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THE NEW "CALL OF THE WILD"

KAZAN

8y JAMES OLIVER CURWOOD.
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his answer roused McGill from deep
sleep. It was dawn, and the little pro-
, to make fessor dressed himself and came out of
K friends with him,” he said, Then he the cabin. With satisfaction he noted
added, with a sudden interested gleam | the exhilarating snap in the air. He
'- in his eres, “When you startin’?” wet his fingers and held them above
“With first frost,” replied McGill. “It| his head, chuckling when he found the
ought to come soon. I'm going to join| wind had swung into the north. He
o Sergeant Conroy and his party at Fond | went to Kazan, and talked to him.
L du Lac — by the first of October.” Among other things he sald, “This’ll

s “And you're going up to Fond du Lac put the black flies to sleep, Kazan. A
—alone?” queried Sandy. “Why don’t|daw or two more of it and we'll start.”
you take a man?’’ Five days later McGill led first the

The little professor laughed softly.!Dane, and then Kazan, to a packed

“Why?” he asked. “I've been through | cance. Sandy McTrigger saw them oft
the Athabasca waterways a dozen and Kazan watched for a chance to

CHAPTER XXV (Continued)
& “It's a tool job — tryin’

times, and know the trail as well as I leap at him. Sandy kept his distance,
g know Broadway. Besides, I like 10 and McGill watched the two with a
p be alone. And the work isn’t too hard thought that set the blood running

with the currents all flowing to the swiftly behind the mask of his care-
north and east.” ‘less smile. They had slipped a mile
Sandy was looking at the Dane, with down stream when he leaned over and
bis back to McGill. An exultant gleam laid a fearless hand on Kazan's head.
ghot for an instant into his eyes.” | Something in the touch of that hand,
“you're taking the dogs?” |and in the professor’'s voice, kept Ka-
“Yes."” zan from a desire to snap at him. He
Sandy lighted his pipe, and spoke, tolerated the friendship with expres-
like one strangely curious. i slonless eyes and motionless body.
“Must cost a heap to take these tripsj “I was beginning to fear I wouldn’t
o'vourn don’t it?” { have much sleep, old boy,” chuckled
} “My last cost about seven thousand ' McGill ambiguously, “but I guess I can
" dollars. This will cost five,” said Mc- take a nap now and then with you
£ Gill. | along!”
% “Gawd!” breathed Sandy. “An’ you' He made camp that night fifteen
4 carty all that along with you! Aint: miles up the lake shore. The big Dane
b/ you afraid — something might hap‘ihe fastened to a sapling twenty yards
pen—?" { from his small silk tent, but Kazan's
The little professor was looking the, chain he made fast to the butt of a
e other way now. The carelessness in|stunted birch that held down -the tent
" nis face and manner changed. His; flap. Before he went into the tent for
blue eyes grew a shade darker. A hard | the night McGill pulled out his auto-
smile which Sandy did not see hovered | matic and examined it with care,
b 9V about his lips for an Instant. Then he| TFor three days the journey contin-
‘herned, laughing. 1ued without a mishap along the shore
“I'm a very light sleepar,” he said.’ of Lake Athabasca, On the fourth
«A footstep at night arouses me. Even |night McGill pitched his tent
a man’s breathing awakes me, when I|clump of banskian /e a hundred
make up my mind that I must be on|yards back from the water. All that
my guard. And besides”"— he drew day the wind had come steadily from
"\ from his pocket a blue steeled Savage| behind them, and for at least a half of
. automatic — “I know how to use this.” the day the professor had been watch-
, | He pointed to a knot in the wall of the | ing Kazan closely. From the west
| cabin. “Observe,” he said. Five times| there had now and then come a scent
he fired at twenty paces, and when that stirred him uneasily. Since noon
Sandy went up to look at the knot he ' he had sniffed the wind. Twice McGill
gave a gasp. There was one jagged | had heard him growling deep in his
. hole where the knot had been. throat, and once, when the scent had
“pretty good,” he grinned. “Most | come stronger than usual, he had bar-
. men coudin't do better'n that with a | ed his fangs, and the bristles stood up
rifle.” jalong bis spine. For an hour after

; 4! striking camp the little professor did

J Mxh\:lx:hs:ngzsxljgbu:i cgllele:xmmll:‘ms not build a fire, but sat looking up the
~ syes, and a curious smile on his 1ips. shore of the lake through his hunting
ngn' he turned to Kazan. | glass. It was dusk when he returned
“Quess you've got him figgered out to where he had put up his tent and
about right, old man,” he laughed soft- chained the dogs. For a few moments
1y. “I don’t blame you very much for he stood unobserved, looking at the

,‘ hroat. Per- WCIf dog. Kazan was still uneasy. He
i ;’:::i‘_‘,? to get him by the throat. Pe lay facing the west. McGill made note

: of this, for the bhig Dane lay behind Ka-
. He shoved his hands deep in his ... to the east. Under ordinary
iockets, and went into the cabin. Ka- ;) gjijons Kazan would have faced
“an dropped his head between hiS ;0" 1o wag sure now that there was
¥ |' iforepaws, and lay still, with wide op(:n something in the west wind. A little
L8 fieyes. It was late afternoom, early shiver ran up his back as he thought
é ' WSeptember, and each night brought o (. 4 4 might be.

v g chill breaths of autumn. >
gl'?{::a:,hewg::ﬁed &e last glow of the' Behind a rock he built a very small
" sun as it faded ont of the southern After this
‘skies.  Darkness always followed
_awiftly after that. and with darkness
“came more fiercely his wild longing
. for freedom Night after night he had
gnawed at his steel chain. Night af-
. ter night he had watched the stars and
‘the moon and had listened for Gray
o Wolf's call while the biz Dane lay
¢ } sleeping. Tonight it was colder than
% usual, and the keen tang of the wind
¥ that came fresh from the west stirred
'?' him strangely. It set his blood afire
| with what the Indians call the Krost
Hunger, Lethargic suummer was gone
" and the days and nights of hunting
; . were at hand. He wanted to leap out
1 nto freedom and run until he was ex-
Y "\ 4austed, with Gray Wolf at his side.
P (/e knew that Gray Wolf was off thera
¢ —where the stars hung low in the
8. clear sky. and that she was waiting.
% He strained’ at the end of his chain,
:::tl;l:m:d'mo‘:g r?l:'l:e:;gthhtanhge ::; out of the banskians behind the tent,
been ‘at any time before. Once, in the there came a figure. It was not the
far distance, he heard a cry that he little professor. It approached cautious-

I thought “as ike cry of Gray Wolf, and 1y,

e §

fire, and prepared supper.

came out he carried a blanket under
his arm. He chuckled as he stood for
a moment over Kazan,

“Woe're not' going to sleep in there
tonight, old bov.” he said. “I don't like
what you've found in the west wind.
It may be a — thunder storm!” He
lauzhed at his joke, and buried himself
in a clump of stunted banskians thirty
paces from the tent. Here he rolled
himself in his blanket, and went to
=leep.

1t was a aulet starlit night, and
hours afterward Kazan dropped his
nose between his forepaws and drows-
od. It was the spap of a twig that
roused him. The sound did not awaken
the gluggish Dane but instantly Ka-
zan's head was alert. his keen nostrils
sniffng the air. What he had smelled
all dav was heavy about him now. He
lay still and quivering. Slowly, from

he went into the tent, and when he'

with lowered head aud hunghed, south and east,

shoulders, and the starlight revealed
the murderous face of Sandy McTrig-
ger. Kazan cronched low. He laid his
head flat between his forepaws. His
long fangs gleamed. But he made no
sound that betrayed his concealment
under a thick banskian shrub. Step
by step Sandy approached, and at last
he reached the flap of the tent. He
did not carry a club or a whip in his
hand now. In the place of either of
those was the glitter of steel. At the
door to the tent he paused, and peered
in, his back to Kazan.

Silently, swiftly — the wolf now in
every movement, Kazan came to his
teet. He forgot the chain that held
him. Ten feet away stood the enemy
he hated above all others he had ever
known. Every ounce of strength in
his splendid body gathered itself for
the spring. And then he leaped. This
time the chaln did not pull him back
almost neck broken. Age and the ele-
ments had weakened the leather col-
lar he had worn since the days of his

with a snap. Sandy turned, and in a
second leap Kazan's fangs sank into
the flesh of his arm. With a startled
cry the man fell, and as they rolled
over on the ground the big
deep voice rolled out in thunderous
alarm as he tugged at his leash. In
the fall Kazan's hold was broken. In
an instant he was on his feet, ready
| for another attack. And_ then the
'change came. He was free. The cok
jar was gone from his neck. The forest
. the stars, the whispering wind were all
about him. Here were men, and off
. there was — Gray Wolf! His ears
| dropped, and he turned swiftly, and

| slipped like a shadow back into the;|

| glorious freedom of his world.

' A hundred yards away something
stopped him for an instant. It was not
the big Dane's voice, but the sharp
crack — crack — crack of the little
professor’s automatic. And above that
sound there rose the voice of Sandy
McTrigger in a weird and terrible cry.

CHAPTER XXVI.
An Empty World.

Mile after mile Kazan went on. For
a time he was oppressed by the shiv-
ering note of death that had come to
him in Sandy McTrigger's cry, and he
slipped through the banskians like a
shadow, his ears flattened, his tall
trailing, his hindquarters betraying the
curious slinking quality of the wolf
and dog stealing away from danger.
Then he came out upon a plain, and the
stillness, the billion stars in the clear
! vault of the sky, and the keen air that

in a carried with it a breath of the Arctic |

| barrens made him alert and gquestion-
. ing. He faced the direction of the
! wind. Somewhere off there, far to the
south and west was Gray DWolf. For
the first time in many weeks he sat
back on his haunches and gave the
deep and vibrant call that echoed
weirdly for miles about him. Back in
the banskians the big Dane heard it,
and whined. From over the still body
| of Sandy McTrigger the little profes-
gor looked up with a white tense face
and listened for a second cry. But in-
stinct told Kazan that to that first call
there would be no answer, and now he
struck out swiftly. galloping mile after
mile, as a dog follows the trail of its
master home. He did not turn back
to the lake, nor was his direction to-
ward Red Gold City. As straight as he
might have followed a road blazed by
the hand of man, he cut across the
i forty miles of plain and swamp and
| forest and rocky ridge that lay be-
Etwoen him and the McFarlane. All
' that night he did not call again for

Gray Wolf. With him reasoning was a
, brocess brought about by habit — hy
| precedent — and as Gray Wolf had
| waited for him many times before he
'knew that she would be waiting for
| him now near the sand bar.

By dawn he had reached the river,
within three miles of the sand bar.
Scarcely was the sun up when he stood
ion the white strip of sand where he
and Gray “Wolf had come down to
drink. Expectantly and confidently he
looked ahout him for Gray Wolf. whin-
ing softly and wagging his tail. He
began to search for her scent, but
ra'ns had washed even her foo!nrints
from the clean sand. All that day "e
searched for her along the river and
out on the plain.
they had killed their last rabbit.

He

eniffed at the bushes where the poison:

baits had hung. Again and again he
gat back on his haunches and sent out
his mating ery to her. And clowly, as
he did these things, nature was work-

ing In him that miracle of the wild |

which the Crees have named the
“gpirit call.” As it had worked in
Grav Wolf, so now it stirred the blood
of Kezan.
and the sweping about him of shadowy
richt. he turned more and more to the
His whole world was

slavery in the traces, and it gave way

|
Dane’s |

He went to where!

With the going of the sun,!

! 1
made up of the trails over which he

had hunted. Bevond thosc places he
did not know that there was such a
thing as existence. And in that world |
small in his understanding of things,
was Gray Wolf. He could not miss
her. That world, in his com-;
prehension of it, ran from the Mec:!
Farlane in a narrow trail through the
forests and over the plains to the lit-
tle valley from whi:h the beavers had
driven them. If Gray Wolf was not
here — she was there, and tirelessly
he resumed his quest of her.
| Not until the stars were fading out
of the sky again, and gray dawn was
giving place to night, did exhaustion
and hunger stop him. He killed a rab-
bit, and for hours after he had feasted
he lay close to his kill and slept. Then
| he went on.
| The fourth night he came to the lit-
| tle valley between the two ridges, and
i under the stars, more brilliant now in
' the chill clearness of the early autumn
' nights, he followed the creek down in-
to their old swamp home. It was broad
day when he reached the edge of the
| great beaver pond that now completely
! surrounded the windfall under which
Gray Wolf's second born had come in-
to the world. Broken Tooth and the
other beavers had wrought a big
change in what had once been his
home and Gray Wolf’s and for many
minutes Kazan stood silent and mo-
tionless at the edge of the pond, sniff-
ing the air heavy with the unpleasant
odor of the usurpers. Until now his
spirit had remalned unbroken. Foot-
sore, with thinned sides and gaunt
head, he circled slowly through the
.swamp. All that day he searched. And
i his crest lay flat now, and there was
a hunted look in the droop of his shoul-
ders and in the shifting lok of his eyes.
Gray Wolf was gone.
| Slowly nature was impinging that
! fact upon him. She had passed out of
{ his world and out of his life, and he
:‘was filled with a loneliness and a grief
so great that the forest seemed strange
and the stillness of the wild a thing
that now oppressed and frightened
him. Once more the dog in him was
mastering the wolf. With Gray Wolf
he had possessed the world of free-
dom, Without her, that world was 80,
big and strange and empty that it ap-,
|palled him. Late in the afternoon he
| came upon a little pile of crushed clam-
shells on the shore of the stream. He
! eniffed at them — turned away — went
{ back, and sniffed again. It was where
| Gray Wolf had made a last feast In
the swamp before continuing: south.
| But the scent she had left behind was
inot strong enough to tell’ Kazan, and
for 2 second time he turned away.
| That night he slunk under a log, and
| cried himself to sleep. Deep in the
night he erieved in his uneasy sjum-
ber, like a child. And day after day,
and night after night. Kazan remaiued
a slinking creature of the big swamp,
mourning for the nne creature that had
bronght him oui ~f chaos into ligh’,
who had filled his world for him, and
wno. in =oing from him, had taken
from thie world even the things that
Gray Wolf had lost in her blindness.
(To be continued.)

LEvening Story

THE CAPTAIN'S GIRL.
By IZOLLA FORRESTER
(Copyright, 1915, by the McClure News=
paper Syndicate.)

Kapper's Spur lies on the west side
| of Mount Lawrence, over the Wyoming
I state line, And the very center of Kap-
I per's Spur, from a soclal as well as a
civie standpoint, was its town hall and
schoolthouse.

Early in August Cap Henty
casting about for a teacher. Cap was
i chairman of the school committee, local
| judge, undertaker and hotel keeper, S0
[his word carried authority.
i ‘Out of the whole lot,” he announced,
{waving his hands disdainfully over
‘the heap of answers from his ad,
| “there Is just one that talks real tur-
key, and I'm going to gsend for her,
| Name's Sidney Baxter. Good sort of
| name, tQo."”

"\\'hur}-‘s she from?" inquired Mrs.
Henty. “4 suppose she'll want to hoard
I\\'ith us."

began

“No, she won't. She's got a good
| shack already for her, and a new stove
in it, too. Writes a zood hand and talks
. like she knew :wmething."”

“Let me see, pa, please,” Rita Henty
begged. "It will seem awfully good to
have 'a girl chum up here, 1 hope ghe's
nice.”

sturdily. “If she hasn't got any place to
board, we'd like mighty well to accom-
modate her, Cap."

Rita lifted her pretty eyebrows and
just looked as provoking as she could.
The Walters' ranch was the largest on
the mountain, and they had a good
house in the little town besides. But
she had been at school for four years
down at Laramie, and Len had never
gone beyond the course he had right
there at Kapper's Spur. It had been
part of the fun of coming home sum-
mers to tease him and show him the
decided difference between & person
who has studied at Laramie and one
who has spent the best years of his
'teens herding cattle.

Miss Baxter was to arrive on a Sat-
urday, and just for nonsense Rita went
to the station to meet her. Len was
there, too. There had ben some corres-
pondence, and it was settled the teach-
er was to lilve at the Walters’ house.
But Rita was mighty sweet to the
stranger when she stepped from the
westbound train, clad in brown, with a
white felt hat on her soft blonde hair.
And she took her away from Len with
a laugh. It was right that the chairman
of the committee should meet her first.
She would take her home to supper,
and take her to Mrs. Walters’ later,
Len stood and watched them pass
down the street from the station, thor-
oughly nonplussed and resentful.
“You're awful tame, Len,” sald
Scotty, the 'bus driver, sympathetically.
“Let that girl of Cap's walk right over
you, you do.”

But Len was not thinking of the cap-
tain’s girl. Just for a minute he had
looked into Sidney's eyes and they had
been diverting. In the weeks that fol-
lowed they never lost that first charm
for him. Twice a week he rode in from
the ranch, and Sidney grew to look for
the visits.

“You know.” he told her in a burst
of boyish confidence one day when they
were riding together, “I never met a
girl just like you. You don't flirt and
you don't say a lot of fool things just
to worry a fellow, and you're interest-
ed in things—like range rights and for-
estry, and so on.”

“My father was a ranger,”” Sidney
told him. “I'm named for him. I was
born in the forest, so I guess it's na-
tural for me to feel at home there and
love it best. That's why | wanted to
come up here and teach school. After
he died we went back east to live, and
there 1 saw the ad for a teacher 'way
out here, and T answered It more for

! fun: but T came.”

Would you like to stay?" he blurted
it out clumsily, but she did not seem to
understand what lay behind his words.
How could she know that he pictured
her living out at the ranch, his wife,
and all the world turned golden. Sid-
ney shook her head doubtfully. Per-
haps, if she could go back east some-
times. Rita had ‘told her how tiresome
Kapper's Spur became. If her brother
could come out and take up ranching,
then she would like it.

“Send for him. I'll take him on with
me"” promised Len.

And the next few weeks Kapper's
Spur thrilled at the small drama en-
acted under Iits very nose. Big Al Bax-
ter, fresh from college, with a half-back
record behind him, a sense of humor
and plenty of good intentions, not only
came on and went after ranching as if
it had been trout fishing, but also after
Rita Henty.

“The trouble with vou western girls
is that you're trying to be like castern
girls,” he told her flatly. “Why don't
yvou drop these latest style flubdubs and
get into a short skirt and flannel waist
and ride over to see us with Sid? After
we're married, some day, I'm going to
teach you how to enjoy life”

‘1 wouldn’t marry you for anything,
Mr. Baxter, Rita told him teasingly.

“Well, maybe not,” sald. Al easily.
“r])m vou know Len and Sid are engag-
ed?”

“Really 7"

“Certain sure.” He nodded his head
solemnly. “Last night. This big gold
moon of yours does wonders. I saw
how things were going as soon as [
came -west, so I rather hurried them
up. Told Sid she'd have to go back with
me; that T didn't like the place, or Len
or the ranch. If you want a girl to go a
ciermm way, you pull the bridle oppo-
site.”

Rita’'s brown eyes flashed at the big,
complacent fellow. He wasso serenely
sure of himself and his power to win.
It was fearfully slow at the Spur.
Somehow Miss Henty began to find in-
terest in teaching the easterner west-
ern ways. She was hospitable to him
and com. wdely. The: captain liked ilm,
and Rita invited him to the house often.
Sidney would not be married until
spring.

‘““Then TI'll be going back east,” said
Al. “T came west to please Sid. It's a
fearful worry, this having one small
brother on your mind.”

“Jt takes courage and pluck to be a

rancher,” Rita told him, with a little
half smile. “You're a quitter, aren't
you?"

“No, I'm not, little girl, It takes

“Might have taught school yourself
if you'd been a mind to, Rita."”

“1 don't care to teach school, pa, not
on Kapper's Spur,” laughted Rita mis-
chievously, “Is L.en going to take book-
keeping from the new teacher?”

L.en Walters, waiting for the judge
to sign some papeis on a transfer of
, stock, flushed at hoi tone,

i “I will if I have time,” he retorted

‘more courage and pluck to buck the
igame of life in the citles against big
todds, and I prefer the larger range.
!This is bully for Len, and Sid like it,
'too. To you and Cap the Spur is the
jumping off place of endeavor and op-
portunity. But I'm going back.”
“When?", she almost whispered it.

Her back was turnod from him. Not for

ECENTLY, one of our large
monthly magazines printed a
story on the growth of the
“athletic idea” for women, tracing
the gradual steps by which the ma-

This {8 the first position to a simple,
beneficial exercise

turing girls were led from the
Lydia Languish state to the present-
day fully-developed, healthy woman.
Physical exercises at first consisted
of dumb-bells and Indian clubs, prac-
ticed without or with light stays, in
gymnasium dresses that were the
very soul of modesty. They had
skirts quite to the ankle and very
voluminous, making active exercise

Ease And Grace

as impossible as though their wearer
were hooped and laced to the mode
of that time.

The tendency since then, they tell
us, has been to over-develop the
girl, to give her muscle and power to
the detriment of grace. This may or
may not be—pergonally, we prefer a
girl who is a bit awkward, if she
glows with health and vitality, to a
more delicate if more graceful
creature.

Few women to-day can give enough
time to physical culture to over-
develop their muscles, so, as far as
the average goes, there is little
enough to worry about. But this
simple exercise, practiced daily, will
help a bit to limber up the muscles
and to acquire a graceful pose.

Stand with the hands back of the
head, and stretch as hard as you can
—as you would if you were sleepy
and wanted to yawn. Raise the arms
then oves the head, thrust them back
as far as you can, bring them for-
ward and then drop them. Then,
bend the kneecs, raising on the toes
at the same time, till you are in a
crouched position, then suddenly
spring erect. Repeat this several
times.

This gives full play to several im-
portant muscles in the body, giving
you better control over them and con-
sequent ease of position or posture.

Questions and Answers

I kave tried several well-recommended
tonics without success, and though I am
not ill, I feel as though I needed some=
thing each day to invigorate me. Will you
tell me of something ?—Deldrate,

Reply—Why not try a daily hot salt
bath? This is a wonderfully invigorating
tonie, and far better than filling your
¥ystem with drugs. Put a large handful
of sea salt—which you cam purchase for
ten cents for a good sized bag—into your
bath water, and foliow this with a dash
of cold water.

L . L] L

How can I ovcrcome self-consciousness
in my siz-year-oid daughter?—A Mother.

Reply—Pralse her instead of nagging
at her; seem not to notice her whem
there are guests present, if she appears
overly bashful. No one approves of - pre-
cocious child, but it is better for a small
girl to be a little self-opinionated than to
act like an abused animal before company.

[Protected by The Adams Newspaper Servicel

worlds would she have let him see her
eyes, filled with tears, afier she bad
laughed at him and been so self-svi-
ficient.

“Any day after the first wind of
spring blows this way." He looked at
her sideways as he sat on the side of
the porch, The first tang of winter was
in the air. It was nearly 9, and a dull
orange glow showed along the edge of
the timber where th2 harvest moon was
rising. “Still, it's some time to wait un-
til spring. I can't help looking “orward,
though. I'm going to be married in April
long about the 10th; that's iny birth-
day."”

“Perhaps she would rather be mar-
ried on her birthday.”

“When is it, Rita?”

She turned on him passionateiv.

“I think you are “he most——-"

“No, you don't,” he caught her up.
“You've just been spoiled, that's all,
Every ablebodied man in twenty milcs
wishes he had a iflghting chance to win
vou, and I haven't wished. The first
time I saw you I made up my mind to
marry you. If you don't like April 10,
make it your own birthday. I'll let vou,
I asked the captain and he told ms to
go ahead and win with his blessing. 8o
I have.”

The captain came strolling lelsurely
up from the corral, the light of his pipe
making a fire spark in the darkness.
He was summing to himself, but stop-
ped when he saw the two up on the
porch, just as the moon rose 2nd filled
the night with glory.

“I just heard about Len gettinz the
schoolma'am,” he called up, “You can
teach if you want to, Rita.”

“She's engaged, Cap,” Baxter answer-
ed genially, He put out his hand ns
Rita tried to rise. “You'll have to ade
vertise,”

CAVALRY OFFICERS
OF PRACTICE RIDE

Chicago, Nov. 25.—Fifty cavalry of-
| ficers of the national guard of Wis-
‘ consin, Missouri and Illinois left here
! today on a four day test ride under the
. supervision of the war department,
Major McNamee of the Fifth Uni-
ted States cavalry, inspection officer

l for this national guard division, willgay,

direct the ride, which is the first to
be made by militia ofiicers under con-
ditions prescribed for regular army of-
ficers. They plan to cover 120 miles
during the trip.

The ride today took the officers to
ward Waukegan, 1Ili. The weather
was clear and warm for the start of
the trip.

AERO SQUADRON IS
DELAYED FOR DAY

Austin, Texas, Nov. 25.—With the
prospect of clear weather, the first
aero squadron United States army ex-
pected early today to complete its
record making overland flight from
Fort Sill, Okla., to San Antonio, Tex.,
before noon. The journey would have
been completed yesterday but after
start was delayed from morning until
afternoon on account of mist and then
by highwind, the last leg of the jour-
ney finally was postponed until today
when engine trouble developed in
some of the machines after they had
lined up to take the air.

PRODUCERS OF COKE
ARE INEFFICIENT

Connellsville, Pa,, Nov, 25.—Reports
from the coke region show that while
31,700 ovens are in operation with a
rated capacity of 460,000 tons per week,
production was only 433,000 tons. This,
the operators say, was due to the .In-
sufficiency and inefficiency of labor,
Plant managers are aiming to keep
their operations at six days a week, but
many ovens continue to be lost be.
cause workmen fail to report regularly
for duty. Two hundred ovens were add-
ed to the active list this week.

VILLA MEN RETREAT.

Nogales, Ariz.,, Nov. 25—With Car-
ranza forces under Gen. Alvaro Obregon
reported to be driving ahead of them
the retreating Villa army of Gen. Jose
Rodriguez, which is falling back upon
Nogales, Sonora, just acro§s the line, a
battle is believed to be near at hand to-
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