Y “You come from buyond?
 Ulinola?™
" He stroked his beard.

CHAPTER 1.

_’
A Messonger From the No
I stood alone on the banky of &
small stream gazigg down Inko the
elear water, my |[thought cefitering
upon the Journey hgmeward, when the

bushee opposite rted, and /a man
stood on the bank| scarcely dozen
steps away, with ofily the sirpam be-

tween us. It was fime and place for
caution, for susple of strangera, and
my rifle ecame forward In Instant readl

uess, my heart thfobblng with star
tled surprise. He Held up both hands,
his own weapon resfing on tha ground.

“Not so careless] boy,” b called
across cheerfully. ['There |§ no war,
80 far as | know, between white men.”

His easy tone, na|well as his words,
jarred on mae, yet [ lowered (he rifle.

“I am no boy,” I retorted, “as you
may discover bef wa are through
our acquainiance.” :

- "No? Well by my eyesight you look
it, although in falth!you are surely big
enough for a grown man Yours Is
the first white facel I've geen since 1
laft the Shawnes towns—a weary Jove)
ney."”

“The Shawnee towns!™ 1 echoed,
ataring at him In fresh wonderment.
From the

1"A longer Journey than that even,”
\acknowledged slowly. “1 am from
'u,‘lusi:y. by way of Vincennes."
1:'0“.?"
he Indlans who were with me re
\ed al Bhawnee; they lost heart
. ther I have been by mysell.”
ovrie over,” 1 sald lhortly, “whare
W can converse more ensily.”
‘He stepped Into the cool water un-
sltatingly, and waded across, a small
'k at his back, and a long rifls
g his shouldar. There ,was a
58 audacity dbout the fellow I
not fall to obgerve, and, as he
bled up the rather steap bank, I
glimprg of w fmbda far from my
owever, ourd was a rough
§@ days, accustoming us to
squaintances, so 1 walted,
1 my hand, determined to
of this wanderer. He was
Jdilddle age, with gray haire
and seraggly beard, an
of good girth, and a
doeply seamed, having
scar adown his right
mingly from its white center
Y a knlfe, The eyes, gleam-
\ the brim of his hat, were
anny, black as to color, and
L in the gneaking way of a
\evond thesa things there
distinctive g#bput the man,
merely, tMat of .the back
ged hunting shirt and leg-
wiher, dirty and soiled by
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Lot | whom the name of Girty meant much.
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“In ample time for my purpose. 1
recall your name, Master Hayward, as
spoken by the Delawares. You werse
at Chilllcothe last spring? '

“1 uttended the council.” ‘

“The very man, and now you oam
serve me well, if I may journey with
you? -

“l am not overly fond of white men
who turn Indlan,” I sald coldly. “How-
aver I'll pae you safe to the fort gates
it you play no forest tricks on the
way. And now you might tell me who
it is I am to companion with*

He grinned, showing his teeth, and
my eyes noted how firmly he held his

gun.

“A pledge 16*a pledge, Master Hay-
ward,” he auswered, insolently. “I am
called Simon Girty."

I involuntarily took a step back
ward, staring Into the mnan's face
That he was a renegade of some sort,
I had realized from the first, yst It
had never once occurred to me that he
could be that blocdy scoundrel, Girty.
Thers flashed acroms my mind the
storfes I had heard of hia atrocitles:
hils leadership of Indiana in midnight
foraye; his mallgnant crusity; the
heartlessness with which he watched
victims burning at the stake; his out-
rages on helpless women and children;
the flendish acts of wsavagery with
which his brutal name was connected
along the border. And this was the
man—this cowardly-eyad dastard, who
stood there grinning Into my face, evl-
dently amused at my undlsgulsed ex-
pression of horror. Protect, and guide
him! My first Inclination was to strike
the man down in his tracks, kill him
as I would a venomous snanke. He
read all this in my eyes, In the stifen.
ing of my muscles.

“No, no, Master Hayward,” he sneer-
ed, bringing his rifle forward, “don't
let the name frighten you. The half
you've heard of me are lles. I'm not
80 bad when all Is told, and there 1s
more than ona borderman who can re-
call my mercy. Kenton escaped the
stake through me, and there are white
women and children awalting ransom
in Detroit because ! interceded for
them. Now I play fair, above board—
see?™ and he dropped hie gun on the
grass, and held out his empty handa.
“It In easy to kill me, yet you will not
—you are a soldier.”

I stood Irresolute, hesitating, half
tempted still to come to blows, yet his
act disarmed me. Beast though he
might be I could not kill him In cold
blood; 1 was no murderer, yet It was
a struggle to resist

“Now listen, Simon Girty,” I man-

aged to say, at last. “Thera Is no
friandahip between us, now nor at any
time, I hold you a murderous rene-
gnde, a white savage, t6 ba shown less
mercy than an Indianddog. But | leave
others to deal with you as you de-
serve. As you say, | am a soldler, and
will act like one. 1 have pledged you
my word of guldance to Fort Harmar.
I will keep the pledge to the letter, but
no more. Beyond the gates you pro-
ceed at your own risk, for I lift no
hand to protect you from just ven-
geance, | despise you too much to
fear you. Plek up your rifle. That is
nll: now we will break our fast, and
go."
Convinced as 1 was that Girty actu-
ally desired to reach the fort, although
somewhat skeptical as to his\purpose,
1 felt no fear of treachery. [ was of too
great value to the fellow to warrant
an attack; so, without hesitation, I
led the way, permitting him to follow
or not, as he pleased. [ had it in my
mind to question him, but refrained.
What would be the use? Tha fellow
would only lle, in all probabllity, and
ons word would lead to another. He
would have to be explicit enough once
he confronted Harmar, and my duty
merely consisted in dellvering him
safely at the gates of the fort

It was noon when we came to the
clenrings, littered with stumps, but
yvielding view of the distant river, and
the scattered log houses of Marletta,
Men were at work In the flelds, but 1
avolded these as much as possible, al-
though they paused in thelr labor and

stared suspiclously at us ns we ad-

vanced, However | was well known,
my slze making me notable, and as
our coursé was toward the town, no
one objected to our progress. There
was no récognition of the man, who
clung close to my heels, and I wasted
no time in getting past, enger to be
wall rid of him.

In truth T felt little hope of getting
through thus easily. The fellow was
too widely known not to be recognized

»| by some one. These men of the flelds

were settlers, newly arrived mostly,
and slightly secquainted yot with

" border history, but there would be idle

hunters in the village, backwoodsmen
from across the river, men who had
ranged the northern forests, and to
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1 gripped the barrel of his gun,
pressing my way between him and the
others behind.

“Whatever hia name,” I sald sternly,
“th's Is not your affair. The fellow
comes with message from Hamilton,
and has my pledge of safe guldance,
Stand back now, and let us pasa!”

"I'l not stand back,” he sald wres-
tilng to break my grip on his
rifle. “Not let that devll go
free. Lot of the gun Dbhr-
ral, you young fool! I'm not one of
your soldlers. Here Potter, Evans, do
you hear? That Is the bloody villain
Girty—come on!"

They had hold of me instantly huri-
ing me back in spite of my struggling.
1 saw the renegade throw forward his
rifle, and shouted to him.

“Don’t 'do that, you fool—run!"

Even aus 1 eorfed out the order [
leaped forward, seeking to get grip on

Lawers

“Then Make Your Resport, Sir."
Brady, hurling the others aside with

a sweep of my armsa, There was an
instant of flerce fighting, of blows,
curses, threats, 1, lunged over the
rifla barrel, and got grip on Brady's
beard, only to be hauled back by a
dozen hands, and flung to my knees.

“Sentry! Call the guard!”

I got the words out somehow, boring
my way forth from under the huddle
of forms. There was a rush of feet,
the shouting of an order, tha ahock
of contact, and then 1 stood alone,
wiping the perspiration from my eyes,

CHAPTER Il.
With Generah Harmar.

“That will do, sergeant,” 1 called
ouf, the moment 1 could gain breath.
“Here now, don’t hit that man! Sur
round this fellow and take him inside
the stockade. Never mind me; Il
tuke care of myself."”

The little squad tramped off, Girty
in their midst, his head turned back
over his shoulder watchfully. [ step-
ped forward fronting Brady, and held
out my hand.

“Sorry this happened,” 1 sald sober-
ly, “but I promised to bring the man
to the fort, and 1 had to defend him.”

“He's & bloody savage!” he retorted,
with an oath, and making no respon
sive movement; “he's worse than any
Injun on the border.” .

“1 know all that, Brady. | desplse
the fellow as much as any of you. al
though | may not have suffered
through his acts as some of you have.
But he ls here In peace, not war. To
injure him now might cost hundreds
of lives. Let him give his message to
General Harmar; after that we shall
know how to deal with the skunk. At
least do not hold this agalos: me; |
only did my duty.”

Brady loosened his grip on his gun,
and took my hand.

“l understand that, boy,” he sald,
not unkindly. “Your fighting was
square enough, and no harm done. 1
like the way you went at it, but I
reckon you don't quite sense how we
old Kentucklians feel about renegades
o' that stripe. 'Talnt natural you
should, for thers aln't been no Injun
war to amount to anything since you
come to this country. But I've seen
that greasy devil In paint an’ feath-
ers; so has Evans here, an’ these yer
young fellows know some of the dirt
he's done. He'n lad . war partles
against us, an’ killed our neighbors,
That skunk stood by an’ let 'em burn
ol' man Roddy st the stake, an’ never
raised a hand. It's a helllsh fact, true,

alr! An' he only laughed at Kenton
when the redskine made him run the
gauntlet.
skinned allve!”

“I've heard all that,” I replied when
ha stopped, his eyes bluzing angrily.
"But two wrongs never made a right,
men. He came here voluntarlly as a
messenger. The tribes are in counecil
at Sandusky and sent him. That s
why | stood In his defense against you,
We must learn what word he brings.
If he were killed bn such a mission
every Indian In the northwest would
foel called upon to avenge his death.
It would mean ralde and warfare the
whole length of the Ohlo; it would
mean the murder of women and chil
dren; the burnlng of homes, and -all
the horrors of Indlan warfare for years
to come. There Is only a fringe of
white settlers on this side of the
river, Brady, and a mere handful of
goldlers (o defend them. We cannot
afford to have war, we are not ready.”

“Ready? rot! 1 am for golug In now,
an' fnishing the fob. This new gov-
ernment polliey of strokin® those devlla
on the back, makes me sick. That ain't
the way we cleaned up Kentucky.”

“"Easler sald than done. Brady. This
lsn’t Kentucky, and the conditions are
different. Thoss were hunters and
backwoodsmen who took possession of
that land to the south. They cuine
alone, on foot, rifle In hand, Aghting
men every one. That was their trade
These gettlers who have come In
north of the Ohlo are of a different
breed; they have Srought wives and
children with them, and have come to
till the land. They are not hunters
and woodsmen; half of them never
even saw an Indian. They would be
as helpless as babes on a war trall.
8t. Clalr and Harmar are doing the
best they can under such conditions.
They have got to compromise; they
don't dare provoke war. The In-
dinps and the British know this Is
true; Girty knows It, or he never
would have ventured to come in here
—what {s It, Faulkner?"

The sergeant, a short, stocky fellow
saluted stimy

“The compliments of Generaul Har
mar, sir, and would you come to his
offiea.”

“Very well, sergeant, as soon as |
can slip out of these hunting clothes
Am | right, Brady ™

“"Maybe 80,” he admitted reluctant-
Iy, “but that ain't my style o' handling
Injuns. | reckon we'll hang ‘round
boys, Uil we see what's comin®
out o' this yer message bearin’. I'd
sure like to be In any fracas whar 1
could get a glam &t that hound o' hell.”

It required but a few moments for
me to shift my hunting sult for a suit-
able uniform, and this accomplished, |
hurrled across the parade to the office
The orderly admitted me at once. Gen:
eral Harmar was alone, eitting beside
a smull writing table, and began ques-
tioning me the Instant | appeared,

“Close the door, Mr, Hayward. Now,
sir, what Is It that just happened out
side the gate? Fighting with some of
my scouts, | understand, over a fel
low you brought In with you? 1 pre
sume thers wps some cause for this
ungeemly quarrel?™

“There was, General Harmar,” | re
plied, standing cap In hand.

Heo leaned back in his chalr, drum-
ming with one hand on the table, his
stern eyes on my face.

“Then make your report, sir”

I went over the events of the past
few hours rapldly, but clearly, and
there was no Interruotion until I ceas
ed Lo speak,

vV “Who dld you say the man was?"

“S8imon Girty, sir. That was the
name he gave me, and Hrady recog
nized him at once™

“What is his mission? Did he say?"

“Not a word, sir, except that he rep
resented the tribes, and bore a mes:
sage from Hamliton.”

“Think you he lled? Is his purpose
to learn our strength and position?"

“No, sir, 1 think not,” 1 replied sob-
erly. “There was no necessity; be
yond doubt they know that already.
1 do not think the fellow would dare
come other than he sald: he is not of
that breed.’

He walked back and forth across
the room, his hands clasped, his hend
bent in thought. He was a florid-
faced, heavily-bullt man, his stép
heavy on the puncheon floor. Faciag
the door, he stopped with sudden de
clsion.

“Orderly,” he called, "have’ the ser
geant of the guard bring the messen:
ger here et once. Search him for
weapons first.”

He turned toward me.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)
|
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on Sunday, says Frank Tel-
and Fireslde. His hired

P

When the farmer was fifty he hsd
& half section of good black land In
the corn belt apd money In the bank.
He moved to town to enjoy a hard
earned rest, Bul his stomach was so
tired of ocorn bread and bacon that it
went on a strike and the farmer ale
milk toast. He could predict a storm
before the first cloud appeared, by
the creaking of his jolnts, and he had
to eall for help to turn in bed

The ugly cur ought to be
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Jerry waa the new night operator at
Jamestown, back In old Kentucky, In
the early days of the Cineinnati S8outh-
ern. Jerry was unmistakably new. The
manner in which ha counted over the
carbon shests In his tratn-order pads,
to be sure that he had & sufficient
supply of three, flve and seven copy
pads on hand to meet the demands of
n sudden call from the dispatcher, to
whom the word “fix" was an abomina-
tion, and the nlcety with which he ad-
Justed his relays from time to time,
indicated his newness plainly. If there
had been any doubt about it, hie puz-
zled expreselon as he scanned the

the ground-plug In each strip to ascer-
tain which side was north and which
south, and his frequent trips to the
station platform to Inspect his traln-
order signal, would have proclalmed 1t.

Jerry was new clear down to hia
shoes, which squeaked suggestively as
he moved about the office attending to
his duties.

He had recently been promoted to
the positlon of ticket seller and night
operator at this old blue grass town,
from Badleville, the water tank etation
12 miles north, where his duties had
been confined to the routine of report-
ing passing trailns, an occaslonal train
order, and sweeping out the office In
the morning.

Jerry wus on the rise. He felt it,
and thirsted for greater things. His
chief ambition was to rise in the serv-
fce, How to obtain the coveted ad-
vancement had become an all-absorb-
ing question with him, and the subject
of hia nightly meditations. /

Onece, when Jerry had reverted to
the mutter In conversation with Con,
the roadmaster, the latteg sald: "There
are different ways of getting promoted,
just the same as there are different
ways of ekinning a cat. Probably the
quickest way Is to keep your wits
about you, and when an emergency
comes along grab hold of it and handle
| )

Jerry eagerly drank In these words
of wisdom as they fell from the lips of
the road master. This was & new
phase of the question that had never
presented itself to him before. He
pondered lpng and deeply over it. Yes
—thisn was undoubtedly the solution,
the secret of success, the key to pro-
motion, the one thing needful to bring
him favorable official recognition.

With the enthusiasm of youth, he
resolved that If ever an emergeney
cama his way, hea would be right there
to meet It. As a natural sequence, as
a means to an end, Jerry began to long
for the emergency. The longing iIn-
tegsified itself untll the very innei-
most recesses of Jerry's soul eried out
for an emergency.

It was on the night of the memor-
able Charleston earthquake. No. 18,
north-bound freight, had pulled noisily
down the long slding, and settled for a
drowsy walt for No, §, south-bound
passenger, with the engine standing
just opposite the telegraph office win.
dow. 'The sllence was broken only by
the occaslonal chugchug of the air
pump.

Jerry was beguillng the time by
alternately practising the letter P on
& closed key and listening to passing
messages golng over the through wire

He had just succeeded in rounding
out a P to his entire satisfaction,
when he was startled by hearing Meri-
dlan, Miss., break in on the through
ywire with, “Earthquake here,” signing
hils office call. A moment later another
office, north of Meridlan, broke in with
the same Information. Then another
and another, still nearer, signing their
calls In turm,

“Great Scott!" exclaimed Jeorry.
“An earthquake's coming this way,
and they are spreading the alarm.”

As he sal tense and alert In his
chair, walting for and yet dreading
further confirmation of his fears, a low
rumbling sound struck his ear. The
window panes began to vibrate and
the sashes to rattle,

Jerry sprang to his [feet with
blanched fuce and shaking lHmbs, sick-
ening fear gripping at his heart. There
flashed across his exclted brain a
vision of toppling bulldings, and his
first impulse was to fly to the open
nir

Bot with that flash there came an-
other mental ploture of swaying
bridges, falling trestles, upheaved
track and twisted steel

He must stick to his post and give
‘he alarm. For a moment, a feeling
of elation, almost joy, struggled with
his fear, as he realized that at last an
emergency had come,

Fle grasped the key with trembling
fingers, called up division headquar-
ters, clicked off the (fateful words,
“Earthquake here,” signing his office
call, and then, wild terror grasping
him again and winging his feet, he fled
panlestricken from the room.

As he emerged from the depot bulld-
ing he electrified the engine crew by
pereaming at the top of his voles:
“Earthquake! Earthquake's coming!"

Not untll the astonished fireman,
atanding In the gangway, inquired so-
Heltously, “What's hurtin' ye, sonny ™
did he realize that what he had taken
for the premonitory rumbling of a dis-
astrous selsmic disturbance had been
produced by that sooty Individual turn.
ing on the “blower” of that big freight
engine,

| (Copyright )
Month of March in History.
March, the month of Martius

(Mars), though the third month of
our calendar, was the first month of
tho Roman year. It was considered
as the Arst month of the year In

Pngland il the 0" “=un of style In
1752, and “sokoned
from the ' tavg
(old style

switehboard, his surreptitioua trials of |
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Laid Off Duty by

Botten away with a nles contract with

his home. BDut not so.

he struck terra firma.

to bat,
the cheers were deafening.

Bender brace himself for the pitch,
goof while the umplire called ‘Strike.’
another strike. ‘Take him out.

let me foul out,
“But no.

violently insane. Ag I dashed back I

brought up with a thud.
“The game was over.

window with part of the window sash

“l cortainly will never forget that

a Thrillng. Baseball Dr

HICAGO.—In these days of high-salaried ball players, whera the team y ...
mansgern demand speed of thelr players, some big loague magnate 18
overlooking a promising recruit In mot ,'Z
elgning John J. Oarrigan, second-class

Garrigan 1s an ardent baseball fan.
bons thought he had been Injured In pursult of duty and sent & sergeant to
It all happened when the detective, who had
following the Sox-Giants In thelr world tour, had a yery exciting dream, so
exciting that the thief-catcher carrled away part of the window sash before

He wound up, and T closed my eyes and swung.
salled over Oldring’'s head far into center fleld, and I began to tear round
the bases. As I rounded second I heard Callahan yelling frantically that I
forgot to touch first, and I redoubled my efforts for the keystone sack, while
the grandstand and blencher crowds appeared to me as though they had goue

i d

detective sergeant at the Central de
tall police station, to a contract.

Garrigan recently was lnid np at s
home with & dislocated shoulder as &
result of a baseball dream he had,
and which came to an abrupt ending
when he found himsslf in the back
yard below his bedroom window.

“If Comliskey only had seen that
play,” Garrigan sald, as he nursed his
Injured shoulder, “I think I gould have
the Sox."

When he reported 1l Captain Gib-

“Funniest thing you ever heard of,” sald Garrigan, “I dreamed that I
was playing with the Sox against the Athletics and that Bender was pitching.
It was the ninth inning, with the Macks two runs to the good, when I came
There wers two men out and two men on.

“As 1 stepped to the plate the crowd ross en masse, and for two minutes
As 1 stood there at the plate I remembered the
experience of Casey at the bat, and cold chills ran down my back. Then I saw
Over came the ball, and I stood like a

The next was u ball, and then cams

Take him out!" they yelled, and as I looked
in the direction of the third base [ saw Callahan turning handsprings. Then
he stralghtened up and shook his fist at me.
give anything to Bender at that moment If he only had been good enough to

I would have been wlilling to

The ball

struck something and then suddenly

I was sprawling elght feet below my bedroom

hanging to my anatomy and my wife

calling to me, ‘John, what is the matter?’

ninth Inning.*

The average man looks upon a tea
with horror. It is a thing to be avold-
ed at any cost. There Is one member
of the mascullne sex in this city, how-
ever, who not only attends these fes-
tivitiess but ean honestly and truth-
fully say that he enjoys them.
Natural curioslty makes one wonder
who this odd member of the commu-
nity is. He is Mr. James Galpin,
more famillarly known as plain Jim
Mora curlosity makes one begin to
wonder who and what Jim is. Jim {s

tamous character.

Recently a large tean was given in

visitor most graciously and cordlally.
some.

bled biscults.
cus, which stood on the tea table.
Kastern appearance to the room.

©8t enjoyments.

The visitor took this hint and departed

this occaslon he was presented with 4 silver bowl.
of his bravery in gaving the life of his master at a fire in his apartment He
onjoyed every moment of the afternoon.
but with it all he is modest and retiring.

He was seen the other day In his own home, where he received his

Great Dane Honored by New York Society Woman

EW YORK.—It Is not a frequent occurrence In the lives of men, famous
or otherwise, to have teas given for them by a member of the falr sex.
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nothing less than a very large and dignified Great Dane, who belongs to
Dr. H. T. Galpin.

| Is Jim a wellknown member of New York soclety?
is best known for his great courage and bravery, which has made him &

Indeed he I1s. Ha

Dinners and teas, several medals, and a silver bowl have
been glven him in recognition of nis valor.

his hotior by Miss Kate Sanborn. On
This was In appreciation

Heo likes lots of people about him,

His delight In teas predominating, he

immediately demanded that tea be served and Insisted that the visitor have

He sat back eazily In n large, comfortable chalr, drank his tea, and nib-
When he finished his tea he suggested smoking. The visitor
declined, but was Interested In seeing Jim smoke a plpe brought from Damas-
This and an oriental lamp gave quite an
Smoking Is apparently’ one of Jim's g

In fact, he enjoyed it_to such an extent that he bﬂom
elightly drowsy. Pinally be nodded a lm‘a. and a susplelous gruot was heard.

quiatly.

ORK, PA.—Whatever he mav lack

him, as usunl. As they approached a

to scratch and burrow In the snow,

moned, and the stranger was taken to
restored to consclousness,

drift.

Klyeman's shaggy little brown dog, has saved a human- life.

Incident of Stor_n; Recalls Dog’s Parsisten.c;

in pride of ancestry, “Pup” J-
Th
many a pedigreed dog that
boast as much.

It may be unafortunate th: 4

cannot be recorded a long I o
markable feats of “Pup” lead ) o
his crowning achlevement; ruth
will not permit it. He was J an
ordinary dog, a falthful m n of

the house at night and a cu. .nlon
of his master by day, until the hour
arrived for him to work out his des-
tiny, But when that moment came
he knew eaxactly what to do.

On the morning after the great blizzard here recently Klyeman started
out to get willows for use in his trade of basket-making.

“Pup" accompanied
Pennsylvania raflrond crossing where

the white drifts were piled high in the cut, “Pup” suddenly stopped and
sniffed, then plunged aside and headlong into a mass of snow. Klyeman
L paid little attention until the dog ran back to him and leaped about, whining
and betraylng every evidence of excitement.

Then he ran back and bogan

the county almshouse, where he was

He proved to be Robert Dempsey, s vagrant,
benumbed by the cold, had lost his way and finally fallen exhausted im the
It was found hocessary to amputate both of his feet, which had frosen.

sulting his wife, ha proved himself, in
point of courage, a worthy wearer of
the blg badge, which adorns hls left
suspender, and which tells the world
timt he Is assistant chlef of all the
glpsles of the United States,

Chief Johnwon wears no medal for
diplomacy, however.

When the chief's chief, Mro. Lela
Johnson, mother of Salome, heard of
the affair, she told tha pollce that
someons was trylng to marry her
daughter to a boy of fourteen years.
Bhe alyo told her husband a féw things
&hall bave no mention hm-\ o —

Division strest, the party w
Johnson's Iﬂ‘lde“"‘

nridgeron="

which, besapes = -

insor

Ll

-k

'}

Iy

8y

|

Kiyeman's curlosity was aroused, and hs went to investigate. Buried i
deep In the gnow he found the body of an unconscious man. Help was sum-

o .

¥

I

Betrothal Party Jars Cops and Child's Mother

ETROIT, MICH—When Robert Johnson the other afternoon arrans
engagement party for his twelve-yearold daughter, Salome, wi*"



