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AN UNKNOWN VOICE 

SYNOPSIS.—Arriving at the lone- 
ly little railroad station at El Ca- 
jon, New Mexico, Madeline Ham- 
mond, New York society girl, finds 
no on# to meet her. While in the 
waiting room, a drunken cowboy 
enters, asks if site 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 a Mexican is killed. 
The cowboys lets a girl, Bonita, 
take Ids horse and escape, then 
conducts Madeline to Florence 
Kingsley, friend of her brother. 
Florence welcomes her. learns her 
story, and dismisses the cowboy, 
(lene Stewurt. Next day Alfred 
Hammond, Madeline's brother, 
takes Stewart to task. Madeline 
exonerates him of any wrong In- 
tent. Alfred, scion of a wealthy 
family, had been dismissed from 
his home because of his 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, one 
of Stillwell's cowboys, has dlsan- 
peared, with some of Stillwell's 
money. His friends link his name 
with the girl Bonita. Madeline gets 
a glimpse of lffe on a western 
ran.li. Stewart sends Madeline Ids 
horse Majesty. She buys out Still- 
well and "Her Majesty's .Uuncho” 
becomes famous. She finds her life 
work under “The Light of Western 
Stars." Learning Stewart had 
been hurt In a brawl at Chlricahua, 
Madeline visits him and persuades 
h m to come to the ranch as the 
toss of her cowboys. Jim Nels. 
Nick Steele and "Monty" Price are 
Madeline's chief riders. They have 
a feud with Don Carlos’ vaqueros. 
who are really guerrillas. Made- 
line makes Stewart promise that 
peace Is kept. They raid Don Car- 
los' ranch for contraband arms. 
Madeline and Florence, returning 
home from Alfred's ranch, run Into 
an ambush of vaqueros. Florence 
decoys them away, ami Madeline 
g.'ts home safely. 

CHAPTER XI— Continued. 

She entered the Inst room. There 
was no lock or bar upon the door. But 
the room was large and dark, and It 
was half full of bales of alfalfa hay. 
I'rolmbly It was the safest place In 
the house; at least time would be nec- 
essary to find any one hidden there. 
She dropped her valuables In a dark 
corner and covered them with loose 
hay. That done, she felt her way down 
|p nnVrow aisle between the piled-up 
Tialcs and presently crouched In a 
niche. 

With the necessity of action over for 
the immediate present, Madeline be- 
came conscious that she was quivering 
and almost breathless. Iler skin felt 
tight and cold. There was a weight 
on her chest; her mouth was dry, and 
she had a strange tendency to swallow. 
Hull sounds came from parts of the 
house remote from her. In the inter- 
Mils of silence between those sounds 
she heard the squeaking and rustling 
of mi.-e in the hay. A mouse ran over 
her hand. 

She listened, waiting, hoping, yet. 
dreading to hear the clattering ui>- 
proach of her cowboys. There would 
he lighting—blood—men Injured, per- 
haps killed. Kven the thought of vio- 
lence of any kind hurt her. But per 
haps the guerrillas would run In time 
to avoid a clash with her men. She 
hoped for that, prayed for It. Through 
her mind flitted what she knew of 
Nels, of Monty, of Nick Steele; and 
she experienced a sensation that left 
her somewhat chilled and sick. Then 
she thought of the dark-browed, llre- 
eyeil Stewart. She felt a thrill drive 
away the cold nausea. And her excite- 
ment augmented. 

Waiting, listening Increased all her 
emotions. Nothing appeared to be 
happening. Yet hours seemed to pass 
while she crouched there. Had Flor- 
ence boon overtaken? Could any of 
those lean horses outrun Majesty? 
She doubted It; she knew It could not 
he true. Nevertheless, the strain of 
uncertainty was torturing. 

Suddenly the hnng of tlic corridor 
door pierced her through and through 
with tiie dread of uncertainty. Some 
«>f the guerrillas Imd entered the east 
wing of the house. She heard n babel 
of .Jabbering voices, the shuffling of 

oots and clinking of spurs, the slam- 
ming of doors and ransacking of 
rooms. 

Madeline lost faith in her hiding 
l'lnce. Moreover, she found it Impos- 
sible to take the chance. The Idea of 
1 eing caught In that dark room by i 
those rufflans filled her with horror. 
She must get out Into the light. Swift- 
ly she rose and went to the window. 
It was rather more of n door than 
" Inflow, being a large nperture closed 
liy two wooden doors on hinges. The 
Iron book yielded readily to her grasp, 
«I’d one door stuck fast, while the 
other opened a few inches. She looked 
out upon a green slope covered with 
flowers nnd bunches of sage und 
bushes. Neither man nor horse showed 
in the narrow field of her vision. She 
believed she would be safer hidden 
out there In the shrubbery than In 
the house. The Jump from the win- 
dow would be easy for her. 

She pulled nt the door. It did not 
budge. It hod cuught at the bottom. 
Tuning with all her might proved to 
he In \nln. Pausing, with palms hot 
nnd bruised, she heurd a louder, closer 
approach of the Invaders of her home. 
Fear, wrath, and Impotence contested 
for supremacy over her and drove her 
to desperation. She was alone here, 
Mud she must rely on herself. And us 
she strained every muscle to move 
that, obstinate door nnd heard the 
quick, harsh voices of men nnd the 
sounds of a hurried search she sud- 
denly felt sure that they were hunting 
for her. She knew It. She did not 
wonder at It. But she wondered If, 

she were really Madeline llaimnond. 
and if it were possible tlint brutal men 
would harm her. Then the tramping 
of heavy feet on the floor of the ad- 
joining room lent her the Inst strength 
of fear. rushing with hands and 
shoulders, she moved the door far 
enough to permit the passage of her 
body. Then she stepped upon the 
sill ami slipped through the aperture. 
She suw no one. Lightly she Jumped 
down and ran In among the bushes. 
Hut these did not nfford her the cover 
she needed. She stole from one clump 
to another, finding too late that she 
had chosen with poor Judgment. The 
position of the hushes had drawn her 
closer to the front of the house rather 
thnn away from It, and Just before her 
were horses, and beyond a group of 
excited men. With her heart In her 
throat Madeline crouched down. 

A shrill yell, followed by running nnd 
mounting guerrillas, roused her hope. 
They had sighted the cowboys and were 
In flight. Itapid thumping of boots on 
the porch told of men hurrying from 
the house. Several horses dashed past 
her, not ten feet distant. One rider 
saw her, for he turned to shout back. 
This drove Madeline Into a panic. 
Hardly knowing what she did, she be- 
gan to run awuy from the house. Her 
feet seemed leaden. She felt the same 
horrible powerlessness that sometimes 
came over her when she dreamed of 
being pursued. Horses with shouting 
riders streaked past her In the shrub- 
bery. ^There was a thunder of hoofs 
behind her. She turned aside, but the 
thundering grew nearer. She was be- 
ing run down. 

As Madeline shut her eyes and, stag- 
gering, was ubout to fall, apparently 
right under pounding hoofs, n rude, 
powerful hand clapped round her 
waist, clutched deep and strong, and 
swung her aloft. She felt a heavy 
blow when the shoulder of the horse 
struck her, and then a wrenching of 
her arm ns she was dragged up. A 
sudden blighting pain made sight and 
feeling fade from her. 

nut sue am not necome unconscious 
to the extent that she lost the sense 
of being rapidly borne away. She 
seemed to hold that for a long time. 
When her faculties began to return the 
motion of the horse was no longer vio- 
lent. For n few moments she could 
not determine her position. Apparently 
she was upside down. Then she saw 
that she was facing the ground, and 
must be lying across a saddle with 
her head hanging down. She could 
not move n hand; she could not tel! 
where her hands were. Then she felt 
the touch of soft leather. She saw a 

high-topped Mexican boot, wearing a 

huge silver spur, and the reeking flank 
and legs of a horse, and a dusty, nar- 
row trail. Soon a kind of red darkness 
veiled her eyes, her head swam, ami 
she felt motion and pain only dully. 

After what seemed a thousand weary 
hours some one lifted her from the 
horse and laid her upon the ground, 
where, gradually, as the blood left her 
head and she could see, she began to 
get the right relation of things. 

She lay In a spnrse grove of firs, and 
the shadows told of lute afternoon. 
She smelled wood smoke, and she 
heard the sharp crunch of horses’ teeth 
nipping grass. Voices caused her to 
turn her face. A group of men stood 
and sat round a cairptlre eating like 
wolves. The looks of her captors made 
Madeline close her eyes, and the fasci- 
nation, the fear they roused In her 
made her open them again. Mostly 
they wero thln-bodied, thin-bearded 
Mexicans, black and haggard and 
starved. Whatever they might he, they 
surely were hunger-stricken and 
squalid. Not one had n coat. A few 
had scarfs. Some wore belts In which 
were scattered cartridges. Only a few 
had guns, and these were of diverse 
patterns. Madeline could see no 

packs, no blankets, and only a few 
cooking utensils, all battered and 
blackened. Her eyes fastened upon 
men she believed were white men; but 
It was from their features and not their 
color that she Judged. Once she had 
seen u band of nomud robbers in the 
Sahara, and somehow was reminded 
of them by this motley outlaw troop. 

They divided attention between the 
satisfying of rnvenous appetites and a 

vigilant watching down the forest 
aisles. They expected some one, Made- 
line thought, and, manifestly, If It were 
a pursuing posse, they did uot show 
anxiety. She could not understand 
more than a word here and there that 
they had uttered. Presently, however, 
the name of Don Carlos revived keen 
curiosity In her and realization of her 
situation, and then once more dread 
possessed her breast. 

a low exciamauon ana n sweep or 
i arm from one of the guerrillas caused 
the whole hand to wheel and concen- 
trate their attention In the opposite 
direction. They hearu something. They 
saw some one. Grimy hands sought 
weapons, and then every man stiffened. 
Madeline saw what hunted men looked 
like at the moment of discovery, and 
the sight was terrible. She closed her 
eyes, sick with what She saw, fearful 
of the moment when the guns would 
leap out. 

There were muttered curses, a short 
period of silence followed by whisper- 
ings, nnd then a clear voice rang out, 
"El Cnpltan!" 

A strong shock vibrated through 
Madeline, and her eyelids swept open. 
Instantly she associated the name El 
Capltan with Stewart and experienced 
a sensation of strange regret. It was 

not pursuit or rescue she thought of 
then, but deuth. These men would kill 
Stewart. But surely he had not come 

alone. She heard the slow, heavy 
thump of hoofs. Soon Into the wide 
aisle between the trees moved the form 
of a mat), arms flung high over his 
bead. Then Madeline saw the horse, 
and she recognized Majesty, and she 
knew It was really Stewart who rode 
the roun. When doubt was no longer 

possible she felt si suffocating sense of 
gladness and fear and wonder. 

Many of the guerrillas leaped up 
with drawn weapons. Still Stewart 
approached with his hands high, and 
he rode right into the campfire circle. 
Then a guerrilla, evidently the chief, 
waved down the threatening men and 
strode up to Stewart. lie greeted him. 
There was amaze and pleasure and 
•espoct In the greeting. Madeline could 
tell that, though she did not know 
what was said. At the moment Stew- 
nrt appeared to her as cool and care- 
less as If he were dismounting at her 
porch steps. But when lie got down 
she saw that his face was white. He 
shook hands with the guerrilla, mid 
then ids glittering eyes roved over the 
men and around the glade until they 
rested upon Madeline. Without mov- 
ing from Ills tracks lie seemed to leap, 
ns if a powerful current had shocked 
bln.. Madeline tried to smile to assure 
him she was alive and well; but the 
Intent In his eyes, the power of his con- 
trolled spirit telling her of her peril 
and his, froze the smile on her Ups. 

With that lie faced the chief and 
spoke rapidly in the Mexican jargon 
Madeline lmd always found so dllllcult 
iw iriiiiMHit*. m* cmei uuswureu, 

spreading wide Ids hands, one of which 
indicated Madeline as she lay there. 
Stewart drew the fellow a little aside 
and said something for his ear alone. 
The chief's hands swept up In a ges- 
ture of surprise and acquiescence. 
Again Stewart spoke swiftly. Ills 
hearer then turned to address the band. 
Madeline caught the words “Don 
Carlos" and "pesos." There was a 
brief muttering protest which the chief 
thundered down. Madeline guessed 
her release had been given by this 
guerrilla and bought from the others 
of the hand. 

Stewart strode to her side, leading 
the roan. Mnjesty reared and snorted 
when he saw his mistress prostrate. 
Stewart knelt, still holding the bridle. 

“Are you all right?" he asked. 
“I think so,” she replied, essaying h 

laugh that was rather a failure. “My 
feet are tied.” 

Dark blood blotted out all the white 
from ills face, and lightning shot from 
his eyes. She felt liis hands, like steel 
tongs, loosening the bonds round her 

gs,2s/- 
Grimy Hands Sought Weapons, and 

Then Every Man Stiffened. 

anklets. Without a word he lifted her 
uprljAit and then upon Majesty. Made- 
line Reeled a little In the saddle, held 
hat d to the pommel with one hand, and 
tried 1 to lenn on Stewart’s shoulder 
with the other. 

"Don’t give up," he said. 
She saw 1dm gaze furtively Into the 

forest on all sides. And It surprised 
her to see the guerrillus riding away. 
Putting the two facts together, Made- 
line formed an idea that neither Stew- 
art nor the others desired to meet with 
some one evidently due shortly in the 
glade. Stewart guided the roan off to 
the right and walked beside Madeline, 
steadying her In the saddle. At first 
Madeline was so wcuk and dizzy that 
she could scarcely retain her sent. 
The dizziness left her presently, and 
then she mude on effort to ride with- 
out help. Her weakness, however, and 
a pain In her wrenched arm mode the 
task laborsome. 

Stewart had struck off the trail, if 
there were one, and was keeping to 
denser parts of the forest. Majesty’s 
hoofs made no sound on the soft 
ground, and Stewart strode on without 
speaking. Neither his hurry nor vigil- 
ance relaxed until at least two miles 
had been covered. The soft ground 
gave place to bare, rocky soil. The 
horse snorted and tossed his head. A 
sound of splashing water broke the si- 
lence. The hollow opened Into a wider 
one through which a little brook mur- 
mured Its way over the stones. Maj- 
esty snorted again and stopped and 
bent Ills head. 

“He wants a drink,” said Madeline. 
‘Tin thirsty, too, and very tired.*' 

Stewart lifted her out of the sad- 
dle, and as their hands parted she 
felt something moist ami warm. Wood 
was running down her arm and Into 
the palm of her hand. 

•Tm—bleeding," she said, a little 
unsteadily. "Oh, 1 remember. My arm 
was hurt." 

She held It out, the blood making 
her conscious of her weakness. Stew- 
art’s Angers felt so Arm and sure. 

Swiftly he ripped the wet sleeve. Her 
forearm had been cut or scratched. 
He washed off the blood. 

"Why, Stewart, It’s nothing. 1 was 

only a little nervous. I guess that’s 
the first time I ever saw my own 
blood." 

lie made no reply as he tore her 
handkerchief lnt<* strips and bound her 

nrm. Ills swift motions and his silence 
gave her a hint of how he might meet 
a more serious emergency. She felt 
safe. And because of that Impression, 
when he lifted Ills head and she saw 
that he was pale and shaking, she was 
surprised, lie stood before her folding 
bis scarf, which was still wet, and 
from which he made no effort to re- 

move the red stains. 
"Miss Hammond," he said, hoarsely, 

"it was a man's hands—a Greaser's iin 
gernalis— that cut your arm. I know 
who he was. I could hove killed him. 
Hut I mightn’t have got your freedom. 
You understand? I didn't dare." 

Madeline gazed at Stewart, as- 
tounded more by his speech than ills 
excessive emotion. 

“My dear boy!” she exclaimed. And 
then she paused. Site could not find 
words. 

He was making an apology to her 
for not killing o man who had laid a 

rough hand upon her person. He was 
ashamed and seemed to be In a tor- 
ture that she would not understand 
why he had not killed the man. There 
seemed to be something of passionate 
scorn in him that lie had not been able 
to avenge her as well as free her. 

“Stewart, I understand. You were 
being my kind of cowboy. I thank 
you." 

But she did not understand so much 
as she Implied. She had heard many 
stories of this man’s cool Indifference 
to peril and death. lie had always 
seemed ns hard ns granite. Why 
should the sight of a little blood upon 
her arm pale his cheek and shake his 
hand and thicken his voice? What 
was there In his nature to make him 
Implore her to see the only reason he 
could not kill an outlaw? The answer 
to the first question was that he loved 
her. It was beyond her to answer the 
second. But the secret of It lay In 
the same strength from which his love 
sprang—an Intensity of feeling which 
seemed characteristic of these western 
men of simple, lonely, elemental lives. 
All at once over Madeline rushed a 
tide of realization of how greatly It 
was possible for such a man as Stewart 
to love her. The thought came to her In 
all its singular power. All her eastern 
lovers who had the graces that made 
them her equals In the sight of the world 
were without the only gr< at essential 
that a lonely, hard life had given to 
Stewart. Nature here struck a just 
balance. Something deep and dim In 
the future, an unknown voice, called 
to Madeline and disturbed her. And 
because It was not a voice to her In- 
telligence she deadened the eats of 
her warm and throbbing life and de- 
cided never to listen. 

“Is It safe to rest a little?" she 
asked. “I am so tired. Perhaps I'll 
bo stronger if I rest." 

“We’re all right now," he said. “1 
can get you home by midnight. They’ll 
be some worried down there." 

“What happened?" 
"Nothing much to any one but you. 

That’s the—the hard luck of It. Flor- 
ence caught us out on the slope. We 
were returning from the tire. We 
were dead beat. But we got to the 
ranch before any damage was done. 
We sure had trouble in finding a trace 
of you. Nick spotted the prints of 
your heels under the window. And 
then we knew. I had to fight the boys. 
If they'd come after you we’d never 
have gotten you without a fight. 1 
didn’t want that. I had to rope Monty. 
Honest, I tied him to the porch. Nels 
and Nick promised to stay and hold 
him till morning. That was the best 
I could do. 1 was sure lucky to come 
up with the band so soon. I had fig- 
ured right. I knew that guerrilla chief. 
He’s a bandit In Mexico. It's a busi- 
ness with him. But he fought for 
Madero, and I was with him a good 
deal. He may be a Greaser, but he’s 
white.” 

‘‘How did you effect my release?" 
“I offered them money. That’s what 

the rebels all wont. They need money. 
They’re a lot of poor, hungry devils.” 

"I gathered that you offered to pay 
ransom. How much?" 

‘‘Two thousand dollars Mex. I gave 
my word. I’ll have to take the money. 
I told them when and where I’d meet 
them." 

‘‘Certainly. I’m glad I’ve got the 
money.” Madeline laughed. “What a 

strange thing to happen to me! I 
wonder what dad would say to that 7 
Stewart, I’m afraid he’d say two thou- 
sand dollars Is more than I’m worth. 
But tell me. That rebel chieftain did 
not demand money?" 

“No. The money is for his men. 
We were comrades before Juarez. One 
day I drngged him out of a ditch. I 
reminded him. Then I—I told him 
something I—I thought—" 

“Stewart, I know from the way he 

looked nt me that you spoke of me. I 
heard Don Carlos’ name several times. 
That Interests me. What have Don 
Carlos and his vaqueros to do with 
this?" 

"That Orenser has all to do with It," 
replied Stewart, grimly. “He burned 
Ids ranch and corrals to keep us from 

getting them. But he also did It to 
draw all the hoys away from your 
home. They had a deep plot, all right. 
I left orders for some one to stay with 
you. But Al and Stillwell, who're both 
hot-headed, rode off this morning. 
Then the guerrillas came down.” 

"Well, what was the Idea—the plot 
—ns you call It?" 

“To get you,” he said, bluntly. 
“Me! Stewart, you do not mean my 

capture—whatever you call It—was 
anything more than mere accident?” 

“I do mean that. But Stillwell and 
your brother think the guerrillas want- 
ed money and arms, and they just hap- 
pened to make off with you because 
you ran under a horse’s nose." 

"You do not incline to that point of 
view?" 

non r. Neither does Nets nor nick 
Steele. And we know Don Cnrlos and 
llie Greasers. Look how the vnquoros 
chased Flo for you !” 

“What do you think, then?" 
“I'd rather not say. Once I heard 

Nels say he'd seen the Greaser look at 

you, and if he ever saw him do It 
again he’d shoot him." 

“Why, Stewart, that is ridiculous. 
To shoot a man for looking at a wom- 
an! This is a civilized country." 

“Well, maybe it would he ridiculous 
In a civilized country. There’s some 

things about civilization I don’t care 
for.” 

“What, for Instance?" 
“For one thing, I can’t stand for the 

way men lot other men treat women.” 
“But, Stewart, this is strange talk 

from you, who, that night I came—” 
She broke off, sorry that she had 

spoken. IBs shame was not pleasant 
to see. Suddenly he lifted his head, 
and she felt scorched by flaming eyes. 

"Suppose I was drunk. Suppose I 
had met some ordinary glrL Suppose 
1 had really made her marry aie. Don’t 
you think I would have stopped being 
a drunkard und have been good to 
her?" 

“Stewart, I do not know what to 
think about you," replied Madeline. 

Then followed a Short silence. Made- 
line saw the last bright rays of the set- 

ting sun glide up over a distant crag. 
Stewart rebridled the horse and looked 
at the saddle-girths. 

“I got off the trail. About Don Car- 
los I’ll say right out. not what Nels 
and Nick think, but what I know. Don 
Carlos hoped to make off with you for 
himself, the same as If you had 
been a poor peon slave-girl down in 
Sonora. Maybe he had a deeper plot 
than my rebel friend told me. Maybe 
he even went so far ns to hope for 
American troops to chase him. The 
rebels are trying to stir up the United 
States. They’d welcome Intervention. 
But, however that may be, the Greaser 
meant evil to you, und has meant it 
ever since he saw you first. That's 
nil." 

“Stewart, you have done me and my 
family a service we can never hope to 

repay.” 
■ ~ 1 -■ 

“She fell asleep with her htad 
on Stewart's breast.” 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

The Flapper on Art. 
The Woman stood at the far e nd of n 

certain corridor In the Art Institute, 
feasting her soul on the peact, beauty 
and symmetry of the Veuus t'U Milo. 
Her solitude was broken by tbt click of 
brisk heels on the marble Hoof. Look- 
ing back, she perceived a com*' f young 
girl hastening toward the staf* ». Upon 
arrival the flapper viewed the master 

piece with an appraising glance; then 
looking toward the Woman she re- 

marked laconically: "The Venus was 
some round-shouldered, wasn’t she?" 
And, turning, she departed at the same 

rapid rote at which she had arrived.— 
Chicago Journal. 

"Grocery” Stores. 
Webster’s dictionary gives ns one of 

the meanings of the word "grocery" In 
the United Stntes n "retail grocer’s 
store." It Is quite correct to use It In 
tills sense and to plurnlize it, so ns to 
make it unnecessary to say "grocery 
stores," Just as we have "bakeries," 
etc. 

Nigerian Cradles. 
The women of Nigeria carry their 

new-born buhies in calabash shells. 

SNAKE MAKES VALUABLE MOUSER 
a.- 

Boa-Constrictor Takes Place of House 

Cat in Some Mexican Households, 
and Does Well. 

In Sinnlon, on the west const of Mex- 
ico, la the old town of Mnzntlnn. which, 
because of Us position ns a port of en- 

try. has an Interesting history of vnrl 
ms and numerous bombardments which 
took place during the never-ending rev- 

olutions in Mexico. 
“Mazatlan.” translated, means the 

“place of the deer." It could well l>e 
called "the place of the parrot." For 
these beautiful birds are sold along 
the sidewalk by peddlers. On the 
swinging doors of the hotel—If one 

can dignify the lodging house with 
such a name—Is Invariably seen a 

grave parrot, sitting, like a magistrate, 
and passlngjudgment on the passers-by. 

But this Is not the only representa- 
tive of the nnlnml kingdom In the hos- 
telry. For It boasts of a 10-fool bon 
constrictor, which hangs lastly from 

the celling or Is curled up In n corner. 
Mere the boa constrictor Is the mouser. 
The Mexicans use it with great success 
In the place of the ordinary house cat.. 
And it is no more dangerous than 
pussy herself. The snakes ore faithful 
In their work and take the entire re- 
sponsibility themselves of killing off 
rats. For If cat Is found In their te** 
rltory they take the precaution of re- 
moving any rivals In their art by Aral 
eating the cat. 

Happy. 
“They get along beautifully, don't 

they Y* 
“Yes. They ore the hnpplest mar- 

ried people I know of. They enn even 
play bridge whist together without 
arguing." 

The animals of the greatest sociabil- 
ity are the animals of the higher 
Intelligence. 

IMPROVED UNIFORM INTERNATIONAL 

SiindaySchool 
f LessonT 

(By REV. p. B KITZ WATER, D. D 
Teacher of English Bible In the Moody 
Bible Institute of Chicago.) 

<©. 19*3. Western Newspaper Union.) 

LESSON FOR OCTOBER 28 

SOME MISSIONARY TEACHINGS OF 
THE PROPHETS 

LESSON TEXT—Isa. 60:1-3; Jonah 
4:10-11; Micnh 4:1-3; Zeph. 3:9. 

GOLDEN TEXT—"The Gentiles shall 
come to thy light, and kings to the 
brightness of thy rising."—Isa. 60:3. 

PRIMARY TOPIC—The Story of 
Jonah. 

JUNIOR TOPIC—Gods Love for All 
1 

Nations. 
INTERMEDIATE AND SENIOR TOP- I 

*c—The Prophets as Missionaries. 
YOUNG PEOPLE AND ADULT TOPIC 

—The Missionary Message of the 
Prophets. 

Perhaps the best way to teach this, 
lesson will be to note the message of 
the individual prophets. 

1. The Message of Isaiah (Isa. 
00:1-3). 

1- Its Central Fact (v. 1). Israel's 
light, her Redeemer, hus come. The 
primary meaning of this is not the in- 
carnation of the Redeemer, but llis 
manifestation in glory and power as 
He comes back to this earth to reign 
as Israel’s King. Tills glorious fact 
is presented under the tigure of a 
bright sunrising. It will be a glorious 
morning without clouds dawning upon 
a durk world. 

2. The Ringing Summons (v. 1). 
Messiah himself culls Israel to arouse 
herself from her long sleep of in- 
difference and shine forth in the glory 
of her glorious king. 

3. The Darkened Earth (v. 2). In 
spite of uil the progress of the urts 
uud sciences spiritual darkness- 
blindness touching spiritual things— 
hus settled down upon the earth. It 
will be peculiurly gross in the last 
days. It can only be dispelled by the 
glorious appearing of the Lord. 

4. The Blessed Result (v. 3). The 
Gentile nation shull come into the 
light, being attracted to Zion by the 
appearing of the Lord. In the midst 
of such darkness the sudden appear- 
ing of the light shull attract the na- 
tions and draw them to Jerusalem. 

II. The Message of Jonah (Jonah 
4:10, 11). 

Jonah was commanded by the Lord 
to go to the wicked city Nineveh and 
proclaim its destruction in forty days, 
lie started in the opposite direction in 
order to escape this unpleasant tusk. 
A storm came up and the superstitious 
sailors threw him overboard. lie was 
swallowed by a great fish and after 
three days and nights was cast upon 
the shore. Having learned the needed 
lesson he went to Nineveh and 
preached with such earnestness that 
the whole city repented. The mercy 
shown by the Lord in sparing this 
wicked city so angered Jonah that he 
went out the city and Improvised 
a shelter where he could see whether 
God would really destroy Nineveh. To 
protect the prophet, God made a 
gourd to quickly spring up and throw 
a shade over him. When the gourd 
died and left Jonah exposed to the 
burning sun he prayed for death. The 
particular message of Jonah is that 
God is great in mercy to all the na- 
tions when they penitently turn unto 
Him from their sins. 

III. The Message of Micah (Mlcah 
4: 1-3). 

In tills message the prophet portrays 
the blessings of the Messiah's king- 
dom in the last days. Three things 
are predicted: 

1. The Supremacy of His Kingdom 
(v. 1). It shall be#exnlted above all 
the kingdoms of the earth. Its glory 
shall attract the people from afar. 

2. The Extent of It (v. 2). Many 
nations shall come with the urgent re- 

quest that others uccompony them. 
The kingdom of Messiah shall be uni- 
versal, It shall extend from sea to sea 
and from the river to the ends of the 
eurth. 

3. It Shall Bring Peace (v. 3). En- 
mity will then be taken from men's 
hearts and they will love each other. 
When their hearts are changed they 
will no longer wage war against euch 
other, they will even destroy their 
Implements of warfare. War will con- 
tinue till men’s hearts are regener- 
ated. The way to get wars to cease 
Is to get men to love Jesus Christ. 

IV. The Message of Zephaniah 
tZeph. 3*9). 

Zephaniah declares that following 
the Judgment upon the nations God 
will turn the people from their Im- 
pure speech so that they may call upon 
111m. He declures that God’s will is 
that all nations turn from their filthy 
conversation and cull upon Him. He 
desires that all nations should come 
unto Him. 

Must Think of Others. 
Of course we know what Christ's 

yoke Is. When He was here upon 
earth In the llesh, all the troubles and 
needs of men He took upon Uls own 
shoulders. Christ yoked Himself to 
the sorrows of mankind. Wherever a 
nmn was found who had trouble, 
whether he was crippled or blind or 
a lepor, or a man anxious about his 
dying daughter, or a mother following 
her dead son to the grave, or In 
smaller matters ns when some men 
had Ashed all night and caught noth 
lng. always Christ entered Into the 
case with sympathy and helpfulness. 
And If we are to tuke up Christ’s 
burden and wear Ills yoke, we must 
get out of ourselves and think of 
others, try to lift our brethren up 
toward God. and help every sad heart 
toward the light. 

God’s Medicine. 
Mirth Is God's medicine. Everybody 

ought to bathe In It. Grim care, 
inuroseness. anxiety—all this rust of 
life ought to be scoured off by the oil 
of ndrth. It Is better than emery. 
Every man ought to rub himself with 
It.—Beecher. 

Truest Wisdom. 
A loving heart Is the truest wisdom, 

—Dickens. 
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CHARLES NORMAN S LIBRARY. 

Billie Brownie had gone again to 
call on Charles Norman. Charles Nor- 
man was now about a year old—well, 
he was a little more than a year old, 
and strange as It may seem he W’as 

collecting books. 
“I’m going to have a big library,” ha 

told Billie Brownie. "Of course, I 
won't bother about reading now, and 
then I’ll have to be read to before I’ll 
read to myself. At present I’m too 
busy with other matters.” 

"What other matter*?" Billie 
Brownie inquired. 

"Well, I’m interested In drinks of 
water and drinks of milk and rides iQ 
my carriage and in sweet sleep and 
sunshine and out-of-doors and my 
mother's society and my daddy’s so- 

ciety and all such Important things. 
"My daddy takes care of me all the 

time he is home from the office. He 
loves to do that and I love it, too— 
well that takes up all that much time. 

"And when my daddy is at his office 
my mother Is constantly with me if I 
am not asleep on my sunny porch— 
and that takes up all that much time. 
Then they sit and look at me and 
chuckle with delight about me and I 
chuckle, too, so as to be polite. Really, 
I enjoy it hugely, too. 

"They say I am decidedly boyish In 
my looks, which is fine, for I am • 

boy, of course. 
“I have a small boy cousin, too. 1^ 

is younger than I am, however, yes, 
he is all of four weeks younger. 

"Of course, I cry at Hines. Then 
my mother soothes me, but my daddy 

“Some One Gave Me a Book.” 

•peaks to me ■temly In a very manlike 
way. When I don't cry my daddy 
keeps calling me, ‘You darling little 
thing,’ over and over again. 

“So that by way of variety and 
change and to have him say something 
else to me I cry once in a while. That’s 
one of my reasons anyway. Another 
is that it Is expected of me to cry 
Just a little bit. 

“But I don’t cry much. It’s a waste 
of time, and as I told you of all the 
other things I have to keep me busy 
you will realize that I haven’t much 
time in which to cry. 

"I was going to tell you about my 
library. Well, as I told you at one 
time, I have any number of beautiful 
garments—Just quantities of clothes. 
If It were not that I am so busy and 
that a baby would be out of place 
keeping a store I really believe I'd set 
up a store and I’d have everything for 
customers with babies. 

“But at the same time I don't need 
the money from a store for I’ve got a 
bank account. Dear me, yes, Billie 
Brownie, I’ve a bank account I 

“And then some one gave me a book. 
Well, my mother showed It to me an<} 
I grinned and made little ‘talky 
sounds,’ she said, and she also told me 
I’d been especially good after receiv- 
ing it. She said books made people 
contented and happy and pleased. 

Ana she said I thanked the one 
who aent me the book by sending a 
‘friendly and gummy grin, much fist 
waving and enthusiasm.’ Yes, she said 
all this. I do love the way my mother 
expresses herself and talks. It’a not 
Just like every one else. It’s always 
Interesting. 

"But I’ll tell you, Billie Brownie, 
the book itself wasn’t anything much. 
It gave my mother an Idea, though, to 
start a library for me while I was 
young so I’d have quite a fine one 
when I grew up, and while growing 
up. 

“So I have a library and quite a 
number of books now. And when the 
rainy days come and the evenings and 
when I’m a bigger boy I shall Just 
have the best time In the world with 
my library. 

"I shall read and read and read, but 
I’ll tell you one thing, Billie Brownie, 
the pictures in the books won’t come 
up to my mother’s pictures, for oh, 
how she can draw! It’s pretty fine to 
think of having some one who can 

j really draw right In the family, 
j “Maybe there will be pictures by 
her in some of the books. Then the 
books will be perfect. 

I “But it is a good Idea to stanr a li- 
brary when one Is only a baby. It 
gives one a good running start! 

| “And now I must bid you a polite 
good-by, Billie Brownie, and do coma 

[ and call on me again soon. My grand- 
father is coming to call on me now 

j and I must give him my entire atten- 
tion—he is very Important and learned 
and I’m a wee bit afraid of his impor- 
tance.” 

So Billie Brownie went off In the 
best of spirits for he had had a chat 

j with his dear little friend, Charles 
: N'orman. 

RIDDLES 

What Is that whch is inside the wood 
snd outside the wood at the same time? 

The bark of a tree: It la outside the 
wood of a tree, but Inside the wood or 
forest. 

• • • 
Why are the fourteenth end fifteenth 

letters of the alphabet of more Impor- 
tance than all the others? Because 
ire could not get "on” without them I 

e e • 

What pain does everyone make light 
ei I'll* wliwlfti* ■*■• 


