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UTAH STATE NEWS

Will King of Castledale has dug 700
bushels of potatoes from two acres ol
ground,

Ogden is agaln free from gmallpox,
the last patient having been released
from quarantine a few days ago.

Losses of approximately $80,000
have been sustained by SBalt Lake
banks through the bankruptey of Hert
L. 8mith In the courts of San Fran
elsco,

The truant officers of 8Salt Lake
City have determined to see that the
law  requiring children to attend
school for thirty weeks each year is
rigldly enforced,

Jogeph Dayne and David Thompson,
of Balt Lake City, were scriously in
jured when a scaffo!ling collapsed, on
which they were working. It 1s feared
Thompson will not recover.

Willlam F. Dunn, who wns so badly
Injured in an accldent at a candy fac
tory in Provo about a month ago, thit
It was feared his injuries would prove
fatal, I8 recoverying rapidly.

Roger Goodrich, nged 10 years, son
of Willlam Goodrich, a dalryman, who
was knocked down and fatally injured
by an automoblle in Salt Lake Clty
on October 27, dled November 1,

While operating a loaded ore car at
the Qarfleld smelter, Constantino
Bithanis, a Greek, aged 34, slipped on
a rail and falling in front of the car
was 80 serlously injured that he dled
within a few minutes.

Davis county canning factories have
just completed one of the most  suc
cessful seasons in years, turning out
100,000 cases of tomatoes and other
products. Of this total, there were
60,000 cases of tomatoes.

Vernon Workman, 6-year-old son of
Mr. and Mrs. Ezra Workman of Park
City, who was accldentally shot in the
head by another boy while playing at
the Workman home, died in a Salt
Lake hospital on Wednesday.

Carl Seeley of Castledale was lead-
ing a mule, with the rope wrapped
around his hand, when the mule sud-
denly made a break for liberty, tear
Ing the end off SBecley's thumb and
otherwise lacerating his hand.

Two men dled of overdoses of pois-
onous drugs in Ogden early Thursday
morning. They were Dennis Sullivan,
nged 60 years, a miner, and Harry E.
Blaine, 30 years old, married, and a lo
sal employe of the Oregon Short Line.

With five steam mixers and one
steam shovel in operation, the work of
concreting the Weber-Davis county ca
nal, sald to be the biggest concrete un-
dertaking ever launched In the state,
I8 being rapidly rushed to completion.

The monthly report of the Salt
Lake City food and dairy commis
sloner shows that during October 641
inspections were made. In these in
spoctions 1,330 pounds of foodstuff
were condemned as unfit for use and
sne prosecution followed,

Through the efforts of the attorney
general a settlement has been effected
between the board of trustees of the
State Industrial school, and Fred J.
Schleef, a San Francisco cattle dealer,
In the dispute over the sale of a herd
of cattle, part of which were found to
be diseased,

One of the features of this year's
work at the Agricultural college, at
Logan, 1s the Installation of the short
zourses, glving the young men and
women of the state who are unable to
attend school the year round an op-
portunity of an education in their
shosen lines.

Verne Workman, aged 8, while play-
ing at his home in Park City, was
struck in the head by a bullet acel
dentally fired by another boy, the bul-
let lodging in the boy's braln and
there being mo hope for his recovery.

Belng throwan from a load of lum-
ber, while driving down Blacksmith's
Fork canyon, Alvin McCoombs of
Smithfield was run over by the wagon
and crushed to death, the wheels
passing over his head. MeCoombs
leaves a wife and six children.

More than 700,000 acres of land In
the Ulintah Indlan reservation, com-
prising u large part of that section ot
the reserve opened to white settlers
during the summer of 1906, which was
asllowed to revert back to the govern-
ment by careless winners in the draw-
ing, are now being sold at auction.

Oficlals of ths International Smelt
Ing & Refining company, and business
men of the new town of Tooele, to the
sumber of sixty, have organized a
Town and Country club, which is ex.
pected to meet the soclil needs of the
residents and provide entertalnment
tor visitors as well,

Ben Williams, the bartender whe
shot and badly injured Donald Work:
man, a laborer, in & rooming house at
Milford ou Beptember 27, has been
bound over to the district court on @
charge of assault with intent to com:-
mit murder.
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SYNOPSIS,

Thomnse  Ardmore and Henry Malne
firiswold stumble upon intelgue when thoe
koevernorg of North and South Carolina
nre reported to huve gquarreled, Griswold
willes  himself with  HBHarbara Osbhorne,
divughtor of the governor of South Caro-

lUna, while Ardmore espouses the cause
of Jevry Dangerfield, daughter of the
BEovarnor of North Carolina These two
young lndies are trying to N1l the shoea

of thelr fathers while
Ing. Noth stotes are
ane Applewelght,

the Intter are miss
in a turmoll over
an outlaw with great
politieal Influence Unawnare of each oth
Cr's position, both Griswold and Ardmore
ket out to mnke the other prosecutes Ap-
Plewelght, Ardmore organizes n big hunt
Griswold nlso takea the fleld. Frank (fol
lins, Atlanta reporter, s arrested by Ard
more, but relensed 1o became press agent
for the young milllonnire's  expedition

CHAPTER Xlii.—~Continued.

“Prisoner, you fool! I'm a guest at
Ardsley and I'm looking for a lady.”

“That's a very unlikely story. Col-
ling, help the gentleman down;” and
the reporter obeyed Instructions with
80 much zeal that the noble gentle-
man fell prone, and wns assisted to
hig feet with a fine mockery of help-
fulness,

“1 tell you I'm looking for a lady
whose horse ran away with her! I'm
the duke of Dallvywinkle and brother-
Indlaw to Mr. Ardmore. 1I'1l have you
sent to jall If you stop me here’”

“Come along, duke, and we'll see
what vou look like,” sald Cooke, lead-
Ing the way to the bungalow veranda,
Within Ardmore was lighting lamps,
There was a long room finlshed In
black oak, with a fireplace at one
end, and a table in the center, The
floors were coversed with handsome
rugs and the walls were hung with
photographs and etchings. Ardmore
gat on the back of a leather settee in
a pose assumed at the moment of the
duke's entrance. It was a pose of en-
tire nonchalance, and Ardmore's cap,
perched on the back of his head, and
his brown halr rumpled boyishly,
added to the general effect of comfort
and ease,

The duke blinked for a moment In
the lamplight, then he roared out joy-
ously:

“Ardy, old man!"” and advanced to
ward his brother-inlaw with out-
stretehed hand.

“Keep him off; he's undnauhtedly

quite mad.," sald Ardmore, staring
coldly, and bending his riding-crop
across hils knees. “Collins, please

ride on after the lady and bring her
back this way."

Cooke had seated the prisoner rath
er rudely in a chair, and the noble
duke, having lost the power of speech
In amazement and fright, rubbed his
eyes and then fastened them In-
credulously on Ardmore; but there
was no question about it, he had been
seized with violence; he had been
repudiated by his own brother-in-law
—the useless, stupid Tommy Ardmore,
who, at best, had only a child’'s mind
for pirate stories and who was Indubl-
tably the most negligible of negligible
figures in the drama of life as the
duke knew it,

“Cooke,” began Ardmore, address-
ing his lleutenant grevely from his
perch on the settee, "what {s the
charge against this person?"

“He says he's a duke” grinned
Cooke, taking his cue from Ardmore's

manner, “And he says he's visiting
at Ardsley.”
“That,” sald Ardmore with declslon,

“is creditable only to the gentleman's
romantic Imagination, His face |Is
anything but dukely, and there's a red
strenk across it which points clearly
to the recent sharp blow of a weapon;
and no one would ever strike a duke.
It's utterly incredible,” and Ardmore
Iifted his brows and leaned back with
his arms at length and his hands
c¢lasping the riding-crop, as he con-
templated with supreme satisfaction
the tell-tale red line across the duke's
cheok.

“For Goa's sake,
the duke.

Ardmore drew from his pocket
Johnston's “"American Polities” with
an alr of greatest serfousness,

“Cooke,” he sald, half to himself as
he turned the pages, “do you remem-
ber just what the coustitution says
about dukes? Oh, yes, here we are!
Now, Mr. Duke of Ballywinkle, listen
to what it says here in Section 9§ of
the Constitution of the United States,
which reads exactly as follows in this
book: '‘No title of nobllity shall be
granted by the United States: And no
person holding any office of profit or
trust under them, shall, without the
consent of the congress, accept of any
present, emolument, office, or title, of
any kind whatever, from any king,
prince, or foreign state.! And it says
in Scetion 10 that ‘No state shall grant
any title of nobility.! Now, Mr, Bally-
winkle, 1t Is perfectly clear that this

Ardy—" howled
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government ecan't recognize anyvthing
that it ean't create, for that would be
foollsh. As I, the governor of North
Carolina, can’t make a duke, 1 ecan't
see one. You are therefore wholly
[llegal; it's againat the most macred
law of the land for you to be here at
all; and, painful though it is to me,
It 18 nevertheless my duty to order
you to leave the United States at
onee, never to return. In faet, if you
ever appear In the TUnited States
agnin, 1 hereby order that you be
hanged by the neck until you be dead
One of Mr. Cooke's men will accom-
pany you to New York to-morrow and
see to It that you take passage on a
steamer bound for a British port. The
erime of having Insulted a woman will
atill hang over you untll you are well
east of Sandy Hook, and I advise you
not to risk being tried on that charge
in North Carolina, as my people are
very Impulsive and emotional, and
I¥ynchings are not infrequent In our
midst. You sghall spend to-night in
my official ecaboose some distance
from here. and your personal effects
will be brought from Ardsley, where,
vou have sald, you are a guest of Mr.
Thomas Ardmore, who is officially un-
known to me. The supreme court
will now adjourn.”

Cooke pulled the limp, bewildered
duke to his feet, and dragged him

from the bungalow.
As they stepped out on the veranda
Collins rode up in ulnrm
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“l1 followed this road to a cross-
road where it became a bridle-path
and runs off into the forest. There 1
lost all trace of the lady, but here |s
her riding-crop.”

“Cooke, take your prisoner to the
caboose; and Colling, come with me,”
commanded Ardmore; and a moment
later he and the reporter rode off
furfously in search of Jerry Danger-
fleld,

CHAPTER XIII.

Miss Dangerfield Takes a Prisoner.

A dozen men carrying rifles across
thelr saddle-bows rode away from
Habersham’'s farm on the outskirts of
Turner Court House and struck a
rough trail that led a devious course
over the hills. At their head rode the
guide of the expedition—a long sllent
man on a mule. Griswold and Haber:
sham followed immediately behind
him on horseback. Their plans had
been carefully arranged before they
left their rendezvous, and save for
an occasional brief Interchange be.
tween the prosecuting attorney and
the governor's special representative,
the party jogged on In sllence. Haber-
sham's recruits were, it may be said,
farmers of the border, who had awalit-
ed for years just such an opportunity
as now offered to avenge themselves

Wl

upon the Insolent Appleweights, Near-
Iy every man of the
private score to settle, but they had
all been sworn as special constables
and were sobered by the knowledge
that the power of the state of Bouth
Carolina was back of them,

Thus, at the very hour
Ardmore and his
awny from the lonely anchorage of
the caboose, Prof. Griswold and his
cavaleade set out for Mount Nebo
church. When the master of Ardsley

that Mr.

|
wag revenging himaelf upon the duke

of Ballywinkle, his dearest friend,
ngainst whom he had eloged the doors
of his hougse, was loging no time in
setting forth upon a misslon which, if

successful, would seriously interfere
with all Mr. Ardmore’'s hopes and
plans,

The guide of the expedition pushed
his mule forward at a fast walk, mak-
ing no excuses to Griswold and Haber-
sham for the roughness of the tralls
he ehose, nor troubling to give warn-
Ing of sharp turns where a horse, be.
Ing less wise than a mule, tobogganed
madly before finding n foothold. Oe-
caslonally a low hanging limb awitched
the assoclate professor sharply across
the face, but his temper continued se-
rene where the trall was darkest and
steepest, and he found himself ignor
ing Habersham's occasional polite
questions about the university in his
effort to summon up in memory cer-
tain ways of Darbara Osborne which
baMed him,

“Check up, cain’t you?" snarled the
man on the mule, laying hold of Gris-
wold’'s rein; and thus halted, Griswold
found that they had been ecireling
round a curlously symmetrical, thick-
ly wooded hill, and had finally come
to a clearing whence they were able
to gaze far off toward the north,

“We are almost out of bounds,"” sald
Habersham, pointing, “Over there
somewhere, acrogs the hills, lies North
Carolina, I am as thoroughly lost as
you can possibly be; but these men
know where they are. How far s it,
Billy"—he addressed the silent guide
—"to Mount Nebo?"

“About four mile, and I reckon we'd
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The Gulde Pushed His Mule Forward at a Fast Walk.

better let out a lettle now or they'll
sing the doxology before we git thar.”

“What's that light away off there?"
asked Habersham.

The guide paused t¢ examine, and
the faint glow far down the vale
seemed to perplex him. He spoke to
one or two other natives and they
viewed the light ruminatively, as I8
their way.

“Thet must be on Ardmore’s land,”
sald the leader finally. “It shoots out
all sorts o ways round hyeh, and I

reckon thet's wheh Raccoon coreek
cuts through.”
“That's very likely,” sald Haber-

sham, *“I've seen the plat of what
Ardmore owns on this slde the border
al the courthouse, and I remember
that there's a long strip In Mingo
county that {s Ardsley land. Ardmore
has houses of one kind and another
seattered all over the estate and those
lghts may be from one of them. You
know the place, don't you?"

“Yes; I've visited there,” admitted
Griswold., “But we'd better give It a
wide berth, The whole estate is sim-
ply Infested with scarlet fever,
They're quarantined.”

“l guess that's a joke,” sald Haber-
sham. “There's a big party on there
now, and 1 have seen some of the
guests In Turner's within a day or
two.”

party had some |

lleutenant rode  gain the farther

“Within how many days?" demand
ed Griswold, hig heart sinking at the
thought that Ardmore had lied to him
to keep him away from Ardsley—
from Ardmore's house! The thought
of it really hurt him now,

“Come on!" ealled Habersham.

Half the company rode ahead to
gide of the church;
the remainder, Including Griswold and
Habersham, goon dismounted and tied
thefr horges out of sight of the coun-
try rond which they had latterly boen

following,
“We are In plenty of time” sald
Habersham, looking at his watch.

“The rest of the boys are closing In
from the other slde and they will be
ready for Applewelght when he fin
{shes his devotions. We've heen astudy:
Ing the old man's habits and he has &
particular place where he ties his
horae back of the church. It's n lit
tle apart from the fence where most
of the congregation hiteh, and he
chogse it., no doubt, because in case
of a surprise he would have plenty
of room for manenvering, Two men
are golng to lay for him, seize and
gag him and earry him Into the wood
boek of the church; and then we're
off acrosa the state lHne to lock him
up n jaill at Kildare and give Gov,
Dangerfield the shock of his life”

“It sounds simple enough: but It
won't be long before Appleweight's
friends miss him. You must remem-
ber that (L nre a shrewd lot,”

“We've pgot to take our chances,
Let's hope we are as shrewd as they
are,” replied Habersham,

They n n‘lel softly through the

wood and presently the faint sound of
singing rnnrlu 4 them.

“0ld Rabdick has finished his ser
mon and we'll know the worst in a
few minutes”

One of the party had already de-
tached himself and crept forward to-
ward the chuch, to meet hig appointed
comrade In the enterprise, who was to
come in from the other side.

The elapboard church presented In
the moonlight the austerest outlines,
and as the men waited, a rude though
unseen hand was slamming the wood-
en shutters that protected the win-
dows from implous violence.

“We could do with less moon,” mut-
tered Habersham, as he and Griswold
peered through the trees into the
churchyard.

“There goes Rl Appleweight now,”
whispered one of the natives at his
elbow, and Griswold felt his heart-
beats quicken as he watched a tall
figure silhouetted agninst the church
and moving swiftly toward the rear
of the buiiding. At the front of the
church voices sounded, as the de-
parting worshipers rode or drove slow-
ly away.

Habersham lald his hand suddenly
on Griswold's arm,

“They've got him! They've nalled
him! See! There! They're yanking
him back iInto the timber, They've
taken him aod hig horge!"

Griswold saw nothing but a momen-
tary confusion of shadows, then per
fect silence hung over the woods be-
hind the lttle church. The congre-
gation was slowly dispersing, riding
away in little groups. Buddenly a
volce called out in the road 100 yards
beyond the church:

“Hey, there! Where's Bill?"

“Oh, he's gone long ago!" vyelled
another,

In a moment more the church door
slammed and a last figure rode rapide
ly away.

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

A Church in a Rock,

In the quaint old German town of
Obersteln an anclent church stands,
built In the great rock rising from the
river. The front of the bullding s of
stone, but the church itself is hollowed
out of the rock and penetrates far into
{ts heart. Tradition says that in the
fourteenth century the count of Ober-
stein, one of the old robber barons, fell
deeply In love with a beautiful young
lady, the daughter of a nelghboring
knight.

His brother also sought the falr
maiden’s hand and the two sultors had
a violent quarrel The upshot was
that the count flung his hapless broth-
er from the top of his castle wall
high up the precipitous cliff. Repent-
ing of als awful deed, the count vowed
that he would bulld a church where
his brother's body first touched the
ground. He did so, excavating the
church In the rock; and tradition goes
on to say a miraculous spring of clear
wiater sprang from the crag as a token

that heaven was appeased, This
cupious church is now the only
Protestant place of worship In the

town.—Wide World Magazine.

Gladuonal Memory

Gladstone's power of memory was
always one of his greatest assets. In
his last years he often lamented that
it was not what it had been; but even
80, it came triumphantly out of some
remarkable tests. In his eighty-third
year he set himself to recall Manzoni's
ode on the death of Napoleon, which,
as a young man, he had translated
into English. He had entirely forgot-
ten his own version, but by dint of

| hard “digging” or "fishing up,” as he

called it, he wrote down 104 of the
108 Itallan lines, Two years later he
essayed to write from memory a com-
plete list of all the men who had been
his cabinet colleagues, and enumer
ated 60 of the 70.




