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65-MILE RACE WITH DEATH. save the child, Willlam Stanley, 1 year| pecting my wife and me to hi
e old. You have a mighty bad reputation

plained Blackie. “You used mine.” weight and, though his words seemea |gainsaid, The kimono podice opens
For answer to that Wllllnlfw& uncouth, his tone was seriously re- |over a vest of frilled net ard Is em-l A d
snatched the covers from RBlackie, spectful, broidered with pearl motifs. Deep Gypsies Drove at Desperate Speed to The baby was swung in a stretcher yoltlsr lm'uln? h.blul” : 2
lled that gentleman into the middle | “1'M 818d you enjoyed yourself.” said |flounces of tulle Subblemunt the short Save Baby's Life. in one of the wagons, and the horses| “Of, 1 dom't know," saucily Xepited
5 8 e e Wallingford. ‘“You should go to church !8leeyes. The tunic is of tulle, open In Lashing their horses to desperate! were driven almost to death to reach|the cuckoo, I never heard of
.Ot the floor and daubed his face with oftener. You need it.” |the front and welghted with pearl em- | speed, a caravan of gypsies raced with| the hospital in time. clocks being named after you~Chicage
cokiarc “I'm going.” asserted Blackie decis- |br°ld"le" death sixty-five miles from thelr camp| Every gypsy who dles in this sec-|Evening Post. et

“\My other eye might be jedious, ’N‘“ “ ) 1 b near Vinita to Muskogee, in an at-|tlon of the geuntry is buried @ Mus-
§ ’. " m’. rkll“B kie good & ively. “You'll see Uncle Horace m““t:d[ Left in the Lurch. tempt to save the life of a little child| kogee. Thefs are already several of
[ Aol JES Ba-|in the pew rescrved for. well a4 ! )f the S ley trit } Istocrats of | their grave: in the cemetery. Two ”
turedly and with one eye screwed shut | strangers on every Sunday morning  Robinson was one of those really ‘h e Stanley tribe, the aristocrats . K - g s sald to| 8ay, friends!” exclaimed the
' : ' g00d natured souls who are always (N® BYDSY race. They reached Musko-| years ago & very ol WOmaA, who had come suddenly out of
rushed for the bathroom, where, with-! untll 1 get back home; then you'll see always % he ohild died i N itall have once been & queen Of & EYPSY >
out taking the trouble to remove his| him with a season ticket for some Teady to lend a hand to a pal in dis- §G0 L DULEROACHING A8 QAR S S OO PIAA o A ¢ p q b The| Pushes, “I've had all kinds o' trouble v6' %
pajamas, he plunged into Walling-| place about row 0. SRS < PRERY, ROLIES S : . Shibe; Mlee halirea s T held for many| 5€t 4Ny fish to stay in this pare of they
ford's half filled tub. Thereu aft Wallingford rat‘her glad t0 be away One day, as he was pegging along on 'l hv' A\-hll'd l.mnl h.-.-fn Il several days. l;c_»d'_\ w .n:i e’;nann:neb mlled ‘wlth oizantd stream.” : o
X pon, &l 9 his bicycle down a narrow country The gypsy crones, wise in the admin-| days, an nally ur “Then I suppose you object to my A
er clearing his eye, he proceeded to re-! for a moment from the train of calcu- * istration of their native medicines,| ceremony. The Stanley child was bur- 3
" & road, Ne came across a man holding fldhing?" said the stranger. A}
move his sleeping garments. | Iation that the visit of Cliarley Jackson ; worked over him and continued their!led here. In conformity with an an-|"%0 iy
I a ram by the horns. 4 Dt ) ; How long have you been here?” =
That little affair restored Walling- ' had set in motion, lent himself to the “Hello!” erled Robinson “Can 1 travels. Iinally in the camp near Vin-| clent custom, all the child 8 playthings A bont tiwa BouEat i
ford's equanimity perfectly, and he  8miling consideration of Blackie's mew jep o : ita, the child’s fevet blazed up, and it; were placed in the casket, and l:\ ﬂd; “Catch mymm‘,.'. é 1
bustled ahead with his shaving. development. ? ‘4 should be much obliged,” replied L‘{“‘,‘r“\:; “‘:‘;'“’""“‘ ”“l“l “:“'V l"i“‘ most ::“(“'::):1‘ ::;“;r:‘:;"' "‘""l‘:"(‘:‘;‘;w(“dk‘l‘:‘) “No." :
¢ “ " “ SRRl s, X 3 a ntion could save him, | 8 ~Mus .
CHAPTER xvI. — ' Wallingford and Biackle were both | ~What will Viclet Bonnle sayT” he the other, " ¥ou'd nold this ram Just s ouncil was held, and It ws degid-| Dispatch to Kansas City Star. “Well, T guess there ain't no objec~ -
i liae. 4 fully dressed and in their right minds  WAnted to know. oy Lhat gale over there oben." o 1o bring him to Muskogee. The, NS T A O tion to your gettin' out on a rock an’
Anything to Oblige. upon the arrival of Charley Jackson, | “Idon’'t know if she ever tried it, sertainly,zireplled Robinson; and, thrashin' around a while longer. May«

T 8:45 the telephone rang—ones, | who bad put on his lmugh with his ®he'd fall for it like a Guinea boot- dlamo he boldly selzed the ram fWiftest horses in the camp were A:Bird of 8 Netoth
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by the horns ' hitched to the lightest wagons, and the! “Here your are scolded the robin,|be it'll help to amuse the fish."—Wash«
twice, thrice. Dismally lament- | clothes. Mr. Jackson vociferously in- black to a grand opera ticket. In the s caravan started in the long race to “putting your egg in my nest and ex- ington Star,

; “Pauia. awfully!” replled the
ing, ' Wallingford upon that stranger, now on the farther side of

{ the gate. “The brute attacked me more |
!than an hour ago, and I've been
i struggling with him ever since. So
:long. old chap! Hope you'll be as
{lucky as I was!"”

third long, discordant, inalst-
ent call dragged his numbly protesting
avoirdupois out of bed, commenting
‘fiercely upon the curious fact that civ-
flized man has made himself an ac-
eursed slave to that jangling twin bell,

The hotel reporter of the afternoon
Yorum wished to see Mr. Wallingford
opon business of the most pressing na-
ture. He failed, however.

“What time is it?’ inquired the
sleepy voice from the pink bedroom.

“Nearly 0,” returned Wallingford
wearily.

“Church opens some place around
lLreakfast time, doesn’t it?’

“Eleven o'clock. I wish you'd keep
still.”

“Call a boy for me, won't you, Jim?"

‘Walllngford groaned and turned back
to the telephone and gave the desired
order.

‘“What do you want with a boy in
the middle of the night?” he demanded.

“I'm golng to church,” msisted
Rlackie. “Wake me up when the boy
comes, won't you?”

The reply of J. Rufus to that request
was inarticulate as he shuffied painful-
ly back to bed. He had just cast off
kis slippers when the telephone bell
rang. The gently flowing Venetian lace
curtain of his own open window brush-
ed his face. He pushed it aside. The
bell rang.  The curtain geatly brushed
his face. He dashed .it aside. The
bell rang and rang. The curtain slap-
ped him. He grabbed that curtain
with both hands and jerked it out by
the roots.

“Oh, Jim, your telephone bell's ring-
ing,” ealled Blackie cheerfully.

“Well, what is it?” demanded Wal-
lingford.

‘“This is Charley Jackson,” snapped
an equally aggravated voice in the tel-
ephone. “Say, Wallingford, you upset
the canary seed when you gave out
that interview to the Record. I thought
you knew the first principles, anyhow."”

“The leak had to come through you,”
ingisted Wallingford sharply. “You
had a good start when you left here.”

“I got home as sober as a judge!” in-
dignantly denied Jackson. “I never get
pickled, and if I did I wouldn't even
talk with my fingers.”

Wallingford’s own judgment corrobo-
rated that “The damage is done,
.t " he concluded.” “From what'

¥é9 say about keeping Collop and Tun-
nison in the dark, you won't need to
show that thousand to the boys, so you
might as well bring it back.”

*“] don’t kmow where it 1s,” Jackson
promptly informed bim. “I hid it. Say!
It bores me to sleep, anybhow, and I
think.1'll take an eye opener and dress
and come right up to see you. We'll
cook up some kind of a mess.”

Wallingford, turning resignedly away
from the telephone, glared suddenly
in the direction of the pink bedroom.
“What in the name of heaven do you
call that noise?’ he implored.

“I am singing,” returmed Blackie—
“singing one of those sweet, soothing
old church hymns which come back to
me out of my happy childhood days;
only 1 get the darned thing tangled up
in the second line with a slice out of
my big song hit in ‘The Lama’s Goat,’
and I have to start all over again every
time. That's what may make it seem a
shade similar to itself, but even the
attempt is uplifting. You ought to try
it, Jim. Supposa you take the bass, and
1'll sing it with you. Now! One, two,
-three! Ready, sing!”

Wallingford was able to chuckle at
last, as Bilackie’s clear voice in all
gravity began upon the good oid
church Bymn and he looked Into the

“Let him in, Jim, and tell him to fill
the tub with cold water and stuff the
buttons in my stiffest shirt, and lay out
my gray eravat and a straight collar,
and shine my button shoes and get my

sisted that Blackie change to a white
apron and get busy, but Blackie de-:
elined, with great bhaughtiness, and,
bade both gentlemen goodby.

“Where ate you going " asked Wal- |
lingford in surprise.

“To church, I told you,” retorted’
Blackie. “The deep toned bells are
ringing. 1 cannot stay away. I spurn
the hosts of evil, which pester me to
stay. Brethren, please sing.” And be
solemnly departed. looking anxiously '
for any possible flecks of dust upon !
his silk hat. ;

& . L] * L L] L]

“Well, the polls are closed,” regret-
fully announced Jackson. “Collop and |
Tunnison both called me up since I:
phoned to you, and enough opposition
has developed to put the breaks on a
cycione. I paid three dry/ goods bills
at the same store ‘with that $1,000 or
I'd give it back.”

“If you succeeded in that on Sunday |
morning you're entitled to the reward,”
returned Wallingford, with a laugh, re-
fusing the two $500’s which the other |
reluctantly proffered him. *“You acted !
in good faith, Jackson.”

“Thanks!” exclaimed Jackson in as- !
tonishment, stufing the bills hastily |
back into his pockét and -laughing!
heartily with both cheeks. “I wish;
you'd tell me how you get these.” i

“I have a friend who works in the i
mint,” explained Wallingford suavely.l
“I'm rather glad this deal is off any-,
bow. I hope you fare better in your ;
county courthouse scheme than we did
in the park thing.”

Mr. Jackson stopped Iaughing. “There
are all sorts of rumors about that
courthouse,” be declared earnestly.

“They're all allke,” Wallingford re-
joined, feeling sure of his ground.
“The only difference in the rumors !s
in the name of the alderman who is to
be the goat and buy-it in his own
name and turn it into a restaurant,
with beer hall and dance hall attach-
ments. The tide of the rumors seems
to set strongest in the direction of
Charley Jackson.”

“1 wish it would stay there,” com-
fessed Mr. Jackson. ‘“Courthouse
square is the swellest location in this
town for a free and easy joint under
friendly police suspicion.” %

*“That listens very musically,’ ac-
knowledged Wallingford. “Why don't
you grab it?”

“Nobody dares,” regretted Mr. Jack-
son. *If we could put the thing off
till after the campaign it would be all
right, but the church element in this
town is so strong that a meré little
thing like turning the courthouse into
& human pickle factory might swing
the campaign.”

“] don't see who that would hurt,”
objected Wallingford. “You all stay in
year after year, no matter which way
the election goes.”

“It’s a point of honor,” explained Mr.
Jackson promptly. “Everybody’s fussy
about being on the winning side, like
quitting with the most chips in a par-
lor poker game where the white ones
are sold by the pound.”

“Why don't you get a stranger to
buy it for you?”

“Where would you find a stranger
who would submit to being chained to
the floor till after the campaign is
over?’ demanded Jackson wearlly.
“Show me that stranger snd I'll slip
him this “a

“Pass it over,” invited Wallingford.

“I spoke too gquick,” hedged Jack-
son, pressing his hand over his pocket.
“I'd rather arrange to hand over ten
thousand out of the purchase price of
the courthouse. Besides that, you know,
Wallingford, the stranger oughtn't to
be too strange.”

“There’s no danger,” Wallingford re-
assured him. “I'l} do it for you,” and
he was very careless about it. “You
furnish me- the money to bid in the
property for you and I'll give you a
secret bill of sale for it. You can go
right ahead with your alterations in my
name if you like. When the campalgn
is over I'll transfer the deed to any’
name you say. If I tried to sell the
property the sale would have to be
recorded and your bill of sale would
invalidate #¢.”

“That's very kind of you,” asserted
Mr. Jackson, “but you're not working
for your health.”

first place, she buys from twelve to
fifteen hats a year and she'd be tickled
into giggle fits with a new line of com-
petition. In the second place, she's as
strong for music as I am. It isn't
fashionable in our set to be dippy over
high brow music, but every once in a
while we slip away to Carneglie hall

 and wonder what it's about and love
some of it till it gasps. 1 heard pipe |
organ stuff today that made me feel !
like a balloon and if I could have |

found a friendly shoulder I'd have
snifled. In the third place she'd be
plumb pitachio about this right hand
of fellowship surprise that they spring
on distinguished strangers."

“Call the wagon,” interrupted Wal-
lingford. “You're in Dutch on that last
bet. They skip women. They're will-

' ing to take chances on a burglar, but
i they have to Insist upon knowing all
: about a lady."”

“I don't see why,” indignantly ob-
jected Blackle. “Violet Bonnie bhas al-
ways made good wherever she was put
and she's as fussy a dresser as any of
them.”

“That doesn't make women love each
other,” Ilaughed Wallingford. “I'm
gind they made you feel like the guest
of honor, though. How did it happen?
Did you make a speech?"

“I helped sing,” admitted Blackie,

“but, outside of that, I kept my mouth

so shut that it aches yet, except once : ¥

in a while when 1 caught.up with an

‘A-a-a-ahmen.’ 1 lapped over one and |

gaid it alonme, but nobody giggled. 1
never saw such a polite bunch in my
life, but, at that, 1 don't see why they
don’t have a better road map for the
prayer book, so a stranger could chauf-
feur his way around without having
all the natives offer him assistance. I

watched one real sweet faced old lady |

for my guide, but, darn her, she got
up in the wrong place.”

“You must have picked out a church
with as fussy a service as seven gar-
cons and a head waiter making a Bu-
zette pancake,” observed Wallingford,
chuckling. “You should have chosen an
easler one to begin on. Who sent you
there?” ‘

“The pipe organ,” answered Blackie
earnestly. “It was the rattiest looking
chdrch in town from the outside, but
the inside, so high and dim and quiver-
ing with stillness, made me afraid.
Say, Jim, I'm against the corrupt po-
litical system in this town.”

“So am 1,” agreed Wallingford heart-
fly. “I'd like to hand it a jolt.”

“I'm helping,” stated Blackle, with
happy self approbation. ‘“Deo you know
what the political thieves and outcasts
are trying to do in this town? They
are trying to steal the courthouse and
turn it into a den of infamy. My church
is going to save the city from its shame.
We raised a fund of nearly $300,-
000 today to buy Courthouse square,
and another day’s hustling will give us

JOHN P. HOLLAND, INVENTOR
OF THE SUBMARINE, DEAD

. ‘

SOHN R HOLL AND

While the great mations of Europe
are plunged in war, in which subma-
rines of the type he invented are tak-
ing part, John \P. Hollund, one of the
first inventors.of successfud under sur-
face craft, lies'dead. The famous sub- |
marine inventor died at Newark, N. J.,
aged 72. Mr. Holland was born in Ire-
land. He was a school-teacher when
the American civil war broke out, and®
it was reading of the encounter be-}
tween the Monltor and the .\lcrrim:u'}
that first suggested to him the idea M'l

H
I

a submarine. After many experiments
he finally succeeded in building one,
but it did not come up to his expecta-
tions, and he sank it in the Passa.c;
river at Newarkywhere it remains to
this day. It was near this spot that |
later the Holland Submarine Works, of |
which the inventor was the head, bulilt
their plant, At the present time the
navies of muny of the powers are using
submarines of the Holland type, The
first boat of Mr. Holland's construc-
tion Is to be raised soon by the Pat-
erson (N. J.) chamber of commerce and
presented to the government as a me-
morial to the inventor. tI will be taken
to the Panama-Pacific exposition at
San Franeclsco and then probhably will
be placed in the museum at Washing-
ton.
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Ask the Soda Man—
he'll tell you the

crowd drinks

The drink with dash—
vim—vigor and go toit.
The thirsty one's one
best beverage. Deli-
cious and refreshing.

Demand the genuine by full name—
Nicknames encourage substitution.

THE COCA-COLA CO.

ATLANTA, GA.

Whenever 2
you see an

Arrow think

of Coca-Cola.

enough. As soon as we get that we're |

going to start another subscription list

to build the finest cathedral in the mid.;

dle west on the site that was to have
been turned into a common dive that
would sap the manhood and woman-
hood of every young person who passed
bencath the shadow of its walls.”

His adoption of the morning’s pulpit
phrases was entirely unconscious. An
habitual enthusiast, his partisanship
here was absolutely without a gques-
tion.

(To Be Continued.)

FASCINATING DRESS
FOR AFTERNOON TEAS.

$350
PIANO

AND OTHER
VALUABLE
PRIZES

.
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GENUINE
DIAMOND RING

AND OTHER
VALUABLE
PRIZES

N2

COSTS YOU NOTHING

DIRECTIONS:— Place any number from 7 to 15 in the 8 vaecant

or on any similar arranged sheet of paper or

material of any kind you wish to use, in such a manner thatany way the

numbers are added (including the number in the center square) the total
will be 33. The same number can not be used more than once.

“No, I have too much heaith now,”
retorted Wallingford, adroitly repeat-
ing Jackson’'s answer io a simila: ie
mark. “I ought to charge you the local
20 per cent, but if you'll make me &
present of that $10,000 you mentioned

I've had this moming. Have a drink
of something, Blackie?’

“Not me,” virtnously asserted Mr.
Daw. “Tobacco shall not stain my
lips nor rum defile my breath, I can't
remember the rest of it, but it had to
end in death, for that’s the,only word
that rimes with it. Appropriate, too,
Jimmy, for everything ends in death,
or did when I went to church. Those
happy, happy boyhood days. Why, J.
Rufus’'— 3

The rest of his speech was drowned
in the rush of cold water in the bath

and another one like it I'll be satisfied.
‘What's the propecty worth?” f

“Four huadred thousand; but goed,
handy political experts ought to be able
to bring it home for two.”

‘“The only dificuity I see,” observed
Wallingford with knitted brows, “is
that some private interest may overbid
you. That property is too valuable to
be overlooked as an investment.”

“If any private individual has the
nerve to put in a hid for that property
my county commigsioners will throw it
out because it wasn't written in green
ink, or because the bidder has a mole
on his neck,” avowed Mr. Jackson in-
differently. ‘““They're so used to that
here that nobody will kick.”

CONDITIONS:—To the correct or nearest correct solution we will give absolutely free an upright

piano; to the next best a
gentlemen’s gold watch;
credit check good to apply on the purchase price of a piano.
In the event of a tie for any of the prizes, the awards will be made to the one present-

folio of music.

enunine diamond ring; third best a $200.00 credit check; fourth best a ladies’ or
fth best a silver mesh hand bag and so on down to the smallest prize, a $25.00
Every one sending a reply will receive a

ing their solution displayed in the most attractive manner and of the greateat advertising value to us.

Therefore contestants entering this contest will please understand that the points that will be considered

in judging the solutions for the prizes will be first, correctness, then neatness and attractive arrange-
ment. Only one person in a family may enter, and if under age, please give parents’ name.

Contesat closes

Sept. 5, 1914,

and all answers must be received by that time.

All contestants will be notificd of the results by mail as soon after the close of the contest

as possible.

Write your name and address plainly and mail your solution to

The Mason-Wheeler Co.

Care The

Biackie returned- from church ian =a
state of magnificent exaltation.
“Jim, we've ‘been overiooking a bes.”

Times-Republican




