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M.F:. Woynn Tells How Lydi

Va. —‘After taking
Lydia E. Pinkham’s
« Vegetable Com-
pound I feel like a
new woman. Ial-
ways had a headache
during the Change
of Life and wasalso
troubled with other
bad" feelings com-
mon at that time—
dizzy spells, nervous
feelings and heat
flashes. Now I am
- : in better health
‘than I ever was and recommend your
remedies to all my friends. ’’—Mrs. LENA
WYNN, 2812 E. O Street, Richmond, Va.
. = Whils Change of Life is a most crit-
" fcalperiodof a woman'; :;tistence, the
' ennoying ptoms which accompany
it may be gxlxnn'olled, and normal health
restored by the timely use of Lydia E.
Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound. ;
. Such warning symptoms are a sense
 of suffocation, hot flashes, headaches,
~  backaches, dread of impending evil,
timidity, sounds in the ears, palpitation
of the heart, sparks before the eyes,
~ irregularities, constipation, variable ap-
te, weakness and inquietude, and
& ness, :
For these abnormal conditions do not
~ falil to take Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vege
table Compound.
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- Job for Photographer.
“*1 want yer to take.a picture of our
- Joe here,” sald the fond parent to the
' country photographer.

- Joseph wasr requested to stand in a
- certain attitude and look towards the
~ photographer. That gentleman’'s spe-
. clalty wes quick developing, and In a
. short space of tlme a negative was
. placed In the mother's hund. She
‘looked at It very uneaslly for some
. time, and then remarked:

. “I seen a notice in the window there
to say ‘you can do photos to custom-

“er's desire, so I'd be obiiged to yer if
- you could put another face on Joe.
You'sée, it's to be sent with an ad-
yertisement which sald ‘they wanted a
boy, swart-looking and honest.’”

. Breaking It Gently.

After the dynamite fatality, Casey
ran to break the news to Mrs. Mur-
. ophy.f '

.. “Have you got Pat's life insured?”
- he asked.

. YIndeed I have, and for a long
= while,". was the reply.

 “Well, then,” blurted out the tactful
_messenger, “I hope ye won't have the
trouble collecting it that the boys will

In collecting Pat.”

R

“" Position of Immunity.

*You people all seem to take a great
of loose talk from that man in a
cont." j
: .replied Bronco Bob, “He sort
o' puts.dt over on us, becuuse he knows
he .. He's the only undertaker in
' n Guich. No matter what kind
_'f,e comes up, there's necessarlly
understandin’ that he's to be a sur-
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CHAPTER IX (Continued).

Duane shot him. He fell forward, his
gun exploding as it hit the floor, and
dropped loose from stretching fingers,
Duane stood over him, stooped to turn
him on his back. Bland looked up with
clouded gaze, then gasped his last.

“Duane, you've killed him!" cried
Kate Bland, huskily. “I knew you'd
have to!"

She staggered against the wall, her
eyes dilating, her strong hands clinch-
ing, her face slowly whitening. She ap-
peared shocked, half stunned, but
showed no grief,

“Jennie!” called Duane, sharply.

“Oh—-Duane!" came a halting reply.

“Yes. Come out. Hurry!"

She came out with uneven steps,
sceing only him, and she stumbled over
Bland's body. Duane caught her arm,
swung her behind him. He feared the
womarn when she realized how she had
been duped. His action was protective,
and his movement toward the door
equally as significant,

“Duane!"” sried Mrs. Bland.

It was no time for tolk. Duane edged
on, keeping Jennie behind him. At that
moment there was a pounding of iron-
shod hoofs out in the lane. Kate Bland
bounded to the door. When she turned
back her amazement was changing to
realization.

“Where 're you taking Jen?”
cried, her voice like a man's.

“Get out of my way,” replied Duane.
His look perhaps, without speech, was
encugh for her. In an instant she was
transformed into a fury.

“You hound! All the time you were
fooling me! You made love to me! You
let me believe—you swore you loved
me! Now I see what was queer about
you. All for that girl! But you can't
have her. You'll never leave here alive.
Give me that girl! Let me—get at her!
She'll never win any more men in this
camp!”

She was a powerful woman, and it
tock all Duane’'s strength to avard off
her onslaughts. She clawed at Jennie
over his upheld arm. Every second her
fury increased.

“Help! help! help!” she shrieked. in
& volce that must have penetrated to
the remotest cabin in the valley.

“Let go! Let go!" cride Duane, low
and sharp. He still held his gun in his
right hand, and it began to be hard for
him to ward the woman off. His cool-
ness had gone with her shriek for help.
“'Let go!” he repeated, and he shoved
her fiercely.

Suddenly she snatched.a rifle off the
wall and backed away, her strong
hands fumbling at the lever. As she
Jerked it down, throwng a shell Into
the chamber and cocking the weapon,
Duane leaped upon her. He struck up
the rifle as it went off, the powder
burning his face.

‘“Jennie, run out.
he said.

Jennie flashed out of the door.

With an iron grasp, Duane held to
the pifle barrel. He had grasped it with
his left hand, and he gave such a putl
that he swung the crazed woman off
the floor. Rut he could not loose her
grip. She was as strong as he.

‘“Kate! TLet go!"

He tried to intimidate her. She did
not see his gun thrust in her face, or
reason had given way to such an ex-
tent to passion that she did not care.
She cursed. Her husband had used the
same curses, and from her lips they
seemed strange, unsexed, more deadly,
Like a tigress she fought him; her face
no longer resembled a woman's. The
evil of that outlaw life, the wildness
and rage, the meaning to kill, were
even ‘in such a moment terribly im-
pressed upon Duane,

He heard a cry from outside—a man's
cry, hoarse and alarming.

It made him think of loss of time.
This demon of a woman might yet
block his plan.

“Let go!” he whispered, and felt his
lips stiff. In the grimness of that in-
stant he relaxed his hold on the rifle
barrel.

‘With sudden, redoubled, irresisiible
strength she wrenched the rifle down
and discharged it. Duane felt a blow—
a shock—a burning agony tearing
through his breast. Then in a freuzy
he jerked so powertully upon the rifle
that he threw the woman against the
wall. She fell and seemed stunned.

Duane leaped back, whirled, flew out
of the door to the porch. The sharp
cracking of a gun halted him. He saw
Jennie holding to the bridle of his bay
horse. ERuchre was astride the other,
and he had a Colt leveled. and he was
firing down the lane. Then came a
single shot, heavier, and FEuchre's
ceased. Me fell from the horse.

A swift glance back showed to Duane
a man coming down the lane. Chess
Alloway! His gun was smoking. He
broke into a run. Then in an instant
he saw Duane, and tried to check his
pace as he swung up his arm. But that
slizht pause was fatal. . Duane shot,
and Alloway was falllng when his gun
went off. His bullet whistled close to
Duane ard thudded into the cabin.

Duane bounded down to the horses.
Jennie was trying to hold the plunging
bay. Euchre lay flat on his back, dead,
2 bullet hole in his shirt, his face set
hard, and his hands twisted around gun
and bridle.

“Jennie, you've nerve, all rvight!”
eried Duane, as ¥ @ d down the
horse she was holding. “Up with yvou
now! There! Never mind-—long stir-
rups! Hang on somehow!”

He caught the bridle out af Fu-

she

Get on a horse!"”

ened horses jumped into a

e rode closer and reached sut

) her arm. . - % ] s

ey rode through the valley
at led up over the steep
Rim Rock. As they began

{lay on your horse's neck.
came
| saddle. I drags you in

e|in the

7
grave apprehension of his life. The
clean cut hole made by the bullet bled
freely both at its entrance and where
it had come out, but with no signs of
hemorrhage. He did not bleed &t the

mouth; however, he began to cough up !

a reddisi tinged foain.

As they rode on, Jennle, with
face and mute lips, looked at him.

“I'm badly hurt, Jennie,” he said, “‘but
I guess I'll stick it out.”

“The woman—did she shoot you?”

“Yes. She was a devil. Euchre told
me to 100k out for her. I wasn't quick
enough.”

“You didn't have to—to—"
the girl.

“No! no!" he replied.

They did not stop climbing while Du-
ane tore a scarf and made compresses,
which he bound tightly over his
wounds. The fresh horses made fast
time up the rough trail. From open
places Duane looked down. ‘When they
surmounted the steep ascent and stood

pale

shivered

yable people.

!don't know whether I was scared most
then or when you were quiet, and it
: was 80 dark and lonely and still all

around. Every day 1 put a stone in
your hat.”

“Jennie, you saved my life,” sald
| Duane.
;"I don’t know. Maybe. I did all I
know how to do,” she replied. “You

saved mine—more than my life.”
Their eyes met in a long gaze, and
then their hands in a close clasp.
“Jennie, we're going to get away,” he
sald, with gladness. “I'll be well in a
few days. You don't know how strong

I am. Wke'll hide by day and travel
by night. I can get you across the
river.”

“And then?" she asked.
“We'll find some honest rancher.”
“And then?” she persisted,

“Why,” he began, slowly, ‘‘that's as
far as my thoughts ever got. It was
pretty hard, 1 tell you, to assure my-
self of s0 much. It means your safety.
You'li tell your story. You'll be sent to
some village or town and taken care of
until a reiative or friend is notified.”

“And you?"” she inquired, in a strange
voice.

Duane kept silent.

“What will you do?"” she went on.

“Jennie, I'll go back to the brakes. I
daren't show my face among respect-
I'm an ouwtlaw."”
no criminal!’ she

“You're declared,

| with deep passion.

“Jennie, on this border the little dif-

Ifnrum-v between an outlaw and a crim-

I least

|
|

on top of the Rim Rock, with no signs |

of pursuit down in the valley and with
the wild, broken fastnesses before them,
Duane turned to the girl and assured
her that they now
of escape,

“But—your—wound!” sghe faltered,
with dark, troubled eyes. “lI see—the
blood—dripping from your back!”

“Jennie, I'll take a lot of killing,” he
sald.

Then he became silent and attended
to the uneven trall. He was aware
presently that he had not come into
Bland's camp by this route. But that
did not matter; any trail leading out
beyond the Rim Rock was safe enough.
What he wanted was to get far away
Into some wild retreat where he could
hide until he recovered from his wound.
He seemed to feel a fire inside his
breast, and his throat burned so that
it was necessary for him to take a
ewallow of water every little while. He
began to suffer considerable pain, which
increased as the hours went by and
then gave way to a numbness. I‘rom
that time on he had need of his great
strength and endurance. Gradually he
Jost his steadiness and his keen sight;
and he realized that if he were to meet
foes, or if pursuing outlaws should
come up with him, he could make only
a poor stand. So he turned off on a
trail that appeared seldom traveled.

Soon after this move he became con-
scious of a further thickening of his
sense. He felt able to hold on to his
saddle for a while longer, but he was
failing. Then he thought he ought to
advise Jennle, so in case she was left

alone she would have some idea of
what to do.
“Jennie, I'll glve out soon,” he said.

“No—I don’t mean—what you think.
But I'll drop soon. My strength's going.
If I die—you ride back to the main
trail, ¥lide and rest by day. Ride at
night, That trail goes to water. I be-
licve you could get across the Nueces,
where some rancher will take you in.”

Duane could not get the meaning of
her incoherent reply. He rode on, and
socn he could not see the trail or hear
his herse. He did not know whether
they traveled a mile or many times
that far. But he was conscious when
the horse stopped, and had a vague
sense of flalling and feeling Jennie's
arms before all became dark to him,

When consciousness returned he
found himsei®' lyinz in a little hut of
mesquite branches. It was well built
and evidently some years old. There
were two doors or openings, onc in
front and the other at the back., Duane
imagined it had been built by a fugitive
—one who meant to keep an eye both
witys and not to be surprised. Duane
felt weak and had no desire to move.
Where was he, anyway? A strange, in-
tangible sense of time, distance, of
something far pvehind weighed upon
him. Sight of the two packs Euchre had
made brought his thought to Jennie.
What had become of her? There was
evidence of her work In a smoldering
fire and a little blackened coffee pot.
Probably she was outside looking after
the horses or getting water. He thought
he Leard a step and listened, but he
felt tired, and presently his eyes closed
and he fell into a doze.

Awakening from this, he saw Jennie
sitting beside him. In some way she
seemed to have changed. When he
spoke she gave a start and turned
eagerly to him.

“Duane!” she cried.

“Hello. How 're you, Jennie, and
how am I?” he said, finding it a little
difficult to talk.

“Oh, I''m all right,"” she replied. “And
you've come to—your whund's healed;
but you've been sick. Feéver, I guess. I
did all I could.

Duane saw now that the difference
in her ‘ers a whiteness and tightness of
skin, a hallowness of eye, a look of
strain, ’

“Fever? How long have we been
here?' he asked.

She tcfsk some pebbles from the
crown of his sombrero and counted
them.

“Nine. Nine days,” she answered.

“Nine days!" he exclalimed, incredul-
ously. But another look at her assured
him that she meant what she said. ‘I've
been sick all the time? You nursed
me?"

IIYeB.ll

“Bland’s men didn't
here?”

“No."

“Where are the horses?”

“I keep them grazing down in a gorge
back of here. There's good grass and
water."”

“Have you slept any?”

“A little. Lately I couldn’t keep

awake."” .
I should think not.

come along

“Good Lord!
You've had a time or It sitting here day
and night nursing me, watching for the
outlaws. Come, tell me all about it.”

“There's nothing much to tell.”

“I want to know, anyway, just what
you dild—how you felt.”

“I'‘can’t remember very well” she re-
‘plied, simply. “Wa must have ridden
40 miles t day we got away. You
bled all the time. Toward evening you
‘When weo

had every chance !

to this -pll:’o ‘you fell out of the

bleedi: I tho! h:n" ]
stop, our ng. ' ught
dle mt!onlcht. But in the morning I
had a little ‘hope. I had forgotten the
horses, But luckily they didn't stray
T caught them and kept them down

. When your wounds closeqd

.to breathe stronger I
get well quick. It was

~you back. ‘You raved a

ou'd

use I
> U 9 »V‘M:'l

inal doesn’'t count for much.”

“You won't go back among those ter-
rible men? You, with your gentleness
and sweetness—all that's good
yvou? Oh, Duane, don't—don’t go!"

“I can’t go back to the outlaws, af

not EBlande's band. No, I'll go
alone. I'll lone-wolf it, as they say on
the border. What else can I do,
Jennie?"

“Oh, I don't know. Couldn’t you hide?
Couldn't you slip out of Texas—go far
away ?"”

“I could never get out of Texas with-
out being arrested. I could hide, but
a man must live. Never mind about
me, Jennie,”

In three days Duane was able with
great difficulty to mount his horse.
During daylight,
and Jennie rode back to the main trail,

J where they hid again till he had rested.

Then In the dark they rode out of the
canons and gullies of the Rim Rock,
and early in the morning halted at the
first water to camp.

From that point they traveled after
nightfall and went into hiding during
the day. Once across the Neuces river,
Daune was assured of safety for her
and great danger for himself. They had
crossed into a country he did not know.
Somewhere east of the river there were
scattered ranches. But he was as liable
to find the rancher in touch with the
outlaws as he was likely to find him
honest. Duane hoped his good fortune
would not desert him in this last serv-
ice to Jennie. Next to the worry of
that was realization of his condition.
He had gotten up too soon; he had rid-
den too far and hard, and now he felt
that any moment he might fall from
his saddle. At last, far ahead over a
barren mesquite dotted stretch of dusty
ground, he espied a patch of green and
a little flat, red ranch-house. He headed
his horse for it and turned a face he

tried to make cheerful for Jennie's
sake. She seemed both happy and
soiTy,

When near at hand he saw that the
rancher was a thrifty farmer. And
thrift spoke for honesty. There were
fields of alfalfa, fruit-trees, corrals,
windmill pumps, irrigation ditches, all
surrounding a neat little adobe house.
Some children were playing in the vard.
The way they ran at sight of Duane
hinted of both the loneliness and the
fear of their isolated lives. Duane saw
a woman come to the door, then a2 man.
The latter looked keenly, then stepped
outside. He was a sandy-haired,
freckled Texan.

“Howdy, stranger,” he called, as
Duane halted. “Get down, you an’ your
woman, Say, now, air you sick or shot
or what? Let me—"

Duane, reeling in his saddle,
searching eyes upon the rancher. He
thought he saw good will, kindness,
honesty. He risked all on that one sharp
glance. Then he almost plunged from
the saddle,

The rancher caught him, helped him
to a bench.

“Martha, come out here!” he called.
“This man’'s sick. No: he’s shot, or 1
don’t know blood stains.”

Jernie had slipped off her horse and
to Duan’s side. Duane appeared about

bent

to faint.

“Air you his wife?” asked the
rancher,

“No. I'm only a girl he saved from

outiaws,
Duane!”

“Buck Duane!” exclaimed the ranch-
er, excitedly., “The man who killed
Bland an' Alloway? Say, I owe him a
good turn, an' I'll pay it, young wom-
an."

The rancher's wife came out, and
with & manner at once kind and prac-
tical essayed to make Duane drink from
a flask. He was not so far gone that
he could not recognize its contents,
which he refused, and weakly asked for
water. When that was given him he
found his voice.

“Yes, I'm Duane. I've only overdone
myself—just all in. The wounds I got
at Bland’'s are healing, Will you take
this girl in—hide her awhile till the
excitement's over among the sutlaws?”

“I shore will,” replied the Texan.

“Thanks. I'll remember you—TI'll
square it.”

"\Vh?t 're you goin’ to do?”

“I'll Test a bit—then go back to the
brakes,"”

“Young man, you ain’'t in any shape
to travel. Sce here—any hustlers on
your trail?” ¥

r“I think we gave Bland's gang the
slip.” .

Good. T'll tell you what. I'll take
you in along with the girl, an’ hide
both of you till you get well. It ’ll be
safe., My nearest neighbor is five miles
off. We don’'t have much company.”

“You risk a great deal. Both outlaws
and rangers are hunting me,” said
Duane.

“Never seen a ranger et iri these
parts. An' have always got along with
outlaws, mebbe exceptin' Bland. I tell
you I owe you a good turn.”

“My horses might betray you,” added
Duane.

“I'll hide them in a place where
there's water an’ grass. Nobody goes
to it. Come now, let me help you in-
aoors’”™

Duane's last fading sensations of that
hard day were the strange feel of a bed,
a relle! at the removal of his heavy
boots, and of Jennie's soft, cool hands
on his hot face.

He lay ill for three weeks before he
began to mend, and it was another
week then before he could walk out a
iittle in the qusk of the evenings. After
that his strength returned rapidly. And
it was only at the end of this long siege
that ‘recovered his spirits. During
most of his {liness he had been silent,

moddy.

‘“Jennie, I'll be riding off soon,” he
sald, one evening. *“I can’'t impose on
this good man Andrews much longer.
I'll never forget his kindness. His wife,
too—she's been 80 good to us. Yes,
Jenrnie, you and I will have to say
goodby very soon.”.

. “Don't hurry away,” she replied.

o Rira. JBha hed Saneon ton ooEs
' to him. :She had _from the girl
he used to see at Mrs. 'Bluhd'a'hou‘g.

Oh, he's so pale! Duane,

'

about |

by short relays, he |

i divided

|

‘He took har'reluctueo to may goodby |

as another indication of her regret that
he must go back to the brakes. Yet
somenow it made him observe her more
closely. She wore a plain, white dress
made from material Mrs. Andrews had
given her. Sleep and good food had im-
proved her. If she had been pretty
out there in the outlaw den, now she
was more than that. But she had the
same paleness, the same strained look,
the same dark eyes full of haunting
shadows. After Duane's realization of
the change in her he watched her more,
with a growing certainty that he would
be sorry not to see her again.

“It's likely we won't ever see each
other again,” he said. “That's strange
to think of. We've been through some
hard days, and I seem to have known
yYou a long time.”

Jennile appeared shy, almost sad, so
Duane changed the subject to some-
thing less personal,

Andrews returned one evening from
a several days' trip to Huntsville.

“Duane, everybody's talkin’ about
how you cleaned up the Bland outfit,”
he said, important and full of news.
“It's some exaggerated, accordin’
to what you toid me; but you've shore
made friends on this side of the Nu-
eces. 1 reckon ther ain't a town where
You wouldn't find people to welcome
you. Huntsville, you know, is some
in its ideas. Half the people
are crooked. Likely enough, all them
who was s0 loud in praise of you are
the crockedest. For instance, met King
Fisher, the boss outlaw of these parts.

Well, King thinks he's a decent citi-
zen., He was tellin’ me what a grand

job yours was for the border an' hon-
est cattlemen. Now that Bland and
Alloway are done for, King Fisher will

find rustlin’ easier. There's talk of
Hardin movin' his camp over to
Bland's. But I don't know how true it;

is. I reckon ther ain’'t much to it. In
the past when a big outlaw chief went,
under, his band almost always brokel
up an' scattered. There’s no one left
who could run thet outfit.”

“Did you hear of any outlaws hunt-
ing me?" asked Duane.

“Nobody from Bland’'s outfit is hunt-
in' you, thet's shore,” replied Andrews.
“Iisher said there never was a hoss
straddled to go on your trail. Nobody
had any use for Bland. Anyhow, his
men would be afraid to trail you. An’
you could go right in to Huntsville,
where you'd be some popular. Reckon
you'd be safe, too, except when some
of them foal saloon loafers or bad cow-
punchers would try to shoot you for
the glory in it. Them kind of men will
bob up everywhere you go, Duane.”

“I'll be able to ride and take care of

myself in a day or two,” went on Du-
ane. “Then I'll go—I'd like to talk to
you about Jennie.”
“She's welcome to a home here with
us.” 2
“Thank you, Andrews. You're a kind
man. But I want Jennie to get farther
away from the Rio Grande. She'd
never be safe here. Besides, she may
be able to find relatives. She has some,
though she doesn't know where they
are.”

“All right, Duane. Whatever you
think best. I reckon now you’d better
take her to some town. Go north an’
strike for Shelbyville or Crockett.
Them's both good towns. I'll tell Jen-
nie the names of men who'll heip hes.
You needn't ride into town at all.”

“Which place is nearer, and how far
is it?”

“Shelbyville. I reckon about two
days' ride. Poor stock country, so you
ain't liable to meet rustlers. All the
same, better hit the train at night an’
go careful.”

At sunset two days later Duane and
Jennie mounted their horses and said
goodby to the rancher and hie wife.
Andrews would not listen to Duane's
thanks.

“1 tell you I'm beholden to you yet,”
he declared.

“Well, what can I do for you?" asked
Duane. “I may come along here again
some day."”

“Get down an’ come in, then, or
you're no friend of mine. I reckon
there ain't nothin' I can think of—
I just happen to remember—" Here
he led Duane out of earshot of the
women and went on in a whisper.
“Buck, 1 used to be well to do.
skinned by a man named Brown—Rod-
ney Brown. He lives in Huntsville, an’
he's my enemy. 1 never was much on
fightin’, or I'd fixed him. Brown ruined
me—stole all I had. He's a hoss an’
cattle thief, an’' he has pull enough at
home to protect him. I reckon I needn't
say any more,”

“Is this Brown a man who shot an
outlaw named Stevens?” queried Du-
ane, curiously.

“Shore, he's the same. I heard thet
story. Brown swears he plugged Ste-
vens through the middle.
law rode off, an’
for shore.”

nobody ever knew

Got

But the out- |

“Luke Stevens died of that shot. E .

buried him,” said Duane.

Andrews made no further comment,
and the twc men returned to the
women.

“The main road for about three miles,
then where it forks take the left hand
road and keep on straight. That what
you said, Andrews?”

*“Shore. An’ good luck to you both!”

Duane and Jennie trotted away into
the gathering twilight. At the moment
an insistent thought bothered Duane.
Both Luke Stevens and the rancher
Andrews had hinted to Duane to kill a
man named Brown. Duane wished with
all his heart they had not mentioned
it, let alone taken for granted the ex-
ecution of the deed. What a bloody
place Texas was! Men who robbed
and men who were robbed both wanted
murder. It was In the spirit of the
country. Duane certainly meant to
avold ever meeting this Rodney Brown.
And that very determination showed
Duane how dangerous he really was—
to men and to himself. Sometimes he
had a feeling of how little stood be-
tween his sane and better self and a
self utterly wild and terrible.

He rea. |

soned that only intelligence could save '

him—only a thoughtful understanding |

of his danger and a hold upon some | strangle the soul of music as it strives ta

. attain expression from their puckered
Then he fell into low conversation N risayh

ideal.

with Jennie, holding out hopeful views
of her future, and presently darkness
set in. The sky was overcast with
heavy clouds; there was no air mov-
ing; the heat and oppression threat-
ened storm. By and by Dpane could
not see a rod in front of him, though
his horse had no difficuity in keeping
to the road. Duane was bothered by
the blackness of the night. Traveling
fast was impossible, and any moment
he might miss the road that led off to
the left. So he was compelled to give
all his attention to peering into the
thick shadows ahead. As good luck
would have it he, came to higher
ground where there was less mesquite,
and therefore not such impenetrable
dorkness; and at this point he came
to where the road split.

Once headed in the right direction,
he felt easier in mind. To his annoy-
ance, however, a fine, misty rain set in.
Jennie was not well dressed for wet
weather; and, for that matter, neither
was he. His coat, which in that dry
climate he seldom needed, was tied be-
hind his saddle, and he put it on Jen-
nie. ;

They traveled on. The rain feli
steadily: if anything, growing thicker.
Duane grew uncomfortably wet and
chilly. Jennie, however, fared some-
what better by reason of the heavy
coat. The night passed quickly de-
spite the discomfort, and soon a gray,
dismal, ralny dawn greeted the travel-
ars.

(Continued next week.)
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KOREAN WOLVES KILL
120 PEOPLE IN YEAR

Dangerous Animal and Strong
In Attack—Uses Vari-
ous Methods.

Seoul, Korea—Accustomed as Kore-
&ns are to the attacks of wild animals
in the mountains, they have been as-
tonished to learn that during the last
year 120 people were killed by beasts
and that over 3,000 domestic animals
were either killed or injured. This$
havoec wes wrought by tigers, leopards,
bears, and Korean wolves, but it was
the wolf, according to official statis-
tics. that did the greatest harm. It is
estimated that these ferocious creatures
slew 113 persons and injured 50, be-
sides killing or injuring 517 cattle and
1,519 domestic animals.

The Korean wolf, which is locally
known as the neuktai, is a powerful
animal of the canine sgpecies, a little
larger, but longer and thinner, than
the native Korean dog. In color, it is
brown and gray. It possesses piercing
eyes and, in face of danger or while
rapturing prey, shows wonderful agil-
ty, hiding itself in underprush, jump-
ng over high cliffg) or swiftly swim-
ming across rivers and lakes. In at-
acking a pony or cow, it will leap upon
he victim’s flank and kill instantly by
fearing open some vital part. In at-
tacking a man, it will follow him for
g time and occasionally leap over his
head, seeking to unnerve him and cause
nim to fall to the ground, when it will
gnmediately attack and kill. Oftentimes
it will summon its mates to assist in
rttacking. There are instances of where
¢+ wolf has carried off a big boy for a
ronsiderable distance, and where it has
umped over a high wall with a pig
n its mouth,

The Korean authorities are exerting
wvery effort to exterminate the animai
ind rewards are offercd for each wolf
hat is Kkilled.

GETTING GOOD MILK.

Tne high cost of living is boosting
he prices of all kinds of food every-
vhere almost. The exception is the
irlce of milk in Riverside, Cal. We
tre interested in learning how the ex-
‘eption came to be.

In 1910 eight dairies were selling
nilk in Riverside. KEight wagons were
1sed and double daily deliveries were
hade. Practically every block was cov-
ired by each of the eight wagons. Milk
10ld at 8§1-3 cents a quart in July. In
vovember the price was boosted to 10
tents. A cooperative pasteurizing plant
ind delivery system was organized by
‘he eight dairymen. They invested
131,000 in real estate, buildings, ma-
thinery, and other improvements. The
japital stock pays 7 per cent interest.
Milk is now selling at 6 2-3 cents a
juart.

The milk is aerated and cooled on
jhe farm. It is then carried immedi-
itely to the pasteurizing plant. Here
t is masteurized at 147 to 160 degrees
¥. for 10 minutes, bottled, reduced to
A temperature of between 30 and 40 de-

ees I'. and held at that temperature
antil it is delivered. 1t is a safer, bet-
ter milk than that which it replaced.

Three wagons now do the business
which in the natural course 15 wagons
would have done since the community
8 developing, the consumption of milk
ls increasing and 15 dairymen are now
‘n the business. Cream and milk are
old in the nearby towns. Ten men are
employed—three as dairymen, three as
feliverymen, and three as workmen—
In the plant and one as bookkeeper.

Dr. Rucker, the health commissioner,
pays that the experiment has fostered
the dairy business, increased the earn-
ings of the producer, given the con-
sumer a better product at less cost,
and safeguards the public health.

The *same number of the bulletin of
the state board of health as that which
pontained the story of good milk at a
low price in Riverside contained no-
tice that the state of California would
from now on require that milk shall be
sold by grades. The grades are:
Guaranteed milk, raw; guaranteed
milk, pasteurized. These grades corre-
gpand to certified milk: Grade A milk,
raw; grade A milk, pasteurized; grade

milk, pasteurized, and a cooking milk
sold as “not suitable for human con-
sumption.”

These are the grades established by
the milk commission and in rather
general use In the east except that the
last grade is called grade C, or cook-
ing milk.”

Butter must be either from pasteur-
ized milk and sold as pasteurized or
else from tuberculosis-free milk, and
sold as from nonreacting tuberculir

tested cows.

A Boy's Right te Whistle.
From the Hartford Courant.

As to the offlce boys, messenger boys,
grocery boys and boys of many other
merchandises that are dellvered at our
houses every day—well, of course they all
whistle. The man who never whistles is
not unknown, but no possible reward
could bring to light a specimen of the
genus boy who doesn’t. It'’s an inalienable
right of boyhood to whistle; it is handed
down to him with his disposition, his
freckles, his pugnacity and all those other
things that so remind unkind people, on
accaslons, of his father. When father was
a boy he whistled; and, now that the boy
has taken the old man’s place, why, the
boy whistles. It's perfectly loglcal that
the boy should whistle—and of course a
bogo never is anything but logical.

let us all flgure the same way #hd
poet did when he requested the boy whe
whiistled at his werk. For otherwise na
boy would be there to'do the work. And
let's spread that mantle of charity along
the years so as to take in the men wha
whistle, too. Don’t sneer at them; don’t

lips. Don’t—but what’s the use of saying
‘‘/don't try to stop them?’ It can’t be
done, enyway.

Aaaasas s s s e e
HIRED HELP.

By Walt Mason.

If you should have in your
employ a useless sort of man or
boy, and you’re convinced he
won’t lmprove, but plug along
the same old groove, just take
him by the shoulder blade, and
tell him, quietly, to fade. Don’t
jaw or argue by the day, but
shoo the worthless wight away.
If you would make your busi-
ness win, you’ll hire the man be-
hind the grin, who finds a pleas-
ure !n his work, and strives to
be the moda) clerk. You must
have teamwork in your shop, or
You will hear some object drop,
and you can't work that splen-
did scheme, unless all hands are
full of steam. One lazy grouch
around your place, one frost
with gloom upon his face, one
kicker who is always sore, will
Eive his microbes to a score,
and by his anarchist harangue,
will chill the spirits of the gang,
So when he makes his maudlin
moan, just take him by the col-
larbone, and push him gently
from your door, and tell him to
return no more.
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