
Children's Fleeced 
Union Suits 

All Sizes, Only -
V 

Ladies' Fleeced 
.  Union Suits 

All sizes, Only 50t 
Winter 

And are arriving daily. The Golden Rule is a little noisy and the merchandise piled up in a way and out 
of place, but the carpenters are busy as bees and hammering away to get our new ready to wear and shoe 
department ready for fall, which, when completed, will be the best department west of the twin cities. But 
don't mind the noise, we will do our best to wait on you and glad to show you the many new goods 
for fall. 

Coats and Suits 
First showing for fall and winter of the 

new coats and suits for women and misses. 
Do not forget to come in and seethe many 
new styles. The new cape coats as cut 
will give you an idea of some of the styles. 
Price only 

$8.95, 13.50 to 37. 
LADIES' FINE DRESS SKIRTS 

Don't miss to see the many new skirts in the new over 
skirt effects. 

SWEATERS 
These chilly mornings is just the time a 

sweater feels just about right. Never before l^avc we 
had  such  a  n i ce  c l ean  s t ock  o f  swea t e r s  A J A  

at 50c to «plUaUU 
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Dress Goods for Fall 
36 inch plaids and plain dress goods, suit

able for school dresses, in all colors ^ CT 
only per yard 

40 inch worsted m fancy weaves and plaids 
in wool in all the celebrated brochcad dress goods. 
D i r ec t  f r om the  mi l l  and  can  se l l  you  P A  

these nice goods at only per yard v3C 

SILKS 
In roman striped, plain messclinc, plain taffetas 

and all the new silks at #2.48, #1.48 down to 79c 

SHOES! SHOES! 
For ladies and men, and for boys and 

girls for school wear at $1.25, $1.50, 
$2.50, $3.00, $3.50 to $5.00. 

ALL IN THE FAMILY 
By RAYMOND 8. SPEARS. 

, Jack Grede, alias the Goat, came 

Pl> Into Yermlt Gap out of the Western 
Ilde. 
He tramped along, limping a little, 

|but hurrying, for it was a long way 
jbetween springs on that trail. He shuf
fled one foot after the other, his eyes 

estlessly swinging from right to left, 
ut never once looking behind. There 

fwas no reason why he should. 
On his right hip swung the one clean 

(thing about him, a big, dark leather 
Iholster, from which jutted the black 
lhandle of a thirty-eight revolver. 

Once he snatched the gun from its 
Vesting place, and with a single motion 
dropped a grouse with its head shot 
pway. This bird he skinned and put in 
this pocket. 

Hour after hour he plodded on, and 
Itoward night, down the gentle slope 
lof the wide pass in the ridge, he ap
proached a clump of cottonwoods, 
nmong which was a cabin, and near by 
B email corral. He sighed gratefully 
IBt sight of this habitation. 

He hailed it Just a little before sun-
pet, and a man came to the door to 
|look at him. This man was narrow-
ifaced, fish-eyed and lank. He peered 
puspiclously at the newcomer, who ap
proached, staring with wonder. 

"Uncle Tom!" the Goat exclaimed, 
•tartlng up gladly from his weariness. 
*Thls yo' ranch?" 

The ranchman squinted suspiciously. 
"Who-ail might you be?" 
"Why, Jack Grede—I was Jee' a 

Beetle shaver when you-all seen me 
fcack in Tennessee—don' you know 
me?" 

"What you-all doin' hereaway ?" 
I *1 be n riding for Colonel Cleaves." 

"A cowman an' no boss? Where 
fro' goln'7" 

The tramper looked helplessly to-
fward the horizon. 

"X don't know—cayn't yo' lemme 
•lay year tell I git rested up?" 

"I ain' runnln' no tavern fer po'r 
relations!" with sullen emphasis. 
I"You-all shore favors yo maw's shit-
leas fambly!" 

The gray face withdrew, and the 
Idoor closed harshly. An instant later 
{the wayfarer heard the bars dropping 
Into place behind the door. 

"Well, by Gawd! I never seen that 
Ktefo' In this whole country!" the Goat 
prowled. "He grudges a man the 
[water he drinks!" 

He turned from the cabin sharply on 
Ills heel. He walked down to the 
ppring and found no hospitable oup, or 
(even can, beside it. He scooped up a 
tielicious draft in the top of his hat. 

however, and then swung on. He 
snapped along with quick, clean steps, 
limping no longer. Every step he took 
he cursed his Uncle Tom. 

Long after dark he threw himself 
down beside the trail to sleep, and a 
rattlesnake waked him up, trying to 
snuggle under his warm body. He 
killed the snake with a shot In the 
night, and tramped on, cursing not 
only his Uncle Tom, but rattlesnakes 
and Colonel Cleaves and the gods of 
the nation—the men who have taken 
more than their share and left so many 
without. 

He roasted his bird In the morning, 
and salted it with the ashes of chips. 
He drank in the mud-hole where a 
thousand cattle had trampled through 
that morning. He slept again in the 
open, and two days later, Just after 
dusk, he arrived at a little town at the 
edge of the world. 

It was not a lively little town at 
that. There were a score of buildings, 
Including a huge barn of a frontier 
store, two or three saloons and a little 
red brick building that was a bank. 
There was a light in the office. 

Bankers are rich, have money and 
are cowards—so mused Grede. 

He glanced down the street and saw 
a cow pony not forty yards away; not 
another horse was in sight. Then he 
slipped alongside the bank, reaching 
into the cylinder muzzles of his gun 
to make sure that every cartridge was 
In place. Of course, be knew the gun 
was ready, but habit is strong. 

He peered through the Iron-barred 
window into the office, and saw there 
two men counting gold—ten double 
eagles at a time. On the desk was a 
pair of saddle-bags, and into the 
pouches one of the men put plump can
vas bags full of gold. It was clear that 
some deal of Importance was on. 

Jack Grede did not stop, long to con
sider what was the reason for this di» 
play. A firm, cautious touch of the 
door kpob showed that In that little 
town—the company town of "Cready" 
—the "Old • Weet" seemed to have be
come a. mere memory. 

The door was unlocked. 
With two steps and a low "Hands 

up!" Jack Grede became master of the 
situation, his blue bandanna handker
chief hiding all of his face but his 
eyes. 

Amazed disbelief, yet strict obedi
ence, marked the gestures of the two 
men, and in a minute the versatile 
hold-up had them bound and gagged. 
He pulled down the window shade, so 
that no other man could peer in as he 
had done. Then he swung the full 
saddlebags over bis shoulder, set the 
springlock in the door, and pulled his 
freight. 

In the gloom outdoors he removed 
his handkerchief, wiped the sweat 
from his brows and then went briskly 
to the horse still tied to a rail, threw 
up the saddlebags, cast off the line 
and sprang to the saddle. 

The pony bucked twice, but Grede 
had no time for monkey-shines. He 
drew the quirt that had hung on the 
•addle and cut the pony twice. Then 
the animal plunged away up the dusty 
street, and back on the road along 
which Grede had come to town. 

Out under the stars Grede caught 
his breath, looking back now at every 
third or fourth Jump. He nursed the 
strength of his horse after the first, 
half mile, and sometimes he stopped 
to listen, in the wide outdoors, where 
the brush was low and the trail a pale 
glow. 

When dawn came he looked back 
long and anxiously, but saw no sign 
of pursuit At each spring and water
ing hole he found himself grown 
breathless and his chin quivering with 
apprehension, for the actual deed was 
less trying than the long suspense. 

Yet the day passed with no sign of 
pursuit, not a trace of dust on the hori
zon, except where a bunch of antelope 
went over the rise at the horizon. 

Grede topped a rise of ground an 
hour after dark, and stopped to look 
back. He spied a strange glow far 
down his trail. It was a white mist, a 
bright moonrise apparently, but the 
moon does not rise in the south. 

He stared doubtfully, and then up 
shot a flash of fire, so bright that it 
seemed almost like a locomotive head
light—but there was no railroad there. 
He gazed wondering, till through his 
mind flashed a memory. 

The thing was an automobile, and 
behind those lights were his pursuers; 
that thing was not of flesh and blood, 
and it would not grow tired. The trail 
was rough perhaps, but the .thing was 
coming. Already it had gained on him. 
He turned his horse and urged it on 
with choking clucks and gaspings. 

He fled on, while to his left he 
glimpsed the cottonwoods that marked 
the bottom of the quicksand creek that 
headed up there at the gap, where 
lived his uncle. 

He cursed his uncle, and yet felt 
that there was his only hope. Just 
what hope there was he could not 
know, except that It was a "blood" 
hope. 

He ran into the clump of cotton
woods and swung the saddlebags un
der a fallen log. The horse he stripped 
of its saddle and drove out into the 
little bunch of animals down by the 
watering trough. Then he approached 
the cabin silently, wondering what he 
could say now, or do, to make his cold 
and selfish Uncle Tom realize the call 
of the blood. 

The cabin was alight, and there was 
a crack near the door between two 

[ logs from which the chinking had 
fallen. To this crack crept Jack 
Grede to look in first. He blinked in 
the light, and then he choked with 
rage and anger, for he saw why Uncle 
Tom had scorned him as a poor rela
tion, why he had turned him away. 

For the second time he saw gold 
counted. Uncle Tom had out his hoard 

of gold auu was crooning over it, lin
gering it, pinching It, his gray eyes 
alight with avarice and miserly satis
faction. Not to feed a hungry rela
tion. not to lend a helping hand would 
old Tom Grede forego the nightly dis
sipation of brooding over his golden 
thousands. 

Jack staggered to his feet and 
hacked awny Into the gloom of the 
cottonwoods, his one friend, the thirty-
eight, already in his hands. 

He could see his back trail from 
where he stopped, and he saw the ma
chine draw down over the rise of 
ground, a dark and menacing shadow 
now, with headlights extinguished. 

(irede swore under his breath as the 
machine came to a stop in silence 
hardly forty yards away. He could 
see four men get down and go run
ning softly along the trail toward the 
cabin. 

The men, as they approached the 
cabin, walked softly and circumspect
ly. They appeared between the on
looker and the cracks In the cabin 
wall. They stooped low and Grede 
could see their four heads along the 
crack against the golden light. 

At last, when the sheriff had an
nounced himself a dozen times—not 
without a kind of choking cackle, for 
he, too, knew what the man Inside 
was doing—the bars were taken down 
reluctantly and the door thrown open. 

The man could only throw his hands 
up, for he was not a fighting man— 
merely a saving one. 

The officers crowded Into the cabin 
and, as they left the door open. Jack 
Grede could see all that happened. He 
saw them put handcuffs on the old 
miser, who protested and screamed, 
but did not fight. 

He saw them go to the fireplace and 
knock out the loose stones and bring 
forth the bags of gold coin. The old 
man cried and yelled at that desecra
tion of hie hoard. 

The poase laughed at him, and Jack 
heard one of them exclaim: 

"How do you reckon he had the 
nerve to etick them up thataway? He's 
plumb scalrt up now!" 

The gold was dumped Into a feed 
eack. One of the men came hurrying 
down to the automobile, cranked it and 
drove it up to the cabin door, where It 
was turned round. 

"Here'e where I'd better drap out of 
it," Grede muttered as one of the men 
leaned over the lamps of the machine. 

A moment later, when the firet white 
beam shot clear and bright out Into 
the clump of cottonwoods exactly 
where Jack Grede had been standing, 
nothing but the trees and brush were 
revealed. 

Then he roped the likeliest horse In 
his uncle's little' bunch, saddled It, 
throwing across it the heavy bags of 
gold, and rode back over the trail 
through the gap ofl which, a few days 
before, hungry and weary and forlorn, 
he had come afoot. 

(Copyright.) ., 

IN A LITERARY BROTHERHOOD 

Men of Great Literary Attainment« 
Whose Friendship Hae Been Made 

a Matter of History.' 

It was Rosettl, the great friend, who 
described Mr. Theodore Watts-Dun-
ton, the famous poet, novelist and crit
ic, as "A Hero of Friendship." Feel
ings of almost brotherly love existed 
between Watts-Dunton and Tennyson, 
Browning, James Russell Lowell, 
George Borrow, Mlllais, Holman Hunt 
and Swinburne, to mention but a few 
of a famous literary brotherhood. In
deed, the intimacy which existed be
tween Swinburne and Watts-Dunton, 
which might well be described as one 
of the most beautiful friendships in 
the history of literature and art, led 
to their being referred to as "David 
and Jonathan." 

For many years they were never 
separated. They lived together at the 
Pines, Putney, took their summer holi
days in company, and practically spent 
every working hour together, discuss
ing literary matters and affairs. All 
Swinburne's papers were left to Mr. 
Watts-Dunton, and it was hoped that 
he would write the famous poet's bi
ography. 

Like many other literary men, Mr. 
Watts-Dunton cared little for society, 
although occasionally he was lured 
forth to play the "Hon" at big recep
tions. It was on one such occasion 
that a guest came up to him and 
shook his hands in such an effusive 
manner as to embarrass the novel
ist. 

"I see," said the stranger, "you don't 
know me from Adam." 

"My dear sir," said Mr. Watts-Dun
ton, "I never knew Adam." 

It is said that this was the only« 
occasion when Mr. Watts-ihjntoc per
petrated a Joke. At the same time 
he was one of the kindliest of men, 
and, unlike other recluses, took the 
greatest interest In the affairs of the 
world. Wireless telegraphy appealed 
to him very much, and the story of 
the rescue of the passengers and crew 
of the Volturno moved him to tears. 

"It was the grandest thing of my 
time," he once exclaimed, "the sum
moning of all those ships to the res
cue." 

The novelist, by the way, was a 
great believer in hard work. All his 
life he was accustomed to getting up 
at six o'clock or soon after, and go
ing to bed at 11 at night; and he 

i could Invariably be seen each after 
noon during the fine weather taking 
his two-mile walk across Putney 

' Heath by the road he and Swinburne 
so often trod together. 

colored stevedore, of Baltimore. j 
As soon as he felt the clammy rep

tile against his skin the colored man 
dropped his truck and ran Into the 
street, shouting lustily. < 

Instead of aiding the terror-stricken 
man ' his dark-skinned companion! 
laughed at him and assured him they 
could see nothing on his wrist, and 
declared that the liquid refreshments 
be took with his noonday meal had 
made him "see things." 

Beads of perspiration trickled down 
Thomas' face as he tried to rid hin* 
•elf of his live bracelet 

Suddenly the reptile uncoiled id-
self, dropped to the street, and wrig
gled through a crevice in the wharf. 

Exclusive. 
A young man had decided to Join 

the Episcopal church, but his family 
were all Baptists, eo he thought he 
should be immersed when baptized, 
and on going to the rector of the Epis
copal church he made a request for 
such a baptism. The rector decided! 
that it could be quite easily accom-' 
pllshed and said he would speak to the 
Baptist minister about it. J 

The Baptist minister, on hearing 
this, was quite delighted and readily 
agreed to baptize and take the young 
man into the church the following 
Sunday morning, but said the rector: 
"He just wants you to baptize him 
and he wants to Join my church." 

The good Baptist minister then re
plied by saying; "We do all our own 
washing, but we don't take in other 
people's washing."—Exchange. 

Might Wed a Bachelor. 
A little girl of six sat looking 

thoughtfully out the window of her 
home the other day. Her mother 
asked the cause of her seriousness. 

"Oh,' she replied, "1 was Just thlnto 
ing that when I grow up to be a big 
lady I'm a-goin' to get married and 
have three children." 

The parent wae surprised and 
aroused. 

"Well, you will be very fortunate» 
Indeed," she said. 

Then the little girl again lapsed into 
thought Finally she said: 

"But yon can never tell, mother. I 
might marry a bachelor." 

Snake Around His Wrist. 
Escaping from a crate of pineapples, 

| a long black snake crawled along the 
handle of a truck and wound its ell 

. around the wrist of Arnold Thomas, a 

Hagar or Flight 
Hagar, which In Hebrew means 

"flight," was the handmaiden of Sa
rah and mother of Abraham's eldest 
son Ishmael. She was of Egyptian 
origin. Her flight, as recorded In 
Genesis 16 and her expulsion, chapter 
21, are from the Jahvlstic and Elohls-
tic sources respectively, and present 
interesting points of comparison. She 
was regarded as the ancestress of the, 
Hagarenes or Hagarltes, described In 
I Chronicles, 5:10, and Paul ueee her 
as a type of the old covenant (Sinai), 
and the earthly Jerusalem in Gel»-
Uane, 4:25. 


