
The Light of Western Stars 
“HURRY, MADELINE!" 

SYNOPSIS.—Arriving nt the lone- 
ly little railroad station at El Ca- 
jon. New Mexico, Madeline Ham- 
mond. New York society girl, finds 
no ono to meet her. While In the 
waiting room, a drunken cowboy 
enters, asks If she Is married, and 
departs, leaving her terrified. He 
returns with a priest, who goes 
through some sort of ceremony, 
and the cowboy forces her to say 
"Si.” Asking her name and learn- 
ing her Identity the cowboy seems 

dazed. In a shooting scrape out- 

side the room .1 Mexican is killed. 
The cowboy lets a girl. Bonita. 
Lake his horse and escape, then 
conducts Madeline to Florence 
Kingsley, friend of her brother 
Florence welcomes her, learns her 
story, arid dismisses the cowboy, 
Qene Stewart. Next day Alfred 
Hammond. Madeline’s brother, 
takes Stewart to task. Madeline 
exonerat 'd him of any wrong in- 

tent. Alfred, scion of a wealthy 
family, had been dismissed from 
his home because ol tus dissipation. 
Madeline sees that the West has 
redeemed him. She meets Stillwell. 
Al's employer, typical western 
ranchman. Stillwell tells her how 
Stewart heat up the sheriff to save 

her from arrest and then lit out 

for the border. Danny Mains, on* 

of Stillwell s cowboys, has disap- 
peared. with some of Stillwell's 
money His friends link his name 

with the girl Bonita. Madeline gets 
a glimpse of life on a western 

ranch. Stewart sends Madeline his 
horse Majesty She bays out Still- 
well and "Her Majesty's Rancho" 
becomes famous. She finds her life 
work under "The Light of Western 
Stars." Learning Stewart had 
been hurt In a brawl at Chirloahua, 
Madeline visits him and persuades 
him to come to the ranch as the 
boss of her cowboys. Jim Nets. 
Nick Steele and "Monty'' Price are 

Madeline's chief lidc-rs They have 
a feud with Don Carlos vauueros, 
who are really guerrillas. Made- 
line makes Stewart promise that 
peace Is kept. They raid Don Car- 
los ranch for contraband arms. 

CHAPTER X—Continued. 

"Senor Stewart, In* keel my va- 

quero!” shouted Don Carlos, as. sweat- 

Ing und spent, he concluded his ar- j 
ralgnment of the cowboy. "Him you 
must arrest! Senor Stewart a had j 
man! lie keel my vaquero!" 

"Do you hear tliet?" yelled Hawe. : 
"The Don’s got you tlggered fer thet 
little job at El Cajon lust fall." 

The clamor burst Into a mar. llawe j 
began slinking his finger In Stewart’s 
face and hoarsely shouting. Then a 

lithe young vaquero, swift as un In | 
dinn.. glided under Hawe’s uplifted : 
arm. Whatever, the action he intended, 
be was too late for its execution. 
Stewart lunged out. struck the va 

quero, and knocked him off the porch. 
As he fell n dagger glittered In the 
sunlight and rolled clinking over the 
stones. The man went down hard and 
did not move. With the same abrupt 
violence, and a manner of contempt. 
Stewart threw Hawe off the porch 
then Don Carlos, who, being less sup- 
ple, fell heavily. Then the mob hacked 
before Stewart's rush until all were 
down in the courtyard. 

The shuffling of feet ceased, the 
clanking of spurs, and the shouting. 
Nels and Monty, now re-enforced by 
Nick Steele, were us shadows of Stew- 
art, so closely did they follow him. 
Stewart waved them hack anil stepped 
down Into the yard. He was absolute- 
ly fearless; but what struck Madeline 
so keenly was Ids magnificent disdain. 
Manifestly, he knew the nature of the 
men with whom he was dealing. From i 
the look of him It was natural for j 
Madeline to expect them to give way 
before him, which they did, even Hawe 
and ids attendants sullenly retreating. 1 

Don Carlos got up to confront Stew- 
art. The prostrate vaquero stirred 
and moaned, but did not rise. 

"You needn’t Jibber Spanish to me," 
said Stewart. “You can talk Ameri- 
can, and you can understand Ameri- 
can. If you start a rough-house here 
you and your Greasers will he cleaned 
up. You've got to leave this ranch. 
You can have the stock, the packs and 
traps In the second corral. There's 
grub. too. Saddle up and hit the trail. 
Don Carlos, I'm dealing more than 
square with you. You're lying about 
these boxes of guns and catridges. 
You’re breaking the laws of my coun- 
try, und you’re doing It on property In 1 

my charge. If I let smuggling go on 

here I’d be Implicated myself. Now 
you get off the range. If you don't 
I’ll have tlu. iTnlted States cavalry 
here In six hours, and you can gamble 
they'll get what my cowboys leave of 
you." 

Don Carlos was either a capital ac- 
tor and gratefully relieved at Stew- 

"Sonqr Stow Art, Ho Kool My Vaquoro!" 
Shouted Don Carlos. 

art's leniency or else he was thorough- 
ly cowed by references to the troops. 

“SI, Senor! Gracias, Senor!” he ex- 
claimed; and then, turning nwoy, he 
called to his men. They hurried after 
him. while the fallen vaquero got to 
his feet with Stewart’s help and stag- 
gered across the courtyard. In a mo- 
ment they were rone, leaving Ha we 
Ud Me several comrades behind. 
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: Hawe was spitefully ejecting a wud 
"f tobacco from h's mouth and swear- 
ing in an undertone about “white-liv- 
ered Greasers." lie cocked his red 
eye speculatively at Stewart. 

"Wul, 1 reckon s you're so hell-bent 
on doin' it up brown thet you'll try to 
lire me off'n the range, too?" 

"If I over do. I’at, you’ll need to be 
currtv-l off," replied Stewart. “Just 
now I'm politely Inviting you and your 
deputy sheriffs to leave." 

“We'll go; but we’re coinin' back 
one of these days, an' when we do 
we’ll put you In irons." 

“Hawe, if you’ve got It in that bad 
for me. come over here in the corral 
and let's tight It out. You've got it In 
for me, man to man. Speak up now 
and prove you're not the cowardly 
skunk I've always thought you. I’ve 
called your hand." 

Muttering, cursing, pallid of face. 
Hnwe climbed astride bis horse. Ilis 
comrades followed suit. Certain it ap- 
peared that the sheriff was contend- 
ing with more than fear and wrath. 
Savagely he spurred his horse, and as 

it snorted and leaped lie turned in his 
saddle, shaking his fist. His comrades 
led the way. with their horses clatter- 
ing Into a canter. They disappeared 
through the gate. 

When, later in the day. Madeline and 
Florence, accompanied by Alfred and 
Stillwell, left Don Carlos' ranch it was 
not any too soon for Madeline. The 
Inside of the Mexican’s home was 
more unprepossessing and uncomfort- 
able than the outside. The halls were 
dark, the rooms huge, empty, and 
musty; and there was an air of silence 
und secrecy and mystery about them 
most fitting to the character Florence 
had bestowed upon the place. 

On the other hand, Alfred’s ranch- 
house. where the party halted to spend 
the night, was picturesquely located, 
small and cozy, camplike In the ar- 

rangement, and altogether agreeable 
to Madeline. 

The day’s long ride and the exciting 
events had wearied Iter. She rested 
while Florence and the two men got 
supper. During the meal i. was not 
l,ist upon Madeline that Florence np- 
penred unusually quiet and thoughtful. 
Madeline wondered a little at the 
cause. She remembered that Stewart 
had wanted to come with tl::*m, or de- 
tail a few cowboys to accompany them, 
but Alfred had laughed at the Idea 
and would have none of It. 

After supper Alfred monopolized the 
conversation by describing what lie 
wanted to do to improve bis home be- 
fore he and Florence were married. 

Then at An early hour they ail re- 
tired. 

Madeline's deep slumbers were dis- 
turbed by a pounding upon the wall, 
and then by Florence’s crying out In 
answer to a call. 

"(Jet up: Throw some clothes on 
and come out!" 

It was Alfred's voice. 
“What's the matter?" nske.l Flor- 

ence. as she slipped out of bed. 
"Alfred, is there anything wrong?" 

added Madeline, sitting up. 
The room was dark us pitch, hut a 

faint glow seemed to mark the posi- 
tion of the window. 

"Oh, nothing much," replied Alfred. 
"Only I >on Carlos’ rancho going up in 
smoke." 

"Fire!" cried Florence, sharply. 
"You'll think so when you see It. 

Murry out." 
Florence helped Madeline to dress. 

Then they hurriedly stumbled over 

chairs, and. passing through the dining 
room, went out upon the porch. 

Away to the westward, low down 
along the horizon, she saw leaping red 
flames and wind-swept columns of 
smoke. 

Stillwell appeared greatly per- 
turbed. 

“Al. I’m lookin’ fer that ammunition 
to blow up," he said. "There was 
enough of It to blow the roof off the 
rancho.” 

"Bill, surely the cowboys would get 
that stuff out the f.rst thing," replied 
Alfred, anxiously. 

"1 reckon so. But all the snme. I’m 
worryin'. Mebbe there wasn’t time. 
Supposin’ thet powder went off ns the 

boys was goin' fer It or carry In’ it out! 
We’ll know soon. If the explosion 
doesn’t come quick now we can Agger 
the boys got the boxes out." 

For the next few moments there was 
a silence of sustained .rid painful sus- 
pense. Florence gripped Madeline’s 
arm. Madeline felt a fullness in her 
throat nnd a rapid beating of her 
heart. Presently she was relieved with 
the others when Stillwell declared the 
danger of an explosion needed to he 
feared no longer. 

hu re you can gum me on (iene Stew- 
art," he added. “There! Site's smol- 
derin’ down now. Reckon we-uii might 
Jest ns well turn in again. It's only 
three o'clock." 

Madeline awakened early, but not so 

early as the others, who were up and 
had breakfast ready when she went 
into the dining room. Stillwell was 
not In an amiable frame of mind. The 
furrows of worry lined his broad brow 
and he continually glanced at his 
watch, and growled because the cow- 
boys were so late In riding over with 
the news. He gulped his breakfast, 
and while Madeline and the others ate 
theirs he tramped up and down the 
porch. Madeline noted that Alfred 
grew nervous and restless. Presently 
he left the table to join Stillwell out- 
side. 

“They’ll slope off to Don Carlos’ 
rancho and leave us to ride home 
alone," observed Florence. 

“Do yon mind?” questioned Made- 
line. 

"No, I don't exactly mind; we’ve got 
the fastest horses in his country; hut 
I’ve no hankering for a situation Gene 
Stewart thinks—" 

Florence began disconnectedly, and 
she ended evasively. Madeline did not 
press the point, although she had some 
sense of misgiving. Stillwell tramped 
In, shaking the floor with his huge 

boots; Alfred followed him. 'orrylng a 
field-glass. 

“Not a boss In sight." complained 
Stillwell. "Somethin’ wrong over Don 
Carlos’ way. Miss Majesty. It'll be Jest 
as well fer you an' Flo to hit the home 
trail. We can telephone over an' see 
tiiut the boys know you're coinin'." 

Alfred, standing in the door, swept 
the gray valley with his field-glass. 

"Bill, I see running stock-horses or 
cattle; I can’t make out which. 1 
guess we'd better rustle over there.” 

Both men hurried out. and while the 
horses were being brought up and sad- 
dled Madeline and Florence put away 
the breakfast dishes, then speedily 
donned spurs, sombreros and gaunt- 
lets. 

"Here are the horses ready,” called 
Alfred. “Flo, that black Mexican horse 
is a prince." 

The girls went out in time to hear 
Stillwell's good-by as he mounted and 
spurred away. Alfred went through 
flu* motions of assisting Madeline and 
Florence to mount, which assistance 
they always flouted, and then he, too, 
swung up astride. 

"I guess it's all right." he said, 
rather dubiously. “You really must 
not go over toward Don Carlos'. It's 
only a few miles home.” 

“Sure it's all right. We can ride, 
can't we?" retorted Florence. "1 de- 
clare he and Al were sure rattled." 

Florence dismounted and went Into 
tin* house. She left the door open. 
Madeline had some difficulty in hold- 

“Give Me Your White Sweater. Take 
It Off—and the White Hat; Hurry, 
Madeline.’’ 

lug Majesty. It struck Madeline that 
Florence stayed rather long Indoors. 
Presently she came out with sober face 
ami rather tight Ups. 

“I couldn’t get anybody on the 
'phone. No answer. I tried a dozen 
times." 

"Why, Florence!” Madeline was 
more concerned by the girl s looks than 
by the Information she imparted. 

"The wire's been cut," said Flor- 
ence. Her gray glance swept swiftly 
after Alfred, who was now far out of 
earshot. "I don't like this a little hit. 
Heah’s where I’ve got to ‘Agger,’ as 
Bill says.” 

She pondered a moment, then hur- 
ried Into the house, to return presently 
with the field-glass that Alfred had 
used. With this she took a survey of 
the valley, particularly In the direc- 
tion of Madeline’s ranch-house. This 
was hidden by low, rolling ridges 
which were quite close by. 

"Anyway, nobody In that direction 
can see us leave heah," she mused. 
“There’s mesqulte on the ridges. We’ve 
got cover long enough to save us till 
we can see whut's ahead." 

“Florence, what—what do you ex- 
pect?" asked Madeline, nervously. 

“I don't know. There’s never any 
telling about Greasers. I wish Bill 
and A1 hadn't left us. Still, come to 
tldnk of that, they couldn't Help us 
much In case of a chase. We'd run 
right away from them. Besides, they’d 
shoot. I guess I'm as well satisfied 
that we’ve got the Job **f getting home 
on our own hands. We don't dare 
follow A1 toward Don Carlos’ ranch. 
We know there’s trouble over there. 
So all that's left 1* to hit the trail for 
home. Come, let's ride. You stick 
like a Spanish needle to me." 

A heavy growth of mesqulte cov- 

ered he top of the first ridge, and 
the trail went through it. Florence 
appeared cautious, deliberate, yet she 
lost no time. She was ominously si- 
lent. Madeline’s misgivings took defi- 
nite shape in the fear of vaqueros In 
ambush. 

I pon the ascent of the third r' 
which Madeline remembered was the 
last uneven ground between the point 
she had readied and home. Florence 
exercised even more guarded care in 
advancing. Before she reached the 
top of this ridge she dismounted, 
looped her bridle round a dead snag, 
and, motioning Madeline to wait, she 
slipped ahead through the mesquite out 
of sight. Madeline waited, anxiously 
listening and watching. All of a sud- 
den she saw Majesty's ears were held 
up. Then Florence's face, now strange- 
ly white, showed round the turn of 
the trail. 

'S-s-s-sli!” whispered Florence, 
holding up a warning finger. She 
reached the black horse and petted 
him. evidently to still an uneasiness 
he manifested. “We’re in for It," she 
went on. “A whole bunch of vaqueros 
hiding among the mesquite over the 
ridge! They’ve not seen or beard us 
yet. We’d better risk riding ahead, 
cut off the trail, and bent them to the 
ranch. Madeline, you’re white as 
death! Don’t faint now !** 

“I shall not fuint. Bjt you frighten 
me. Is there danger? Whut shall we 
dor 

“There’s danger. Madeline, I 
wouldn’t deceive you,” went on Flor- 
ence, in earnest w hisper. We should— 
A1 should have listened to Gene! I 
believe—1’m afraid Gene knew 2" 

"Knew what?" asked Madeline. 
"Never mind now. Listen. We 

daren't take the back trail. We’ll go 
on. I’ve a scheme to fool that grin- 
ning Don Carlos. (let down, Madeline 
— hurry I" 

Madeline dismounted. 
“Hive me your white sweater. Take 

it off— And that white hat! Hurry, 
Madeline." She hail divested herself 
of sombrero and Jacket, which she 
held out to Madeline. "Hoah. Take 
these. (live me yours. Then get up 
on the black. I’ll ride Majesty. Rustle 
now, Madeline. This Is no time to 
talk." 

"Rut, dear, why—why do you 
want—? Ah! You're going to make 
the vaqueros take you for me!" 

"You guessed It. Will you—*’ 
"I shall not allow* you to do any- 

thing of the kind." returned Madeline. 
It was then that Florence's face, 

changing, took on the hard, stern 
sharpness so typical of a cowboy’s. 
Madeline had caught glimpses of that 
expression In Alfred’s face, and on 
Stewart's when he was silent, and on 

Stillwell's always. It was a look of 
Iron and lire—unchangeable, unquench- 
able will. There was even much of 
violence in the swift action whereby 
Florence compelled Madeline to the 
change of apparel. 

it u been my Idea, anyhow. If 
Stewart hadn't told me to do it,” said 
Florence, her words as swift as her 
hands. "Don Carlos is after yon—you, 
Miss Madeline Hammond! Hi- wouldn't 
amhush a trail for any one else. He 
wants you for some reason. So Gene 
thought, and now 1 believe hiru. Well, 
we'll know for sure In five minutes. 
You ride the black; III ride Majesty. 
We'll slip around through the brush, 
out of sight and sound, till we cnn 
break out Into the open. Then we'll 
split. You make straight for the ranch. 
I'll cut loose for the valley where Gene 
said positively the cowboys were with 
the cattle. The vnqueros will take 
me for you. They'll chase me. They'll j 
never get anywhere near me. And 
you ii he on u fast horse. He can lake 
you home ahead of any vnqueros. But 
you won't he chased. I'm staking all 
on that. Trust me. Madeline. If it 
were only my calculation, maybe I'd— 
It's because I remember Stewart. 
That cowboy knows things. Come, 
this heah’s the safest and smartest 
way to fool Don Carlos." Madeline 
felt herself more forced than per- 
suaded into acquiescence. She mounted 
the black anil took up the bridle. In* 
another moment she was guiding her 
horse off the trail In the tracks of 
Majesty. Florence led off at right an- 

gles. threading a slow passage through 
the mesquite. She favored sandy 
patches and open aisles between th<> 
trees and was careful not to break a 

branch. Often she stopped to listen. 
This detour of perhaps half a mile 
brought Madeline to where she could 
see open ground, the ranch-house only 
a few miles off, and the cattle dotting 
the valley. She had not lost her cour- 
age. hut It was certain that these fa- 
miliar sights somewhat lightened the 
pressure upon her breast. Excitement 
gripped her. The shill! whistle of a 

horse made both the black and Majesty 
Jump. Florence quickened the gait 
down the slope. Soon Madeline saw 
the edge of the brush, the gray-blenched 
grass and level ground. 

Florence waited at the opoulng be- 
tween the low trees. She gave Made- 
line a quick, bright glance. 

"All over but the ride! That'll sure 
he easy. Bolt now and keep your 
nerve!” 

When Florence wheeled the fiery 
roan and screamed in his ear Madeline 
seemed suddenly to grow lax and help- 
less. The big horse leaped Into thun- 
dering action. Florence's hair streamed 
on the wind anil shone gold in the sun- 
light. Then hoarse shouts undamped 
Madeline's power of movement, and 
she spurred the black Into the open. 

He wanted to run nnd he was swift. 
Madeline loosened the reins—laid them 
loose upon his neck. His action was 
strange to her. He was hard to ride. 
But he was fast, and she cared for 
nothing else. She was running away 
from something; what that was site 
did not know. But she remembered 
Florence, and she wanted to look back, 
yet hated to do so for fear of the 
nameless danger Florence had men- 
tioned. 

Madeline listened for the pounding 
of pursuing hoofs in her rear. Invol- 
untarily she glanced back. On the 
mile or more of gray level between 
her and the ridge there was not n 
horse, a man. or anything living. She 
wheeled to look back on the other 
side, down the valley slope. 

The sight of Florence riding Majesty 
In zigzag flight before a whole troop of 
vaqueros blanched Madeline’s cheek 
and made her grip the pommel of her 
saddle in terror. That strange gait 
of her roan was not his wonderful 
stride. Could Majesty be running 
wild? It flashed over Madeline that 
Florence was putting the horse to 
some such awkward flight as might 
have been expected of an eastern girl 
frightened out of her wits. Madeline 
made sure of this when, after looking 
again, she saw that Florence, in spite 
of the horse’s breaking gait- and tlie 
Irregular course, was drawing slowly 
and surely down the valley. 

Madeline had not lost her head 
to the extent of forgetting her own 
mount and the nature of the ground in 
front. When, presently, she turned 
again to watch Florence, uncertainty 
censed in her mind. The strange fea- 
tures of that race between girl and 
vaqueros were no longer in evidence. 
Majesty was in Ids beautiful? wonder- 
ful stride, low down along the ground, 
stretching, with Ids nose level and 
straight for the valley. Between 1dm 
and the lean horses In pursuit lay an 
ever-increasing space. He was running 
away from the vaqueros. Florence was 
indeed "riding the wind," as Stewart 
had aptly expressed ids idea of flight 
upon the fleet roan. 

A dimness came over Madeline’s 
eyes, and It was not all owing to the 
sting of the wind. She rubbed It away, 
seeing Florence as a flying dot in a 
strange blur. What a daring, intrepid 
girl! This kind of strength—und aye, 
splendid thought for a weaker sister— 
was what the West inculcated In a 
woman. 

The next time Madeline looked back 
Florence was far ahead of her pur- 
suers and going out of sight behind a 
low knoll. Assured of Florence’s safe- 
tjr, Madeline put her mind to her own ; 

ride r.nd the possibilities awaiting at 

the ranch. She remembered the fail- 
ure to get any of her servants or cow- 

boys on the telephone. To be sure, a 

windstorm had once broken the wire. 
But she had little real hope of such 
being the case In this Instance. She 
rode on. pulling the black as she 
neared tin* ranch. 

It was perhaps fortunate for her. 
she thought, that the climb up the 
slope cut the hlaek's speed so she could 
manage him. He was not very hard 
to stop. The moment she dismounted, 
however, he jumped and trotted off. 
At the edge of the slope, faciug the 
corrals, he halted to lift his head and 
shoot up his ears. Then he let out n 

piercing whistle and dashed down the 
lane. 

Madeline, prepared by that warning 
whistle, tried to fortify herself for a 

new and unexpected situation; but as 

she espied an unfumlliar company of 
horsemen rapidly riding down a hollow 
leading from the foothills she felt the 
return of fears gripping at her like 
cold hands, und she tied precipitously 
Into the house. 

CHAPTER XI 

A Band of Guerrilla*. 
Madeline bolted the door, and. flying 

Into tiie kitchen, she told the scared 
servants to shut themselves in. Then 
«lie ran to her own rooms. It was only j 
a matter of a few moments for her to 
clove and bar the heavy shutters, yet 
even ns she was fastening the last one 
in tin* room she used as on office a 

clattering roar of hoofs seemed to 
swell tip to the front <>f the house. She 
caught a glimpse of wild, shaggy 
horses and ragged, dusty men. Sin* 
had Lever seen any vaqueros that re- 
sembled these horsemen. Vaqueros 
had grace ami style; they were fond 
of lace and glitter and fringe; they j dressed their horses in silvered trap- 
pings. Hut the riders now trampling 
into the driveway were uncouth, lean, 
snvugu They were guerrillas, a band 
>f the raiders who had been harassing 
the border since the beginning of the 
revolution. A second glimpse assured 
Madeline that they were not all Mex- j 
icans. 

The presence of outlaws In that 
band brought home t<> Madeline her i 
real danger. She remembered what 
Stillwell had told her about recent out- 
law raids along the Rio Grande. These 
lying hands, operating under the ex- 

citement of the revolution, appeared 
here and there, everywhere, in remote I 
places, and were gone as quickly as 

1 

they came. Mostly they wanted mon- 

f*y and arms, but they would steal any- 
thing, and unprotected women laid suf- 
fered at iheir hands. 

Madeline, hurriedly /oil ere* eg Vw 
securities and the considerable Wot*** 
«lie hud in her desk, ran out, j 

The Presence of Outlaw* in That Bang 
Brought Home to Madeline Her Rea* ! 
Danger. 

and locked the door, crossed the patio 
to the opposite side of the house, and, 
entering again, went down n long cor- 
rldor, trying to decide which of the 
many unused rooms would he best to j 
hide In. And before she made up her 
mind she came to the last room. Just 1 

then a buttering on door or window In 
the direction of the kitchen and shrill j 
screams from the servant women In- ! 
creased Madeline’s alarm. 

"A rude, powerful hand clapped 
round her waist and swung her 
aloft." 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

SHEEP IN CATTLE COUNTRY 

Exception to Their Presence Under 
the Circumstances Was Natural 

to the Beef Producers. 

Then out of a clear sky come the 
smell of sheep; all wss o. k. at first, 
'cause the cowmen figured there was 
plenty of range for everybody, eves 
sheep. But f.oon enough the sheep kept 
getting thicker and their range poorer, 
which sturted the crowding on tht 
cowman's best bits of country. Wit 
James writes In Scribner’s. There 
were a few parleys without the voice 
of tire "smoke wagon" being heard— 
but sheep and sheep herders don’t 
have much respect for words or rules 
or country; so th»y wept at It to start 
spoiling It all; and the cowmen went 
on to finishing wlrat the sheepmen hnd 
started, with the result that mostly 
sheepmen and sheep were missing. 
The government couldn't do much; 
they’d had to pinch about four states. 

The cattlemen won for a spell and 
all was hunky-dory araln, outside of 
tire damage sheep hnd done to the 
range. The dust beds they’d made 
out of the good grassy "benches’’were 
beginning to show signs of life, the 
air was pure as ever and cattle were 
getting fat. The cattlemen were all 
good folks once more and tending ta 
their business In land that was their* 
They were the first to blaze tbe trail 
to It; they made Hint land a big beef- 
producing country. It was tbelr bom* 
and naturally they wouldn't allow 
sheep coming along and leaving noth 
Inf of It but tho bad odor. 

OLD-TIMER CALLS AT WHITE HOUSE 

A car of lOO.'I arrived at the White House the other day, after making 
the trip from Cedar Rapids. Iowa, the driver, A. ScherfT, carrying a message 
from the mayor of Philadelphia to the President. ScherfT has covered 1C 
•lutes and hopes to make all the states before the first of the year, carrying 
messages from the different mayors nnd governors. 

MOTOR TROUBLES 
DUE TO POOR OIL 

“Medium" Lubricator Scorched 
Under Friction and Permitted 

Bearings to Go Dry. 
(By Eli WIN GREER. President Greer Col- 

lege of Automotive Engineering, Chicago ) 
I.et’s take a typical case of the 

pace that kills. Your Eighty-Eight 
rolls out of the salesroom on It's first 

2.000 miles. Of course you drive pret- 
ty slowly on the first five hundred or 
thousand miles, so as not to burn her 
up. You watch the oil gauge and 
when It slides down the scale you stop 
at an oil station. And tiere's where 
you get into trouble. 

"Medium or light oil?” nsks the oil 
man. ‘‘Medium," you say because 
‘‘medium” sounds like a good aver- 

age. And then whatever brand of oil 
that particular station has is poured 
Into your crankcase. 

Then Came Musical Tap-Tap. 
All right. Let's go! Soon ‘‘.'{,(*00” 

clicks Into place on the speedometer, 
so you let her out to discover what the 
big eight can really do. A rough over- 
tone sounds over the sweet purr of 
the motor, hut you're hitting forty- 
five and are too busy to notice it. 
Then comes a hint of labor into the 
drone of the motor and then a musical 
tap-tap. And us you let the accelerator 
spring up from the floorboard the tap 
becomes a whack—and then—you 
have no one to blame hut yourself. 
The $f>0 hill the garage man hands you 
Is the cost of a lesson in "Don't Just 
Say Oil.” 

Here is wnat happened to the inside 
of the motor. It was a beautiful Job 
to start with—Joints cozy and bear- 
ings snug, to start with—but It was 
new metal, and surface ground against 
surface. Tiny filings washed ofT Into 
the oil anil sank to the crankcase. 
Soma of the “medium" oil you pur- 
chased was poor stuff that scorched 
under friction and permitted the 
bearings to go dry. Your car was de- 
signed with broad bearing surfaces of 
narrow clearance, calling for-light oil. 
Medium oil was the same as a fat man 

trying to squeeze through an elevated 
train—neither nre built for the work. 
The bearings got hotter and wore 
away quickly, dropping still more fil- 
ings down Into the oil below. 

Dust came in through the breather 
tubes and the air Intake, carbon be- 
gan to accumulate, and as the motor 
was never aguln given a good clean- 
ing out, there formed in the reservoir 
a sandlike mixture of oil, metal and 
various kinds of grit. And when you 
let her out the motor sent In an emer- 
gency call for more oil and the pump 
obeying flushed the friction surfaces 
with a sickly mush until finally a 
wrist-pin began to shriek. 

Use Best Oil and Greases. 
If only every motorist would keep 

his car supplied with best oil and 
greases adapted to It, 90 per cent of 
motor troubles would disappear. 

Peculiar, too. Isn’t It, when you 
come to think about It? Here you go 
and put half a year's Income luto a 
car and then neglect to give It the 
proper lubrication. Gosh, It's the em- 
bodiment of every principle known to 
mechanics, from high tension to hy- 
draulics; It’s the peak of standard 
perfection. With real care the normal 
life of a motor car Is from fifty to a 
hundred thousand miles and it may 
he much longer than that. But at ten 
thousand miles It has reached the 
dangerous age and will begin to sow 
It's wild oats If it is not carefully 
wutched. At twenty thousand It Is 
rapidly sinking into senile debility. 
Man, you can't break the command- 
ments und stuy young, not without a 
lot of expensive repairs, anyhow. 

So use .the best oil there Is—It’s the 
cheapest In the long run. 

CROSSING RAILROAD TRACKS 
8pe*ding Up and Coasting Is Danger- 

ous Even if Clear View Is 
Had From Road. 

Crossing railroad tracks bv speed- 
lng up and coasting is dangerous, even 
If u clear view of the track is had 
from the road. The crossing may be I 
rougher than it looks, or there may 
J>e more of an upgrade than appears 
at first glance and the momentum of 
the car can be quickly dissipated. 

It Would Be Handy. 
To solve the problem of starting off 

uphill, when two feet have to work 
clutch, brake and accelerator. It has 
been suggested that the emergency 
brake be combined with the gear-shift 
lever, so that by gripping the handle 
the car could be held In check until 
the clutch la engaged. 

Inspect ten of Lights. 
The lights of a car should be care- 

folly Inspected after an acddent to 
■ee that they are properly focuaed 
and pointing directly. 

LEGITIMATE USE OF CHAINS 

Many Drivers Find Ways of Overdoing 
Things and Get in Habit of 

Driving Too Fast. 

Chains have their legitimate use, 
but ns usual drivers find ways of over- 
coming It. The latest Is the habit of 
driving too fast. Even the chain man- 
ufacturers don’t advertise that their 
articles will guarantee motorists 
against accidents, blit drivers seem to 
have a notion tiiat the chains Justify 
greater speed. As a matter of fact, 
the chains simply make the normyl 
speed of the car for wet weather safe. 
If 15 to 20 miles an hour is the limit 
for wet weather driving the chains will 
make this speed practically safe. But 
if the driver dips off 30 miles per 
hour or over he must remember that 
In event of need for a quick stop con 
dltlons are about the same as though 
he were caught going 20 miles per hour 
without chain protection. Too much 
confidence In chains is like getting 
cureless with the gasoline Just because 
there’s a Are extinguisher In the car. 

DEVICE TO AVOID SKIDDING 

Simple and Inexpensive to Manufac- 
ture and Prevents Detachment 

of Chain*. 
_ 

The .Scientific American In Illustrat- 
ing and describing anti-skid device, 
the Invention of C. F. A. Nuebllng of 
Hewlett, L. I., N. Y., says: 

An object of the Invention Is to pro- 
vide a construction In which accident- 
al detachment of the cross chains 

| Anti-Skid 0«vic«. 

from the side chains will be prevent- 
ed. Another object Is to provide a 
connection between the side and cross 
chains by » >ans of which said chains 
may be readily detached from each 
other. The device is simple and Inex- 
pensive to manufacture. 

STEP ON STARTER IF CAUGHT 
Few Motorists Realize What a 8ource 

of Emergency Power Electric 
Device Can Ba. 

Few motorists realize what a source 
of emergency power un electric starter- 
motor can be. 

When caught on railroad tracks with 
a stalled motor the thing to do is to 
place the gears in '‘second’* and step 
on the starter. The car will move ofl* 
the tracks slowly but surely, and In 
hnlf the time that would be required 
to crank the motor. Some starters 
make so much noise that a train 
couldn’t be heard approaching while 
the motor is being cranked. 

A practice of relying on the starter- 
motor, of course, Is a good way to- 
get acquainted with the repair shops, 
but it Is assumed that stalling on rail- 
road crossings is not a habit. Many 
abuses of the car are Justifiable In 
an emergency; the point Is to know 
what ones can be relied upon as life- 
savers. 

MJTOMMBOILE 

There are about 12,000,000 automo- 
biles In the world, and about 10,000,01*0 
of them lu the United States. 

• • • 

An automobile piloting device baa 
been Invented by a former army offi- 
cer to guide small balloon* used to 
distribute advertising matter as they 
sail across country. 

• • • 

A New Orleans Inventor's gasoline 
economiser for low priced automo- 
biles la featured by a bar of copper 
that Is expanded by the engine beat 
to control the flow of fuel. 

» • 

Automobile tourist travel across the 
United States la heaviest over the cen- 
tral routes, namely, the Lincoln high- 
way, the National Old Trail* road and 
the Yellowstone f.rall. 

• • • 

The gasoline consumption for motor 
vehicles In 1921 was 4.500.000.000 gal- 
lons. In 1922. 5.900,000.000 gallons. 

• • '• 
In recent tests of the various gases 

for filling car tires. It was found that 
nitrogen will keep a tire Inflated. 

To avoid the possibility s4 the stop- 
page of the flow of fuel to the car- 
buretor float chamber, remove all 
the water and sediment that may have 
collected during the pant months af 
aarvlia. 


