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SYNOPSIS.

CHAPTER I—Automobile of Miss Dor-
zlhy Upton and friend, Mrs. Fane, breaks
own at New Mexlco border patrol caing
eommanded by Lieutenant Iiynaston. The
W0 wormen are on way to mine of Miss
pton’s father, located a few miles across
the Mexican border. Kynaston leaves
women at his camp while he goes with a
detail to investigate report of Villa gun
runners. Villa troops drive small force
of Carranza across border line and they
surrender to Kynaston.

CHAPTER II-Dorotny ana 5irs, Fend
still at camp when Kynaston returns with
risoners. Blind Mexican priest appears
n camp and clalms interned Mexicans
have in the spoils brought across the line
& wonderful emerald bell stolen from a
shrine by Zapata and taken from him by
Carranza troops. Priest is searching for
the emerald in order to return it to the
shrine. Kynaston investigates and finds
emerald. He reports it to department
headquarters and is instructed to hold it
until arrival of officer from headquarters.
Dorothy's father arrives, sees the emer-
ald, tries to buy it but without success,
and then leaves with Dorothy and Mrs,
Fane for his mine,

CHAPTER 1II-Major Updike arrives
from headquarters to receipt for emerald.
He and Kynaston leave camp for short
time for ride along border. On returning
they find the blind priest gone’ Kynaston
discoverm a fire In direction of Upton's
mine and realizes Villa’'s men have at-
tacked tiie mine house.

CHAPTER 1V — Upon attemptung to
turn emerald over to Major Updike
Kynaston tfinds it has disappeared. He
sends detail to find the priest, and he,
with another detail, starts for the border
line to, if possible, assist the Uptons,
Despite order Kynaston, with one man,
crosses the border to make their way fo
the mine house, which is being attacked,
and with idea of rescuing Dorothy Upton
with whom Kynaston is madly in love
They reach the mine house.

CHAPTER V—Mine nhouse 1s entirely
surrounded and escape cut off. Bandits
send flag of truce and demand payment
of large sum for release of party. Up-
ton refuses and fight continues. Bandits
appear with second flag of truce.

CHAPTER VI—-Bandits announce that
Colonel Pesquiera has been killed and
demand surrender of* man who killed him,
the remainder of party to be permitted
to leave unharmed. Both Kynaston and
Upton insist that each be permitted to
surrender himself as man who killed
Mexican colonel. Play game of poker to
seo which one it shall be. Kynaston plays
cards so as to force himself to loose.
After leaving 1:ine nouse 1o surrender to
pandits Dorothy discovers how Kynas-
ton lost poker game,

CHAPTER VIl
A Contest of Wits.

Dusk was slowly drawing down at
Kynaston left the house. Below him
in the camp of the attackers excite-
ment was rife. Serious as was his
predicament, he could not help specu
lating on the cause of it. Anything,
evern the most trivial thing, mighs turn
the scale in his favor, and he did not
mean to miss the slightest chance.

He knew right well that, given the
chance, Uptcn would get his party out
and across the border to the place
where the cavalry had camped. He
also knew right well that the old
miner woud leave no stone unturned
to help him. If he could gain thirty-
six hours at most and then manage to
escape, he might still win out.

He was by no means hopeless,

was, In answer the general rose hast-
ily from the table, spat the meat from
his mouth, and began such a furious
tirade of scurrilous epithets as to be-
come nearly epileptic. Kynaston stood
silent.

“Take him away! Place him in
the cuartel till a consejo de guerra
(court-martial) can decide what the
fate shall be of any accursed gringo
who dares kill one of our gallant
soldiers! Here!"”

He tossed a paper to the officer.
“Let him see, capitan, that even in
his own accursed country, where the
pigs walk on their hind legs and talk
and act as if they were indeed men,
they are beginning to see that the
revolutionary forces of our land are
not to be withstood—the court-martial
will meet tomerrow afternoon.”

“He is in a better humor than I
thought,” said the officer to Kynaston.
“El viejo diablo (the old devil) gave
you the paper, senor, not because he
wished you to read it, but because he
himself cannot read, and wished to
impose upon you—here is the cuartel.
Can 1 send you some blankets? I fear
the house will not be so comfortable

as I might wish—Hola, there, hom-
bres! A guard for the Americano!”

And before he even realized that
he was indeed a prisoner, Kynaston
found himself shoved inside the dirty
interior, the door closed and a guard
set outside.

Kynaston, seeing that he might as
well take things coolly, seated himself
on a blanket that a peon threw in the
door, took the paper from his pocket
and disposed himself to read.

The very first thing that caught his
eye was a six-column display head:

ARMY OFFICER DISAPPEARS
80 DOES PRICELESS GEM

There followed a garbled account of
the arrival of the Emerald Bell in Ky-
naston’s camp. A still more garbled
account of how it came into northern
Mexico. The account of the gallant

‘““Have You Come From the House
Yonder, Senor?”

fight made by the prisoners he had
left in his camp told plainly enough
the source of the story.

The article stated that, acting on in-
formation received fram a Mexican
prisoner who had been outrageously
abused by the army officer who had
captured him, the Tarryville Argus
had dispatched a special correspond-
ent to the camp of the United States
troops.

though well-nigh desperate, as he drew |
| tiated the story about the jewel.

down from the higher ground to the
camp, well sheltered in the valley. He
saw that more men were coming in—
presumably the talked-of re-enforce-
ments.

They saw him as he came down the
hill and entered the flat on which the
camp lay. The horsemen, in a madly
yelling crowd swept forward toward

There he found Major Updyke, who
with visible reluctance had subgtan-

Kynaston swore and raged impotent-
ly up and down the little room. Ap
parently it was not enough that he
should sacrifice his life itself; his very
reputation, too, was to be torn to
shreds.

Hour after hour passed. He had a

| little sobacco, but one cannot enjoy

him, lariats circling, horses frantically i

caracoling about him,
striving to see who should be the first
to get a rope about the neck of the
accursed gringo.

Mercifully he forestalled their at-
tempts by backing up against a tall
mesquit bush so that the loops of their
lariats could not settle about his neck.
Seeing his intention they voiced their
disapproval in a renewed outburst
of yells.

Further designs upon him were pre-
vented by the opportune arrival of an
officer, who dispersed the crowd by
the simple process of beating them
about the heads with a stick.

“Have you come from the house
yonder, senor?”

“Yes. And I claim proper treat-
ment from you, sir. You can hardly
claim to treat people in your power de-
cently when your troops are as out of
hand as that.”

“I will take you to El General Obis-
po, senor,” said the officer courteous-
ly. “For your own sake, I warn you,
do not anger him. His temper is a
tritle uncertain, owing to his having
to undergo severe privations for the
past week.”

A sentry slept in the doorway.

From the injerior came the smell of & |
| ognized at once—the blind priest of

meal that had evidently just been
served.

Following his guide, Kynaston en-
tered. El1 General Obispo, a squat
little man, whose high cheek bones
and full lips betokened his Indian an-
cestry, looked up from the supper
which he was eating by the simple
process of stuffing as much carne seco
in his mouth as that organ would hold,
and then cutting off the balance with
a none too clean knife.

El general growled out a question
The officer explained who Kynastgn

their riders i

amoking in the dark. So he set and
thought and thought till the tiny stars
came out like forget-me-nots in the
wonderful Mexican sky, and the caingp
woke to renewed life in the coolness.

Presently he was aroused by the
sound of someone fumbling at the
chain that fastened the door on the
outside. The door drew open. In the
shadow he heard a voice.

“Ohe Mio capitan!”

It was the voice of the officer who
had met him.

*“Si—si! What is it?”

“If you will come with me it will
perhaps benefit you.”

Kynaston fumbled in his boot-leg
to see if that flat automatic pistol still
lay close to his leg. Fortunately, he
had not been examined for concealed
weapons; the Mexicans had taken for
granted that a man surrendering him
self would not be fool enough to bring
arms into a hostile camp.

Kynaston stepped out. The officer
with two guards crowded their way

i with their prisoner through the fast-

gathering crowd to the house where
the general lived. By the light of the

| two gluttering candles stuck in empty

bottles that illuminated the dirty In-

| 2 2
terior Kynaston saw, seated beside the

rebel commander, a figure that he rec-

Trocanto, the guardian of the shrine!

The general was the first to break
the silence.

“I have brought you here, Senor
Gringo, to ask you some questions,
This good man tells me that you are
an Americano officer. Is it true?’

“Ask him, if he i{s your source of
information,” said Kynaston in a dis-
guised voice. He could see the priest
lean forward in an eager attempt %o
fdentify him.

- “There has been s story come to

us”’—the general was in deadly earn-
est—"‘that we mean to look into. There
was a stone of incalculable value in
the South that we meant to use to buy
arms and ammunition to help our
cause. We got it; then our forces
were attacked by three times thelr
number of the accursed federalistas,
and so the stone was taken. It was
then that, pursued by our men, the
thieves fled across the line and took
refuge on American soil, carrying with
them the stone that meant so much to
the righteous cause.

“That stone was taken charge of
by the American officer., The next
day the stone and the officer had dis-
appeared, and now the good father
tells me that you are the man. I tell
you plainly, Scnor Gringo, that, fail
ing to obtain from you news of the
stone’s whereabouts, the court-martial
shall do its duty in the morning. Am
I clear?”

“Aye! As clear as your own laws
—and doubtless as discerning.”

This time at hearing Kynaston's
voice the old priest leaned back in his
seat.

“It is the man,” be sald quietly.
*It 1s the officer who took the stone.”

"A bargain—then the stone againsi
your life! The stone that means twe
bundred thousand pesos against your
life! It can profit you nothing to keep
it, for if it is not turned over to us
you shall surely die.”

Kynaston turned hotly toward the
priest.

“Thou hast eaten my bread and
salt,” he said passionately. ‘“Thou
hast slept in my camp. Thou knowest
right well that I did not take the
stone; thou knowest right well that
thou thyself art the thief, and that ]
had parties out searching for thee by
mesa and by river. What hast thov
to gain, padre, by lying away mjy
life?”

The old priest turned gray under
his dark skin.

“My son, this is not fair. Thou
sayest that thou didst not take it
Who then did?”

“Who? Who but the man who hat
sought it, as he says, for so long? The
blind priest of Trocanto, of course.
Who else has so great a desire for it!
I could not have taken it, as my com:
mandante—major—can prove, for
was with him from the moment that
he came into my camp till the bundle
was unwrapped, and the stone was
found missing.”

*“\Was no one else in your tent then?”
asked the general.

“Thou knowest there was, senor.”
‘The voice of the blind priest rose to
almost breaking tension. “Thou
knowest there were the two ladtes—
where are they, I say?”

“Where are they? Is this camp a
place to ask such a question? Wouldst
thou expect to find women—decent
women—in such & camp of ladrones?”

“Then, senor,” said the general,
“there can be but one person wha
knows about the stone. Either one of
the ladies must have seen the stone
when it was in your tent, or else—
which is, of course, unbelievable—
one of them has taken it—"

“No—no!” ’

The voice suddenly rose to a shriek;
the Mexican captain raised his hand
to guard his leader from the blow that
he thought was coming. Kynaston
dropped his hand.

“Someone in your camp must know
the matier. Doubtless if any man en-
tered your tent while the ladies were
i your camp they have seen him. A
note to Senor Upton that I will send
by an officer will discover the mat-
ter. You can tell him with perfect
truth that if the jewel is not restored

—

house might be made with the ma-
chine. After a few meaningless intro-
ductory sentences he wrote:

I am told that the accusation is made
Against me that I have taken or con-
cealed the priceless Emerald Bell which
we captured when we took the federal
party prigoners,

Of course you know that I know noth-
Ing of it. I am told further that, If it is
rextored, or positive Information Is given
which will lead to its restoration, 1 will

released.

As 1o the repairs to the automoblle that
we spoke of, I would take the machine

at once te the United States, as no re-
pairs can be made here. You must take
the machine at once as the delicate

1 will ruin if Kkept here more
1=1 wish I could write hours. If
know anything about the jewel send

I am tirmly convinced that the ol

Wi
riest who has turned up here either has
t_or knows where it is.

they are saying
They accuse

You can see what
about me across the border.

me of having stolen the accursed Bell, I
catnot imagine where it can be unless
the old priest bas taken it. Of oceourse
he Lus, but equally of course he will nev-
er i knowledge it.

I fear that if they shoot me I will have
lost than my life, for this attack
on v wr will leave me in worse case
than death. After it is all over, save my
hovor for me if you can, Write my sis-
ter at least that that accusation is un-
true.

e clipped from the paper the ar
ticle which intimated that he had
stolen the Bell and pinned it with a
bit of splinter to his note, to be given
to the messenger. As the ocouria

walked off to the great chinaberry tree
under which his horse was tied,
Kynaston thought cheerlessly of what
the result of the mission must be.

The messenger was gone an hour
when a sudden flurry at the post of
the guard set the camp alight with ex-
citeruent. An aid came hastily to the
house, demanding admission.

“Your letter was received, senor,
by Senor Upton, who declined to read
it,”” said the aid. “He said that he
was a caballero of blood and refused
to receive messages that were sent
him by the hands of a common sol-
dier. He demanded that El General
Obispo send a commissioned officer
to talk with him. Accordingly Major
Gutierrez will go up at daylight to
arrange matters.”

Kynaston spent a sleepless night
Early in the morning the camp wat
awake, the noise and excitement fore
casting & move. An hour later an
officer, furious with anger, entered
with fofr men. He seized the Ameri
can roughly and tied his hands behind
him with a strip of rawhide.

“Los perros!"” the officer gritted
“To treat with men like that—el gen:
eral wishes to see you, gringo.

“What is it? Well to ask! That
thief of the world, Senor Upton—
bah! He is a ladrone, a picaron, a
thief! Done? What has he done!
El General Obispo sent this morning
to talk with him about you and the
jewel, which we need as a thirsty man
needs water. His emissaries were el
Commandante Major Gutierrez and el
Coronel Mayez, who is the chief of
our artillery.

“They went up under a white flag,
senor, and had a talk with the Ameri:
can. They could come to no terms, s0
the two left him and started back.
When they reacher the bottom of the
hill naturally enough they lowered the
white flag—"

“Yes, yes! Where are they now?”

The blind priest of Trocanto, who
had aproached, answered the ques
tion.

“They are prisoners in the hands
of Senor Upton. He sent word baci
to el General Obispo that if the sol-
diers lay hand on thee he will hang
the two officers as high as Haman.
Doubtless thou eanst learn the details
from el general.”

It was difficult to learn anything
from the general, who, angry at being

“

Pleasant Evening R

THE QUALITY OF FRIENDSHIY

Ralph Waldo Emerson was a good
soul, else he would not have said,
“The only way to have a friend is to
be one.” It doubtless would distress

were he capable of realizing that there
is a well founded suspicion that the
art of friendship is dying out amonyg

very exacting. In modern times we
should look a long while for
mutual regard as that of Damon and
Pythias.

I'riendship in our crowded days cov-
ers a wider area, but as in the case
of all extensive development it has
lost its intensity. Instead of friend-
ships we have visiting lists. Not those
whom we love, but those whom we
would propitiate, we invite to dinner.
Those who would propitiate us invite
us in turn and permit us to eat their
food and air our views.

We live, alas, in the suburbs of
each other’s hearts.

The man without friends, or at the
least without one dependable friend,
can accomplish very little in this
world. Depending on his own strength
alone, his mightiest endeavors are as
nothing. At harvest time he gathers
nothing but leaves.

But the man with friends—strong
friends, true friends and loyal friends
—who have confidence in his integrity
and ability to do things, has great

ower. hen he leads they will fol-
ow him, and all working together
unitedly bring victory. his is the
reason why some men achieve great
success with moderate abilities, while
their more brilliant competitors fall
short.

This is true in every business and
profession. It does not matter so
much whether a man has enemies or
not as that he has true friends who
will never desert him.

To have loyal friends is worth all
else. To have friends who can be de-
pended on is to gain success in life.

But there is one thing to be borne
in mind: To have true friends you
must be one. The quality of loyalty
you get depends on the quality you
give,

The word need never shed a tear
for its sainted dead. They are safe as
the harvest is when the farmer has
bound it into sheaves gnd stored it
away or as the roses are when the
gardener has wrapped their roots in
straw and housed them from the
storm. They are safe as the larks
that fly singing from the green earth
out of reach of the huntsman’s snare
and the aim of the cruel sportsman.

the sagé of Concorn beyond measure |

The friendship of the ancients was |

such |

The Home Circle Column

everies—A Column

Dedicated to Tired Mothers as They
Join the Home Circle at Evening Tide

Crude Tl'l'lot:; from the Editorial Pen

!
[ tivals of song and wine, They are
| safe as young lambs are when shep-
| herds fold them from the blast and
carry them over rough places in ten-
| der arms. Weep for the living all you-
| choose; let your tears be unstayed
| above the dying bed where your dar-
{lings lie like wreaths of fading snow
beneath the glance of death; but if
| vou believe in God and hold any faith
in heaven, shed not your tears for
the blessed and happy dead. Chris-
| tianity gives the lie to its belief when
| it garbs itself in sables and mourns
| without comfort for those who have
exchanged the inn for the palace, the
wilderness for the land of peace and
plenty.
.—"..x.f

The real business of life is the mak-
ing of a happy home. When you come
to sift the whole chatl of existence,
everything goes to the wind but the
| happiness we have had at home.
! — XX
| All about us are beautiful homes
which are mere pauper houses, so far
as happiness is concerned, because of
{ some one member of the family who
is a petty tyrant, a nagger, a peace
destroyer.

B~ 8 S

In hours of exuberance and exulta-
tion or joyous merriment; in refl
moments when the soul is swept with
memories, pleasing or plaintive; in
the silence of religious meditations;
or in our little recesses from the
homely duties and commonplace lab-
ors of the day, or week, they befriend
us with their delightful solace, these
thoughts of home and a happy family
circle.

There are six secular nights in each
week. Out of the six some men spend
one at home and five at lodge, while
others spend five at home and one at
lodge. In which class shall we regis-
ter your name?

We are coming to understand that
all the prayers and baptisms and com-
munions which the churches can be-
stow upon us will not make us Chris-
tians, so long as we think mean, un-
charitable thoughts of one another
and permit our minds to be filled with
malice, envy, jealousy, gloom and des-
pondency.

Work is a moral and physical up-
lifter, it is a panacea for sorrow;
idleness brings moral and decay and
furnishes an incentive to crime. The:
avalanche of crime that is sweeping
over our beautiful land is largely due:
to the fact that to omany would rath-
er steal than work. The life of duty,
not the life of mere ease or mere

They are safe as warriors who march
beneath worn battle flags no more,
but sit down with conquerers to fes-

et Tips o
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pleasure, is the end of life which
 makes the great men and women. The
|best prize that life offers is the
Ichance to work at work worth doing.

Hu nﬁr@ﬁelps
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your life will pay the forfeit.”
“Wherever it is found?

be able to prevail upon this blind
priest to restore it that I will be re
legsed ?”

“Si—si! DBut mark, I must have
the stone in my hands before safety
is promised to Senor Upton.”

A lieutenant had entered with a
hasty report which he whispered in
the ear of his commander in chief, and
had handed him a paper. A pleased
smile stole across Obispo’s face as he
read it aloud:

It is permitted to announce that tonight
the gallant CGeneral Villa will make an
attack on the American army. The gal-
lant general will himself lead but a small
force In this first attack, and will then
awalt re-enforcements,

You will therefore join the main foree
at Palomas by tomorrow evening. The
gallant General Villa refuses to disclose
his plans, but says he will be In El Paso
within two weeks.

Kynaston could hardly believe his
ears. Was Villa really to attempt an
invasion of the States? What could
such a move mean but war, the war
he was sacrificing himself to avoid*
The army must be advised, but how!

A murmur of approval from those
in the room had greeted the reading
of the message.
Obispo turned to him again.

“gee to it that my messenger takes a

Upton this night.”

Obispo waved his hand in dismissal
and Kynaston was escorted back tc
the little adobe house where paper and
pens were brought him, For a few
moments Kynaston sat, tapping his
teeth with his penholder, thinking
over the situation, revolving in his
mind what he wanted to tell Upton
and how he should tell it. For he had
a message to send Upton that would
never get by his censors if they should
understand it; and his censors, more-
over, would be everyone in camp who
could read.

He finally concluded not to attempt
to tell Upton of the intended attack
by Villa, but to confine his efforts to
intimating how an escape from the

Do you
mean, general, if for instance I should

After a moment |
“If you wish to live, gringo,” he said, |

letter from you to the house of Senor |

outwitted, spat like a cat and wae
equally intelligible. It was from his
first acquaintance that Kynaston
learned what had happened.

“Yes, senor, the two went up with
| v soldado—common soldier—carrying
| ‘he flag of truce. You can sece it is
|t mile away; between us is the belt
i f alamos—cottonwoods—low-lying in
| ‘he valley.
| “Their talk, senor, came to nothing.
We know now that Senor Upton did
but talk to gain time. When they left
they walked down the hil], and when
they reached the valley where the ala-
| mos grew, they dropped their flag of
| truce, sat down, and lit cigarettes.
| *“It was in that moment, senor, that
1 gray-headed old pirate stepped from
behind a tree, shoved a great pistol
;under the nose of the valiant coronel,
| broke the rifle of the soldier, and told
[him to go back to—el general will
| pardon me—to the stealer of horses
| who commanded here, with the mes-
| sage that the two officers would be
| hanged if a hair of your head is

| touched—saints and angels, senores,

| what is it now?”

| For another white flag was waving
from the house and a shot had been

| ired to attract their attention.

| Kynaston looked up eagerly.

! (Continued next week)

|

| MAX PLEADS NOT GUILTY
Minneapolis, June 30.—Max Zim-

merman pleaded not guilty in district

| court before Judge Hale vesterday of

;ul)taining $2,000 from P. U. Uttley

i!)y pretending to be a member of the
[firm of Barret & Zimmerman. Ac-
lcording to the indictment, Zimmer-
| man represented that he and John
|H. Garrett were organizing a sub-
| sidiary company to be known as the
Agricultural and Industrial Exposi-
tion company, and sold $2,000 worth
of stock to Uttley, who says that he
bought the stock on the representa-
tion that Zimmerman was a member
of the established firm. Zimmerman
was released on $2,000 bail.
Zimmerman who was arrested while
putting on a Market Day celebration
at Crosby is the same man who con-
ducted a market day in Williston some

BARRELS JUMP

WHY RIFLE a way that the effect of the vibrations

AND WHIP \\}'uul(l be in line with the barrel, but
pane A e over firad o wifle | the very nature of the task makes it

} Anyone w hf’ has S fired a rifl Eimpossi]:lc for regular hunting or tar-

is familiar with the fact that when| gt rifles.

the cartridge goes off, the lmrrcl: The moral of this tale is, don’t

jumps backward and upwards. | try to figure out without trying where

There are other effects of the re-!a bullet from a light load is going to
coil which sometimes produce appar-|land and select your full charge am-
ently impossible results. | munition with care so as to get uni-

Those of you who have used var- K form results.
ious light loads in your hizh power
rifles sometimes find that the bullets
do not go higher or lower according
to the power of the load. Such re- |
sults do not seem to follow the or-|
dinary laws of mechanics and the|
shooter is much perplexed.

Just a little while ago a man sent| _ ___
in some targets shot with a Kmxr'l""('”’ y ;
rifle. The location of the shot holes ANGRY MOB WITH GUN
showed that the riffe shot quite a bit| Wyndmere, N. D., July 8.—Twenty
higher and a little to the left with|men who were threatening A, D. Bull-

RER HOLDS OFF

light loads, as compared with regu-man, a lecturer and writer, stopped

lation full charge ammunition.
was at short range too. One of mﬁ‘
revolvers shoots the same with bot

This | just short of the stage from which he
was speaking when they found them-
A h|selves looking into the business end
full charge and mid range ammuni-|of an automatic pistol. Bullman was
tion. ) delivering an anticatholic lecture.
It is interesting to know how such | When he pulled his gun the trouble
apparently inconsistent shooting can | makers stopped short and contented
be produced by an otherwise well reg- | themselves with breaking up the fur-
ulated and housebroken firearm. ! niture. Jullman today swore out
Scientists and ballistic experts have | warrants for the arrest of eight of
known for some time that a rifle bar- | the leaders.
rel vibrates and that this vibration | e e
caused various queer effects, such as| MANITOBA JAILS EMPTY WITH
the example described above. They | PROVINCE “DRY”
say that the waves of vibrations — “
caused by the explosion bend the bar-| . Winnipeg, July 8.—J. A. MacLean,
rel into little wrinkles. So lone as|chief liquor license inspector, has re-
the load remains the same these, turned from Brandon, Man, the sec-
wrinkles act in the same way and, ond city in the provinee, and reported
consequently the barrel shoots ‘shot | there has .':.ot' been an arrest for
after shot into a small group. If the | drunkenness in the I}r;‘-.l;don or Virden
load is changed the barrel wrinkles | districts since Manitoba went dry.
in a different way and the wrinkle{——-__—__—__———__—:
right at the muzzle may sometimes |
cause the barrel to joint up and]
sometimes down, which accounts for!
the change in the position of the,
group. Now don’t get the impres-
sion that the barrel does a snake
dance. The waves of vibration are
very small. The point is that chang-
ing the load may make the barrel vi-

brate in such a way as to get the )

greatest possible variation. Try Jap Rose )!oﬂ\'“‘gg.
From a theoretical point of view it dnl"s““d.y Soe:
'l‘hewo“de P

balanced and mount it in such

weeks ago.

is f)ossibel to produce a barrel ex-
actly




