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CHAPTER X!ll—Continued.
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The burden grew pereeptibly heav-
fer as they tolled upward, and several
times they put Macklin down, while
they flung themselves on the rovks 1o
regain breath for a fresh effort, The
altitude began to affect Olgn, her heart

Shelby, noting the whiteness of her
face, insisted on frequent periods of

platform abutting on the cave, Giot-
ting Macklin's helpless hody over that
Jast high stone rampart proved to be
the most difficult task of all, and was
only accomplished by sheer strength.
Shelby, hanging downward, with limhs
braced agalnst the rock, and slowiy |
drawing the inert body up by the mus-
oles of his nrms, assigted to some ex- |
tent hy the efforts of the girl henenth. |
Once safely behind the cover of the
stone parapet, they lay panting with
exhausiion,

However this was a hodily weari-
ness spon ministered unto, Shelby,
refusing to let Olga attempt any more,
‘drew the wounded man back into the
‘greater security of the cave. and made
him as comfortable as possible, Then,
Although =till breathing heavily him-
#elf, he hastily gathered together what
food remained from his store of the
day hefore, and took this out to share
with her. ‘They sat in the open
fust ountslile the narrow entrance to
the eave, where, by lifting their heads,
they could look over the parapet into
the fdeep chasm of the valley. It
had begun to snow, in large, swirllng
finkes. thickly enough to blet out com-
pletely rthe scene heneath, leaviag
them perched high above its vortex,
ae though they Hved in another world.
The white curtain gave them a sense

Jmmmensurably to restore their courage.
They were heyvond all prohability of
pursuit, free from immediate peril;
shut off from discovery, All that re-
mained was to walt patiently the re-
tarn of Pancha with help.  The wind
kept the platform free from s
hurling it down into the deep g
powdering the trall they had just ffav-
eled, and thus completely obliterating
any signs of their passage. Yet the
gray gloom weighed heavily on the

¢ *How long will It tuke her?' she
; asked.
1 “Pancha? Oh, she can hardly get
back before late tonight. 1t Is a hard
ride. even if she meets witk no neci-
dent.”
“You do not think she will attempt
to return alone?”
“Not If she hrings the doctor. T
said nothing, for T did not belleve It
necessary, He will never venture info
" this Hole without an escort, and a
ressonably strong one. 1 am hoplpg
ghe encounters some party out scout-
ing which will make a trip to Ger
lasche upnecessary, Since the fight
out yonder, troops must he searching
the Bad Lands for renegade Indians.
They wonld -only be too glad to dis-
eover some  gulde who would lead
them here.” '
“But surely .they know
place?”
“They know of It; yes, in & wny.
They possess full informatien as to its
existence. But to get in here I& quite
another matter. Without n eompetent
they might hunt for weeks and.
dld discover the trail throuzh
ccident, the game wounld he
a dash will ever
utfit up: they will have to
god rear, and with no
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CHAPTER X1IV.

5 The Story of a Plot.
It was Macklin, burning with fever,
 delirfous, yet partially consgcions once
‘ pore, uttering sounds which conld
~ lhardly be d=tinguighed as words, and
© etruggling voinly to Jift his body into
 an upright position. Throuzh the dusk
- of the plgee he stared dully into Shel-
by's face, nt first without recoznition
fhen his eves exhibited terror anu he
“endeavored to wrench away, cowering
- back aginst the rock wall, ns thouzh
he beheld a ghost. The horror he felt
‘gave volume o his volee.
~ “Good God!" be shrieked. “Am I
~ dead? Is this hell™
~“No. Kid,” nnd Shelhy heid him firm-
tone full of sympathy. “every-
all right. Lie still and don’t

p the h—1 are you? Ain't
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Leating rapidly from exertion, but she
struggled on, determined not to vield.

rest, 50 that they must have heen more
than an hour Ipn attaining the rock |
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“Well, yes, he got me, but not quite |
strong enough. 1 failed to sty got.
You lie down, and be still. Here, tuke |
| a drink of this.”
|  The fellow did as he wus ordered,
:hls hands shaking so that Shelby had
| to hold the bottle to his lips. Even as
| he drank greedily, his eyes never de-
certid the other's fuce; until the girl,
ereeping silently up behind, came also
| Into his range of vision. Her presence
| seemed to give him a sense of reality.
‘| “Say, this is oo much for me,” he
| safil huskily, but lying back quiet. “the
| two of yer here. Just what's happened
| enyhow? It was Pancha, waso't it
| who hauled me out o that cabin. Well,
[ where's Pancha? an’ what the b—l is
| this place I'm in?"

-

| wLet me tell him, Tom.” broke ir O1-

of isolation, of security, which heiped | i

ga. pressing forward, and lifting his
hend into her lap. “He will believe me,
and he 1= afraid of you yer. You can
hear what*l say, Mr. Macklin®"

He nodded, gasping, his eyes on her
fnee.

“Then MNsten elosely, Tt will only
take s moment to explain. You were
shot—="

“Yeos, yeg” he stuttered, “I know;
ghe-did 1"

“Oh, yon saw, then, who fired. It
was all a mistake, and she wns so
sorry. The bullet wns meant for In-
dian Joe Laud, but vou stepped in the
way,”

“Pancha tried 1o kill Laud ¥

“Yes: it wans all on account of me.
You—you earvied me off because you
belleved T hud the right to some mon-
ey, didn’t you?"

the dull glow of fever in them.

“8yure: you got it comin’, too. Buat
what'§ that got to do with Joe Laud?
He wasn't noway hooked up on this
game.'s

“Oh, yes, he was. I'll explain all
You told something to & man
named Matt Hanley once.”

“Me! maybe 1 did, when we was

His eves brighténed, but still with |

i

“You want to explain something ¥

sgyre: didn't 1 tell you. 1 ain't
goin' ter leave this gume wide open |
for Indian Joe to éash in ob. You been
decent to me, an’ I'll play white as 1
cun.” I

He slow, hesitatingly, 28|
though his miml wandered, stopping |
BYErY MOment or two for breath. Unee
he cotghed sharply, an expre ssion of
but e went grimly

Spurie

pain on his face,
o,

“1'd heen on eonsiderable of a hat
down there. an’ was soberin’ up. You |
know the Custer house?”

“Yps: the old hotel”

“Wwell, it ain't no palace; you vnuld!
throw a ecat threugh them partitions |
in pinees; an’ 1 woke up to hear a
conple o guys talkin' in the next OO,
Furst I didn't care what they was say-
', an’ then I begun to take an inter-|
Seems one of Tem was n lawyer |
from Kansus City, or Owmaha; an’ the |
other gazaho was a rich guy from |
down East, who was huntin’ a niece |
who had disappeared out in thiz coun-
try—the name was Churchill—"

“Is your name Churehill®”

“Mine! Not in a thousund years.
That was all a le. Well, a8 near as
I could get hold of the story, this yere
girl's mother was nursin’ in Richmond
durin' the war, nn' fell in love with a
Yank an' married him. She never
know'd she was na heiress, an' didn’t
dare go home ‘cause she'd married a
Yunk. Her people didn’t get on 1o it
for @ long while, an' then, 1 reckon,
they didn't get the story strnight.
Mayhe they didnt try very hard—
anyhow  she'd  dropped plum  outer
sight,
that she'dl married a regular army offi-
cor. named Carlyn, an' gone West with
nim. [ dunno just what delayed “em
after that, but afore they got these
folks located the woman dled, leavin'
a little girl, an' her hushand—he was
a colonel by that time—put her into a
Catholle sehool.  Meanwhile, the colo-
nel got on to some extent, an' began
to make inquiries down East; but, be-
tore he anccomplished much, he got
mixed up one night in a street fight
down in Sheridan, an’ would have
peen killed if it hadn't been for a ser-
geant he had with him named Cal-
kins. Ile got him home alive, but he
eroaked later. That left the kid alone
at school, but these folks didu't Know
where.”

“It was in St. Lounis.”

in
o1

that time she'd gone. This yere old
sergennt, Calking, had come with a

gun to get real Interested—after this
fellow Calkins got Into the game, Il
tell yer why I got it into my nut that
maybe T'd hit & hot trail, where, if it

come hoodle in it for me, I run steers
for the XL about four months once,

drunk tergether over at f:esmﬁchnr.
I'd just found out "hout it then. But
he never remembered—Hanley didn’t.”

“Yes, he did, and he kept watch on
you ever since; he and a follow, Sla-
gin. They were somewhere up the val-
ley the night you hrought me in here,
and they knew what Was up. They
followed, meaning to get you put out
of the way somehow, so they could get
hold of me themselves. 1 guess they
didn't have bralns enough to make It
1 den’'t know exactly what happened,
but after Slazin got killed—"

“H—] wnas that what that guy came
to the eabin for?"

“We suppose =0, nt least that was
what eaused Hanley to tell the story
to Indian Joe Loud, and get him to
take a hand.
Mexican. Panchn's brother, to help
them, but something brought on a
quarrel, and Laund killed him. An In-
dlan boy told Pancha, and she went
erazy over you both. That was what
brought her to the eabin.”

w“an' that o' devil come there to
get me, did he?”

“Yes, but first he tried to learn all
he could: things Hanley didn't know,
=0 he could make the job worth while.
Then Pancha tried to shoot him, and
got you."

He struggled to speak.

“Say, lift me up a little more. That's
it: something seems to Al ‘up in my
throat. You sure she didn't hear noth-
marryin’ you?” -

“1 know she didn't.”

“Lord, I'm sure glad o' that. 1 sorter
thought that was what she plugged me
for: that would be the Mex of It;
they're h—I on that sort o’ thing. I like
her, she's a good scout. Why ain't
she here? Where is she now?"

“She has gone for a doctor; went
down into the Hole to get a horse to
ride.”

“Where is she goin™?"

“Gerlusche ; there's aad
geon there.”

army sur-

youn got me?”

biuft.” i ] '

“Sure, Eagle's cave, Pancha took
me up yere onct, nn’ . howed it to me.
An' vou two lugged me all that ways?”

“Yes"

He struggled to force
grrunetion in his threat,

“Well, what did you do that fer?”
he asked almost savagely. “That's
what 1 dop’t zet through my nut. 1
ain't done nuthin' to make either one
of yer decent ter me. 1 thought Shelby
here was deadern a doornail, an' 1
reckon you know what 1 was almin’
ter do with you. There ain’t no use
bentin' ahont the bush, o new, what'd
yer do it for?

Shelhy's hand reached omt and
touched that of his wife.

swell, Kid, TN rell vou.” he =aid
frankly, “we did it for Pancha.”

Macklin grinped grioly, exposing
nis teeth,

“1 reckoned that was ‘hont the
renth,” he said recklessly. “But I'1l
tell ver one thing—Pancha’s never
goin’ ter get hack before 1 slide out.
1 got what's comin’ to me, an’ there
aln't no doe ever goin' ter hold me
back from goln'—that's straight, ol
man” .

*T'm net so sure. Kid.

*Well. I am. Lord, a man gen-
erally knows when he's got his 3
it aln't goin’ ter do ne-

back tHe ob-

They ftried to get the

in’ T sald there—'bout leavin' her, an' |

“Yer, 1 know," wearily, “an' where

“In a small cave part way up the.

land we used to drive into Ponea to

blow ourselves. 1 knowed there was
|n|1 ol' fellow hangin' ‘round there, In
| MeCarthy's place mostly. @ sorter tin-
|hm‘1:| sport, they called O Dad Calk-
|
|8 g
| or 20,
| this, nn' finally deckded to see what
Ik!nd of a lead I'd struck. It looked
like easy money, if she was the girl,
Lan' didn’t know yet what was up.”

irl livin' with him “hout seventeen,

pose?”’

“Just prospectin’ like. Them other
two guys went off somewhere else, an'
g0 I had easy sailin’. 1 eouldn’t get
next the girl at all. 1 reckon she
never left the shack; but I got a look
at her, an’ it wasn't no trouble to pick
up an acquaintance with Old Dad. He
was tight-mouthed. though, drunk or
sober, an' finallly I had to throw the
fear of God into him to make him
splill.”

“Yan mean you threatened him?”

“Yep! 1 never supposed it would
shake the guts out of him the way It
did, though. The old fool went plum
batty when T told him what 1 knowed.

“| Got What's Comin’ to Me™

He thought 1 was after him—a detee-
tive, or something—an’ he just crum-
bled up, without makin® no fight at all.
I reckon he'd been hidin® ber so long.
he just naturally got it into his nut
he was gui'ty of some erime. Enyhow,
{he nexr thing 1 knowed, he'd gone our
back of the dance hall an' shot him-
self.”

He stopped, shaken by a paroxysm
of eonghmg. Shelby held him tightly,
and finally this passed gwuy, the man
resting weakly on his anns, but with
mind evidently wandering.

“1 used to talk all right"” he whis-
‘pered hoarsely, gasping; for breath,
“gn’ T conld warble sonfe, too, Say,
did you ever hear me sing?”

“Yes, Kid, T've heard you.”

“Sure. yon dil. Everybody sald 1
had u wonderful voice. Trouble with
me is 1 never aln't had no show. If
T coulder got started in opern. I'd
been out yere getting plugged
Mex woman, It's hell, ain't it?
say; where was I, enyhow?”

’

Later they found out somehow |

“gyre, they found out later, but by |

power of attorney, or something, an’ |
ot her out. That's where T furst be- |

panned out all right, there might he |

| jns: an’ T'd heard somewhere he had |

Somehow I got to mullin® over |

“Oh. yes, that's it. Well, o course |
I felt Lad abone the ol manp, but It
wasn't no fault o mine. Then It}
seemed ke his shutftin® off put the
eards right in my hands, It sure
proved she was the girl an' now she
was left plum ulone, it dido’t look no
awful hard job for me to shine up an’
marry Ler, hefore enybody else ot |
wise, Sav, I Lud it all figured out when |
you an' Dan MeCarihy worned In ol

|III::I fuol stunt of vours, an’ knocked

my game galley-west, Then 1 cottoned
onto that job with you. I didu’t wlim
to stay out there punchin’ steers, st
Just thought 'l see how things rurned
out, I sorter figured it this way—1the
girl she didu’t care mothin’ for you:
she just married yer ter get ont er
there, an’ huv' some place ter live; an' |
maybe, out there on the Cottonwood, 1|
could make love to her, an' some day
we'd skip out together. Thnt's as far
a= I went at furst, an’ goin’ out over
them prairies, T got it into my head
that she didn’t have no objection 0 &

lttle flivtation, 1 was feelin® quite |
foxy about it when we got 0 the
ranch.”

eyes, and her cheeks burned.
“Then I reckon

ute T was left glone out there 1 rmn
into a buneh o Indinn cattle thieves.

of the Hole here, an' all at onct, It
struck me 1 might just as well have
the job over with. 1 took it she didu’t

have no potion then of humping you
off, Shelhy, but the buck who took that
Job crncked you good an’ haed. Well
that mukes the whole story. don't it?”

He shut his eyes, his hgad falling
hack in complete exhanstion,  Only his
jabored breathing providd that Mack-
lin still Oved,
less in her lap. bending «ver and sofl-
Iy smoothing back his hair with one
hand, Shelby left them there, creep-
ing out through the entrande aiito the
rock platform without.

white mantle, obliterating the trail,
and leaving the valley helow covered.
The sky arched over all dull anil gray.
Sheiby hung out over the

watchflly studying  the view
| spread beneath. It was a4 penceful
scene pnough, with scarcely a moving
figure visible, He could hnredly rend-
ize that this was the hawnt of out-
Jaws, where only a few hours hefore

life. The daylight revealed no =lgn
| of, digorder or pursnit, the only re-

| minder of what had eeccurred being
| the Dlackened ruins of the burned
cahin  almost directly bhelow,  Yet
im!s was deserted and the snow
l:lrmul appeared  untrappled. The |
| gight gave him hope, yet he felt
!atnmgl-l_\r depressed  and  unnerved.

The remembrance of the seene just

witnessed could not be east  off
| He had no-reason to question the |
truth of that oceasion and it had

impressed him strongly.

help.
| his last, and it was even then too late
! for uny doctor to save him, But would
| Puncha return in fime to ussist them?

| “You went to Ponea for that pur- | Would she bring sufficient help with |

her? In spite of the ominous quiet
below he felt no faith that indian Joe
would =o easily abandon their trail
| He was mnot that kind. Something
would assuredly arouse his suspicion
that they had npot perished in the
flames, Indeed, that could he easily

from being satistied that Dancha
alone knew of this secret trail. Why,
Macklin stated he had himself been up
as far as the cave; und it was scarcely
likely it had been entirely overlooked
so long by these others—the Indlans
certainly must have scoured every
inch of these bluffs at one time or an-
other. Something, for the moment
may have drawn aside suspicions of
his escape, vet those devils would
track him down. The convietion
haunted him.

He drew back just in time. There

Tet chipped the outer edge of the para-
pet, and a little puff of smoke curled
up away to the left and vanished
| against the -leaden sky. Shelby fell
flat on his face and crept backward,
seeking instinctively the protection of
an overhanging rock, his eyes instant-
Iy marking that vague spiral of smoke,
He had guessed right. Indian eunning
had already learned the truth and had
found means of approach unknown
even to the Mexiean girl. Somewhere
in the security of these rocks. keen
eves were watching every movement,
savagely eager to end all by some well-
directed shot. Yet, with the chmg of
the bullet, all depression left him. He
knew mow what he had to face; that

hours probably, revelvers pltted
against rifles; himself alone against
an unknown number of sssaflants. Tt
meant caution as well as bravery, the
quick wit of a white man outgeneral-
ing suvage treachery. Even as he
rolled over. so s to cautionsly lift his
head, the “45" wans jerked from its
holster and rested ready in his hand.
He heard Olga at the cave entrance.

“Stay  back " he ordered sternly.
“Don't venture ont here yet”

“But what §s it? I heard a shot.”

“Yoa: they have found us all right.
Hgna me anothér gun: 1 may need It
Did Macklin have one?”’

wYes: it is sdll at his helt,”

This is going to

ridges he may have.
How is the

he a fight at short range.
fellow "

Tom,” s=he =il preathlessly.
any way [ ean help?™”
“Only by doing what I nsked; gel

hils gun.

right; yon cun glimpse his scalpiock

just over the edze.
|

how to use 11"
He advaneed. bis revolver harrel

sighting along the smouth steel.

The lushes drooped low over Olga's |

the devil must er |
took charge o the gnme, fer the min- |

I knew two of "em for they were out |

care ahout you, an’ that s lttle strong
arm stuff would pan ont all right. It
works with most women. 1 didn’t

Olga held him motion- |

It hed censed snowing, but enough
had fallen to cover the hluff with a |

ledge. |

he hadl been desperntely struggling for |

Macklin was |
evidently dying;: was already bexond |
Any breath might prove to he |

ascertuined by a search of the debris, |
and the perturbed ranchman was far |

was the sharp crack of a rifie; a bul- |

narrow platform mauost be defended, for

wGet It, and with whatever cart-

{1 “I—I am sure he mnst he dying
“He

searcely hreathes any more, Isn't there

This 1s bound to he some
fight. 1 don’t know how muny nre out
there: the bird who shet at me Is he-
hind that rock )onder; he's Indian all

If he would ouly
shove his nut up about half an inch
more I'd show him that a ‘45° ain't
such n bad weapon, when you know

peross the top, and lay motivnless,

“Now, boy, Tou do that agair. Can’t
make out exactly where I ‘mve gone.
ean you? Well, you are golng 1o timnl
ont in about minute.”  His grip
tightened., “Ah! there yon : o i

His finger pressed the tri
ing forth a spurt of ftam
pod g wis Hung up, the hand

o T

ping ar the rock for support: then o

vifle went  erashing  down o the |
chastn aned the next instaet an Tutiae |
whivhl  headl  downsward, the Ll y ]

striking # narvow ledge and In
off into spaee. Thiree shors answe
the eraeck of the revolver, so sw iftly ax |
T See thie bullets
e solil roek wall, one, erushed out of
all shape, dropping directly in front
of Olgn, crouching in the
Shelhy lughed, but with eyes stern
and watehful,

“Three more located"” he said pleas-
antly. “Seem 1o have §s prety well
teappet. Tl dike 1o krow how they
got up here without using the teafl, 1
thought you were goin' after that ex-
tra gun®” .

echines, sirikine

enlranece,

| "1 wm, Tom, but I ean't stay |
| there, 1 want to he out here with
vou."

“Why [ ain’t in a mite o danger.

little girl.  Those reds can't shouot

l “Btay Back!”™ He Ordered Sternly.

All T got to do s
‘e on the

throngh this rock.
lie here quiet an’
| jnmp.”

“But suppose they rush in on you®

“1t don't hardly look reasonable.
Still, o course, they might try it If
they got a whige leader. Indians never
would themseives; it's linble to cost
too heuvy.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

DREW LESSONS FROM NATURE

College Professor Whe Had Some
Original Views Kept Students’
Awake.
| At college we had a professor nf
|m:n'htm‘ design who was as original
in his views as he was able in his
subjects. writes John H. Van Deven-
ter in Industrial Munagement. né
of his pet theories was the nter-re
Intion between nature and correct de
sign. “Boys,” he would say, “there
has been only one designer who never
made n mistuke, amd the more Wwe
study His work the better muchines

we will huild,

“When you put legs under a ma-
chine think of a horse or a cow, nwl
get them as far apart as you cah—
don’t get too much overhang ut either
ened.”

And, spenking of a counterbalinee
“Srudy the kgngaroo: there i= not o
prettier example of equilibrivmn in al!
positions. The further over he leans
the more hig tall comes into action
off the groumd.”

And again, in speaking of genernl
design, “Wherever possible, try 1o
work for elasticity as ngafnst rizid
ity. You find very little of the rigld
in nature and lttle trees often survive
a gale hy bending, where big oues are
blown down.”
| All of which was undoubtedly very
trie, and made more of an lmpressimn
on his hearers than some of the more
complicated mathematical demonstry-
tious that followed.

—
Pretty Japanese Custom.

Since the earllest days and in ever!
tand, the launching of a ship has hew 1
the oecenslon for a ceremony of some
kind. usually resembling in a genern!
way the ceremony of christening »
child pecullur to the particular coun-
try. Of all the launching customs
however, that of the Japanese Is un
| doubtedly the prettiest and most sym-
| bolieal.

When the Jnpanese ship is ready
for launching a large cnge filled with
birds is hung over the bow, aml as the
ghip glides into the water the bhirds
are relensed. The Japanese sallors
firmly helleve that by no other means
may a ship he insnred aood lnek. The
birds, they say, will, in gratitnde for
their liherty. gnide the ship to safety
in times of peril,

take

“King's Tobacco Pipe.”
Thiie Is a popular niekpame for 8
| peculiarly shaged kiln or furnace in
| the northenst corner of the tohaceo
| warehouse helonging to the London
dacks., Here contraband goods, sneh
| as tohneeo. cizars aml tea, which had
| hean smuggled In, were hurned, Relzed
L and unelaimed goods are pow sold at
perfodien] sales, or disrritmted nmone
| publie institutions. hat damaged and
worthless goods arve still burned,
A e it
Sold His Business,

Lady (1o couple of hegzars at her
| door)—Well, 1 dectare, two of yon at
in time! 1 can only give o trifle to
one of you; which 1s it to he?

EBeggar—Plense. mwam, give It to
this ‘ere chapi 've sold him my husi.
pess, and am now introdueing him
the customners,—Edinhiurgh Scotsmun

Y e,

Many successful en  are

those

' whose mistukes never worrled them.

| food.
| this way, but they prefer to have their
| homes high up than ran any danger of

Daddys Evening
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JOHNNY PENGUINS,

“The Johnny Penguin

“are smualler 1 T higs

* said Daddy,
Emperor and

I
hitn

King Penguins,
i nl=o the shug
ulid they haive o|f-
ferent ways. For
exnmwplie they

uins lny
Instead

OIe eEg.
“But
they

S0,

Ve
have mnore
nies than the
King Penguing,
far the only ene-
iny the Kings have
= the sen lboparl,
while the Johnny
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5 o = Penguins dreay
Great Heights.” (he =eu  leopuaris

and the family of

the skuna, who to the rookeries

®o

| where they destroy as mony eggs as
. they ean.

“The Johnny Penguins build thele

| hemes high up away from the water

and they go back and forth 1o get their

They linve long distanves 1o go

seq leoparids,

“In fact they are not so fond of the

sed, or rather they are more afraid of |

the sed than the Kings ure. They like

the high, high places nenr the seq aml

| there they bulld their nests of pelibles

and grass,  Often they steal each othe
er's material for making the nests,

“The little Johnny Penguins are

very, very feeble and they have a hard |

time getting out of their shells, Their
mothers amd daddies look after them
together and during the time they are
heing hatched out both are constantly
thinking of them and watching au;]
protecting them.

“It is then that Mrs. Johnony Penguin
watches to see that a skua does not
come around and steal an egg, for the
skuas are epsmies which, as 1 said be-

fure, the Kings do pot seem te be both- |

ered by.

“The Johnny Penguins trumpet or |

call when there s danger and try to
keep off the enemy, fighting with their
wings and their bills and doing all they
can (o protect their young.

“They like to live on the great
helghts, back of the sea, and have
their homes there though they train
the young pengains how they must
swim and often push them into the
wuter If they don't go there of their
own accord,

“When they trumpet or chatter they
look up in the alr, their heads high,
wnd cull or eaw or bray or scold as it
happens they feel like doing and
whether danger is near or they simply
have something to say or iperely are
talking to their family.

“But when they pass each other go-
ing from the =en to their high homes
time after time they do not pay any
attention to ench other and they do
not bow and say good-morning such
as we would do with our neighbors
and friends if we passed them golng
and coming from marketing or shop-
ping.

“aAhove nll crentures they hate the
sen leopuril

“' don't want him to le in the sun
on the top of the water when he has
just tinished eating me," said Mrs.
Jolhinny Penguin,

**Neither do L
Pengnin.

“wiaml peither do we,” said the little
Johnny Penguins,

“+Ah, but we will not let you into
the water as yet, for you are too
young and your down Is still upon
you,” Mother Johnny Penguin said.

“And the little pengnins felt happy
that there was no danger of the old
=eq leopard eating them.

“Then they began to worry for fear
that he might eat thelr mother and
daddy ond that they would be left
alone to look after themselves und
that they would
oot he eared for

said Mr. Johnny

or loved.
* ‘Mother. noth-
ing will happen

to yom, will there,
maother? Oh, you
must be eareful’
they each sald.

“And they said
Just the same
thing fo Daddy
Johnny Penguin.

“For the little
ones were fond of
their mother and
their father and
when they wonld
take walks and
follow their par-
ents they never
liked to be left behind, but would call
and trumpet to their parenis to walt
for them amd not to go so fast

“rhe parents always did rhis, 100,
and came hack for their little dur-
ling=.

“Take Walks."”

“They would try to muke them hur- |
| ry hy giving them hits of foml ond

would teach them bow they wust get

along.

“But  the little Johnny Penguins
need their mothers aml daddies alter
they have «uite grown up. nel only

for protection, bt so they can sSnug
gle close 1o them every 1

how they love them!™

and tell them

Through.

“No more week-ends for e,

“Huh*"

“Im tired of washing dishes for oth-
er people.’

—
Hard to Held Long,

What Is it that you cannot hold for

ten minutes although it is as gl
w feather?—Your breath,

Dangerous Clock.
When is a vlock on the stalrs dan-
gerous? Whep it ruus dowa and
srikes ane.

whi e

t ar |

e T

ToCure aCold
in One Day

Take

Grove’s

Laxative |

Bromo

Quinine
fablets

Be sure you get

BROMO

The genuine bears this signature l
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i Are Youina Rundown Condition f
- Does Your Headache ?

Elgin, Tenn—"1 can say that Dr.
Plerce's Golden Medical Discovery
- and his ‘Pleas-
ant Pellets’ have
been the means
of restoring my
health. 1 was
weak and rune
down, had sick
headaches, and
my kldneys were
all out of order.
It was a misery
for me to walk
arpund. | began
| Ladia ! taking Dr.
| Pierce’'s medicine and they put me
on the road to good health right
away. I want to speak a good word
| for Dr. Plerce's remedies to all suf-
| ferers.” — HARRISON SHEPARRB, .
| R.F. D1, Box 18.
Sold by druggists for fifty years.
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Bootlegging, Perhaps. =
Stranger—I1 hear the police  have
| peen investigating in this vicinity., Did

they find anything?
Urchin—Yes, doy fined me fader $10,

MOTHER!
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“California Syrup of Figs™
Child’s Best Laxative

Accept “California” Syrup of Flgs
enly—look for the name Callfornia on
the package, then you are sure your
child is having the best and most harm-
less physic for the little stomach. liver
and bowels, Children love its fruity
taste, Full directions on each bottle.
You must say “California.,"—Adv,

A Good Many Like Him.
Friend—*1 read that book you (lius-
trated.”  Artist—*1 didn't. How did
the illustrations 817"

Find the Cause!
It isn’t right to drag along feeling

miserable—half sick. Find out what is
making you feel so badly and try to
correct it, Perbaps your kidneys are
causing that throbbing backache or
those sharp, stabbing pains. You may
have morning la too, headach

dizzy spells and irregular kidney action.
Use Doan's Kidney Pilla. They have
helped thousands of ailing folks. Ask

your neighbor!
“Every Pictare Tells a Sty Mrs. t“f;‘sprlﬂ.r.
- . i vE.,
cagoula, Miss,
says: 1 had & dull,
constant ache
through the
of my back,
often sharp, cut-
- ting paine darted |} °
oy through my _kid-
Y neys, v kidneys
- weren't actin
E right and I
nervous headaches and dizzy spelis. I
n using Doan's Kidney Fills, They
helped ma from the first and 1 kept |
on until 1 was cured.”
Cat Doan's at Any Store, 60c s Box
OAN’S 50
PILLS

FOSTER -MILBURN C€O., BUFFALO, N. Y.
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CIGARETTE

No cigarette has
the same delicious
flavor as Lucky

Strike. Because
Lucky Strike is the
toasted cigaretie.
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