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AT THEATMS 
"UlG TOWN IDEAS" AT 

THE REX AGAIN TONIGHT 
One of $he most delightful screen 

plays seen here this season fell to 
tb« lot of patrons of the Rex theater 
yesterday when Eileen Percy, the 
piquant comedy star, opened an en
gagement there in "Big Town Ideas," 
a William Fox feature which is en
tertainment plus in every moment of 
its rendition. 

"In Big Town Ideas," Miss Percy 
enacts the role of asmal l town god 
des9jJ^ffa^orf6rftyr%ho fairly wins 
the aoKfe&rFo£all*b{istomers—es-
peci!H^miw~1by'aw*ai t that seera3 
to have been handed down from some 
expert "mammj" of ante-bellum days 
who knew just how to cook flapjacks 
" a s is." 

Miss Percy's "flapjackery" is lo
cated in a small railroad station, 
through which in time all the charact
ers in the story pass. There comes 
a handcuffed youth with an officer on 
his way to prison; the members of a 
'strolling troune of thespians, the 
jjoveVnor of the state, two high-class 
crooks who are principals in a big 
Tiond robbery, the love-sick swain and 
various other figures. 

The handcuffed youth turns out to 
lie an innocent man, with the Flap
jack Queen finally accomplishing his 
release; and it is but natural that the 
i m t two things he does after he sheds 
>is wrist hardware are to dispose of 
* luscious plate of "wheats" and 
marry the girl. 

Miss Percy's work as the lunch 
counter ffh'l was one of the most 
satisfying characterizations seen on 
trie local screen in. a long while- The 
utay is filled with wholesome fun and 
qujrint conceit-i. 

"'THE CHILD THOU GAVEST 
ME" AT REX THURSDAY 

"The ChildT Thou Gavest Me," 
which is to be the attraction under 
the Fil&t National trademark at the 
Rex theater for two days, starting 
Thursday, introduces a new produc
ing organization to the motion picture 
public. It is an independent unit 
known as John M .Stahl Productions, 
and the pictures made û ndeV Mr. 
Stahl's personal direction, will be 
presented by Louis B Mayer. 

The initial offering of this company 
according to advance reports, is one 
nt the most dramatic stories ever 
filmed. The story evolved about a 
startmgly novel situation—one that 
lias never been done before in film— 
and the suspense and tenseness thru-
out make this one of the outstanding 
achievements in movie history. 

The cast is of all-tpr callibre, in
cluding such celebreties as Lewis 
Stone, Barbara Castleton, Willum 
Desmond, Adele Farrington, Winter 
Hall, and last, but not least, little 
Richard Headnck, alias "Itchie," who 
lias won hi9 way into millions of 
hearts by his acting in previous pic
tures. , . „ . 

Despite his tender age—"Itchie is 
only three years old—he in reality is 
tlye star of the pictuie, in spite of the 
unprecedented strength of the cast. 
In 4'The Child Thou Gavest Me," the 
little chap does not simply pose in 
one or two scenes, as is customary 
with child actors of his age; he is 
a part of the thread of the story and 
is- "acting" all thd way through it. 
And little "Itchie" is some actor. 

"Itchie" has become so popular in 
the motion picture colony in Los An-
jfeles, that directors are constantly 
bidding for his services, but his pat
ents refuse to allow him to spend 
more than a flay a week before the 
camera. 

"LIFE" AT ELKO THEATER 
TONIGHT AND THURSDAY 

Based pn\ Thompson' Buchanan's fc 
successful melodrama which created ^ 
a theatrical sensation in New York in p 
1914, "Life," a William A. Brady pro
duction for Paramount, will be shown 
at tne Elko theater for two days be
ginning tonight. This melodrama pic
ture was produced in New York re
cently and is declared by press ana 
public to be one of the strongest pic 
tures of the season. 

The story has genuine heart inter
est and aDpeal and even the most 
blase film fan will watch development 
of the plot witlulervor. The pro
duction as 4 w h e e l s a good one and 
the play«us enacting the va^jwis^o'-
jfrejfe w i t | _ % F exceptions qfttelc 
vi|$cing,#rh5&.story, in brief Ites 
with the conviction of an innocent 
man of murder and of his exonera
tion by his wife a t t e r many compli-
cafcionsfTiave be«g"*o^rcome. 

The cast generally is of the best. 
Jack Mower, the? leading man, is well 
known as an actor, he having appear
ed in many Broadway productions. 
Arline Pretty, the leading woman, is 
a noted stage and screen player who 
is not unfamiliar to Paramount audi
ences. Rod La Rocque, who has a 
heavy role in "Life," was seen to 
advantage in "Paying the. Piper," a 
recent Paramount success. Others 111 
the cast include Leeward Meeker, J. 
H. Gilmore, Effingham Pinto, Curtis 
Cpoksey and Goeffrey Stein\ 

CLAN 

"THE BRIDE'S PLAY" AT ELKO* \j 
FRIDAY AND SATURDAY 

There would be renewed interest 
in marketing if every women could 
design PS pretty a marketing dress 
as the one worn by Marion Davies in 
"The Bride's Play(" a Cosmopolitan 
Paramount picture which will be the 
feature at the Elko theater next Fri 
day and Saturday. When Miss Davie3 
learned that she was to wear such a 
frock, she did not go out to buy one, 
but sat down and made it entirely 
from her own design. 

"The Bride's Play," is a lomantic 
picture of love, ^'wishing wells," 
quaint folklore and weddings. It was 
screened from the story of the same 
name by Donn Byrne under the direc
tion of George W, Terwilliger Wynd 
ham Standing plays opposite Miss Da
vie*. The cast is said to be excep
tionally clever. The picture was creat
ed by Cosmopolitan Productions. 

OLD TREE IN CITY OF LONDON 

land's home. . . , - . . - „ - ..,,. .•.« 
j"clan," which lias an old feud withi the 

^Uttlefords. Ho tells Dale of th» killing i a comfortable cel l here ," h e sa id In 
of his brother, David Moreland, years 
ago. owner of rich coal deposits, by a 

••THE RIGHT THAT FAILED" 
AT THE GRAND THURSDAY 

Preliminary because of its quality 
of he-Americanism, Metro's new spe
cial "The Right That Failed" should 
enjoy a popularity without class limi
tations. It radiates certain ideals 
of manliness through a love story 
of an accepted type, that will no 
doubt coincide with the cherished 
standards of every member of the 
representative Ameiican family. At 
the same timo the opportunity to*-
humor has not been ovcilooked and 
m fact it is the predominating light
ness of treatment attached to a theme 
full of possibilities for the comcov-
writer that makes this feature the 
best in which Bert Lytell has stai red 
for some time. 

The introduction of the puze ling 
and the corresponding characters into 
pictures is a modern tendency that 
has probably n«ver proved a greater 
success than in this feature. When 
a champion boxc- finds that his great 
prowess which Ins won him unparal
leled recognition among men counts 
for worse than nothing with the one 
fair lady, the situation of his helpless
ness and miscalculations is pictures
que and amusing to say the least. For 
the first time his fists arc of no use. 
But the usual takes place and the 
feminine admiration for physical fit
ness is once more the conclusive fac
tor in a three-angled love affair. 

Beit Lytell, as the squarejawed, 
unpolished lover, gives an imperson
ation that will no doubt surprise mat y 
wJio have followed his work, lie is 
ftllly convincing in registering a far 
greater e*se in the bout than in the 
love arbor. Virginia Valli, it might 
bo said is a personality and an actress 
who would inspire! a vis-avis. Good 
direction, attractive settings and the 
comic illustrations increase the sell
ing value. 

"The Strap. Hanger," a new two-
part comedy completes the program. 

«'WHW#V5A***ATrGRAND 
HiWrt f&0* Y AND SUNDAY 

William S. Hart's admirers will 
turn >*utv'in forapwhen his latest 
Paramount picture of the west, 
"White Oak," is shown for the fir»t 
time in Bemidji at the Grand theater 
Saturday and Sunday. "White Oak 
is* an excellent photoplay. It is full 
of action as any Mr. Hart has given 
us in two years. As Oak Miller, a 
gamblin' man, he is at his best The 
situations are thrilling and many ol 
them are original and novel. Vola 
'Vale gives excellent support) to the 
star while the work of Alexander 
Gaden. Robert Walker, Bert Sprotte 

• and Helen Ho'lev leaves "White Oak" 
i f t C & t o be desired. 

Mulberry Planted Four Centuries Ago 
Still Flourishing in England's 

Grimy Metropolis. 

That a tree which has entered Its 
fourth century of life should still be 
flourishing In the heart of the west end 
of London is an Interest ins; fact, apart 
from Its historical associations. 

King James tho First, anxious to 
promote silk production in the metrop
olis, planted ninny young mulbeiry 
tiees from abroad, oxer an mea of 
nearly live acres, where Buckingham 
palace now stands, and the Mulberry 
garden, if it did not fulfill rovul hopes, 
provided a place of public amusement, 
to which the people—Including Dry-
den, the poet luuiuate—-resoited to eat 
tarts and otherwise regale themselves. 
A mansion erected nearby was called 
Tart 'ball, apparently from the local 
associations referred to, and from this 
mansion many works of art found their 
way into Horace Walpole's collection 
lit Strawberry hill, as is set out in the 
sale catalogue of 1812. 

Brig. On . Sir Douglas Dawson, 
state chamberlain, has just favored me 
with a letter in which he makes the 
Interesting statement that in the gar
den or Buckingham palace there Is a 
\enomble mulberry tree, which bears 
a lubel to the effect that it was "Plant
ed in 1600, when the* old Mulberry &"»> 
deu was formed by James I."— London 
Times. 

CALL TUESDAY UNLUCKY(DAY 

Members of the Greek Church Have 
Reasons to Look Upon It With 

Misgivings. 

To most persons of western tradi
tion 1'iidny is uiotv <>r los<s considered 
t<» be tin uiilin U\ dav. Mnny of them 
prefer not to sn> this htuujrht out, 
but thej mo a hit vvarv of starting 
any large enterprise on a Fridaj. The 
Idea may come from the fact that for 
so man) people Friday is held as a 
fast dnv and great interest In purely 
secular pursuits should he held some
what in abejance. The old Norse peas
antry give a different explanation. 

"To begin u big tldug on a Friday 
loads to a great temptation to break 
the Sabbath." is the way one old grand
mother puts It. 

To most members of the Greek 
church it is not l<rldav, but Tuesday 
that is the most unlucky daj. The 
reason I» clenrcut and historical, for 
it was on this day that—a Tuesday, In 
1453—Constantinople was lost to the 
eastern empire and passed vnder the 
control of the '.Turks. 

* - ' ,i" • 

Negroes Move to the Cities. 
The negro urban population of the 

rnitcd States Is now. In round num
bers,, about R,r»0O.00O. and even more 
when towns and vHinges of less than 
2 .TOO Inhabitants are* included; that 
K -^nftflfjift <j|ttfc*fVeS!&8fflfc.!Jie 
Cnited States y^ue now Ifting iJLTlh 

population lias been due to migration 
In the last five years some 800.000 ne
groes have moved from rural distrlcta 
into the towns and cities. A large pro
portion, therefore, of the negro popula
tion is new to city conditions.—South
ern Workmen. 

One Place It Wouldn't Go. 
"Dlshere talk about cancellation o* 

debts," said Uncle 13bep, "may lie all 
right for the "big transaction^ but 1 
wouldn't ""like to see anybody try t t 
•tart it in a crap game," 

Htwricaiions l>tj «*T 
If w i n My ei*^ mm 

Copy t i g h t by Doubladoy . ffeg« 

SYNOPSIS. 

CHAPTKR 1.—Youn» Carlyle WllDurtoii 
Dale, or "Bill Dale." *» he elects t s bo 
known, ton of a wealthy coal operator, 
John K. Dal», arrives at the Halfway 
Switch. In eastern Tennes»ee, abandon-
In* a life of idle ea»e—and incidentally a 
bride, Patricia Claverlnff, a t the «"tar— 
determined to make his own way In life 
He meets "Babe" IJttleford. typical 
mountaineer girl. "By" Heck, a charac
ter of the hills, takee him to John More-

Moreland Is chief of his 

others were doing nothing. .STfew of 
them called out boldly and bade the 
new prisoner welconit;—and each of 
the«e received a gruff order from the 
sheriff to keep fliiiet. Dale paid no at
tention whatever to his would be 
tormentors. 

At an iron door at the end of the 
corridor, the officer halted and faced 
about. 

"If there could be such a-thing as 

^ mama 

man named Carlyle. Moreland's descrip
tion of "Carlyle" causes Dale to believe 
the man w a s hw father. 

CHAPTER II—Dale arranges to make 
his home with the Moreland family, tor 
whom he entertains a deep respect. 

CHAPTER i n - T a l k i n g with "Babe" 
Llttleford next day, Dale is ordered by 
"Slack Adam" Ball, bully of the district, 
to leave "his girl" alone. Dale replies 
spiritedly, and they light. Dale whips 
the bully, though badly used tip. H e ar
ranges with John Moreland to develop 
David's coal deposits. Ben LJttleford 
sends a challenge to John Moreland to 
meet him «!tn his followers n e x t day. In 
battle. Moreland agrees. 

CHAPTER IV.-Durlng the night all 
tne guns belonging to the 'Uttlefords and 
the Korelanda mysteriously disappear. 

CHAPTER V—Dale arranges to go to 
Cincinnati to secure money for the min
ing of the coal. The two clans find their 
weapons, which the women had hidden, 
and line up for battle. "Babe," in an 
effort to stop the lighting, crosses to the 
Moreland side of the river, and Is acci
dentally shot by her father and seriously 
wounded. 

CHAPTER VI—To get proper surgical 
aid, John Moreland, Ben Llttleford and 
Dale convey "Babe," unconscious, to the 
city Doctors assure them she Is not 
Eonnualy hurt, ljale meets an old friend, 
Bobby McLaurin, who had married 
Patricia Clavermg. Telling his father of 
David Moreland's coal, the old gentle
man's actions convince his son of bis 
father's guilt In the killing of Moreland. 

CHAPTER VII.—It is arranged that 
"Babe" is to stay with Mrs. McLaurin 
to be educated. Dale, refusing his fath
er's proffered financial aid to develop the 
mine. Interests Newton Wheatley, capi
talist, who agrees to furnish the money. 
Dale realizes ho loves "Babe." 

CHAPTER VIII. — Returning to the 
Halfway' Switch, Dale meets Majoi 
Bradley, Uwyer, and real friend of the 
mountaineers, whom he engages .VB 
rounsel tor the company. A man named 
Goff, of evil repute, tries to bribe Dale 
to betray the Morelands by selling him 
the coal deposits, and telling them U»ey 
arc of little value. Dale attempts to 
thrash him, but Goff draws a revolver. 
Dale is unarmed. 

CHAPTER IX -Goff enlists the aid of a 
turbulent crowd, the Bal is and Torrejs. 
to inak*» trouble for Tale's company. Tho 
Littlefords and Morelands agree to forget 
the old feud and dwell in harmony. 

CHAPTER X - " B a b e " returns to her 
home, tearing she is a burden to the Mc-
I.nurlns Dale lemonstrates, and she 
agrees to go back, for tlio sake of an 
education. WavUid by "Black Adam" 
Ball, Dale fights a pistol duel with the 
desperado, and Ball is killed. Dale is ar
rested unci taken to jail nt Cartersville. 
He doesn't seo how his shot could have 
killed Ball. 

CHAPTER X I . - T h e i e is much specula
tion as to who really killed Ball, the 
general opinion being it was By Heck, 
who had constituted himself Dale's 
guardian. 

t 

(Continued from last issue) 

CHAPTER XII. 

Jailed. 
Cartersville nestles close between 

the polutb of" two outl>ing foothills, 
and it is a delightfully lazy and old-
fashioned town. For the most part it 
Is made up of gabled old brick houses, 
which have pretty settings, of green 
lawn, roses, honeysuckles and trees. 
Kx'ii In the small business district, 
I ho streets are lined with trees. They 
have electric lights there, and water 
mains, a common school and a hjgh 
school, a courthouse, a jail and a 
theater. 

It was a Utile after nightfall when 
Dale and the other two men rode 
through the .shaded streets. Dale noted 
that the people they met under the 
swinging lights spoke cordially and 
with marked courtesy to his compan
ions. It was very evident that the of
ficer and Major Bradley were In high 
standing In their home town. 

low and kindly tones, ' i t 's this one." 
He went on earnestly: "Now 1 want 
vou to believe me when I tell you that 
it i<5 with real regret that I put .vou 
behind a door of iron. But If 1 didn't t 
do it, somebody else would do it; and 
it's possible that I can be a little move 
decent about it than another ofiicer 
would be." 

' I real ire all" that, y'know." replied 
Dale, "and I'm very mueh obliged to 
you. sheriff." 

Flowers unlocked the door, and Bill 
Dale w.tlked in. Flowers locked the 
do->r and went away. 

Dale began to inspect his quarters. 
To all appearances, they were at least 
clean. There was a narrow bed cov
eted with a pair of gray blankets, a 
stool aud a soapbox, and nothing more. 
The light In the corridor behind him 
made snaky black lines of bar-shadows 
on the brick partition walls and the 
outer wall of stone. Dale shuddered 
in spite of himself. He put up_one 
hand and turned on a small light, 
whhh dissipated the uncanny shad
ow;—and showed him a line from 
Dante's "Inferno** that to him seemed 
\ovy miseiabie; some former occupant 
of Hint cell had written it with char
coal on the whitewashed outer wall. 

Then Dale sat wearily down on the 
narrow ..tfed, leaned his head upon his 
lirinds. asd began to think. 

rro had always wanted'difficulties 
to ov ei come, barriers to surmount, a 
work to do, a fight to fight for him
self. In full measure he had found 
them every one. He did not doubt his 
ability to overcome the difficulties, sur
mount rt^ harriers,*do his work well 
and tight his fight as- a good man 
fights, and vvln—if It were not for the 
charge of having shot and killed Black 
Adam Ball'. It seemed to him now 
Unit that must end all that was worth 
while for him. For that was more 
.than a difficulty, more than a barrier. 

He firmly believed that it had been 
his bullet that had finished the earthly 
existence of the giant hillman. True, 
It had been an accident. But how was 
he to convince a jury that It had been 
rn accident? Would the jury take his 
word for It? The jury would not, of 
course. 

The mvstertoys third shot, that had 
cotnn from a little distance—but he 
could not reasonably expect deliver-
once ft o'«i that source. If only he had 
held down his abominable, savage tem
per; If only he had— 

Major Bindley interrupted his un
pleasant train of thought. , 

"No brooding there, my boy!" 
Dale looked up. The old attorney, 

ns neat in appearance as though he 
had not even seen'a saddle that day, 
was standing just outside the hate
ful door of bars. Beside him stood a 
whiteclad negro boy with a big tray 
of steaming food on one hand and a 
pot of stoamfng coffee In the other. 

The jalter came and unlocked the 
door; also he very considerately 
brought another stool and fresh water. 
The major entered the cell, and the 
negro rollo'ved. 

Ai. amused twinkle appeared in 
Dnlo'8 eves as Bradley put the tray 
down on the soapbox. There was 
enough for five threshing-machine 

hands! The black boy was sent to the 
front door to wait 

"1 thought you'd be ns hungry as 
1 am, and I'm as hungry as poor old 
B.v Heck ever wast" laughed the 
major, as he sat down and began to 

feci like talking. Let's see, Vou gave 
your man Hayes orders to carry the 
work right along as though nothing 
had happened, didn't you? And the 
sheriff is to go back the day after to
morrow to arrest two or three Balls 
aud two or three Torreys, to see what 
he can find out concerning the dyna
miting of the two buildings and the 
trestle—today was not a good time- to 
make the arrests. Am I correct?" 

"Correct," nodded Dale. 
Bradley regarded his cigar thought

fully. 
"Now," he said In a low tone, sud

denly lifting his gaze to the other's 
face, "tell me about the thing that 
brought you here. Don't omit even the 
slightest detail. Nobody can overhear 
you If you will hold your voice down. 
These walls are very thick, you see. 
Well, you may begin." 

In carefully guarded tones, Bill 
Dale gave u straightforward account 
of the whole unfortunate occurrence. 
The major- listened intently to every 
word of It, so intently that he allowed 
his cigar to go out. Often he stopped 
his client and asked him to repeat cer
tain portions of the story in order 
that he might be doubly sure of a 
point 

As Major Bradley rose to ask the 
jailer to come and let him out. Dale 
muttered downheartedly: 

"Tell me, major: what do you tldnt 
of my case? I t looks rather bad, 
doesn't it?" 

"Not bad enough to warrant your 
feeling blue over it, my boy!" said 
Bradley, showing his polished white 
teeth In a smile that was meant to be 
reassuring. ''I think we'll get you out 

i of i t Anyway, don't worry about it 
i Worry will kill a cat, they sayl You 
j didn't kill Adam Ball. John Moreland 
! Lad taught you how to shoot pretty 

well; and If you took even half as 
j careful an aim as you think you did, 
' you couldn't have missed Ball's hat by 

so much. t 
*I ha\e an Idea, Dale," he resumed, 

"that If we knew who fired that third 
shot we'd know who did for Ball. I t 

j might have been done in order to save 
i you. Ball was noted, I understand, as 

an unfair and tricky fighter. He might 
have been trying to trick you when 
he rose and fell groaning. Perhaps he 
meant to draw you into the open, that 
he might have a clean shot at you. 

• Eh?" 
Dale shook his head goomily. 

I "Hardly plausible, major. In that 
'event there was nothing against the 

man whose bullet finished Ball, be
cause he did it to save me; and lie 
would have owned to it and prevented 
my arrest A man who liked me well 
enough to kill Ball to save my life 
would like me well enough to confess 
and save me from suffering for i t I 
am sure of that, major." 

"All, my boy," smiled the older of 
the two, "you dou't yet know the moun
tain heart. Jail Is a terrible thing to 
the liberty-loving mountaineer. But 
love of you, and love of fair-dealing, 
will soon overcome the fear of jail, 
and you will be freed—If what I 
strongly suspect proves to be well 
founded.' I'll leave you now, Dale. I'll 
see you in the morning, sir. Good
night!" 

When his optimistic attorney had 
gone. Dale glanced once more at the 
to him miserable line from Dante's 
"Inferno," and began to remove bis 
outer clothing preparatory to going to 
bed. He did not feel anything like so 
confident concerning the outcome of 
his trial as Major Bradley evidently 
felt Then he became even more 
dejected, and he told himself that the 
major had spoken so reassuringly 
merely to lieJp him keep up heait 

The night passed, and another bright 
summer day dawned, and in the Car
tersville jail there was one prisoner 
who had nOt slept at all. Each of 
those long and heavy black hours had 
been an ago to this prisoner to whom 
jail was so new. 

At noon a furious windstorm, ac
companied ,by much vivid lightning 
and blinding rain, sprang out of the 
west and bogan to sweep the country
side and out of the lowering wet gloom 
there catno one to deliver Bill Dale. 
He was a mountaineer, young and stal
wart and stirong, and abont him there 
was much oi' that certain English fine
ness that w:|s so striking In his father. 

He entered the low, square building 
of brick an>3 stone aud stopped in the 
center of th« corridor, where lie stood, 
while watei* ran from Ids wet clotlilng 
and gathered In little pools at his feet, 
and looked to his right and to his lert. 
Dale saw him, and cried out in sur
prise : 

"Caleb 1" > 
Caleb Moreland walked straight, his I 

head up and his shoulders back, a ; 
splendid picture of virile young man
hood, to the end of the corridor. He 
gripped two of this door's hated bars, 

MOVES ALTOGETHER TOO FAST 

Writer Makes Complaint About Life 
That Will Be Echoed by Many 
(, No Longer Young. 

Here is another new one already 
started and even on the second day W'c 
can seem to feel the finish ju«t ahead 
of us, F. H. Young writes in Provi
dence Journal. We shall have just 
time to save up for the summer >aca-v 

tion anil then for another period of 
scrimping preparation for Christmas 
and first thing we know they will be 
handing, around the 1923 calendars. 
-That ijf realty the most alarming as-

t pect ofj life, after one gets to be about 
so old. It is this infernal and relent
less speed of the passing jenrs which 
steadil.v becomes speediei. It is jonly 

• i •• ""••• •'""• r"Bl . J± !_L!L 

yout&TthaTlTFable to worry about love-
ineasuiing machines, the erratic con
duct of tiie equator and the north pole, 
the speed of the moon and the speed of 
turtles and all those contemporaneous 
scientific matters. 

And jet, science is just wonderful, 
isn't it? In Toronto the American As
sociation for tho Advancement of Sci
ence has jnst received a report from 
a profe-sor at the University of Wis
consin which reveals a new speed rec
ord. The champion racing turtle in an 
event which included 1SJ entrants fin
ished the mile in thiee years eleven 
months and ninetecu days. AH we can 
gejCout of thh is the thought that v.e 
wotilcLlike to have life move as slowly 
as it does for a tuitle. 

THE PIONEER W A N T ADS 
BRING RESULTS 

Sheriff Tom Flowers drew in before pour the cOifce. "Riding alwq.vs made j | , a r b a l f | t ] m d i o n g , ^ n tvora smooth 
a hitchlng-rack that stood In front of me as* hungry as a "bear in April. Light • •- ' - - . - - • * . /. »-t„ 
the courthouse, a grent old wooden 
building with a clock in its tower. 

"We'll dismount here," said he. 
They did. The major took the rein 

of Dale's horse. 
"I'll see that the animal Is well 

cared for, sir," he said to Dale. "And 
ns soon ns I have seen to out horse?, 
I'll be with you. I wish to talk mat
ters over with you. Suppose I bring 

^si»per .for us both, eh?" 
i b ^ f t a r l k c d Bradley, and turned 

<r$vv.gjy\viUi fjie ofiicer. They walked n 
sliprt-bl'oclyjind entered a low, square 

right into it, Dale. There's nothing 
like a good steak, for any meal, when 
a fellow is half starved; eh. Dale? 
Try that one, won't jou? I toldMn<:sen-
gale I'd muse his beheadment if these 
steaks w eren't perfect Massengale," he 
added, "rims the hotel here, the Eu
reka Funeral Parlors* and the One-
1'rlee Clothing Emporium." 

"1 wonder," smiled Bill Dale, "what 
he does with his spare time?" 

Bradley laughed, his eyes twinkling, 
merrily. Dale found that he too was 
hungry, now that savory odors had lagef ftfwrm n^rf cf«»4r.^We 4arger> _ _...... 

part'of,..the Ittc£$risef !*>\n«*|f^ " ^ ^ f ti^ttimg trfbrick and stone of which ' invaded Ids nostrils. A minute later, 
" " tin* windows were small and high and i and he had pronounced his steak dell 

barred with iron. Dale knew that it 
was the Cartersville jail, and his heart 
•sank in spite of him. Just as death 
by violence had been entirely new to 
him, so also was this entirely new to 
him. 

Flowers took a ring of heavy keys 
from the hand of tl»o jailer, and led 
the way down a whitewashed corridor. 
It was. not >et bedtime, and the other 
prisoners wwo still up ; some v>f them 
were reading newspapers, others were 
trjlng to niend tbcb*. clotliingj. sUll 

" asJk i !?**. Hd£l}te&j< 

clous. 
"Massengale shall not suffer be* 

headment," said the major; and he 
began to carve his own steak. 

It was an excellent meal, the grim 
surroundings notwithstanding. When 
It was over, the negro boy came aud 
took away the dishes, and received 
with a gladsome grin the two silver 
coins that were given him. Then Brad
ley produced a handful of cigars, and 
two of them were promptly lighted. 
.. " 2 ^ ^ > 3 f rth£,«Id. tuwyer^J*! 

,v JtI 
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by othev humau ha&ds; he pressed his 
smoothly shaven,' sunburned face 
against the iron, «nd smiled. 

"How are ye a-fleelm* by Oils time, 
B.U? It's some hr-1 of a place, ain't 
it?" J * '" **' 

Dale took a step loward hlto.' ^VeiL 
a qut*en's boudoir fe nicer. VThat are 
you doing here, Ca le f 

'Tire come to sat you free," sald^ 
Calef* Moreland. " v > * „ ' 

Dale stared unbelievingly. "But 
that Is Impossible, Cale. HotP could 

» you set me free?" 
"Call Tom Flowers, and Til sight 

ye." 
Dale called, and the officer came Im

mediately. Caleb Morgana turned 
from the cell door and riiced him. 

'Tve come here to own up to the 

fcillin' o' Black Adam BalJf/* began the< 
voung hi 11 man-

He swallowed, went a trifle pale un
der his tan, and continued bravely: 

"BUI Dale thar, he never ilone i t I 
am the one "at done it. Bill .fee shot at 
Adam, but he missed—Adam diad done 
shot at BiU fust, y'onderstntnd, Tom. 
But I didn'jtjniss. ^ I dou't penyrjniss. 

(CtVntnued on Page 4) 
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