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COMRADES

"YOU CARE FOR ME."

Synopsis. Tom Shelby, a rancher,
rides into the frontier town of
Ponca, looking for a good time af-

ter a long spell of hard work and
loneliness on the ranch. Instead,
he runs into a funeral that of Dad
Calkins, a retired army man of
whom little is known. A girl, still
In her teens, survives Calkins. Mc-
Carthy, a saloon keeper and Pon-c- as

leading citizen, decide that
the girl, now alone in the world,
should marry. She agrees to pick
out a husband from the score of
men lined up In her home. To his
consternation, she selects Shelby,
who had gone along merely as a
spectator. The- - wedlng takes
place and the couple set out for
Shelby's ranch. With them Is
"Kid" Macklin. whom Shelby has
hired as a helper. "On the way the
girl tells her husband her name is
Olga Carlyn, and also tells him
something of the peculiar circum-
stances of her life. Upon their ar-
rival at the ranch Shelby Is struck
down from behind and left for
dead. He recovers consciousness to
find that Macklin and his wife have
gone. He starts In pursuit. He
learns his wife is an heiress, that
her abduction has been carefully
planned and that she has been
taken to Wolves' Hole, a strong-
hold of the bandits and bad Indians.
Reaching Wolves' Hole, he is dis-
covered by "Indian Joe" and forced
to accompany him Into the hole.'
Here he claims to be one of the
conspirators and Is locked up pend-
ing developments. He confides In
a Mexican girl. Pancha, In love
with Macklin, who Intends to
marry Olga. Pancha, planning to
get rid of her rival, releases Shel-
by and guides him to a hidden
cave.

CHAPTER X. Continued.
10

Descending was rar easier than the
toilsome climb through the darkness
of the night before. There was noth-
ing In sight so far as the mouth of the
ravine where It opened into the main
valley. Beyond that he could per-
ceive moving figures, and occasionally
hear the sound of a distant voice. It
vas clearly eVident to his mind that
something unusual must have oc-

curred some news of disaster or ap-
proaching danger to arouse such ex-

citement among the citizens of the
Hole; and he also felt convinced that
this more Important thing had for the
time being, at least, rendered his own
escape a matter of small considera-
tion. If any attempt had been "ade
to trail him, this effort had certainly
already been abandoned. As he leaned
forth from his hiding place he saw,
scarcely a hundred yards away, the
log walls of that but, concealed among
the trees which he had dimly noted
from the crag above. This was prob-
ably where Olga had been confined.
His heart beat rapidly as he studied
the outlines. Could she be there still?
"Was Macklin with her? or had she
been left there under guard of some of
his Indian allies?

If she was there, and not too se-

curely guarded. It might be possible
for him alone to effect her rescue. The
Inspiration to make the attempt ap-

pealed to him strongly. If he only
could get her away unobserved as far
as that cave, he believed It possible to
follow the trail to the summit. The
project appeared simple enough, as he
turned It thus over In his mind ; at
least It surely could do no harm for
him to determine definitely If the lady
still remained Imprisoned there. He
would venture far enough to assure
himself that this must be the fact

Shelby was sufficiently conscious of
danger to use every precaution ; the
training of years came to his aid. The
rocky banks of) the stream were ly

high to conceal his advance,
and the creek curved about so as to
approach the hut within a few yards.
Assured that the water would thus
conceal his trail, he crept across the
narrow open space, and lowered him-

self over the bank, crouching knee
deep In the cold stream, safely under
cover. Thus protected he waded slow-

ly downward. He saw no evidence of
any guard, and became convinced the
cabin also was deserted ; that if this
was actually the place where Olga
had been confined on arrival, she had
since been removed elsewhere.

As he drew nearer the place appeared
old, rather dilapidated and long desert-
ed, a shack scarcely fit for human habi-
tation any longer. The one window was
boarded up, and the patched roof of
the lean-t- o sagged dismally. This was
certainly not the place; no one appar-
ently had lived there for many a year.
Still, now he had ventured so much. It
might be well to take a look inside.
Assuredly no harm could be done by
his searching the rooms, and this
would require only a moment or two.

He drew himself up Into the weeds,
and wiggled his way forward until he
obtained a full view of the door. It
was tightly closed, but unguarded
without. Indeed his search revealed
no sign that the hut had been visited
for months, until he came within a
yard or two of the long step before
the entrance; then he suddenly en-

countered footprints In the softer
ground, and was able to distinguish
where some one more than one, he
thought had pushed a passage
through the surrounding tangle of
weeds. He studied these signs intent-
ly, yet discerned nothing resembling
a woman's shoe. The moccasin-sho- d

feet, however, had passed over the
ground again and sgain, and he even
.believed, one, and perhaps more, of
(the wearers had sat on the doorstep
impatiently stamping their feet. To
his Judgment the place had Indeed
Ibeen under guard, and that recently
(the marks were comparatively fresh
tend cleancut, as though made within
a few hours.

Then, in all probability, this had
(been the prison where his wife was
toeld. He had stumbled upon It Here,

ubtedly, waa the very spot where
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she had been confined under guard
during the past night, yet she certain-
ly was not there now. The deserted
appearance of the place was proof
positive that she had been taken else-
where. Voices sounded off toward the
broader expanse of valley, but too far
away to present danger; even as he
stood cautiously up, and looked out
over the tops of the weeds he could
see nothing to create alarm. He was
alone, unseen, unsuspected, and yield-
ed to the desire to learn what was
within the hut She might have left
some message, some sign of her pres-
ence, which would prove a clue.

The outer door was secured merely
by a woodaflAatch, and opened easily
to his touch. Afraid lest some un-
known eye might mark his movements,
Shelby glided quickly In through the
narrow opening, and instantly pressed
the door shut behind him. He was In
almost total darkness, the only light
finding entrance between the
boards at the single window. He felt
his way blindly across the room,
guided by this dim ray, and, discover-
ing one of the boards somewhat
loosened, managed to wrench it free,
thus permitting the gray daylight to
gain entrance. This gave him a dim
view of the Interior, a nearly square
room, inexpressibly dirty, and without
furniture, except a rough bench thrust
back against one wall.

Straight across from where he stood
some black object lay upon the floor,
so indistinct in its outlines he could
not In that faint light' determine
what it might be a pile of rags, per-
haps, or a shapeless heap of rubbish.
He stepped forward, curious to learn
Its nature, yet stopped suddenly, star-
ing down In speechless horror. He was
beside the bodies of two men. both
dead, gripped together, stiffened In
the very attitude with which death
had overtaken them. They had died
fighting like wild dogs, and their
strange posture told the whole story.
Shelby, crushing back the dread he
felt tried to part them, but the stif-
fened limbs would not yield. One was
a white man, the other an Indian, the
latter shot through the chest the for-
mer apparently choked to death, the
rigid red fingers of his antagonist still
clutching his throat Beyond on the
floor lay a revolver and a knife.

Shelby stared at the gruesome scene.
unable to remove his gaze. In the
dim light the features of the two men
were almost unrecognizable. What
had caused this tragedy? this fierce
death grapple? He could only con
jecture from what little he knew of
the circumstances.il Beyond doubt one
of these antagonists would be the
guard whom Macklin had left to
watch over his captive while he de
parted. But the other? Some one
who sought entrance probably ; some
one endeavoring to reach the woman.
either Inspired by good or evil intent
Yet which was the guard? which the
Invader? Those who had accompanied
the Kid at the ranch were all Indians,
and It was therefore most likely that a
savage had been left to watch over
the girl. Then It was the white man
who thus sought to reach her. For
what purpose?

Shelby bent down and peered In
quiringly lr.io the agonized face of the
dead white man. The features were
discolored, distorted from the agony
In which he had died, the lips drawn
back, disclosing a grinning row of
teeth. The face scarcely appeared

a

a

Both Dead, Gripped Together.

human, and yet wat, vaguely familiar.
He had seen it once before, revealed
in the glare of a match, and the recol-
lection came back haunting him the
fellow was Slagln, Hanley's partner.
Then he had come there for no good.'
Had come there In the night like a
slinking rar, knowing of Macklln's ab-
sence, to carry out some foul object of
bis own.

The ranchman drew in a long
breath, and stood up. The silence and
gloom oppressed him, as his eyes once
more swept about the dismal apart-
ment. It wassurely a fit abode for
murder, but the sight of those two
dead bodies interlocked on the floor
was more than he could bear. Obey-
ing

I
the first impulse he dragged them,

still gripping each othér, across the
floor, and thrust them under the bench,
flinging over them the folds of a tat-
tered blanket

But what of her Olga? Surely no
one could have been here since these
two men fought? Otherwise their
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bodies would have been found, and
cared for. It must be that Macklin
had not yet returned, and that Hanley
knew nothing of Slagin's desperate
venture. Then the girl must still be
confined in the house, helpless to es-

cape and guarded by these dead men.
The thought sent the blood surging
Into Shelby's throat and his eager
eyes sought the only door Opening
through the side wall. It was tightly
closed and secured by a strong bar of
wood. He picked up the revolver
from the floor, and went swiftly for-
ward, prepared to face whatever might
be revealed beyond. The bar fitted
snugly, ' yet he forced it free of the
clasps, and pushed the door open with
his knee, watchfully peering Into the
darkness behind. He saw nothing, no
flutter of movement no evidence that
the place was occupied. In spite of
daylight without the room, with Its
shuttered windows, remained black.
His heart almost ceased to beat, yet
he advanced into the roomt flinging
the door wide open behind htm. This
admitted sufficient light to enable him
to dimly make out his surroundings
a couch, covered with a bearskin, a
rudely made chair, a bucket of water
In one corner, and a faintly revealed
figure against the further wall.

"Olga!" he exclaimed, "Olga!"
She moved, leaning forward eagerly.
"Who are you? Who calls me?"
"It is you, then?" he sprang forward.

"Don't be afraid ; I am Shelby !"
' "Shelby you! Tom Shelby I O
God! this Is not a dream?"

"No, no! I am Just as real as you
are. See; touch me. You thought I
was dead?"

Her hands were in his own; her
eyes, still Incredulous, searching his
face in the dim light

"Dead yes! They told me so; an
Indian said he had crushed ' in your
skull. He boasted of It; and when I
asked that Macklin, he only laughed,
when he said It was so."

"Laughed, how?"
Her eyes fell.
"He he didn't seem to think It

could make much difference to me;
that I would care."

"But do you know who he Is? Did
he tell you? Did the fellow explain
his purpose In this outrage?"

"I do not know; he had no time, no
opportunity; we were never alone.
What do you mean? Was this all
done for some deliberate purpose?"

"Yes, it was, Olga. His name Is not
Macklin at all ; It is probably Churchill

have you ever heard that name be
fore?"

"No; I am sure hot." '
"It was your mother's name. She

came from Virginia, and was heiress
to considerable property. It was left
to her in trust and her uncle was the
trustee."

"My mother?"
"Yes ; she never knew this while she

lived, but your father learned some
of the facts after her death, and en
deavored to verify them. His search
was what started trouble; for your
uncle, the trustee his name Is Cor-
nelius Churchill had made no effort
to locate the heir to the property left
In his care. Instead he had .used the
money, believing himself perfectly
safe. When he learned of your fa-

ther's suspicions, he became fright-
ened."

"Can this be true?"
"It evidently is true, strange as it

seenis. . Then your father was killed,
perhaps through some row engineered
by Churchill to put him out of the
way, and they made every effort1 to
find you. You alone stood between
them and this wealth. For-
tunately you could not immediately be
located; you had been hidden away in

Catholic school, and, before Church-- .
Ill succeeded In discovering what
school you were at Calkins took you
away, and destroyed every trail."

"Calkins! Who and what was he?"
"A sergeant In your father's troop;
faithful fellow to whom your father

had confided his story before he died.
His one object was to keep you safely
out of Churchill's hands until you
should become of age. That was why
he dragged you from town to town
and kept you In poverty."

"But why did he never tell me all
this?"

"I cannot answer that; no doubt he
thought It best ; believed the time had
not come. I understand he acted under
legal advice. Then, you know, his
death was very sudden."

"Did he kill himself?"
"I do not think so now. That was

the story in Ponca, but it is my belief
he was murdered. You had finally
been traced; the man who had suc-
ceeded in finding your trail was in
Ponca. Calkins had to be put out of
the way."

"You mean Macklin?"
"Yes; only, as I say, that is prob-

ably not the fellow's name he is Cor-
nelius Churchill's son."

"Where where did yon learn all
this?"

"Macklin told the story, when he
was drunk, to another rascal. I crept
up to a camp-fir- e one night and heard
the latter relate the tale."

"Where was this?"
"On Dragoon creek."
"Yes but when?"
"Night before last; while I was

seeking to trail you."
She had never released her grasp of

his hand ; now It tightened.
"Night before last; you yon never

knew it before?"
"Certainly not"
"You didn't marry me be because
had all this money?"
Shelby laughed lightly.
"Lord, no; I never suspected you

had five cents."
"And and," she went on earnestly,

"you you followed after me, hurt as
you was never knowing about all this

Just because it was me?"
"That's sure right; leastwise antll I

struck this outfit over on Dragoon
creek, and I can't say that I cared a
d n about the money at all; only It
gave me a notion of what was up. I'd
come just the same; you can bet your
Ufe on that."

"Oh, I am glad you said so! And
you you actually don't care for the
money?"

"Care for It! Little girl, I ain't
given it a thought I'm here for
you !"

"Me? You care for me?"
"Well, I reckon I must. Long as

you're my wife, I'm your husband,
ain't I?"

"Yes," she said, rather wearily, "I
understand."

Her glance was toward the open
door into the other room, and she
seemed anxious to change the topic.

"What what happened out there
last night? Do you know? There was
fighting, and a shot fired. I am sure I
heard a cry, as though some one was
hurt and then after that everything
was silent."

"There was a fight" he answered,
"and it cost the lives of two men
oneywhite, the other Indian. I found
them gripped in each other's arms
there on the floor, both dead !"

"
"Both dead 1 Two of them out

there. How horrible! Who are they?"
"One must have been your guard."
"Yes, the Indian; but the other?"
"A ruffian named Slagln; he was

one of the fellows I overheard talk-
ing about your case. He must h'ave

"God! Did You Hear That?"

known that Macklin left you here
alone last night and came to see you
for some purpose. He must have en-

countered the Indian unexpectedly,
and the two went into the death grap-
ple."

"And both were kjlled?
"Yes ; the fed wás shot and the

white choked to death. It was a game
fight all right I couldn't pry the fel-

lows apart"'
"And they are there now?"
"Not In sight no; I rolled the

bodies back under a bench out of
sight, and threw an old blanket over
them. Now see here, Olga," he went
on earnestly, "we've got to get out of
here before anyone comes. I know a
place where we can hide, and a trail
that leads up from this Hole; but the
first thing to do Is to get safely away
before Macklin gets back. You will
go with me?"

"Of course; but do you dare make
the attempt by daylight?"

"I don't dare anything else. Every
minute we waste here adds to our
danger. You have nothing to take
with you?"

She shook her head; then suddenly
she lifted her eyes again, and looked
him directly In the face.

"Tom Shelby," she asked impetuous-
ly, "Is what you said actually true
that you are Just doing this because
you have got to, being my husband?"

He stared at her, surprised, and
confused by so direct a question.

"Sure; that's what I ought to do,
ain't it? But maybe you don't exactly
sabe what I mean. I I reckon I've
got to thlnkln a lot about you lately ;

since that galoot took you away I
mean ; and and well, I'm d d glad
you are my wife," he broke forth des-
perately. "That's honest how I feel
about it"

The clear eyes watching him smiled,
and she stretched out her hand.

"You are sure then It is not Just a
duty. You really want me to go with
you?"

"I ain't much good telling these
things, but that's what I want I
reckon there ain't no world big enough
to keep me from huntln you up God !

did you hear that?"
It was the harsh voice of a man

singing, the voice of Joe Macklin.

CHAPTER XI.

A Shot In the Dark.
She stood clutching him tightly, both

staring in startled fear out through
the open door into the dim light of the
front room. The whole situation
flashed through Shelby's mind If
Macklin was alone he could handle
him; yet there was danger that the
man might shoot and the report be
overheard by others. Then, again, he
might not be alone. It was better to
make sure first and then act But
how? A possibility occurred to him
it was dark within that second room ;
he could slip back into the corner, and
remain concealed; perhaps the fellow
would talk, would reveal his plans ; at
least, once at his ease, he could be
made the victim of surprise. But
would Olga play the part necessary?

"Can you act?" he whispered hastily.
"Wé must fool that fellow."

"How do you mean? What am I to
do?"

"Make him talk. Let him think yon
are all right; above all keep him from
susplclonlng that I am either here, or
even alive."

"But how can I?" breathlessly,
"with the door unbarred, and those
dead men? He will know something
has gone wrong."

"Tell him they fought and killed

each other, but that first they un
barred the door. You found them
there, and dragged the bodies under
the bench. You dared not go away;
you were afraid make up some story,
Here he Is now !"

He left her frlrfitened and dismayed
by this sudden emergency, and sprang
back Into the darkest corner, crouch-
ing against the log wall. If she would
only Induce Macklin to reveal his
plans, gain his confidence. He could
see her there In the dim light bending
forward and listening, a slender girl
Ish figure. Then the outer door crashed
open, letting In a flood of light from
without and a step sounded henvily
on the floor. The young woman
straightened up, the clear profile of
her face revealed. Somehow Shelby
knew she had braced herself for the
contest. Macklin must have stopped
just within the door, staring about
him In uncertainty.

"What the h 1 Is tip here?" he
burst forth angrily, confused by the
gloom. "Sam, where are you any
way?"

"Who Is Sam?" she asked quietly.
and taking a step forward. "Is that
the name of the Indian you left on.
guard?"

He gazed at her open-mouthe- d, for
the moment too astonished to even
find speech.

"What!"- - he stammered finally.
"why, what are you doing out here?
Who opened that door? Where is the
d d red snake, anyway?"

"I do not know very much more
than you do," she replied quietly,
"There was a fight out here some time
during the night and the bar across
the door was knocked down.

"A fight! who were they?"
' "A white man, and the guard. They
were both killed."

"Both both killed?" he seemed un
able to grasp the fact "Who was the
white man?"

"I do not know."
"And you did not even run away?

Did not try to escape?"
"Where could I go?" she asked.

"What was there for me to do but
wait for you to return?"

"Well, If this don't beat h 1!" he
exclaimed. "Why I thought you was
afraid of me. You ain't hey?"

"No ; I I don't think I am. You
were not rough with me, and and you
said you would have something Inter-
esting to tell me when you got back."

Macklin laughed, evidently relieved.
She had spoken as a child might
whose curiosity had been aroused.

"Oh, I see, my girl; you've been
thinking this over, have you, and de-

cided I might not be quite so bad after
all. I thought maybe you'd get over
that tantrum after awhile, fer shucks !

I knew that feller Shelby was nothin'
to you. You Just married him ter git
away from Ponca didn't you?"

"A single shot rang out
sharply. He saw Macklin fling
np his arms and reel back-
ward."

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

CUT OUT THE EAVESDROPPER

New Device Is Expected to Eliminate
"Listening in" on Wireless

Messages.

Successful demonstrations of a new
wireless Invention, which marks a
step toward the secrecy of wireless
telephone and telegraph messages,
have taken place in Great Britain,
and Signor Marconi is at present con-

ducting (urther tests at sea in his
yacht Electra with a view to Its wid-

er application.
Details of the invention are secret,

but It may be stated that, according
to the Continental edition of the Lon-

don Daily Mall, an apparatus has
been devised which, by what experts
call an "electrical method of concen-
tration," propagates the electric wire-
less wave in a "beam" in any desired
direction and in that direction only.

Hitherto the electrical waves sent
out from wireless stations have
spread out in all directions and all
who "listened in" could hear. The
new invention will mark the end of
the wireless "eavesdropper." When
it Is perfected a wireless station will
be able to send out Morse or spoken
messages which will be heard only by
those for whom they are Intended.

The new apparatus which is being
worked at an experiment station in
Great Britain with' a short wave
length, has recently been demonstrat-
ed by a number of experts who ex-

pressed the greatest interest In the
discovery.

It is known that German wireless
research has been lately closely di-

rected to this problem of the "enves-dropper-,"

for the Germans realized
that we were able to pick up with our
listening sets much valuable infor-
mation about Zeppelin movements
during the war.

; Danger Goes With Job.
' The camel postman of the Sahara

hinterland is one letter-carri- er who
has need of plenty of pluck. The wild
tribesmen of the desert look upon him
as their natural prey ; so that he nev-

er knows, when he sets out in the
morning, whether he will reach his
destination at night But he trots his
80 miles a day and regards a stray
shot from a lurking sniper or an am-

bush of spearmen as part of the or-

dinary routine incidental to his busi-
ness.

Building Up a Practice.
"My boy," said the elderly physician,

Tm afraid you will never get rich in
the profession." "Why not?" asked the
young doctor. "You told one of the
richest women in town her complaints
were imaginary." "And so they are."
"To be sure, but yon should have told
her so la medical terms ehe couldn't
understand, and put her down for at
least two visits a week." Birming-
ham Age-Heral- d.

Mr. Slmpklns In Hard Luck,
Mr. Slmpklns was complaining to his

bosom friend, Jenkins, about the nu-

merous Ills his wife had brought upon
him in the course of their association.
"When first I met her," he said, "I was
struck dumb with admiration. When I
married her I was blind with love,
and now," he added, "I'm deaf from
ha everlasting talking.".

Daddy's
?áEveiii&

Fairy Tale
sy-MAK- GRAHAM BONNER.
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DICK, THE DOG.

"What were you making such a fuss
for?" asked Master Pig of Dick, the.
dog.

"I heard you Just now,"' Master Pig
continued, "and I didn't see why you
were making such a noise and such
a fuss on a hot day like this."

"I will tell you," said Dick. "I was
protecting the house and the people
In It

Some one came along, sor,
stranger, you see."

"I didn't see the stranger," said
Master Pig.

"But you see what I mean?" asked
Dick.

"Oh yes, oh yes, grunt grunt," said
Master Pig.

"I didn't know whether this stranger
was going to be friendly or not and I
always want to protect. the house and
the people. They are good to me and
I want to be good to them."

"You're very noble," grinned Mas-
ter Pig. "I suppose you enjoy being
so noble."

"That is a way creatures have of
talking to others who io something
unselfish and which tfcy want to ex-
cuse themselves of doing anything un
selfish on the ground that they aren't
conceited enough to want to be proud
of being noble. It Is very curious.

"When you tell me I enjoy being
noble I can't quite agree with you.
I like to do nice things for the fam-

"Enjoy a Rest" '

Hy and for my good friends. It Isn't
because I enjoy being noble. That Is
an unkind way of putting It

"It Is because I like to be friend-
ly."

"Oh well," said Master Pig, "what's
the difference? I don't care. Such
things don't Interest me, grunt
grunt"

"Do you want me to go on with my
story?"

"I do, grunt grunt," said Master
Pig. "Beg pardon- for the Interrup-
tion."

"Oh, that Is all right," said Dick,
the dog, politely wagging his tall.

"Then I heard the stranger call
out and ask If this was the right road
which led to the place he was bound
for. .

"You see I stood out In front of the
house ready to protect the house, and
to have a good look at the stranger."

"I then knew that the stranger was
all right and was only asking a ques-
tion.

"And then my mistress called out
and said that this was the right road.

"Then I wagged my tall at the
stranger to show that I was friendly.
And to show that I knew the stranger
meant no harm I kissed the stranger's
hands as he patted me so nicely.

"And when he was on his way off
I wagged my tall as he left to tell
him I wished him a pleasant Journey.

The fuss I was making as the
barking I was doing at first In case
the stranger wasn't friendly."

"Oh I see," said Master Pig. "So
you made friends, dldyou?"

"Yes," said Dick, the dog. "And I
like friends! Bow-wo- I like them
immensely."

"I like food," said Master Pig. "I
also enjoy a rest on a hot day. Tve
been having a nice cool sleep under
this big apple tree and the ground was
nice and cool too. You woke me up,
Dick, by barking."

"Bow-wo- I am sorry," said Dick.
"Oh no matter," said Master Pig,

"It was time for me to get up to have
my meal."

"What Is that?" asked Dick.
"That's the meal I have In the mid-

dle of the afternoon of course, grunt
grunt" said Master Pig. "I feel nice
and refreshed and ready for It now.
But you can do the work of guarding
the house and the people. Master
Pig has other things to think about
and cannot be bothered like that"

"Bow-wo- you have another thing
to think about" grinned Dick, the
dog. 'And that thing Is food!"

Useless Tears.
Grandmother had been talking to

four-year-ol- d Mary Ellen about be-

coming angry so easily. After the
little girl had listened a few minutes
she thought it time to tell of some of
her good qualities, so she said : "Yes-tordB- v

mv dollv eot steDDed on and
broken and I didn't cry a bit or scold
anybody."

"That was fine," approved grand-
mother, very much pleased. "And
who stepped on your dolly yester-
day?" she asked.

And back came the enlightening an
swer: "Why, I did, grandma."

Saw the Buttonhook.
Seven-vear-o- ld Lulu in the first

grade school was learning to read. Her
teacher called on her to read one day.
She began carefully and and slowly:

" 'Mary had a little lamb.'
"Does Mary love her lamb? But

tonhook.' "
Her teacher looked at her in sur

prise and said, "Why, Lulu, what
makes you say "buttonhook?"

T.nln renlled. "There's a picture of
a buttonhook (meaning the question
nvtxk) after the sentence."

DURABILITY OF ROADS VARY

Classification of Passenger and Freight
Highways Is Predicted by

Chairman Diehl.

Freight roads and passenger roads
are probabilities' of the comparative-
ly near future in congested sections
of the country, according to Chairman
George C. Diehl of the A. A. A. good
roads board, who has sent a communi-
cation to this effect to the office of
the chief of engineers of the War de-
partment. Mr. Diehl thus comments
on the te highways problem:

"There will never be a time when
all roads are of equal durability and
carrying capacity.. Highways and
railroads are analogous, in that they
are both designed to carry traffic, and
general rules which have been devel-
oped through scientific management
of railroads apply as well almost in-

variably to highways. The heaviest
locomotives and rolling stock are car-
ried on roads like the New York Cen-

tral and Pennsylvania and Union Pa-
cific. Their use over lighter con-
structed railroads would ruin the
roads in a comparatively brief period.

"There must come a classification
of highways. Over class 1 the heav-
iest motortrucks and trailers would
be permitted; each truck should have
large figures conspicuously placed on
the sides to Indicate the total weight
that It was permitted to carry; oper-
ators and owners of trucks should be
prosecuted for using the heaviest
trucks on roads designed for lighter
traffic. It would be comparatively
simple to enforce such provisions, as
there seems to be no defense of the
proposition permitting one or two
heavy trucks to ruin an Investment
of many thousand dollars on the
lighter constructed highways.

"At the road intersection the high-
way capacity could be indicated, as
the highway department should, I be-

lieve, have a traffic department under
a chief traffic engineer, having to do, .

not with construction and mainte-
nance but merely with the control of
trafile. It Is extremely likely that it
would result ultimately in a system
of freight roads and passenger roads,
and that wider and parallel roads
would result ultimately In a system
of freight roads and passenger roads,
and that wider and parallel roads

Brick or Concrete Roads Are Econom-
ical if There Is Considerable Heavy
Traffic

would be found to be the most eco-

nomical method of laying out the high-
way system.

"It is impossible to lay out all roads
of the heavy form of construction ; in
the first place, the money Is not avail-
able, and, secondly, too many years
would elapse before the more sparse-
ly settled sections of the country
were developed. It would not be at
all difficult to break bulk when leaving
the heavy traffic roads, and in a com-

paratively brief time an excellent the-
ory of highway construction would be
developed whereby each locality would
be able to determine the amount It
was feasible for them to expend on
each mile of highway construction."

FARMER BACK OF GOOD ROADS

Seasons Do Not Wait and Crops Must
Be Sowed, Cultivated Reaped

and Marketed.

The farmer or rural dweller. In cer-

tain sections, for a long time stood
in the way he wanted the roads, but
he didn't want to pay for them. He
did not realize that in the long run
good roads pay for themselves out of
savings' made to the community In
haulage of people and merchandise.
But the farmer today is reckoning in
units of time, for seasons do not wait
and crops must be sowed and culti-
vated, reaped and marketed at the
right time. Therefore the farmer Is
now back of the road Improvement

Much Good Road Building.
Last year recorded unthought of

road building activities throughout
th. TTnlted States. A few years ago
some narrowly bounded community
mitrht have done something to make
the roads within Its confines better.
Such an act however, was little causa
for comment except locally. The au-

tomobile, with the range of travel It
has brought within everyone's j reach.
had not been developed and coma not
have been used if it had. This means
that the advent of the automobile has
forced good roads.

Hard Road Building.
Hnrd road building is going for

ward in Iowa, over a million dollars"
worth of contracts being 1st In one
month recently.

Cost of 1921 Improvements.
Road Improvements In the United

States in 1921 will cost dose to
$600,000,000.

Best Shock Absorbers.
Rood roads are the best shock ab

sorbers, unless they shock tho taxpay.


