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i , 4Tm a ranger," replied Duane. - • 
->•! I A significant silence ensued. ,4 

wi "I charge Snecker with assault on 
ir < Laramie and attempted robbery—If 

ifmx 
Lie. Longstreth." 

jnot murder. He's had, a shady past 
• -^there, as thl^ court will know if It 
^'Jkeeps a record." ! 
%{y> "What's this I hear about you. Bo? 
t,f{]Get up and speak for yourself," said 

f-\" jLongstreth, gruffly. 
Snecker got up, not without a far-

«^. tlve glance at Duane, and he had 
shuffled forward a few steps toward 
.the mayor. Be had an evil front, but 

' 'not the boldness even of a rustler. 
"It ain't so, Longstreth," he began, 

loudly. "I went In Laramie's place 
fer grub. Some feller I never seen 

^before come In from the hall an' hit 
'Laramie an' wrastled him on the floor. 
I -^verit out.. Then this big ranger 

• chased me an' fetched me here. I 
didn't do nothln'. This ranger's hank-

- ' erln* to arreBt somebody. Tbet'% my 
hunch, Longstreth." 

*" Longstreth,. sjiid sgmethinR i(L :nn 
undertone to Judge GweaS, and that 
worthy nodded Ms great btisfey head. 

"Bo, you're discharged," said Long-
I'^jrtreth. bluntly, "Now the rest of yon 

" clear out of here." 
't: * He absolutely Ignored the ranger. 

That was his rebuff to Duane—his 
> tgiap In the face to an interfering 

granger service. If Longstreth was 
> crooked he certainly had magnificent 

nerve. Duane almost decided he was 
above suspicion. But his noncha
lance, his air of finality, his authorlt-

SP-atlve assurance—the^e to Duane's 
V -Jteen and practised eyes were in sig-
& • nlficant contrast to a certain tense-
>?''-j»ess of line about the mouth and a 
-t -f slow paling of his olive skin. 

Then the prisoner, Snecker, with a 
" cough that broke the spell of silence, 
^shuffled a couple of steps toward the 
door. 

"Hold on!" called Duane. The call 
* halted Snecker, as If it had been a 

bullet * 
- "Longstreth, I saw Snecker attack 
* Laramie," said Duane, his voice still 
Swinging. "What has the court to say 
fV*o that?" 

"The court hap this to i say. West 
•;of the Pecos we'll n6t aid any ranger 
service. We don't want you out here. 

< ^lrdale doesn't need yon." 
1 'That's a lie, Longstreth," retorted 

$Dnane. "I've letters from Fairdale 
VJ citizens all begging for ranger serv-

,/jgfrca,- . 
' ^ ' Longstreth turned white. The veins 

ijcorded at his temples. He appeared 
iabont to burst Into rage. He was at 
• loss for quick reply. 

Floyd Lawson rushed In and up to 
/;f -the table. The Mood showed black 
l^^ud^thlck In his face; his utterance 

was incoherent, his uncontrollable 
'' ̂Mtbfeik of temper seemed out of ajl 

-Kv^pfoportton to any cause lis should 
.reasonably haye bad for anger. Long

streth shoved him back with a curse 
^ •warning glare 

"Where's your warrant to arrtst 
Snecker?" "ihouted Longstreth. i . 
1 dont heed warrants to make 

arrests. Longstreth, you're ignorant 
. of the power of Texatf Hangers." 

"You'U^oome none of your^ damned 
ranger , stunts out here, m block 
you." 'V ' t 

That passionate reply,. Of Long
streth's was the signal Duane had 
been waiting for. He had'helped on 
the crisis. He wanted to force Long
streth's hand and show the town his 
stand. f 
v Duane backed dear of everybody. 

jifSjj "MenI I call on you all!" cried 
Duane, piercingly. "I call on you to 

v ,wltriess the arrest of a criminal pre-
vested by Longstreth, mayor of I*alr-

" dale. It wlirbe recorded in the re
port to the Adjutant-General at 
Austin. Longstreth, you'll never pre-
-vent anbther arrest." 
• Longstreth sat white with workjng 

'Zf£ "Lopgstreth," said Duane, in a vQlce 
®-.that carried far and held those who 

"heard. "Any honest citizen of Fair
er- dale can now see what's plain. In 

the two years you've been- mayor 
've never arrested one rustler. 

Itrange, ,when Falrdale's a nest t2E 
rustlers! You've never sent a prison
er to Del Itio, let alone to Austin. 
"You H Ke no jail. There have been 
nine murders during your office— 

• .? • '. V V v 
• >,• v. V : •.••V v.\, ••• K.1 

Inmimerable Tftre€El!)gfe'bi and hold-ups. 
Not one arrest! There have been law
suits In your court—suits over water-
rights, cattle deals, property lines. 
Strange how In these lawsuits you or 
Lawson or other men close to you 
were always involved 1 Strange how 
It seems the law was stretched to 
favor your Interest!" 

Duane paused in his cold, ringing 
speech. In the silence, both outside 
and inside the hall, could be heard 
the deep breathing of agitated men. 
Longstreth was Indeed a study. Yet 
did he betray anything but rage at 
this Interloper. 

"Longstreth, here's plain talk for 
you and Fairdale," went on Duane. 
"I don't accuse you and your court of 
dishonesty. I say strange 1 Law here 
has been a farce. The motive behind 
all this laxity Isn't plain to, me—yet 
But I call your hand . , J 

CHAPTER XVIII. 

Duane left the hall, elbowed his 
way through the crowd, and went 
down the street He was certain that 
on the faces of somfe men he had seen 
Ill-concealed wonder and satisfaction. 
He had struck some kind of a hot 
trail, and he meant to see where It 
led. It was by no means unlikely 
that Gheseldlne might be at the other 
end. Duane controlled a mounting 
eagerness. But ever and anoh It was 
shot through with a remembrance of 
Bay Longstreth. He suspected her 
father of being not what he pretended. 
He was troubled. 

/' Upon returning to the Inn he found 
Laramie there, apparently none the 
worse for his injury. 

"How. are you, Laramie?" he asked. 
"That was a good crack Snecker gave 

-you." 
"I ain't accusin' Bo," remonstrated 

Laramie, with eyes that made Duane 
thoughtful. . • 

"Well, I accuse hlrf>. I caught him 
—took him to Longstreth's court. But 
they let him go." 

Laramie appeared to be agitated by 
this Intimation of friendship. 

"See" here, Laramie," went ' on 
Duane, "in some parts of Texas it's 
policy to be close-mouthed. Policy 
and health-preserving! Between our
selves, I want you to know I lean 
on your side of the fence." 

Laramie gave a quick start. 'Pre
sently Duane turned and frankly met 
his gaze. He had startled Laramie 
out of his habitual set taciturnity; 
but even as be looked the light that 
might have been amaze and Joy faded 
out of his face, leaving It the same 
old mask". Still' Duane had seen 
enough. Like a bloodhound he had 
a scent v. 

"Talking about " work, Laramie, 
Who'd you say Snecker worked for?" 

;"When he works at all, which sure 
ain't often, he rides for Longstreth." 

"Humph! Seems to me that Long
streth's the whole circus round Fair-
dale. I was surprised to hear some 
one say Longstreth owned the Hope 
So Joint." 

"He owns considerable property 
hereabouts," replied Laramie, con
strainedly. 
.,«?Humph again U Laramie, like every 

other fellow I met In this town, 
you're afraid to .open your trap about 
Longstreth. Get me straight, Lara
mie. For cause I'd 'throw a gun on 
him just as quick as on any rustler 
in Pecos." 

"Talk's cheap," replied Laramie, 
making light of his bluster, but the 
red was deeper in his face. 

"Sure. I know that," Duane said. 
"And (usually I don't talk. Then It's 
not well known that Longstreth 
owns the Hope So?" 

"Reckon it's known in Pecos, all 
right. But Longstreth's name isn't 
connected with the Hope So. Blandy 
runs the place." :" 

"That Blandy. - 1 His faro game's 
crooked, or I'm a locoed branch. That 
Hope So place ought to be run by a 
good fellow like you, Laramie." 

"Thanks," replied he; and Duane: 
Imagined his voiofe a little husky. 
"DWnft you hear I used to—run it? 
I built the place, owned it for eleven 
years." 

"Well. I'll be doggoned." It was 
indeed Duane's turn to be ..surprised, 
and with the surprise came a glim
mering. 'Tin sorry you're not there 
now. Did you sell out?" 

- "No. Just lost the place." 
Laramie was bursting for reilef 

sow—to talk, to tell. Sympathy had 
made him soft MIt was two years 

ago—two years last March," he went 
on. "1 was in a big cattle deal with 
Longstreth. Wg got the stock—an' 
my, share, eighteen hundred head, 
was rustled Off. I owed Longstreth 
He pressed me. It came to a law-
sult—an' I—waa ruined." 

It hurt I^uane, .to look at Laramie. 
He was white, and tears Tollcri down 
his cheeks. Duane saw the bitterness, 
the defeat, the agony of the man. 
But the reason he did not openly ac
cuse Longstreth, the secret of his 
reticence and fear—these Duane 
thought best to try to learn at some 
later time. 

"Hard luck! It certainly1 was 
tough," Duane said. "But you're a 
good loser. And the wheel turns! 
Now, Laramie, heir's what I need 
your advice. ' I've got a little money. 
But before I lose It I want to Invest 
some. Buy some stock, or buy an 
interest in some rancher's herd. 
Sure you must know a couple of men 
above suspicion." 

"Thank God I do," he replied, 
feelingly. "Frank Morton an' SI 
Zimmer, my friends an' neighbors all 
my prosperous days, an' friends still. 
Yqu can gamble on Frank an' SI. 
But if,you want advice from me— 
don't invest money in stock now." 

"Why?" 
"Because any new feller buyin' 

stock these days will be rustled quick
er *n he can say Jack Robinson. Tiuf 
old ranchers are wise an' sore. 
They'd, fight if they—" 

"What?" Duane put In as he 
paused. "What'd make them fight?" 

"A leader!" 
"Howdy thar, Jim" boomed a big 

voice. ; 
A man of great bulk, with a ruddy, 

merry face, entered'the room. 
- -'"Hello, Morton," replied Lununle. 

" "I'd Introduce you to my guest here, 
but I don't know liis name." 
fftr'Haw! Haw! Thet's all right. Few 
frben out hyar go by theii; right 
A 

names.* •*" 
"Say, Morton," put in Duane, 'tar-

amle gave me a hunch you'd be a 
good man to tie to. Now, I've a little 
money and before I lose It I'd like to 
invest It In stock." . 

Morton smiled broadly, t 
"I'm on the square," Duane sftld, 

bluntly. "If you fellows never size up 
your neighbors any better than you 
have sized me—well, you won't get 
any richer." ' 

It was enjoyment for Duane to 
make his remarks to* these men 
pregnant with meaning. Morton 
showed his pleasure, his Interest but 
his faith held aloof. 

"Wal, stranger, to come out flat-
footed, you'd be foolish to buy cattle 
now. Better go back across the Pecos 
where the rustlers ain't so strong." 

"All I hear Is rustlers, Morton," re
plied Duane, with impatience. "You 
see, I haven't ever- lived long- In a 
rustler-run county. Who heads the 
gang, anyway?" 

Morton looked at Duane with a cur
iously amused smile, then snapped his 
big jaw as if to shuf In Impulsive 
words. 

"Look here, Morton. It stands to 
reason, no matter how strong these 
rustlers are, how hidden their work, 
however involved with supposedly 
honest men—they can't last. There 
are a lot of men around Fairdale who 
*re afraid of their shadows—afraid to 
be out after dark—afraid to open 
their mouths. But you're not one. 
What you need out here is some new 
blood. Savvy what I mean?" 

"Wal, I reckon I do," he replied, 
looking as if a storm had blown over 
hlqi. "Stranger, Til look you^ip the 
next time I come to town." 

Then he went out. 
Laramie had eyes like flint striking 

flreT He breathed a deep breath and 
looked around the room before his 
gaze fixed again on Duane. 

"Wal," he replfed, speaking low. 
"You've picked the right men. Now, 
who in the hell are you?" 

Reaching Into the inside pocket of 
his buckskin vest, Duane turned the 
lining out. A star-shaped bright silver 
object flashed as he shpved It, pocket 
and all. under Jim's hard eyes. 

"Ranger!" he whispered, cracking 
the table with hlb fist "You sure 
rung true to .me." A : ; ' " 

"Laramie, do you know who's boss 
of this secret gang of rustlers here
abouts?" asked Diiane, bluntly. It 
was characteristic of him to come 
sharp to the point His voice—some
thing deep, easy, cool about him— 
seemed to steady Laramie. , 

"No," replied Laramie. 
"Does anybody know?" went on 

Duane. 
"Whl, I reckon there's not ope hon

est native who -knows." 
"But you have suspicions?" 7 

. "We have," 
"Have you any idea whether Chesel-

dlne and his gang are associated with 
this gang here?" 

"Lord knows. I've always suspect
ed them beln* the same gang. None of 
us. ever seen Cheseldlne—an' thet's 
strange when Knell, Poggln, tan-
handle Smith, Blossom Kane, and 
Fletcher, they .all ride here often. No, 
Poggln doesn't come here often. But 
the others do. Fer thet matter, 
they're around all over .west of the 
Pecos." 

"Now I'm puzzled over this," said 
Duane. " '/Why do men—apparently 
honest men—seem to be so close-
mouthed here? Is that a fact, or only 
my Impression?" 

"It's sure a.fact" replied Laramie, 
darkly. "Men have lost cattle an' 
property In Fairdale—lost them hon
estly or otherwise, as hasn't been 
proved. An' In some cases when they 
talked—hinted a little—they was 
found dead. Apparently held up an' 
robbed. .But dead. Dead men don't 
talk! Thet's why we'ra clOM-
moutfwd." 

The ranger* was about to speak 
again when the clatter of hoofs In
terrupted him. v Horses halted vout 
in front, and one rider got down. 
Floyd Lawson entered. He called for 
tobacco. 

If his .visit surprised Laramie he 
did not show any evidence. But Law-
son showed rage as he saw the ranger, 
and then a dark glint flitted from the 
eyes that shifted from Du^ne to 
Laramie and back again. Duane 
leaned easily against the counter. 

"Say, that was a bad break of 
yours." Lawson said. "If you come; 
fooling around the ranch again 
there'll be hell." 

It seemed strange that a man who 
had lived west of the Pecos for ten 
years could not see in Duane some
thing which forbade'that kind of talk. 
It certainly waa not nerve Lawson 
showed; men of courage were seldom 
Intolerant. With the matchless nerve 
that characterized the great gunmen 
of the day there was a cool; unob
trusive manaer.il speech-brief, almost 
gentle, certainly courteous. Lawpon 
was a hot-headed Louislanlan of 
French extraction; a man, evidently,' 
who had never been crossed in- any 
thing, and who was strong, brutal, 
passionate, which qualities in the face 
of» a situation like this majle him 
simply a fool, j,-, /• .;,v 

"You're right. But ,not the kind 
you think," Duane retorted, his?j£}ce 
sharp and cold. , 

"Ray Longstreth wouldn't stoop to 
know a dirty blood-tracker like you," 
said Lawson hotly. He did -not seem 
to have a deliberate Intention to-rouse 
Duane; the man was simply rancor
ous, jealous. "I'll call you right. 
You cheap bluffer! You"four-flush! 
You damned Interfering, conceited 
ranger!" • ' :V 

"Lawsoni I'll not take offense, be
cause you seem to be championing 
your beautiful cousin," replied Duane, 
in slow speech. "But. let me return 
your compliment. You're a fine South
erner ! Why, you're only a four-flush— 
a cheap bull-headed rustler!" 

Dunne hissed the last word. Then 
for him there was the truth in Law-
son's working passion-blackened face. 

Lawson jerked, moved, meant to 
draw. But,how slow! Duane lunged 
forward. His long arm swept up. 
And Lawson staggered backward, 
knocking table and chairs, to fall 

'hard, in a half-sittfng posture against 
the wall. . 'r >. 
- "Don't draw!" warned Duane. 

"Lawson, git away from your gun!" 

yelled Laramie. ^ 
But Lawaon was ftrafced with fQi 

He tugged at his hip, his face corded 
with purple welts, malignant, murder
ous. Duane kicked the gun out of 
his hand. Lawson got up, raging, and 
rushed out. 

Laramie lifted his shaking hands. 
"What 'd you wing him for?" he 

walled. "He was> drawin' on you. 
Kickin' meu like him won't do out 
here." 

"That bull-headed fool will roar and 
butt himself with a)l his gang right 
into our hands. He's just the man 
I've needed to meet" 

"If l*wson'8 the man you think he 
Is he'll begin thet secret underground 
business. Why, Lawson won't sleep of 
nights now. He an' Longstreth -have 
always been after me." 

"Laramie, what are your eyes for?" 
demanded Duane. "Watch out. And 
now here. See your friend Morton. 

Lawson Staggered-Backward. 

Tell him th}s game grows hot To
gether you approach four or five men 
you know well and can absolutely 
trust. I may need your help." 

Then Duane went from place to 
place, corner to corner, bar to bar, 
watching, listening, recording. The 
excitement had preceded him, and 
speculation was i^lfe. He thought 
best to keep out of It After dark 
he stole up to Longstreth's ranch. 
The evening was warm; the doors 
were open; and in the twilight the 
only lamps that bad been lit were in 
Longstreth's big sitting-room, at the 
far end of the house. When a buck-
board drove up and Longstreth and 
Lawson alighted, Duane was well 
hidden in the bushes, so well screened 
that he could get but a fleeting 
glimpse of Longstreth as he went in. 
For all Duane could see, he appeared 
to be a c^Jm and gitlet man, Intense 
beneath the surface, with an air of 
dignity under insult. Duane's chance 
to observe Lawson was lost. They 
went into the house without speaking 
and closed the door. 

At the other end of the porch, close 
under a window, was an offset be
tween step and wall, and there in 
the shadow Duane hid. So DnaAe 
waited there in the darkness with 
patience born of many hours of hid
ing. 

Presently a lamp was lit; and 
Duane heard the swish of skirts. 

"Something's happened surely, 
Ruth," he heard Miss Longstreth say, 
anxiously. "Papa Just met me In 
the ball and didh't speak. He seemed 
pale, worried." 

"Cousin Floyd looked like a 
thunder-cload,'* said Ruth. "For once, 
he didn't try to kiss me. Somethlng's-
happened." 
• "Oh, dear! Ruth, what can we do? 
These are wild men. Floyd makes life 
miserable for me. Aitd he teases you 
unmer—" • 

"I'don't call It tea&iif. Floyd wants 
to spoon," declared1 Ruth, emphati
cally. "He'd run after any woman." 

"A fihe compliment for me, Cousin 
Ruth," laughed Ray. 

"I doc^'t care," replied Ruth, stub
bornly. "It's so. He's mushy/ And 
.when he's been drinking and tries to 
Uss me—I hate him!" 

There were steps on the hall floor. 
"Hello, girls!" sounded out Law-

son's voice, minus its usual gayety. 
"Floyd, what's the matter?" asked 

Ray, presently. "I never saw papa as 
he is to-night, nor you so—so worried. 
Tell me. what has happened?" 

"We had to submit tq a damnable 
outrage," replied Lawson, passionate
ly, as If the sound of his voice aug* 

"The Unspeakable Ruffian!" 

mented his feeling. "Listen, girls; I'll 
tell you about It." He coughed, clear
ed his throat in a way that "betrayed 
he had been drinking. ' 

Duane sank deeper Into the shadow 
of his covert, and, stiffening his 
muscles for a ' protracted spell of 
rigidity,- prepared to listen with all 
acuteness and intensity. Just one 
word from this Lawson, inadvertently 
uttered in a moment of passion* might 
be the word Duane needed for his 
clue. 

"It happened at the town hall," be
gan Lawson, rapidly. "Your father 
and Judge Owens and I were there 
In consultation with three ranchers 
from out of town. Then that damned 
ranger stalked In dragging Snecker, 
the fellow who hid here in the house. 
He had arrested Snecker for alleged 
assault on a restaurant-keeper named 
Laramie. Snecker belnfe obviously In
nocent, he was discharged. Then this 
ranger began shouting Insults. Law 
was a farce In Fairdale. The court 
was a farce. There was no law. Your 
father was afraid of the rustlers, 
highwaymen, murderers. He was 
afraid or—he just let them alone. He 
used his office to cheat Ranchers and 
cattlemen In lawsuits. All this the 
ranger yelled for everyone to hear. 
A damnable outrage. Your father, 
Ray, Insulted In his own court by a 
rowdy ranger!" 

"Oh!" cried «Ray Longstreth, In 
mingled distress and anger. 

'The ranger service wants to rule 
western Texas," went on Lawson. 
"These rangers are all a low set 
This Is one of the worst of the lot. 
He's to be feared. He would kill. If 
your father had made the least move 
he would have shot him. He's a 
cold-nerved devil—the born gunmaA. 
My God, any instant I expected to 
see your father fall dead at my feet!" 

"Oh, 'Floyd! The unspeakable 
ruffian!" cried Ray Longstreth,. pas
sionately. 

"What do you care for the insinua
tions of ^uch a man?" said Ray Long
streth, her voice now deep and rich 
with feeling. "After a moment's 
thought no one will be influenced by 
them. Do not worry, Floyd, tell 
papa not to^ worry. Surely after all 
these years he can't be injured in 
reputation by—by an adventurer." 

"Yes, he" can be Injured," replied 
Floyd, quickly. "The frontier is a 
queer place. There are many bitter 
men here—men who have failed at 
ranching. And your father has been 
wonderfully successful. The ranger 
has dropped poison, and it 'U spread." 

: CHAPTER XIX. 

Strangers rode into Fairdale; and 
other hard-looking customers, new to 
Duane if not to Fairdale,, helped to 
creatfe a charged and waiting atmos
phere. The saloons did unusual busi
ness and were never closed. Respect
able citizens of the town were awak
ened in the early dawn by rowdies 
carousing in the streets. 

Duane kept pretty , close under 
cover during the day. He did not 
entertain the opinion that the first 
time he walked down-street he would 
be & target for guns. Things seldom 
happened that way; and when they 
did happen so, it was more accident 
than design. But at night he was not 
idle. He met Laramie, Morton, Zim
mer and others of like character; a 
secret club had been formed; and ail 
the members were ready' for action. 
Duane spent -hours at night watching 
the house where Floyd Lawson stayed 
when he was not up at Longstreth's. 
At night he was visited, or at least 
the house was, by strange men who 
were swift, stealthy, mysterious—all 
that kindly disposed friends or neigh
bors would not have been. Duane 
had not been able to recognize any of 
these night visitors; and he did not 
think the time was ripe for a bold 
holding up of one of them. Neverthe
less, he was sure such an event would 
discover Lawson, or someone in that 
house,, to be in touch with crooked 
men. 

Lafamle was right Not twenty-
four hours after his talk with Duane, 
In which he advised quick action, he 
was found behind the little bar of his 
restaurant with a bullet-hole In his 
breast, dead. No one could be found 
who had heard a shot. It had been 
deliberate murder, for upon the bar 
had been left a piece of paper rudely 
scrawled with a pencil: "Ail friends 
of rangers look for the same." 

This roused Duane. His first move, 
however, was to bury Laramie. None 
of Laramie's neighbors evinced any In
terest in the dead man or the unfor
tunate family he had left. Duane saw 
that these neighbors were held in 
check by fear. Mrs. Laramie was 111; 
the sh&ck of her husband's death was 
hard on her; and she had been left 
almost destitute with five children. 
Duane rented an adobe house on the 
outskirts of town and moved the 
family into it Then he played the 
part of provider and nurse and 
friend. 

After several days , Duane went 
boldly Into town and snowed that he 
meant badness. It was. his opinion 
that there were men In Fairdale 
secretly glad of a ranger's presence. 
What he Intended to do was food for 
great speculation. A company of 
militia could not have had the effect 
upon the wild element of Fairdale 
that Duane's presence had. It got 
out that he was a gunman lightning 
swift on the draw. It was death to 
face. him. He had killed thirty men— 
wildest rumor of all. It was actually 
said of him he had the gun-skill of 
Buck Duane or Poggln. ^ 

At first there had not Only, been 
great conjecture among, the vicious 
element, but also a very decided 
checking of all kinds of action cal
culated to be conspicuous to a keen-
eyed ranger. At the tables, at the 
bars and lounglng-places Duane heaad 
the remarks: "Who's thet ranger 
after? What '11 he do fust off% Is 
he waltin' fer somebody? Who's goln' 
to draw on him fust—an' go to hell? 
Jest about how soon will he be found 
somdwheres full of lead?" 

(To ba Continued). 

"* New Peril. 
Hickory diekory doc!:, 'he-

ran up the clock. 
the pretty !»irl. .'!?• 
runs up a wrist• Wiifrfi 1 ---v 
Magazine. N •" '• ' 

i i " . 1 '  
Subscribe'for The' Democrat. 

'Ui' 
•'T' 

Hardware Economiis 
-frifv 

6 Assorted Sizes of Tin Pot Covers 1QA 
and Holder . C 

2 Vacuum Washers at J8.50 

15c 

T? 

, -s 

Lot XXXX Anti-Rust Preserv
ing Kettles, Choice 

t ¥ -

Woolen Hand Duster and Bottle 
of Oil - .* 

x 

26-inch Hand Saw * 
Good value 

2 6-quart Windsor Aluminum 
Kettles, Regular $1.75 

2 3-quart Windsor Aluminum 
Kettles, Regular $1.25 value •• 

5-pint Aluminum Sauce Pari 
guaranteed 20 years 

• . , . * 

29c 

I  i r ' i f t  

r'-. 

98c 

59c 

M 

*1 

W. B. Miller & SOP 
Economy Can Be Carried Too Far. 
It doesn't pay to save a penny at' 

the expense of several pennies' worth 
of time and effort All economy is not 
cconomy. Some of it costs more than 
It Is worth. 

Early daws and Knives. 
The saw appears to be the earliest 

tool that has been traced In Egyptian 
history. It was found first in th< 
form of a notched bronze knife In th< 
third dynasty, or about 5,000 year 
before the Christian era, and was fol 
lowed in the fourth and fifth dynas 
ties by larger-toothed saws, whicli 
were used by carpenters; but then 
are no dated specimens until the sev 
enth century before the Christian era. 
when the Assyrians used iron saws. 
The first knives on record were made 
idut of flint and werp. in fact 
with'minute teeth; T ' 

MIm RUBY GLOSS Show* 
the Easy Way to 

Good Housekeeping 
DUSTS, CLEANS. 

1'OUSIIES 
Tour Furniture, 
Piano," Woodwork, 
Automobile. Finish
ed Floors, and all 
Varnished Surfaces. 

Clear, pure and 
free from any gum. 
W i l l  n o t  g a t n e r  
dust, as It gives a 
hard, dry, bright 

Jrloss: & brigrhter 
ustre than wax and 

easier to use. 

FOR FLOORS Vsri 

HuderuCeclarQl/ 
Fbluhing Mop 

Guranteed 
To give en-
tire latlsfac-
tlon or your 
money will . 
b* refunded. 

Steam ft HiCiraiek 

Office Building, Manchester, lowf. 
C. K. BUBBfl. AaCHIIBCT. 

Plans and specifications on all klnda 
of work. Offlee, 808 Bast Union street, 
Manchester, Iowa. j 

<•-. v 

( 

YORAN A YORAJT. 
ATTORNEYS AT LAW. Office in 

First National! Bank Building, Main 
Street, Manchester, Iowa. 

THOS T. CAEKKBK. 5 c 
ARCHITECT AND BUILDER. Superf 

intendent. Southeast corner Sth ana 
Main streets, Dubuque, Iowa./ 

"'••I ARNOLD A ARNOLD. 
ATTORNEYS AT LAW. Office over 

Delaware County State Bank. Manches
ter. Iowa. - FftJ. 

DR. C. M. MORGAN. 
ASSISTANT STATK VRTSUUNARIAN 

Hospital on Delaware Street. Calls an-*, 
swered day or night. Phone 414., Man-" * 
cheater, Iowa. ^ 

TWOOORB SRBLLT. 
MCEN3ED UNDERTAKER AND 

Embalmer. Telephone, Office 494; rea^ ' 
ldence, 53-9, Manchester, Iowa. " 
Itt'A -l-tv - —T5 

DORMAN BROS. 

DENTISTS. Office on Franklin street. 
north of the Olobe hotel, Manchester, 
Iowa. Dental Surgery in all its branch- . 
es. Make frequent visits to neighbor
ing town*. Juwaya at offioe on Sat--, • 
urdays. 4 , 

•WD B. BLAIR. 
LAWYER." General practice. Probat

ing Batatea specialty. Office In First 
National Bank Building, Main street. 
Manchester, Iowa. 

i" 
* 

TROS. GIVEN. 
CAJtPHNTBR AND BUILDER. Job**: 

taken in elty and country. Satisfaction 
guaranteed, s ' -

M. I. B. RICHMOND. 
ANYONE WISHING TO SELL or reat v-

real estate in Manchester wlllK do,>;l
4 

well to mi. 
i 

i * 

I » > > » • > > • > » > ! > > • • • » • • • •  

BUSINESS 
K. •. Ca*^|;,V;;;':i^'>vV' H«*ert. Cwrr. 

GARR A GARB. 
ATTORNEYS AT LAW. Special at

tention given collections. Real estate 
loans and Insuranee. Offlee in Post 

We are specialists It aar 
line and mix It with nothing 

X else. That's why our bakery 
J geods are always right aal 

always satisfy. 

k.lK'\ '' -

McKEAG BROS 
1 > 1 Bloek Saatk ef Postefflea. < ! 

Your Last Chance 
To get a bargain in fall and winter suits. 

Our spring woolens are on the way and we 
have a few winter suit patterns left that we will 
sel at reduced prices while they last. 

Sala Starts Saturday Jan 6. 
$18.50 svlts at $13.50 

; $20.00 suits at 16.50 

• $22.50 suits at 18.00 
$5.00 pants 3.50 only a lew Isft 

Geo- B. Scott f 
. Cleaning, Pressing suits $1.00 / ^ ;: , 

1  R e l i n i n g  o f  a l l  k i n d s  d o n e  "  ^ :  
Save a $1 on Wear-U-Well Shoes and Rubbers 

-,v-^ 

Vv-y 
t X  -  M i l l ,  

' -'rr-'.l 'V • ' i* 'X' «'* 
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