ported to be coming into fashion in |/

Dios, for a man who is brave—to rid
me of this devil!"

“Never mind!” returned Bud, hly
voice thick with rising.anger. “If I
kill him it won’t be for you!”

He jumped Copper Bottom ahead
to avoid her, for in that moment she
bad touched his pride. Yes, she had
done more than that—she had de-
stroyed a dream he had, a dream of a
beautiful woman, always gentle, al-
ways noble, whom he had sworn to
protect with his life. Did she think
he was a pelado Mexican, a hot-coun-
try lover, to be inflamed by a glance
and a smile? ‘Then Phil could have
her, and welcome. Her tirade had
lessened his burden. Now his fight
was but a duty to his pardner in the
performance of which he would be no
less careful, but to turn her over to
Phil would not now be painful.

“Ah, Bud!” she' appealed, spurring
up beside him, “you did not under-
stand! I know you are brave—and if
he comes” —she struck her pistol
flercely—*I will kill him myself!”

“Never mind,” answered Bud In a |

kinder volce. “I'll take care of you.
Jest keep your horse in the trail,” he
added, as she rode on through the
brush, “and I'll take care of Del Rey."”

He beckoned her back with a jerk
of the head and resumed his place in
the lead. Here was no place to talk
about men and motives. The moun-
tain above.was swarming with rebels,
there were rurales spurring behind—
yes, even now, far up on the eastern
hillside, he could see armed men—and
now one was running to intercept
them!

Bud reached for his rifle, jerked up

a cartridge, and sat.crosswise in his

saddle. - He rode warily, ‘watching the
distant runner, until suddenly he pulled
in his horse and threw up a welcom-
ing hand. The man was Amigo—no
other could come down a hillside so
swiftly—and he was signaling him to
walit. !

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

PREPARED FOR “RAINY DAY”

Ameer of Bokhara Said to Be Storing
Up Treasure at the Rate of
$8,000,000 a Year,

Thé largest private hoard in the
world is probably that owned by the
Ameer of Bokhara, the Russian vassal
state in Central Asia, writes the St.
Petersburg correspondent of the New
York Sun. ‘According to the Turke-
stanskiye Kraj the Ameer possesses
in his stronghold a vault 315 feet long,
46 feet wide and 20 feet high, com-
pletely filled with gold bars and coined
gold. .

Some years ago the Ameer had an-
other vault built to hold his savings,
and the new storehouse i8 now almost
full. There is &t the Bokharan court
an enormous cash book, which has
served for 'generations and in which
all revenues and expenditures are sup-
posed to be put down, but also for gen-
erations it has never been checked
with the “cash in hand.”

Grafting is the easiest thing in the
world at Bokhara. The Ameer's offi-
clals draw no salary. They are ap-
pointed on the understanding that
they must keep themselves on what
they can make out of their various
offices. - There is no budget, and the
largest permanent charge on the
Ameer’s income is one of $15,000 an-
nually for a local hospital. Then there
is a small contribution toward the up-
keep of the Russian police in the pro-
tectorate and the maintenance of the
Bokharan “army” which has shrunk
to a mere bodyguard. z

The Ameer's annual savings, it is
calculated,” amount to more than $&.-
000,000 a year.. He {8 by traditionsl
usage compelled to send every year
a number ‘of valuable “presents” to
the Russian authorities at Samarkand
and Tashkent. 'These presents con-:
sist of carpets, silks and the like,
which are immediately sold by the r#.
‘cipients to native traders, from whom
the Ameer as regularly buys therr
back at fixed prices, to be stored up
and to serve again as ‘“presents” th¢
following year.

American Victory In War of 1812.

One hundred years ago occurred the
“pattle of the barges,” between a force
of English from the blockading squad-
ron in Chesapeake bay and a flotilla ot
barges and gunboats designed to ald
in the defense of the city of Wash-
ington. Commodore Barney, in com-
mand of the American flotilla, being
threatened with attack by  several
Jlarge British warships, had taken his
boate up the Patuxent river and found
a refuge in St. Leonard’s creek. The
‘British_followed with a superior force

-

of barget and small schooners. Hav-
ing no guns with which to wage a
fight at long range, Commodore Bar-
ney dashed forward into the midst of
the enemy. Soon the barges were en-
gaged in desperate hand-to-hand ‘con-
flicts. For more than an hour the ac-
tion raged, both sides fighting with
vigor and gallantry. But the Ameri-
cans having pierced the British line,
the enemy abandoned the fight and
fled precipitately to their ships,

The Making of a Man.

Men may load themselves with lore
till they stoop beneath the weight of
their accumulations, and: yet fail to
1ift a care from the heart of the weary,
or impel a single soul an inch/on its
way to God. The real building of a
Joan is within.—Dr. Clifford.

3 Theory of H. C. of L.

© My theory is that the high crowns
in the straw hats are the cause of the
high cost of living. The crowns take
twice as much straw, leaving only half
as much straw for the cattle to eat,
hence the scarcity of beef.—New York
Mall.

, Always to Be Reckoned With,

You must learn to deal with odd and
even in life, as well as in figures.—
George Eliot.

ELUSIVE PEST IS PESKY FLY

Hard to Corner, and You Haven't Al-
ways Got Him When You Think
He Is Landed.

/
" You have been warned against him.
You have been told that he is as dan-
gerous as dynamite.
You have read that he leaves a trail
of death,
You have bought a sheet of flypaper
and are on the watch for his coming. 1

If he comes it will be to his doom.

S-s-s-h! He is at the screen door
seeking an entrance. The monster
thinks the family away on a Sunday
school plcnic, and that he can plant
the seeds of death undisturbed.

He finds a hole and softly enters. Get
you back into a corner and don't
breath while he is making for the din-
ner table. He may light down. Flies
have their tired moments the same as
three-year-old steers. He will slide
to the east—then north by east—then

southeast—then wheel to the west and

look around to see if anybody has a
broom trained on him. Give him time.
If the molasses {s up to his grade he
will find it sooner or later. When he
finally slides up to the paper you can
bet you've got him. Taking hold of
the table with his legs he will reach
his head out, nibble a little, smack his
lips, and then make a dive for the cen-
ter of the sheet, calculating to fly off
with it to a knot hole in the ceiling.
If you have  tacked the sheet down
you've got the fly. If you haven't,

away goes a cent. You may catch a

! second fly before the summer is gone,
but if you are impatient and want to
make a show you must order your
dead flies by the box from New York,
spread out on your paper in a quiet
place, and put ’em on the machine
used by all the respectable druggists.

First Leading Article.

May 12 scems an important anniver-
sary for the newspaper world, because
some consider that on that date, in
1791, the Morning Chronicle first

brought into being the leading article.

7
I

It was merely a short paragraph,
which stated that “the great and firm
body of the Whigs of England, true to
their principles, had decided in favor
of Mr. Fox as the representative of
the pure doctrines of Whiggery,” and
suggesting as a result that Burke
should retire from the house of com-
mons. This paragraph was published
in the part of the Morning Chronicle
where leading articles afterwards ap-
peared, and for that reason is reckoned
the forerunner of editorial comments
on:the topics of the day.

No university can make a man. .. .

PARIS AGAIN GOAL

Germans Are Rushing ‘Large,

Force From Russia to
France.

ALLIES CLAIM TO HAVE GAINED

French and British Ocupy . Lille,
Estaires, Gain in, Center, Woevre
and Alsace—Recapture Muehl-
hausen and Altkirch. '

Berlin, via Amsterdam, Oct. 17.—The
war office, in its official statement,
announced that the kaiser’s headquar-
ters had been moved farther into
France. ; ;

Kaiser Rushes Troops to France.

London; Oct. 17.—Although the fall
of Ostend appears to have become a
certainty, the German sweep of the
northwest coast to the west has been
circumvented by thg allies in driving
a wedge ‘between the army of General
von Beseler and the forces of Gener-
als von Kluck aund von Boehm, which
compose the German right of the main
line of the invaders in France.

Great re-enforcements are rushing
from Russia to France, however, in
readiness for another German advance
on Paris. g

The official gommunlque jssued at
Bordeaux reports among other  gains
along the whole front the capture of
Estaires, 13 miles west of Lille, and
on the north bank of the Lys.

The allies are moving straight north
to give battle to the ,Antwerp be-
leaguering army, which is moving to
the westward.

Germans ﬁccupy Bruges.

Northeast of this position the Ger-
mans have made a corresponding ad-
vance, which is part of the converg-
fng movement upon Ostend.

The army from Antwerp not only
has occupied Bruges, only 15 miles
from Ostend on the east, but has es-
tablished ‘a line swinging in an are
to the south and then to the west,
with the vanguard of the German
@army occupying Thoutout and Dix-
mude, to the® southwest of 'Os-
tend. In Thielt, 15 miles south-
east of Bruges, a large force of Ger-
mans has appeared, and at least one
hundred thousand of the invaders are
reported to have occupied Ghent.

On the left bank of the Lys the
Germans have been forced to abandon
all their positions, according to offi-
cial announcement from Bordeaux, and
in the vicinity of Lens and betwéen
Arras and Albert the French have
made considerable progress.

Muehlhausen and Altkirch Retaken.

The French have recaptured Muehl-
hausen and Altkirch, according to a
dispatch from Basel, Switzerland,
transmitted to the Exchange Tele-
graph company by its ¢orrespondent
in Rome. :

This message says that German
losses were so heavy that the enemy
was compelled to use 150 motor cars
to carry off the wounded. f

Both these positions had beea taken
and retaken repeatedly in the fight-
ing in Alsace.

.Further successes are claimed by
the French war office on the helghts
of the Meuse and In_ the Woevre
region, principally to the south of
St. Mihiel and near Marcheville. Be-
tween the Meuse and the Moselle, furi-
ous attacks by the Germans to the
goutheast of Verdun were repulsed,
and the French have been able to
advance some distance to the south
of the road from Verdun to Metz.

Berlin Denies Allies Win.

‘Berlin (via Amsterdam), Oct. 17.—
The war office issued the following of-
ficial statement: 4

“In France there is heavy fighting
east of ‘Soissons and the Argonne. The
French have continued to make at-
tacks on our positions near St. Mihiel,

. but have been repulsed. The Germans

have lost ground at no point, despite
the official reports .issued in Paris as
to French successes, The emperor’s
headquarters have been moved farther
into France.

Cut Off Russian Army in Poland.

London, ' Oct. 17.—German troops
have succeeded in cutting off a Rus-
sian army in Ivangorod, the great Rus-
sian fortress 60 miles southwest of
Warsaw, according to an official an-
nouncement given out in Berlin and
sent here by way of Amsterdam. /

The dispatch says communications
have been cut between Ivangorod and
Warsaw and that the Austro-Ger
forces are preparing to cross the Vis-
tula. It adds that the Germans have
repulsed the Russians south of War-
saw and hold all of southern Poland
up to the Vistula.

The general staff at Berlin reports
that the battle east of 'Wirballen, in
the Suwalki district of Russian Po-
land, which has been raging for ten
days, is progresesing favorably for the
Germans.

The Russian official .news bureau,
on the other hand, issued a statement
asserting that the conflict in Poland
was proceeding on ground selected by
the Russian general staff and that the
situation continued favorable to the
czar’s troops.

.The Russian war office denied Aus-
trian claims that the Russians had
been routed at Przemysl or that Lem-
berg had been recaptured and asserted
that the fall of Przemysl might be ex-
pected at any time. G

Dispatches from Vienna admit that
the siege of Przemysl has not been
entirely raised.

Portugal Is Mobilizing Army. *

Madrid, Oct. 17.—The army of Portu-
gal has started to mobilize, according
to dispatches from London, which it
in close touch with the government at
Lisbon. This act bears out the in-
creasing rumors during the last few
days that the republic had decided to
enter the war at once on the side of
the allies. The Portuguese army, in-
cluding the expeditionary forces, num-
bers eight army corps in active serv-
ice. Calling out of the First and Sec:
ond reserves would bring an army of
half a million men into the field.

+ ‘Austrian Dreadnaught Burned.

Rome, Oct. 17—A new ' Austrian
dreadnaught was gutted by fire in the
government shipbuilding yards near
Trieste and six new torpedo boat de-
stroyers were also damaged, accord-
ing to a telegram received here. The
dreadnaught was to have been
launched this week.

British Sink German Ship.
London, Oct. 17.—~The admiralty an-
nounces that the German liner Marko-

mannia has been sunk by the British |
. warship: Yarmouth near Su;na;m., ’ ]
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Hawaiian
- Pineapple

Troplcal Ha\nu, the home of the finest Pineapple, is too

distant to supply .Kou with the fresh fruit that
' m‘lﬁln Pineapple in all its perfection
y ripening in the

right into the tin the day it is
picked. You can buy it sliced or crushed.

At Yoar Grocers

Libby, MCNeill & Libby
Chicago
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LOSS OF WAR EXAGGERATED

-Real Facts as to Mortality and AProp-
erty Destruction In a 8ix
Months' Conflict.

The destruction of war is not nearly
as great as it seems, Engineering Mag-
azine states. If people do not produce,
neither do they consume, and the
man who may have been making and
spending $10 a day comes down to the
$1 or Bven to the ten cent level with-
out particular detrimept to himself or
to his similarly placed neighbors, The
total wealth of Germany is. $60,600,-
000,000 and even if the actual war
wastes were $2,000,000 a ¢day this in a
whole year would amount to less than
1 per cent of the accumulated wealth
of the fatherland. The average death
rate in Germany
per 1,000, or 1,200,000 a year. Kill 100,
000 soldiers and you have only doubled
for one year the normal outflow. In
four years, if the normal rate were
lessened from 20 to 15 per cent, the
loss would be numerically made up.
The loss of life, the loss of time, the
loss of property in a six months war
is, after all, insignificant compared to
the great enduring life of the nation.
Recuperation will be rapid.

How a Row Started in Glen Eilder.

They were leaning over the line
fence, these ladylike neighbors, and
they seemed to be having an argu-
ment as “the Glen Elder Sentinel’s
reporter passed.

“How do you know it I8 s0?” asked
one.

“] sald it was so, didn’t I?” the
other came back, coldly.

“Uh, huh, you did, and T suppose
it is your idea that whatever you say
goes?” :

“Yes, if T say it to you—it goes all
over town!”

And then the neighbors called the
police.—Kansas City Star.

OUR OWN DRUGGIST WILL TELL YOU
Murine Eye Remedy for Red, Weak, Watery

yes and Granulated "Eyelids; No Smarting—
fost Eyo Comfort. Write for Hook of the Hye
y | Free. Murine Eye Remedy Co.. Chlcago.

Not In Weeds.
“She is a grass widow, isn't she?
“Well, she'seems to be in. clover,”—,
Boston Evening Transcript. y

" ar

Constipation causes and aggravates many
serious diseases. It is thoroughly cured by
Dr. Pierce’s Pleasant Pellets. The favorite
family laxative. Adv.

s man who never flatters her.

is probably 20 |-

A woman'’s idea of a’'boy is simply |-

Germans consume 200 pounds of

Poet’'s Easy Time.

Mother—Do you mean to tell me
that your husband {8 out half the
time until after midnight?

Daughter—More than half.

“And you never scold?” |

“Never.”

“] am amazed.”

“You forget that my husband is a
poet." /

“What of that, pray?”

“When he comes home early he al-
ways insists on reading his'poems to
me.”—New York Weekly.

1 Extended.

The Applicant--Have you a vacancy
in your tango classes?

The Dancing Master—How old are
you?

“Forty-three.” .

“What is. your weight?”’

“Hindred and fifty.”

“You’'ll have to get on the waiting
list, I'm not accepting tango pupils
under forty-three years and ‘180
pounds.”—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

Over Seventy Years Young.

Mrs. Russel Sage. started on her:
eighty-seventh year 3 few weeks ago
and Mrs. John D. Rockefeller began
her seventy-sixth. Mrs. Sage is said
to be the more robust of the two,
Mrs. Rockefeller not having been
very strong for some time. Both
women have a long life of well doing
to look back upon.

Proper 'Forethought, .

“Good mornin’, Mrs. Moriarity. It's
well ye'r 'lookin’. ~Ard how's thot
delicate son av yours now?"”

“It's wurrking in a delicatessen
store he is8.” X

“Aha! Must be foine to have spe-
cial stores jist for sickly byes to wor-
ruk in, hey?” ;

A Man’s Carelessness.

“I've hurt my wife's feelings again,”
sald Mr. Meekton.

“By something you said?”

“No. I didn’t say a word.- But 1
got mixed up in my- recollection of
which parts of her speech: called for
laughter and which  called for ap-

plause.” -
is no more necessery
than Smallpox. Amy
experience has demonstrated
5 the almost effl
€aCy, and harmlessness, of Antityphold Vaccination.
Be vaccinated NOW by your physician, you am)
It Is more vital than house lu“:l.
Ask your physician, druggist, or send for ve
you had Typhold?’_ telling of Typhold Vaccine,
gesults from use, and danger from Typhold Carriers.
The Cutter Laberatery, Berkoley, Cal., Chleage, 1L
Producing Vaccings and Serums uader U. 8. Lisonss '

flour per capita yearly.

in the feeding and fattening ration.
;:at(tlle, horses and sheep.
eed.

millions of farm stock in the past 42

before. Try it if you never have.
been—on a guaranty of your

freely as a dip or spray.
SkinyDueascs.' Only $1.00 a

rofits.
y using .

Dpalls,

Builds :J) sick and run-down animals.
Dairy cows produce more milk. Has been used in the daily ration of

perfect satisfaction or money
get confused. Ask for Pratts and look for the name on the label.

Sold in packages, 25¢, 80c, $1.00 23-1b. pails, $3.00
For clean; healthy hogs and cattle, use Pratts Di

Cures Ticks, Lice, Mange,
gallon.

40,000 Dealers Sell Pratts

g PRATT FOOD COMPANY
CHICAGO

PATENTS F=2iisgmss

N-_Top Prices
For Your Hogs

More pork, better pork and™a better Erie:.
Sleek, fat hogs in the pink of health and
seady for market weeks egarlier.
feed used. Lower feeding costs. Greater

Less*

Fatten your ‘“‘mortgage lifters’ '

Animial
Regulator
Feed it from the start to hogs,

ps them robust and always ready for their

Prevents hog cholera.

ears. More used today than ever

svery package sold as it always has
back. not

and Disinfectant
res, Cuts and all

TORONTO

KRayo Lamp

The circle *round the
centertable flooded with
soft, mellow, yet bril.
liant light that allows
the family to read, em-
broider, sew and study
all through the long
winter evenings,

RAYO LAMPS give a
clear, steady, restful
light, without glare or
flicker, smoke or odor.
For the light that is next
best to daylight, that
saves the eyes and pre-,
vents eye strain, as well
as to give the family
pleasure and comfort,get
a RAYO Lamp for the
reading table,

'Happy Evenings

STANDARD Of}, COMPANY, Chicago, Ilinois " Perfection il

’'Round the
i

CHESTER

| ‘Nublack’? and “New Rival’’ Loaded Shotshells

Good shooters and sure shooters are Winchester “ Nublack” and * New
| Rival ”” black powder loaded shells, Tbeymmglymadoandluded
with only standard brands of powder, shot and wadding. Their even pate
tern and deep penetration make them sure game getters,
pothing better. Sold everywhere. Look for the Red W oo the box. |

They Are Udiform, Highly Satisfactory

(240)
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You will find’
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