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CHAPTER XXVII—Continued. 

By the Eigne the land ahead was full 
of bandits and'ladforiea, men to whom 

: hjuman life was nothing and a woman 
no more sacred than a. brute. At the 
pass, all trails converged, from the 
nort^ and from the south. Not by any 

; chance could a man paas'over it In the 
daytime without meeting some one on 
the way, and If the base revoltoBOS 
once set eyes on Oracia it would take 
more than a nod to restrain them. 

So, in a sheltered ravine they sought 
oover until It was- dark, and while 
Oracia t siept, the heavy-headed Bud 

* watched the plain from the heights 
- above, « 

As he watched he dreamed of a 
home in which this woman now sleep
ing beside him was the queen. He 
dreamed of years to come with un
bounded happiness throughout all of 
them. Thoughts of Phil and duty to 
Us pardner were far away. Nothing 
on the plain below served to distract 
'him from this dream of happiness, 

i As far. as he could see there was 
. nothing that savored of danger for 

the woman la his keeping. There 
• were no sounds or signs of either 

federal or revolutionary troops, from 
both of which they were fleeing, and 
from both of which he must guard 

: her. Again they were in a world that 
was all their own, an Eden with but 

v one man and one woman. 
Fbr an hour and more he watched 

v and dreamed, and with the dreams 
came the desire for sleep, the cry of 
nature for rest. Oracia stirred, then 
spoke softly to him, calling him by 
name, and her voice was as music 
far away: 

When she awoke and found him nod
ding-Oracia insisted upon taking his 

?• place. Now that she had been re-
freshed her dark eyes were bright and 
sparkling, but Bud could, hardly see. 
The long watching by night and by day 

« bad left his eyes bloodshot and swol-
- ton, with lids that drooped in spite of 
i Mm. If he did not sleep now he 

might dose In the saddle later, or ride 
blindly into some rebel camp; so he 

. made her promise to. call him and lay 
down to rest until dark. 

The stars were all out when he 
awoke, startled by her hand oh his 

' hair, but she reassured him with a 
< word and led him up the hill to their 

* lookout It was then that he under-
- stood her silence. In the brief hours 

during \ which he had slept the de-
' sorted country seemed suddenly to 
* have come to life. 

By daylight there had been nothing 
'• to suggest the presence . of men. 

But now as, the velvet night set
tled down upon the land It brought 
out the gllmmeringspecksofa hun
dred canjp-flrestotheeastandtothe 
north. But the fires to which Oracia 
pointed were set fairly in their' trail. 

' and they barred.the w^y toGadsden.' 
l'1 "Look!", she Mi'1 did not' want; 

to wake you.but* the flreahave sprung 
up everywhere. These last ones are 
right In the pass." 

"When did you see them?" asked 
•' Hooker, his head still heavy with 

sleep. "Have they been there long?" 
"No; only a few minutes," she an

swered. "At sundown I saw those over 
to the east—they are along the base 
of that big black mountain—but these 
flashed up Just now; and see, there 
are mora, and more!" 
i "Some outfit coming in from tile 
north." said Bud. "They've crossed 
over tM pass and camped at the lint 
water this side." 
i "Who do you think they are?" asked 
Gracia in an awed voice. "Insurrec-
toa?" . 
\ "T.nt« as not," muttered Bud, gazing 
from encampment to encampment. 
"But whoever they are," he added, 
"they're no friends of ours. We've got 
to go around them." 
I "And if we can't?" suggested Ora
cia. 

"I reckon well have to go through, 
titan." answered Hooker grimly. "We 
dant want to get caught here In the 
morning." 

"Bide right through their camp?" 
gasped Oracia. 

"Let the sentries get to sleep," he 
went oil. half to himself. "Then, just 
before the moon comes up, we'11. try to 
edge around them, and if It comes to 
a showdown, we'll ride for it! Are 
you game?" 

He turned to read the answer, and 
die drew herself up proudly. 

"Try me!" she challenged, drawing 
nearer to him in the darkness. And so 
they stood, side by side, while their 

clasped In promise. Then, as 
the' night grew darker and no new 
fires appeared. Hooker saddled up the 
-well-fed horses and they picked their 
way down to the trail. 

The first fires were far ahead, but 
they proceeded at a walk, their horses' 
toot —'Hag silently upon the sodden 
ground. Not a word was spoken and 
they halted often to listen, for others, 
too, might be abroad. The distant 
Area nn dying now, except a few 
where men roee to teed them. 

The braying of -Iwiros came in from 
the flats to the right and aa the fugi
tives drew near the first encampment 
they oould hear the voices of the night 
guards as they rode about the horse 
hard. -Then, as they waited impatient
ly, the watch-fires died down, the 
guards no longer ssng their high fal
setto, and even the burros werestffl. 

This was their opportunity. If they 
were to get through that line of sleep
ing men it must be done by stealth. 
Should they be discovered it would 
mean one man against an army to 
protect the woman, and the odds, great 
as they were, must be taken if need 
be. 

It was approaching the hour of mid
night, and as their horses twitched res
tively at the bits they gave them the 
rein and rode ahead at a venture. 

At their left the last embers of the 

fires revealed the sleeping forms of 
men; to their right, somewhere in the 
darkness, was the night herd and~the 
herders. They lay low on their horses' 
necks, not to cast a silhouette against 
the sky, and let Copper Bottom pick 
the trail. • 

With ears that pricked and swiveled. 
and delicate nostrils snuffing the Mex
ican taint, he plodded' along through 
the grease wood, divining by some in
stinct his master's need of care. The 
camp was almost behind them, and 
Bud had straightened up In the sad
dle, when suddenly the watchful Cop
per Bottom jumped and a man rose up 
from the ground. 

"Who goes there?" he mumbled, 
swaying sleepily above his gun, and 
Hooker reined his horse away before 
he gave him an answer.-

"None of your business," he growled 
impatiently. "I am going to the pass." 
And as the sentry1 stared stupidly after 
him he rode on through the bushes, 
neither hurrying nor halting until he 
gained the trail. 

"Good luck!" he observed to Gracia, 
when the camp was far behind. "He 
took me for an officer and never saw 
you at all." 

"No, I flattened myself on my pony," 
answered Gracia with a laugh. "He 
thought you were leading a pack-
horse." 

"Good," chuckled Hooker; "you did 
fine! Now, don't say another word— 
because they'll notice a woman's voice 
—and if we don't run into some more 
of them we'll soon be climbing the 
pass." 

They had passed through some per
ilous moments, but Gracia had hardly 
realised the danger because of the as
surance of Hooker, who was careful 
not to frighten her unnecessarily. But 
it was an assurance which he had not 
felt himself, and he waB not yet cer
tain of their safety. 

The waning moon came out as they 
left the wide valjfey behind them, and 
then it disappeared again as they rode 
into the gloomy shadows of the can
yon. For an hour or two they plodded 
slowly upward, passing through nar
row defiles and into moonlit spaces, 
and: still they did not mount the sum
mit. 

In the east the dawn began to break 
and they spurred op in almost a panic.. 
The Mexican palsanos count them
selves late if they do not take the trail 
at sunup—what if they should meet 
some straggling party before they 
reached the pass? 

Bud jumped Copper Bottom up. a 
series of cat steps; Gracia's roan came 
scrambling behind; and then, just as 
the boxed walls ended and they gained 
a level spot, they suddenly found them
selves in the midst of a camp of Mex-
icans—men. Baddles, packs, and rifles, 
all scattered at their feet. 

"Buenos dlas!" saluted Bud, as the 
blinking men rose up from their 
blankets. "Excuse me, apigos, I am 
in a hurry!" 

"A "donde va? A donde va?" chal
lenged a bearded man as he sprang up 
from his brush shelter. 

"To the pass, senor," answered Hook
er, still politely, but motioning for 
Oracia to ride on ahead. "Adlos!" 

"Who is that man?" bellowed the 
bearded leader, turning furiously upon 
his followers. "Where is my senti
nel? Stop him!" 

But it was too late to stop him. Bud 
laid his quirt across the rump of the 
roan and spurred forward In a dash for 
cover. They whisked around the point 
of a hill as the first scattered shots 
rang out; and, as a frightened sentinel 
jumped up in their path Bud rode him 
down. The man dropped his gun to 
escape the fury of the charge and In 
a mad clatter they flung themselves 
at a rock-slide and scrambled to the 
bench above. The path was rocky, 
but they pressed forward at a gallop 
until, as the sun came up, they beheld 
the summit of the pass-

"We win!" cried Bud, as he spurred 
up the last incline. 

As he looked over the top he ex
ploded in an oath and jerked Copper 
Bottom back on his haunches. The 
leader of a long line of horsemen was 
just coming up the other side—there 
was no, escape—and then back at the 
frightened girl. 

"Keep behind me," he commanded, 
"and don't shoot I'm going to hold 
'em up!" 1 ' 

He jumped his horse out to one side 
and landed squarely on the rim of the 
ridge. Oracia drew her horse in be
hind him and reached for the pistol in 
her holster; then both together they 
drew their guns and Bud threw down 
on the first man. 

"Go on!" he ordered, motioning him 
forward with his head; "pr-r-rontol" 
He jerked out his rifle with his left 
hand and laid it across his lap. v 

"Hurry up now," he raged, as the 
startled Mexican halted. "Go on and 
keep a going, and the first man that 
makes a break I'll shoot him full of 
holes!" 

He sat like a statue on his shining 
horse, his six-shooter balanced to shoot 
and something in his very presence— 
the bulk of his body, the forward 
thrust of his he£d, and the burning 
hate of his eyes—quelled the spirits 
of the rebels. They were a rag-teg 
army, mounted on horses and donkeys 
and mules and with arms of every 
known make. 

It was just such an army as was 
overrunning all northern Mexico, such 
an army as had been levying tribute 
on the land for a century. They'spread 
terror throughout all that great coun
try south of the American border. 

The flery glances of the American 
made them cringe as they had always 
cringed before their masters, and his 
curses turned their blood to water. He 
towered above them like a giant, pour
ing forth a torrent of oaths and beck
oning them on their way, and the lead
er was the first to yield. 

With hand half-raised and jaw on 
his breast he struck spurs to his fright
ened mule and went dashing over the 
ridge. 

The others followed by twos and 
threes, some shrinking, some protest
ing, some gazing forth villainously 
from beneath their broad hats. As they 
looked back he whirled upon them and 
swore he would kill the first man that 
dared to turn his head. 

After all, they were a generation of 
slaves, those low-browed, unthinking 
peons, and war had not made them 
brave. They passed on, the whole 
iine of bewildered soldiery, looking in 
vain for the men that were behind the 
American, staring blankly at the beau
tiful woman who sat so courageously 
by his side. 

When the last had gone by Bud 
picked up his rifle and watched him 
around the point. Then he smiled 
grimly-at Gracia, whose eyes were still 
round with wonder, and led the way 
down the trail. 

CHAPTER XXVIII. 

The high pass and the ineurrectos 
were behind them now and the rolling 
plains of Agua Negra were at their 
{eet To the northeast the smoke ban
ners of the Gadsden smelters lay like 
ribbons across the sky, and the line 
was not far away. 

Yet, as they came down from the 
mountains, Bud and Gracia fell silent 
and slackened their slashing pace. The 
time for parting was near, and part
ings are always sad. 

But ten miles across the plain lay 
Gadsden and Phil—Phil to whom Gra
cia was promised. There had been no 
thoughts of him from the time they 
sat together under the horse-blankets 
waiting for the rain if> pass until now 
that the dangers were virtually over, 
and but a short time more would place 
them beyond the reach of either ru-
rales or rebels. Bud thought of the 
duty he owed his pardner, even though 
that pardner had played him false. 
Great as was his longing for Oracia, 
he could not forget that duty. Their 
companionship had been but a thing 
to forget if he could, or at best he 
could only remember the sweetness 
of It, and must forget the dreams he 
had dreamed as he watched beside 
Gracia in the hills. He was taking her 
to Phil, and all else must be sacrificed 
for duty. , 

Bud looked far out across the valley 
to where a train puffed' in from the 
south, and the sight of it made him un
easy. He watched still as' it lay at the 

line, but the rurales had foreseen their 
ruse in dropping Into the gulch and 
had turned at the same time to lnter-
cept them. They were pushing their 
fresh horses to the utmost now across 
the open prairie, and as the roan 
lagged and faltered in his stride Bud 
could see that the race was lost 

"Head for that monument!" he 
called to Gracia, pointing toward one 
of the international markers 'as he 
faced their pursuers. "You'll make It 
—they won't shoot a woman!" 

He reached for his gun as he spoke. 
"No, no!" she cried. "Don't you 

stop! If you do I will! Come on!" 
she entreated, checking her horse to 
wait for him. "You ride behind me— 
they won't dare shoot at us then!" 

Bud laughed shortly and wheeled in 
behind her, returning his gun to its 
sling. 

"All right," he said, "we'll, ride It out 
together then!" 

He laid the quirt to the roan. In the 
whirl of racing bushes a white monu
ment flashed up suddenly before them. 
The rurales were within pistol-shot 
and whipping like mad to head them. 
Another figure came flying along the 
line, a horseman, waving his hands 
and motioning., Then, riding side by 
side, they broke across the boundary 
with the baflled rurales yelling savage
ly at their heels. 

"Keep a going!" prompted Hooker, 
as Gracia leaned back to check her'* 
horse; "down into the gulch the™— 
them rurales are liable to shoot yet!" 

The final dash brought them to 
cover, but as Bud leaped down and 
took Gracia in his arms the roan 
spread his feet trembled, and droppied 
heavily to the ground. 

He'll be all right," soothed Bud, as 
Gracia still clung to. his arm. Then, 
as he saw her gaze fixed beyond him, 
he turned and beheld Philip De Lan-
cey. 

It waB the same Phil, the same man 
Bud had called pardner, and yet 
when Hooker saw him there he stif
fened and his face grew hard. \ 

"Well?" he said, slowly detaching 
Gracia's fingers and putting her hand 
away. 

As'Phil ran forward to greet them 
he stepped sullenly off to one side. 
What they said he did not know, for 
his mind was suddenly a blank; but 
when Phil rushed over and wrung his 
hand he came back to earth with a 
start 

"Bud!" cried De Lancey ecstatical
ly, "how can I ever thank you enough! 
You brought her back to me, didn't 
you, old man? Thank God you're safe 
—I've been watching for you with 
glasses ever since I heard-you had 
started! I knew you would do it, 
pardner; you're the best friend a man 
ever had! But—say, come over here a 
minute—I want to speak to you." 

He led Hooker off to one side, while 

veyed Hooker with a mocking smile. 
Then she laughed again. 

"Never mind,," she said, "IH fix that 
I'll tell them that I kidnaped him!" 

"No, but seriously!" protested De 
Lancey, as Bud chuckled hoarsely. 
"You can't cross the line without being 
passed by the inspectors, and—well, 
your father 1b there to get you back." 

"But I will not go!" flung back Ora
cia. 

"Oh, my dear girl!" cried De Lan
cey, frowning In his perplexity, "you 
don't understand, and you make It aw
ful hard for me. You know they're 
very strict now—so many low women 
coming across the line, for—well, the 
fact is, unless you are married you 
can't come in at all!"' 

"But I'm in!" protested Gracia 
flushihg hotly. "I'm—" 

"They'll deport you," said De Lan
cey, stepping forward to give her sup
port 

"I know it's hard, dear," he went 
on, as Bud moved hastily away, "but 
I've got it aU arranged. Why should 

wait? You came to marry me, 
didn't you? Well, you must do it now 
—right away! I've got the license and 
the priest all waiting—come on before 
the rurales get back to town and re
port that you've crossed the line. We 
can ride around to the north and come 
in at the other side of town. Then 
we—" 

"Oh, no, no!" cried Gracia, pushing 
him impulsively aside. "I am not 
ready now. And—" -

She paused and glanced at Bud. 
"Mr. Hooker," ehe began, walking 

gently toward him, "what will you do 
now?" 

"I don't know," answered Hooker 
huskily. 

"Will you come with us—will you—" 
"No," said Bud, shaking his head 

slowly. 
"Then I must say good-by?" 
She waited, but he did not answer. 
"You have been so good to me," sha 

went on, "so brave, and—have I been 
brave, too?" she broke in pleadingly. 

Hoofeer nodded his head, but he did 
not meet her eyes. 

"Ah, yes," she sighed. "YoU have 
heard what Phil has said. I wish now 
that my mother were here, but—would 
you mind? Before I go I want to—give 
you a kiss!" 

She reached out her hands impul
sively and Hooker started tback. His 
eyes, which had been downcast blazed 
suddenly as he gazed at her, and then 
they flitted to Phil. 

"No," he said, and his voice was life
less and choked. 

"You will not?" she asked, after a 
pause. 

"No!" he said again, and she shrank 
away before his glance. 

"Then good-by," she murmured, turn
ing away like one in a dream, and Bud 
heard the crunch of her Bteps as she 
went toward the horses with Phil. 

Gracia watched them with jealous Then, gg the tears welled, to his eyes. 

Gracia Watched Them With Jealous 
I ' Eyes. 

station and, after a prolonged stare in 
the direction of Asu* Negra, he reined 
sharply to the north. 

"What is it?" asked Gracia, coming 
out of her reverie. 

"Oh, nothing," answered Bud, slump
ing down in his saddle. "I see the rail
road is open again—they might be 
somebody up there looking for us." 

"You mean—" 
"Well, say a bunch of rurales." 
He turned still farther to the north 

as he spoke and spurred his jaded 
horse on. Gracia kept her roan be
side him, but he took no notice, ex
cept as he scanned the line with his 
bloodshot eyes. He, was a hard-look
ing man now, with a rough stubble of 
beard on his face and a sullen set to 
his Jaw. As two horsemen rode out 
from distant Agua Negra he turned 
and glanced at Gracia. 

"Seems like we been on the run 
ever since we left Fortuna," he said 
with a rueful smile. "Are you good 
for Just one more?" 

"What is it now?" she inquired 
pulling herself together with an effort 
"Are those two men coming out to 
meet us? Do you think they'd stop 
us?" 

"That's about our luck," returned 
Hooker. "But when we dip out of Sight 
in this swale here we'll turn north and 
hit for the line." " 

"All right? she agreed. "My hone 
is tired, but 111 do whatever you say, 
Bud." 

She tried to catch his eyes at this, 
but he seemed lost in contemplation of 
the horsemen. 

"Them's rurajes," he said at last, 
"and heading straight for us—but 
we've come too far to get caught now. 
Come on!" he added bruskly, and went 
galloping up the swale. . 

For two miles they rode up the 
wash, their heads below the level of the 
plain, but as Bud emerged at the mouth 
of the gulch and looked warily over 
the cut bank he suddenly reached for 
his rifle and measured the distance to 
the line. 

"They was too foxy for me," he mut
tered, as Gracia looked over at the 
approaching rurales. "But I can stand 
'em off," he added, "so you go ahead." 

"No!" she cried, coming out in open 
rebellion. "Well, I won't leave you— 
that's all!" she declared, as he turned 
to command her. "Oh, come along. 
Bud!" She laid an impulsive hand 
on his arm and he thrust his gun back 
into the sling with a thud. 

"All right!" he said. "Can't stop to 
talk about it Go ahead—and flay the 
hide off of that roan!" 

They were less than a mile from the 

eyes, and lowered his voice as he 
spoke. , 

"It was awful good/of you, Bud," he 
whispered, "but I'm afraid you've got 
in bad! The whole town is crazy about 
it Old Aragon came up on the first 
train, and now they've wired that you 
killed Del Rey. By Jove, Bud, wasn't 
that pulling it a little strong? Captain 
of the rurales, you know—the whole 
Mexican government is behind him— 
and Aragon wants you for kidnaping!" 

"What's that?" demanded Oracia, as 
she heard her own name spoken. >• 

Bud looked at Phil, who for once 
was at a loss for words, and then he 
answered Blowly. . 

"Your father is down at the station.'' 
he said, "looking for—you." 

"Well, he can't have me!" cried Gra
cia defiantly. "I'm across the line 
now! I'm free! I can do what I 
please!" 

"But there's the Immigration office," 
interposed Phil pacifically. "You will 
have to go there—and your father has 
claimed you were kidnaped!" 

"Ha! Kidnaped!" laughed Oracia, 
who bad suddenly recovered her 
spirits. "And by whom?" 

"Well—by Bud here," answered De 
.Lancey hesitatingly. ' ! 

Oracia turned as he spoke and sur-

he heard a resounding slap and a rush 
of approaching feet ' 

"No!" came the voice of Oracia, 
vibrant,with indignation. "I say no!" 
The spat of her hand rang out again 
and then, with a piteous sobbing, she 
came running back to Bud; halting 
with the stiffness of her long ride. 

"I hate you!" she screamed/ as Phil 
came after her. "Oh I hate you! No, 
you shall never have the kiss! What! 
if Bud here has refused it, will I give 
a kiss to you? Ah, you poor, miserable 
creature!" she cried, wheeling upon 
him in a sudden fit of passion. "Where 
were you when I was in dangeT? 
Where were ypu when there was no 
one to save me? And did'you think, 
then, to steal a kiss, when my heart 
was sore for Bud? Ah, coward! You 
are no. fit pardner! No, I will never 
marry you—never! Well, go- then! 
And hurry! Oh, how I hate you—to 
try to steal me from Bud!" 

She turned and threw her arms 
about Hooker's neck and drew his 
rough face down to her. 

"You do love me, don't yoii, Bud?" 
she sobbed. Oh, you are so good— 
so brave! And now will you take the 
kiss?" 

"Try me!" said Bud. 
THE END. 

WORLD'S WONDER IN OREGON 

Hottest Springs on Earth 8aid to Have 
Been Locsted Seventy Miles 

From Portland. 

Springs hot enough to cook beans 
and boil eggs In three minutes have 
been found within a short distance of 
Portland, Ore. They are on the Clack
amas river, 30 miles south of Ester 
cada and 70 miles from Portland. 

These springs are BO In number, 
and one throws out a stream seven 
inches In diameter. The springs have 
been known to the Indians for many 
years. A French halfbreed named 
Michel Arquetto, a trapper, hearing an 
old Indian of the Molalla tribe speak 
of hot springs this side of the range, 
made an Investigation and found 
them. 

The springs are supposed to be the 
hottest in the world—220 degrees. 
bmm have been cooked in the larg
er spring with the same dispatch aa 
on a stove. Eggs, enceased in a mesh 
of any kind, have been cooked in three 
minutes. Even fish have been caught 
in the Clackamas river and without 
being taken off the line have been 
dropped into the spring and in a very 
brief time cooked to a turn. 

The waters come from solid rock 
and are strongly Impregnated with 
salts, but not of sufficient strength 
to tho taste objectionable. 

Many stories are told by the Indians 
with regard to the wonderful proper
ties of these springs and they have 
been known to cross the mountains 
from the reservation on the other side 
to bathe in the waters of the "Big 
Hole," aa they call It 

Prefer loss before unjust gain; for 
that brings grief but once; this for
ever^—Child. 

GYMNASTICS FOR THE EYES 

California Artist, Now In Hsr Eight
ieth Year, Tells How She Has 

Preserved 8lght 

Mrs. Phoebe C. Taber, wife of Q. 
Major Taber of Los Angeles, is prob
ably the oldest active artist in Cali
fornia. She recently celebrated her 
eightieth birthday anniversary at a 
family reunion held at the home of 
a cousin, Charles W. Taber, and yet 
she plies her brush industriously ev
ery day and says that she Is turning 
out as much- work as she did many 
years ago. 

"And the most remarkable thing is," 
she says, "that I do not have to wear 
glasses at all when I paint I have a 
good north light and I nevor wear 
them. I believe my good eyesight Is 
the result of Instructions I received 
from the first teacher I ever had. He 
told me to take good care of my eyes 
above all else, and when ever I should 
find that I had overtaxed them to go 
to the 'window and practise 'eye gym
nastics' by looking first at distant and 
then at near objects. I have done so 
and am glad of it" 

Mrs. Taber is a versatile artist Her 
studio is lined with several hundred 
of her paintings, and they Include por
traits, figures, landscapes and many 
paintings of California fruits and flow
ers. She exhibited seven paintings at 
the world'B fair in Chicago and ex
hibited in Paris in 1891 and 1892. 

Q. E. D. 
"Willie," Bald the teacher, "give 

me three proofs that the world is ac
tually round." "Yes'm," said Willie, 
cheerfully; "the book says so, you say 
so, and ma says so."—Ladles' Home 
Journal. 

SEES NO EVIL IN 'WOMANISM' 

i-i 
m 
W 
§ 

Eastern Writer Rather of Opinion 
That Movement in This Country 

Makes for Good. 

The American people are not "de
generating" as a result of "woman-
ism;" nor on account of "foolish and 
febrile agitations concerning eugen
ics, prohibition, equal suffrage, etc.," 
Schopenhauer's echo to the' contrary 
notwithstanding. 

One period of the decline of the 
Roman empire, you remember, was 
marked by the activities of Agrlpplna. 
In her second widowhood she induced 
the Emperor Claudius, her own uncle,-
to marry her, and espoused his daugh
ter, though already betrothed to an
other, to her own son, Nero. In or
der to bring the latter to the throne, 
she ruined many rich and noble Ro
mans, excluded Brltannlcus, the son 
of Claudius by Messallna, and' Anal
ly poisoned the emperor, her husband. 
She then endeavored to govern 

through her son, Nero, who was pro
claimed emperor; but her ascendancy 
proving intolerable, Nero caused her 
to be put to death. 

Other women, nearly di detestable, 
afterward sprang Into the limelight 
And In due time the Roman empire 
fell.-

The female of the species in Amer
ica, however, is busy conserving the 
forests, taking the child from the' mill 
and sending him to school, improving 
municipal housekeeping methods, bat
tling against tha social evfl. 

And our republic Vlll survive, grow
ing in strength with the growth of 
justice to all regardless of race or 
class, sex or creed.—Uncle Dudley, in 
Boston Globe. 

Men Mcst Subject to Deafness. 
According to a French statistician, 

males are more* subject to aural dis
eases than femalds, t and out of every 
seven middle-aged persons there axe 
two who do not hear sb^ell with one 
ear as with the other. 

In every thousand chlldftBv^under 

^ - * *v V4 J 

fifteen years of age four per cent 
show symptoms of ear disease, and 
six per cent a marked deficiency in 
hearing power. 

The liability to disease Increases 
from birth to the age of forty, and 
then begins gradually to decrease as 
old. age advances. 

Out of the total number of cases 
subjected to surgical treatment In 
France In one year it Is estimated 
that about fifty-seven per cent were 
cured and thirty per cent parma* 
nently Improved. 

•:./ 
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A mile of macadam road has been 
•completed in Clayton county near 
Strawberry Point. It is the first 
stretch of hard surfaced rural high
way to be built in that county and is 
said to be a model of its kind. The 
success of the undertaking, it is be
lieved, will awaken a feeling for good 
roads and pave the way to later on 
securing aid in the construction of 
other roads of similar nature. The 
road was "costly, requiring an expen
diture of $12,500. 

Keokuk preachers must have been 
stung by the political bee. The second 
Keokuk preacher to enter the 'field Is 
Rev. W. L. Hawkinson, pastor of the 
Swedish Mission church, who has 
filed i his papers for the nomination 
of state senator on the prohibition 
ticket. Rev. J. F. Sanders, who ran 
for mayor in the spring, and who is 
running for the legislature on the 
progressive ticket, is the other preach
er politician. 

Both Cedar Falls and Black Hawk 
chapters, D. A. R., have voted to con
tribute toward a fund to commemo
rate the historic trails by which the 
pioneers entered Iowa and over which 
thousands of others emigrated further 
west. The project includes the pur
chase and preservation of historic 
buildings and sites aa well as the erec
tion of monuments and tablets to mark 
the old time trails. 

George Martins, a Mexican laborer 
who inflicted fatal knife wounds on 
Louis Seandues in Fort Dodge} and 
was recaptured by a posse at Otho, 
has many knife wounds, including a 
bad one across the forehead, which 
makes possible a self-defense plea in 
his trial, for murder. Martins is 61 
years of age and his victim was 20. 

Evangelistic education for the in
dividual church was the keynote of 
the Sabbath school institute as a pre
liminary to the session of the synod 
itself held in Council Bluffs. Dr. Geo. 
C. Fracker of Cedar Rapids, the su
perintendent of religious education 
for the synod, told of the plans in his 
address. 

C. A. Stewart, of Sioux City was 
acquitted on a charge of Inciting a 
riot. Stewart came to Le Mars in 
May and started to deliver a lecture 
on "The Papal Menace." Members 
of the Roman Catholic faith caused 
his arrest and after being jailed he 
secured a 'bond. His arrest andi trial 
created a good deal of feeling.. 

The new Ellm Norwegian Lutheran 
church In Marshalltown, now near-
Ing completion, will 'be dedicated 
Sunday, Nov. 29, and in connection 
with the service a special session of 
the Des Moines district conference 
will be heli on Monday and Tuesday 
following. 

Petty offenders meet with a sharp 
turn when they come before the 
courts in Sioux City. For stealing 
$5 from a farmer Gerald Iago was sen
tenced to ,15 years in the penitentiary. 
The limit for a case of manslaughter 
la eight years. 

Henry Anders has sold, his farm of 
220% acres in Banner township, 
Woodbury ^county, to A. Michaelson, 
of Holstein. The consideration was 
$160 per acre. The farm was bought 
•by Mr. Anders fourteen years ^go for 
$40 per acre. 

Hog thieves are operating in the 
locality of, Le Mars and carry off 
their spoils by automobile. Two or 
three, farmers have been awakened 
by the sounds of disappearing ma
chines to find a shortage in their hog 
lots. 

That it pays to raise and sell blood
ed stock was demonstrated by the 
sale held In Iowa Falls by Pember-
ton Bros. Fifty head of pedigreed 
cattle sold at an average of $1S0 each, 
while six averaged $200 each. 

Fire of unknown origin caused 
$12,373 damage at Jolce. The losses 
are; Huso & Osland Hardware com
pany, $6,500; Huso garage, $500; A. 
A. Saxer Lumber yard, $5,000; other 
losses, $272. 

Fire at Bloomfleld burned six 
horses, destroyed a livery stable, in
terrupted the service of two telephone 
companies and damaged the electric 
company. 

Corn husking is on around Rockwell 
City. Corn is of unusually good qual
ity and, will average sixty bushels to 
the acre. 

Panama held its flrst annual home 
festival last week, and It proved a 
success. Large crowds were present 
despite unfavorable weather. 

The recent high water caused con
siderable loss In Ringgold county. 
Forty -bridges washed out is only a 
part of the damage. 

Burglars attempted to blow the safe 
of H. G. Neubaum at Buck Grove, but 
were evidently frightened away be
fore gaining an entrance. 

The freshmen were surprised when 
the sophomores' beat them 86% to 
69% in the annual Ames soph-prep 
field and track meet on State field. 

The dead body of Patrick Delaney 
was found under the bridge of the 
Milwaukee railroad In the heart of 
the city of Decorah. He was lying 
face downward in about a foot of wa
ter and there was a hole of a triangu
lar shape in his skull, showing that 
daath was probably caused by strik
ing his head on the rocks. 

Instead of complying with a de
mand of two footpads to give up his 
valuables at 1 o'clock In the morning 
County Attorney Guy P. Linville or 
Cedar Rapids knocked one of the 
thugs down and pummeled him while 
the other one fled. 

Mussel diggers in the vicinity of 
Keokuk look for a shortage of pearls 
due to the war, and are expecting in 
consequence to reap the profits. Ex
perts declare that the war will pre
vent shipments of the pearls from 
Europe, and already there has been a 
demand for the pearls found In the 
Mississippi river mussel. 

Authorities have been unable to 
pick up a clew which might lead to 
capture of burglars who broke into 
the Whitehead general store at At-
alissa. The cash drawer was rifled 
of its contents and about $100 In mer
chandise was taken. 

In default of $1,000 bond, Walter R. 
Johnson, a Burlington railroad em
ploye, was placed in Jail at Council 
Bluffs to, await hearing on a charge 
made by his wife that he tried to 
force her to drink poison with intent 
to kill her. 

More than $20,000 was raised at a 
rally day meeting held in the Meth
odist church at Vinton. The money 
will be applied towards a new church 
building. 

The members of the Westminster 
church of Cedar Rapids are engaged 
in a campaign to clear the church 
of its Indebtedness of $15,001. 

Iowa's loss through hog cholera this 
year will total less than half of that 
of 1913, according to Dr. K. W. Stoud-
er, yeterinarian of the agricultural ex
tension department, Iowa State col
lege. The farmers this year have 
done exceptionally well in cooperat
ing with the authorities of the experi
ment station in endeavoring to keep 
down the loss and the results show 
that they have been amply repaid. 

Several thousand Shrlners repre
senting Iowa and the adjacent -states 
attended the fall ceremonial and wel
come to Dr. Frederick R. Smith, im
perial potentate of North America, 
held in Des Moines. It was a day of 
fun, frolic and mirth for the nobles 
of the Mystic Shrine, and the cere
monial was without a doubt the larg
est and most successful in the his
tory of Iowa Shrlnedom. 

Among the eight candidates that 
are taking the civil service examina
tion for the position of rural route 
carrier from Imogene to fill the va
cancy caused by the death of Mike 
Dempsey, are a husband and wife and 
a father and son. Mr. and Mrs. C. 
J. Cassel are competing for the of
fice' and Edward and Clarence Small-
ey, a father and son, are also taking 
the same examination. 

The Poland China sale of A, Kool 
& Son near Cordova yhich was held 
last week proved successful. Forty 
head of hogs were sold at an average 
price of $50 per head. Part of these 
were a year old and the remainder 
were spring pigs. One litter of four 
13 months' old pigs sold for $827. One 
of these was bought by M. Shivers ft 
Son o* Knoxville for even- $500. 

The Rev. C. L. Baxter, superintend
ent of the Council Bluffs district of 
the Des Moines conference of the 
Methodist church, founder of the 
Iowa Welfare league, with headquar
ters in Des Moines, and one of the 
best known men in the Methodist min
istry in Iowa, died at the Des Moines 
Methodist hospital recently. His 
death was due to pneumonia. 

In the year of 1891, three brothers, 
Peter, Henry and William Chase, 
were brought to Page county from 
central Iowa. -'William was adopted 
by Mr. and Mrs. S. P. Dressell of 
College Springs and the other two 
•boys were placed with farmers near 
Clarinda. William has never seen or 
heard from his brothers since that 
time and would now. like to find them. 

Sixty dollars att acre from this 
year's alfalfa crop is the remarkable 
record made by William Bankston of 
near Tabor. He has cut and sold 
from his tract a total yield of five 
and one-half tons of hay per acre, 
which he sold from the field for $10 
a ton. , 

Penn college at Oskaloosa Is $42,000 
richer because of the probating of 
the will of Mrs. Martha Taley, a pio
neer Quaker who died at Bangor, 
Marshall county. In her will, made 
25 years ago, she left a farm of Z40 
acres to the college and ft is worth 
$42,000. 

Dr. E. F. Lowry of Ottumwa, sec
retary and treasurer of the Interstate 
Swine Breeders' Protective associa
tion, says that another-meeting of the 
association has been arranged for next 
winter. He also said that the^ loss 
from hog cholera this year will be 
enormous. 

The new Lutheran Evangelical 
church at Greene was dedicated re
cently, mixed services being held. In 
the morning they were conducted in 
German and in the evening in Eng
lish. The new structure Is modern 
in every particular and has a seat
ing capacity of 500. 

The Glenwood Canning factory sea
son Just closed has been the most 
successful since 1? was started. The 
output for the year was 360,000 cans. 
Besides using the product of 40 acres 
of tomatoes of its own it bought 16,-
000 bushels from farmers. 

Alleging that Mrs. B. Mlasavage 
carried a butcher knife with her to 
bed every night,'with the intention 
of killing him at a convenient op
portunity, John Mlasavage has filed 
suit for a divorce at Sioux City. 

Mr. and Mrs. Walsh Roundym, pio
neers of Dunlap, held .a real old fash
ioned family reunion there last week. 
Eleven children, 44 grandchildren and 
72 great-grandchildren, 127 descend
ants in all, were in attendance. 

Death came with but little warning 
to W. E. Snelling, an old time at
torney of the city of Marshalltown 
and vice president of the Fidelity 
Savings -bank of that city. Mr. Snell
ing died of heart diseases. 

Webster City probably can show 
the best financial record of any city 
of its size in the West. With the 
exception of a small amount of short-
time fire house and sewer bonds its 
total indebtedness is hut $49,000. 

Infantile paralysis has made Its ap
pearance in the vicinity of Ida Grove 
and fear" of an epidemic is felt. Sever
al deaths have occurred and a number 
of children are 
dread disease. 

Arthur Reynolds, president of the 
Des Moines National bank, can be 
governor of the Chicago district fed
eral reserve bank at a salary of about 
$30,000 a year if he will take the job. 

At least 10,000 bushels of apples 
will 'be picked, packed and sold from 
Greyheath orchard, near Bonaparte, 
the property of J. S. Moore. 

James Robinson of Vail was sen
tenced to three years In the state 
penitentiary at Fort Madison. Robin
son eloped with the wife of Ed Pen
dleton, a farmer living near Akron, a 
year ago. The woman pleaded guilty 
and served six months in the county 
Jail. 

A four weeks' stand for a threshing 
crew on one farm Is unusual In Iowa. 
A crew just finished threshing the 
580 acres of wheat on the farm of C. 
E. Kllck, nekr Glldden, and they 
were four weeks on the job. The 
wheat averaged 28 bushels to the 
acre. 

The senior class of the Iowa State 
college voted to donate, the class 

> funds, which amount to more than 
$1,000 'to a fund for the building of 
new bleachers for the' state _athletic 
field. The class numerals will be 
placed on the stands built with this 
fund. 
' The board of supervisors of Plym

outh county granted $1,000 for the 
erection of a monument to the mem
ory of Plymouth county veterans of 
the civil war. W. H. Dugan, I. S. Free
man and J. G. Koenlg were appointed 
a committee to see to the erection of 
the monument. 

A. Michaelson of Holstein has 
bought the Henry Anders 200 acres 
farm in Banner township, Woodbury 
county, paying for the same $160 an 
acre. Mr. Anders bought the farm 
14 years ago for $40 an acre. 

E. D. Goodwin was caught in a 
belt in the electric light plant at Em-
metsburg and his arm was broken in 
two places and he was otherwise in
jured. 

The adjutant^ general has issued an 
order for the convening of a military 
examining board at the capitol-.Oct 
29-30. Thirty-nine officers are to ap
pear for examination. 
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CURIOUS WAYS OF THE JAPS 

American Traveler Disconcerted by 
Customs In the Land of the 

Cherry Blossom. 

I knetf before I got here that Japan 
was queer, but I had no idea that 
everything was backward. Homer Croy 
writes in Leslie's. I can't get used 
to sitting on the floor and sleeping 
with a tomato can -with a napkin 
around it for a pillow. The easiest 
way to figure out how the Japanese 
would do a thing, is to think what 
would be exactly backward in Mis
souri1. When two Japanese meet they 
bow and bow, giving their heads short 
jerks as if trying to get salt water 
out of their eyes. -When they separ
ate they tip their hats. When they 
come into a store they tip their hats; 
when they buy a ticket they tip their 
hats. Their elbows are"" always bent 
towards their hats. -

Japanese never kiss. This pleasant 
pastime has not yet been Imported 
Into cherry blossom land. It is only 
recently that a few of the Japanese 
have teamed to shake hands. .We 
travelers are hoping that they will 
take up other great American Institu
tions. Japanese look upon kissing as 
being low and vulgar, believing that a 
few moments spent in bowing is much 
better. The girls feel that way 
about it, too—they say. As I have been 
in Japan only a few days I cannot 
write with that tone of authority on 
the subject which I may be able to 
use later. However, in order to make 
my articles as replete wth Informa
tion as possible I shall go to no end 
of trouble to get accurate data on 
this subject for the benefit of the 
readers of Leslie's. When an ardent 
young Japanese suitor slips his arm 
around the girl's waist and whispers 
into her shell-like ear .that she Is the 
only woman who has ever understood 
him, and when she looks up confiding
ly Into his eyes and breathes, "You 
are so strong!" he does not clasp her 
to his bosom in an ecstasy of joy 
and plant a delirious kiss on'her trem
bling lips—no, instead of that he gets 
up and bows and thanks her in a few 
courteous phrases. 

One cannot help feeling sorry for 
them when thinking how many pleas
ant evenings they miss. From my 
limited experience I- wouldn't give a 
good old fashioned Missouri kiss for 
ten minutes of bows. 

passage; 

Tone Up! 
Not Drags-
Food Does It 

—wholesome, appetizing 
food that puts life and 
vigor into one, but doesn't 
clog the system. \ 

.-'-v. .'1, 
Such a food is 

Grape-Nuts 
The entire nutrition of 

wheat and barley, in
cluding the vital mineral 
salts—phosphate of pot
ash, etc.— 

Long baked, easily 
digested, ready to eat; an 
ideal food with cream or 
milk, and fine in inany 
combinations. > 

"There's a Reason"' 
• for • 

Grape-Nuts 
" y —sold by, Grocers. 

» 

'4 

H 

•>1 
J 

* > 

BOWS TO JUDGMENT OF 00G 

Writer Recognize* That Individuals of 
a Species Ought Thoroughly to 

Know Their Kind. 

' In the American Magazine Will Ir
win writes a- wonderful true dog story,, 
entitled, "Togo, Mayor of Situate." 
Togo is a remarkable dog in Scituate, 
Mass.,—so well known and liked that 
he is called the mayor of Scituate. 
Togo's power is shown in the following j 

"We perceived at last that Togo had 
constituted himself committee on ad
missions to Peggotty beach. When
ever a new. dog appeared Togo took , 
the matter under advisement for a 
time, while he decided whether the 
stranger might remain. If he ruled ad-; 
versely, he thrashed that dog and,con-
tlnued to thrash him until he learned 
that he was not elected. I.am not say
ing but that Togo administers this of
fice capriciously. He has refused beach . 
rights to individuals which seem to me 
all that a dog should be, as well as to 
certain eurly and treacherous examples • 
of the species. Still Togo may ba -
right. The judgment of a sapient dog > 
on dogs, of a woman on women—who < 
am I that I should disagree ?" 

Colors of Helgoland. 
Should any Helgolanders find their 

way to this country during the war 
they will be surprised to find a com>-
blnation of their national colors—red, 
green and white—adorning the littla 
army ,of the National Union of Woman 
Suffrage societies. It is true that not > 
all of the 52,000 members of this or
ganization are demonstrative enough 
to wear their gay buttons and ribbons 
every day. But on public and proces
sional occasions the red, green and 
white favors; make a brave show; aa 
the Londoner in Hyde Park Sunday 
afternoons is well aware. The Hel
golanders derive'their ribbon from 
the natural coloring of their island 
home—the green of the land the red 
of the rock and the white of the 
strand.—London Chronicle. 

& 

: A r t  T r e a s u r e s  a n d  W a r .  
The first business of the next Hague 

conference—If we assume that this 
body will ever meet again—should be 
to discover some means of protecting 
works of art from the ravages of war. 

The recuperative power of human 
beings makes It comparatively easy In 
the course of time to replace every
thing else that war has destroyed. 
The raw material for new armies it 
being constantly horn. New corps 
succeed the old. But when a master, 
piece dies it is dead.—Life; 

Some people never borrow trouble 
so long as they can borrow anything 
else. 


