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THE MYSTERIOUS RIDER
honest rustler with a hunch 
fer drink an’ cards.”

“Well, he’s double- 
crossed you, cap. An’ if I 
hadn’t rounded you up 
your chances would have 
been good for swingin’.”

Ahuh! Wade, I’d sure preferred them 
chances of swingin’ to your overkind in­
terferin’ in my bizness. Alius interferin’, 
Wade, thet’s your weakness! . • . But 
gimme a gun!”

“ I reckon not, cap.”
“Gimme a gun!” roared the rustler. 

“Lemme sit hyar an’ shoot the eyes out’en 
this lyin’pup of a Belllounds! . . . Wade, 
put a gun in my hand—a gun with two 
shells—or only one. You can stand with 
your gun at my head. . . . Let me kill 
this skunk!”

“Cap, I ain’t trustin’ you with a gun 
just this particular minute,” said Wade.

Folsom then bawled his curses to his 
comrades. “Kill him! Throw your guns 
an’ bore him—right in them bulgin’ eyes! 
. . . I’m tellin’ you—we’ve gotta fight 
anyhow. We’re a-goin’ to cash right hyar. 
But kill him first!”

“Wade, I’ve been a gambler all my life 
an’ a smart one, if I do say it myself,” de­
clared the rustler leader, his voice inhar­
monious with the facetiousness of his 
words. “An’ I’ll make a last bet.”

“Go ahead, cap. What’ll you bet?” 
answered the cold voice, still gentle, but 
different now in its inflection.

“ I’ll bet all the gold hyar thet Hell-Bent 
Wade wouldn’t shoot any man in the 
back!”

“You win!”
Slowly and stiffly the rustler rose to his 

feet. When he reached his height he de­
liberately swung his leg to kick Belllounds 
in the face.

“Thar! I’d like to have a reckonin’ with 
you, Buster Jack,” he said. “I ain’t 
dealin’ the cards hyar. Jlut somethin’ 
tells me thet shaky as I am in my boots I’d 
liefer be in mine than yours.”

With that, and expelling a heavy breath, 
he wrestled round to confront the hunter.

“Wade, I’ve no hunch to your game, but 
it’s slower’n I recollect you.”

“Why, cap, I was in a talkin’ humor,” 
replied Wade.

“ You’re up to some dodge. What’d you 
care fer my leamin’ thet pup had double- 
crossed me? YOU won’t let me kill him.”

“ I reckon I wanted him to learn what 
real men thought of him.”

“Ehuh! Wai, an’ now I’ve onlightened 
him, what’s the next deal?”

“You’ll all go to Kremmlin’ with me an’ 
I’ll turn you over to Sheriff Burley.”

That was the gauntlet thrown down by 
Wade. It was not unexpected, and accept­
ance seemed a relief. Folsom’s eyeballs 
became living fire with the desperate gleam 
of the reckless chances of life. Cutthroat 
he might have been, but he was brave, and 
he proved the significance of Wade’s atti­
tude.

“Pards, hyar’s to luck!” he rang out 
hoarsely, and with pantherish quickness he 
leaped for his gun.

A tense surcharged instant—then all 
four men, as if released by some galvanic 
current of rapidity, flashed into action. 
Guns boomed in unison. Spurts of red, 
clouds of smoke, ringing reports and hoarse 
cries filled the cabin. Wade had fired as he 
leaped. There was a thudding patter of 
lead upon the walls. The hunter flung him­
self prostrate behind the bough frame­
work that had served as bedstead. It was 
made of spruce boughs, thick and substan­
tial. Wade had not calculated falsely in 
estimating it as a bulwark of defense. 
Pulling his second gun he peeped from be­
hind the covert.

Smoke was lifting and drifting out of 
door and windows. The atmosphere 
cleared. Belllounds sagged against the 
wall, pallid, with protruding eyes of hor­
ror on the scene before him. The dark- 
skinned little man lay writhing. AU at once 
a tremor stilled his convulsions. His body 
relaxed limply. As if by magic his hand 
loosened on the smoking gun. Folsom was 
on his knees, reeling and swaying, waving 
his gun, peering like a drunken man for 
some lost object. His temple appeared 
half shot away, a bloody and horrible sight.

(Continued on Page 20)
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crashed fire and 
smoke. The bul­
let spat into a log. 
But it had cut the 
lobe of Bell­
lounds’ ear, 
bringing blood. 
His face turned 
a ghastly livid 
hue. All in a 
second terror pos­
sessed him, shud­
dering, primitive 
terror of death.

Folsom haw- 
hawed derisively 
and in crude de­
li ght. “Say, 
Buster Jack, 
don’t get any 
idee thet my ole 
pard Wade was 
shootin’ at your 
head. Aw, no!”

The other 
rustlers under­
stood then, if 
Belllounds had

not, that the situation was in control of a 
man not in any sense ordinary.

“Cap, did you know Buster Jack ac­
cused my friend, Wils Moore, of stealin’ 
these cattle you’re sellin’?” asked Wade 
deliberately.

“What cattle did you say?” asked the 
rustler, as if he had not heard aright.

“The cattle Buster Jack stole from his 
father an’ sold to you.”

“Wai, now! Bent Wade at his old tricks! 
I might have knowed it, once I seen 
you. . . . Naw, I’d no idee Belllounds 
blamed thet stealin’ onto anyone.”

“He did.”
“Ahuh! Wai, who’s this Wils Moore?” 
“He’s a cowboy, as fine a youngster as 

ever straddled a horse. Buster Jack hates 
him. He licked Jack a couple of times an’ 
won the love of a girl that Jack wants.”

“Ho! Ho! Quite roomantic, I de­
clare. . . . Say, thar’s some queer no­
tions I’m gettin’ about you, Buster Jack.”

“Listen. An’ all of you sit tight,” went 
on Wade swiftly. “Jack stole the cattle 
from his father. He’s a thief at heart. 
But he had a double motive. He left a 
trail—he left tracks behind. He made a 
crooked horseshoe, like that Wils Moore’s 
horse wears, an’ he put that on his own 
hors?. An’ he made a contraption—a little 
iron ring with a dot in it an’ he left the 
crooked shoe tracks an’ hejeft the little 
ring tracks----- ”

“I seen them funny tracks!” ejaculated 
Folsom. “At the water hole an’ right hyar 
in front of the cabin. I seen them. I 
knowed Jack made them somehow, but I 
didn’t think. His white boss has a crooked 
left front shoe.”

“Yes, he has when Jack takes off the 
regular shoe an’ nails on the crooked one. 
. . . Men, I followed those tracks. They 
lead up here to your cabin. Belllounds 
made them with a purpose. . . . An’ he 
went to Kremmlin’ to get Sheriff Burley. 
An’ he put him wise to the rustlin’ of cattle 
to Elgeria; An’ he fetched him up to 
White Slides to accuse Wils Moore. An’ 
he trailed his own tracks up here, showin’ 
Burley the crooked horse track an’ the 
little circle—that was supposed to be 
made by the end of Moore’s crutch—an’ 
he led Burley with his men right to this 
cabin an’ to the trail where you drove the 
cattle over the divide. . . . An’ then he 
had Burley dig out some cakes of mud 
holdin’ these tracks an’ they fetched them 
down to White Slides. Buster Jack blamed 
the stealin’ on to Moore. An* Burley ar­
rested Moore. The trial comes off next 
week at Kremmlin’.”

“A man’s never too old to learn!” ex­
claimed Folsom wonderingly. “I knowed 
this pup was stealin’ from his own father. 
But I reckoned he was jest a natural-born 

bounds!
Another, and he was inside the door!

“Howdy, rustlers! Don’t move!” he 
called.

The surprise of his appearance or his 
voice or both stunned the four rnen. 
Belllounds dropped his cards and his jaw 
dropped at the same instant. These were 
absolutely the only visible movements.

“I’m in talkin’ humor, an’ the longer 
you listen the longer you’ll have to live,” 
said Wade. “But don’t move!”

“We ain’t movin’,” burst out Smith. 
“ Who’re you an’ what d’ye want? ”

It was singular that the rustler leader 
had not had a look at Wade, whose move­
ments had been swift and who now stood 
directly behind him.

“Who’re you? ” he shouted hoarsely..
“You ought to know me.” The voice 

was Wade’s, gentle, cold, with depth and 
ring in it.

“I’ve heerd your voice somewhars—I’ll 
gamble on thet.”

“Sure. You ought to recognize my 
voice, cap,” returned Wade.

The rustler gave a violent start—a start 
that he controlled instantly.

“Cap! You callin’ me thet?”
“ Sure. We’re old friends—Cap Folsom! ”
In the silence then, the rustler’s hard 

breathing could be heard; his neck bulged 
red; only the eyes of his two comrades 
moved; Belllounds began to recover some­
what from his consternation. Fear had 
clamped him also, but not fear of personal 
harm or peril. His mind had not yet 
awakened to that. ,

“ You’ve got me pat! But who’re you? ” 
said Folsom huskily.

Wade kept silent.
“Who’n hell is thet man?” yelled the 

rustler. It was not a query to his comrades 
any more than to the four winds. It was a 
furious questioning of a memory that 
stirred and haunted, and as well a pas­
sionate and fearful denial.

“His name’s Wade,” put in Belllounds 
harshly. “He’s the friend of Wils Moore. 
He’s the hunter I told you about—worked 
for my father last winter.”

“Wade? . . . What? Wade! You 
never told me his name. It ain’t—it 
ain’t ------”

“Yes it is, cap,” interrupted Wade. 
“ It’s the old boy that spoiled your hand­
some mug—long ago.”

“Hell-Bent Wade!” gasped Folsom in 
terrible accents. He shook all over. An 
ashen paleness crept into his face. In­
stinctively his right hand jerked- toward 
his gun, then, as in his former motion, froze 
in the very act.

“Careful, cap!” warned Wade. “It’d 
be a shame not to hear me talk a little. . . . 
Turn round now an’ greet an old pard of 
the Gunnison days.”

Folsom turned as if a resistless heavy 
force was revolving his head.

XVII (Continued)

R
ising silently, 
Wade stepped up 
to the wall and 

peeped through a chink 
between the logs. The
sunshine streamed through 
windows and door. Jack 
Belllounds sat on the ground 
full in its light, back to the 
wall. He was in his shirt 
sleeves. The gambling fever 
and the grievous soreness 
of a loser shone upon his pale 
face. Smith sat with back to 
Wade, opposite Belllounds. 
The other two men completed 
the square. All were close 
enough together to reach com­
fortably for the cards and gold 
before them.

Wade’s keen eyes took this 
in at a single glance, and then 
steadied searchingly for smal­
ler features of the scene. Bell- 
lounds had no weapon. 
Smith’s belt and gun lay in 
the sunlight on the hard clay 
floor, out of reach except by 
violent effort. The other two 
rustlers wore their weapons.

Wade hesitated, then stoop­
ing low he softly swept aside the 
intervening boughs of spruce, 
glided out of the thicket 
into the open. Two noiseless

“Don’t Kill Me,”
Implored Belllounds, Stricken With Terror

“Wade! ” he ejaculated. The tone of his 
voice, the light in his eyes, must have been 
a spiritual acceptance of a dreadful and 
irrefutable fact—perhaps the proximity of 
death. But he was no coward. Despite 
the hunter’s order, given as he stood there, 
gun drawn and ready, Folsom wheeled 
back again savagely to throw the deck of 
cards in Belllound’s face. He cursed horri­
bly: “You spoiled brat of a rich rancher! 
Why didn’t you tell me thet varmint 
hunter was Wade? ”

“I did tell you,” shouted Belllounds, 
flaming of face.

“ You’re a liar! You never said Wade— 
W-a-d-e—right out, so I’d hear it. An’ I’d 
never passed by Hell-Bent Wade.”

“Aw, that name made me tired,” re­
plied Belllounds contemptuously.

“Haw! Haw! Haw!” bawled the rus­
tler. “ Made you tired, hey? Think you’re 
funny? Wai, if you' knowed how many 
men thet name’s made tired—an’ tired 
fer keeps—you’d not think it so funny.”

“Say, what’re you giving me? That 
Sheriff Burley tried to tell me and dad a 
lot of rot about this Wade. Why, he’s only 
a little bow-legged, big-nosed meddler—a 
man -with a woman’s voice—a sneaking 
cook and camp doctor and cow milker, 
and God only knows what else.”

“Boy, you’re correct. God only knows 
what else! . . . It’s the‘else’you’ve got 
toleam. An’I’llgambleyou’llleamit. . . . 
Wade, have you changed or grown old 
thet you let a pup like this yap such talk? ”

“Well, cap, he’s very amusin’ just now, 
an’ I want you all to enjoy him. Because 
if you don’t force my hand, I’m goin’ to 
tell you some interestin’ stuff about this 
Buster Jack. . . . Now will you be quiet 
an’ listen—an’ answer for your pards?”

“Wade, I answer fer no man. But, so 
far as I’ve noticed, my pards ain’t han­
kerin’ to make any loud noise,” Folsom 
replied, indicating his comrades with sar­
casm.

“Buster Jack, these new pards of yours 
are low-do'wn rustlers, an’ one of them’s 
worse, as I could prove,” said Wade, “but 
compared to you they’re all gentlemen.”

“What do I care for you or your gabby, 
talk? ” he flashed sullenly.

“You’ll care when I tell these rustlers 
how you double-crossed them.”

Belllounds made a spring, like that of a 
wolf in a trap; but when halfway up he 
slipped. The rustler on his right kicked 
him and he sprawled down again, back to 
the wall.

“Buster, look into this!” called Wade, 
and he leveled the gun which quivered mo­
mentarily, like a compass needle, and then
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(Continued from Page IS}

“Pards, I got him!” he said in strange 
half-strangled whisper. “I got him! . . . 
Hell-Bent Wade! My respects! I’ll meet 
you—thar!”

His reeling motion brought his gaze in 
line with Belliounds. The violence of his 
start sent drops of blood flying from his 
gory temple.

“Ahuh! The cards run—my way. Bell- 
lounds, hyar’s to your—lyin’ eyes!”

The gun ^wavered and trembled and cir­
cled. Folsom strained in last terrible effort 
of will to aim it straight. He fired. The 
bullet tore hair from Belllounds’ head, but 
missed him. Again the rustler aimed and 
the gun wavered and shook. He pulled 
trigger. The hammer clicked upon an 
empty chamber. With low and gurgling 
cry of baffled rage Folsom dropped the 
gun and sank face forward, slowly stretch­
ing out.

The red-bearded rustler had leaped be­
hind the stone chimney which all but hid 
his body. The position made it difficult for 
him to shoot because his gun hand was on 
the inside, and he had to press his body 
tight to squeeze it behind the corner of 
ragged stone. Wade had the advantage. 
He was lying prone with his right hand 
round the corner of the framework. An 
overhang of the bough ends above pro­
tected his head when he peeped out. While 
he watched for a chance to shoot he loaded 
his empty gun with his left hand. The 
rustler strained and writhed his body, 
twisting his neck, and suddenly darting 
out his head and arm he shot. His bullet 
tore the overhang of boughs above Wade’s 
face. And Wade’s answering shot, just a 
second too late, chipped the stone corner 
where the rustler’s face had flashed out. 
The bullet, glancing, 
hummed out of the win­
dow. It was a close shave. 
The rustler let out a hiss­
ing inarticulate cry. He 
was trapped. In his effort 
to press in closer he pro­
jected his left elbow be­
yond the corner of the 
chimney. Wade’s quick 
shot shattered his arm.

There was no asking or 
offering of quarter here. 
This was the old feud of 
the West—of the vicious 
and the righteous in 
strife—both reared in the 
same stern school. The 
rustler gave his body such 
contortion that he was 
twisted almost clear round 
with his right hand over 
his left shoulder. He 
punched the muzzle of his 
gun into a crack between 
two stones and he pried 
to open them. The dry 
clay cement crumbled, the 
crack widened. Sighting 
along the barrel he aligned 
it with the narrow strip of 
Wade’s shoulder that was 
visible above the frame­
work. Then he shot and 
hit. Wade shrank flatter 
and closer, hiding himself 
to better advantage. The 
rustler made his great 
blunder then, for in that 
moment he might have 
rushed out and killed his adversary. But 
instead he shot again—another time—a 
third. And his heavy bullets tore and 
splintered the boughs dangerously close to 
the hunter’s head. Then came an awk­
ward, almost hopeless, task for thejrustler 
in maintaining his position while reload-

■ ing his gun. He did it, but his panting 
attested to the labor and pain it cost him.

So much, in fact, that he let his knee 
protrude. Wade fired, breaking that knee. 
The rustler sagged in his tracks; his hip 
stuck out to afford a target for the remorse­
less Wade. Still the doomed man did not 
cry out, though it was evident that he 
could not now keep his body from sagging 
into sight of the hunter. Then with a des­
perate courage worthy of a better cause, 
and with a spirit great in its defeat the 
rustler plunged out from his hiding place 
gun extended. His red beard, his gaunt 
face, fierce and baleful, his wabbling 
plunge that was really a fall, made a sight 
which was terrible. He hopped out of 
that fall. His gun began to blaze. But it 
only matched the blazes of Wade’s. And 
the rustler pitched over the framework, 
falling against the wall beyond.

Then there was silence for a long mo­
ment. Wade stirred, as if to look round. 
Belllounds also stirred, and gulped as if 
to breathe. The three prostrate rustlers 
lay inert, their positions singularly tragic 
and settled. The smoke again began to 
lift, to float out of the door and windows. 
In another moment the big room seemed 
less hazy.

Wade rose, not without effort, and he 
had a gun in each hand. Those hands were 
bloody; there was blood on his face; and 
his left shoulder was red. He approached 
Belllounds.

Wade was terrible then—terrible with a 
ruthlessness that was no pretense. To 
Belllounds it must have represented death, 
a bloody death which he was not prepared 
to meet.

“ Come out of your trance, you pup rus­
tler!” yelled Wade.

“Don’t kill me!” implored Belllounds, 
stricken with terror.

“Why not? Look round! My busy day, 
Buster! . . . An’ for that Cap Folsom, 
it’s been ten years cornin’. . . . I’m go­
ing to shoot you in the belly an’ watch you 
get sick to your stomach! ”

Belllounds, with whisper and hands and 
"face, begged for his life in an abjectness of 
sheer panic.

“What!” roared the hunter. “Didn’t 
you know I come to kill you ? ”

“Yes—yes! I’ve seen that. It’s aw­
ful! . . . I never harmed you. . . . 
Don’t kill me! Let me live, Wade. I 
swear I’ll—I’ll never do it again! . . . 
For dad’s sake—for Collie’s sake—don’t 
kill me!”

“I’m Hell-Bent Wade! ... You 
wouldn’t listen to them—when they wanted 
to tell you who I am!”

Every word of Wade’s drove home to 
this boy the primal meaning of sudden 
death. It inspired him with an unutter­
able fear. 'That was what clamped his 
brow in a sweaty band and up-reared his 
hair and rolled his eyeballs. His magni­
fied intelligence, almost ghastly, grasped 
a hope in Wade’s apparent vacillation, 
and in the utterance of the name of 
Columbine. Intuition, a subtle sense, in­
spired him to beg in that name.

“ Swear you’ll give up Collie! ” demanded 
Wade, brandishing his guns.

“ Yes—yes! I’ll do anything! ” moaned 
Belllounds.

“ Swear you’ll tell your father you had a 
change of heart. You’ll give Collie up! . . . 
Let Moore have her!”

“I swear! . . . But if you tell dad— 
I stole his cattle—he’ll do for me!”

“We won’t squeal that. I’ll save you if 
you give up the girl. Once more, Buster 
Jack—try an’ make me believe you’ll 
square the deal.”

Belllounds had lost his voice. But his 
mute fluttering lips were infinite proof of 
the vow he could not speak. The boyish­
ness, the stunted moral force, replaced the 

manhood in him then. He was only a 
factor in the lives of others, protected even 
from this Nemesis by the greatness of his 
father!s love.

“ Get up, an’ take my scarf,” said Wade, 
“an’ bandage these bullet holes I got.”

XVIII

WADE’S wounds were not in anyway 
serious, and with Belllounds’ assist­
ance he got to the cabin of Lewis, where 

weakness from loss of blood made it nec­
essary that he remain. Belllounds went 
home.

The next day Wade sent Lewis with 
pack horse down to the rustlers’ cabin to 
bury the dead men and fetch back their 
effects. Lewis returned that night accom­
panied by Sheriff Burley and two deputies, 
who had been busy on their own account. 
They had followed horse tracks from the 
water hole under Gores Peak to the scene 
of the fight Jand had arrjved to find Lewis 
there. Burley had appropriated the con­
siderable amount of gold, which he said 
could be identified by cattlemen who had 
bought the stolen cattle.

When opportunity afforded Burley took 
advantage of it to speak to Wade when, 
the others were out of earshot.

‘"Thar was another man in thet cabin 
when the fight come off,” announced the 
sheriff. “An’ he come up hyar with you.”

“Jim, you’re locoed,” replied Wade.
The sheriff laughed and his shrewd eyes 

had a kindly curious gleam.
“Wai, tell me or not, just as you like. I 

seen his tracks—followed them. An’ Wade, 
old pard, I’ve reckoned long ago thar’s a 
nigger in the woodpile.”

“Sure. An’ you know me. I’d take it 
friendly of you to put Moore’s trial off fer 

a while—till I’m able to ride to Kremmlin’. 
Maybe then I can tell you a story.”

Burley threw up his hands in genuine 
apprehension. “Not much! You ain’t 
agoin’to tell me no story! . . . But I’ll 
wait on you, an’ welcome. Reckon I owe 
you a good deal on this rustler round-up. 
Wade, thet must have been a man’s-size 
fight, even fer you. I picked up twentyT 
six empty shells. An’ the little half-breed 
had one empty shell an’ five loaded ones 
in his gun. You must have got him quick. 
Hey?”

“Jim, I’m observin’ you’re a heap more 
curious than ever, an’ you always was an 
inquisitive cuss,” complained Wade. “I 
don’t recollect what happened.”

“Ahuh!” Burley grunted out the fa­
miliar exclamation. He did not say any 
more then, but he gazed thoughtfully down 
upon the pale hunter, as if Viat strange 
individual was one infinitely to respect, 
but never to comprehend.

Wade’s wounds healed quickly; never­
theless, it was more than several days be­
fore he felt spirit enough to undertake the 
ride. He had to return to White Slides, 

but he was reluctant to do so. Memory 
of Jack Belllounds dragged at him, and 
when he drove it away it continually re­
turned. This feeling was almost equiva­
lent to an augmentation of his gloomy 
foreboding, which ever hovered on the 
fringe of his consciousness. But one morn­
ing he started early, and riding very slowly, 
with many rests, he reached the Sage Val­
ley cabin before sunset. Moore saw him 
coming, yelled his delight and concern, 
and almost lifted him off the horse. Wade 
was too tired to talk much, but he allowed 
himself to be fed and put to bed and 
worked over.

“Boot’s on the other foot now, pard,” 
said Moore with delight at the prospect 
of returning service. “Say, you’re all shot 
up! And it’s I who’ll be nurse!”

“Wils, I’ll be round to-morrow,” replied 
the hunter. “Have you heard any news 
from down below?”

“Sure. I’ve met Lem every night.”
Then he related Burley’s version of 

Wade’s fight with the rustlers in the cabin. 
From the sheriff’s lips the story gained 
much. Old Bill Belllounds had received 
the news in a singular mood; he offered no 
encomiums to the victor; contrary to his 
usual custom of lauding every achieve­
ment of labor or endurance he now seemed 
almost to regret the affray. Jack Bell­
lounds had returned from Kremmling and 
he was present when Burley brought news ' 
of the rustlers. What he thought none of 
the cowboys vouchsafed to say, but he 
was drunk the next day, and he lost a 
handful of gold to them.

Wade made scarcely any comment upon 
this news from the ranch; next day, how­
ever, he was up and caring for himself; 
and he told Moore about the fight and 

how he had terrorized 
Belllounds and extorted 
the promises from him.

“Never in the world 
will Buster Jack live up 
to those promises!” cried 
Moore with absolute con­
viction. “I know him, 
Ben. He meant them 
when he made them. He’d 
swear his soul away—then 
next day he’d lie or forget 
or betray.”

“ I’m not believin’ that 
till I know,” replied the 
hunter gloomily. “But 
I’m afraid of him.”

“ Ben,youwait and see,” 
said Moore earnestly. 
“Heaven knows I’m not 
one to lose hope for my 
fellow men—hope for the 
higher things you’ve 
taught me. . . . But 
human nature is human 
nature. Jack can’t give 
Collie up just the same as 
I can’t. 'That’s self-pres- 
fervation as well as love.”

The day came when 
Wade walked down to 
White Slides. There 
seemed to be a fever in 
his blood, which he tried 
to convince himself was 
a result of his wounds in­
stead of the condition of 
his mind. It was Sunday, 
a day of sunshine and

squall, of azure blue sky and great sailing 
purple clouds. The sage of the hills glis­
tened and there was a sweetness in the air.

'the cowboys made much of Wade. But 
the old rancher, seeing him from the porch, 
abruptly went into the house. No one 
but Wade noticed this omission of cour­
tesy. Directly Columbine appeared, wav­
ing her hand and running to meet him.

“ Dad saw you. He told me to come out 
and excuse him^ . . . Oh, Ben, I’m so 
happy to see you. You don’t look hurt at 
all. What a fight you had! . . . Oh, I 
was sick! But let me forget that. . . . 
How are you? And how’s Wils?”

“ Collie, it’s sure good to see you,” said 
Wade, feeling the old rich thrill at her 
presence. “I’m cornin’ on tolerable well. 
I wasn’t bad hurt, but I bled a lot. An’ I 
reckon I’m older’n I was when packin’ 
gunshotholeswasndthin’. Everyyeartells. 
Only a man doesn’t know till after. . . . 
I fetched a message from Wils, but I 
oughtn’t t’ tell it.”

“Please do,” she begged wistfully.
“Well, Wils says tell Collie I love her 

every day more an’ more, an’ that my
(.Continued on Page 45}

Wade Was Terrible Then—Terrible With a Ruthlessness That Was No Pretense. To Belllounds it Must Have Represented Death
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love keeps up my courage, an’ if she ever 
marries Jack Belllounds she can come up 
to visit my grave among the columbines 
on the hill.”

Strange how Wade experienced comfort 
in thus torturing her! She was rosy at the 
beginning of his speech and white at its 
close. “Oh, it’s true! It’s true!” she 
whispered. “It’ll kill him as it will me!”

“Cheer up. Columbine,” said Wade. 
“It’salongtimetillAugustthirteenth. .’. . 
An’ now tell me, why did Bill run when 
he saw me cornin’?”

“Ben, I suspect dad has the queerest 
notion you want to tell him some awful 
bloody story about the rustlers.”

“Ahuh! Well, not yet. . . . An’ 
how’s Jack Belllounds actin’ these days?”

“ My friend, somehow I hate to tell you. 
You’re always so hopeful, so ready to 
think good instead of evil. . . . But 
Jack has been rough with me, almost brutal. 
He was drunk once. Eve^ day he drinks, 
sometimes a little, sometimes more. But 
drink changes him. And it’s dragging dad 
down. Dad doesn’t say so, yet I feel he’s 
afraid of what will come next.”

“Buster Jack didn’t break off with you, 
Collie?” asked the hunter.

“ Break off with me! . . . No indeed! 
Whatever possessed you to say that?”

“An’ he didn’t offer to give you up to 
Wils Moore?”

“Ben, are you crazy? ” cried Columbine.
“ Collie, listen. I’ll tell you------” The

old urge knocked at Wade’s mind. “Buster 
Jack was in the cabin gamblin’ with the 
rustlers when I cornered them. You re­
member I meant to scare Buster Jack 
within an inch of his life? Well, I made 
use of my opportunity. I worked up the 
rustlers. Then I told Jack I’d give away 
his secret. He made to jump an’ run, I 
reckon. But he hadn’t the nerve. I shot 
a piece out of his ear, just to begin the fun. 
An’ then I told the rustlers how Jack had 
double-crossed them. Folsom, the boss 
rustler, roared like a mad steer. He was 
wild to kill Jack. He begged for a gun to 
shoot out Jack’s eyes. An’ so were the 
other rustlers burnin’ to kill him. Bad 
outfit. There was a fight, which I’m bound 
to confess was not short an’ sweet. There 
was a lot of shootin’. An’ in a cabin gun­
shots almost lift the roof. Folsom was on 
his knees dyin’, wavin’ his gun, whisperin’ 
in fiendish glee that he had done for me. 
When he saw Jack an’ remembered, he 
shook so with fury that he scattered blood 
all over. An’ he took long aim at Jack, 
tryin’ to steady his gun. He couldn’t, an’ 
he missed, an’ then fell over dead with his 
head on Jack’s knees. That left the red- 
bearded rustler who had hid behind the 
chimney. Jack watched the rest of that 
fight, an’ for a youngster it must have 
been nerve-rackin’. I broke the rustler’s 
arm an’ then his knee an’ then I got him 
in the hip two more times before he hob­
bled out to his .finish. He’d shot me up 
considerable, so that when I braced Jack 
I must have been a hair-raisin’ sight. I 
made Jack believe I meant to murder him. 
He begged an’ cried, an’ he got to pra^n’ 
for his life for your sake. It was sickenin’, 
but it was what I wanted. So then I made 
hiih swear he’d free you an’ give you up to 
Moore.”

“ Promises! What are promises or oaths 
to Jack Belllounds? ” she cried in passion­
ate contempt. “You wasted your breath. 
Coward—liar that he is!”

“Ahuh!” Wade looked straight ahead 
of him as if he saw some expected and un­
pleasant thing far in the “distance. ’Then 
with irresistible steps, neither swift nor 
slow, but ponderous, he strode to the porch 
and mounted the steps.

“Why, Ben, where are you going?” 
called Columbine in surprise as she fol­
lowed him.

He did not answer. He approached the 
closed door of the living room.

“Ben!” cried Columbine in alarm.
But he had no reply for her; indeed, no 

thought of her. Without knocking he 
opened the door with rude and powerful 
hand and, striding in, closed it quickly 
after him.

BillBellloundswasstanding,backagainst 
the great chimney, arms folded, a stolid 
and grim figure, apparently fortified against 
an intrusion he had expected.

“Wai, what do you want?” he asked 
gruffly. He had sensed catastrophe in the 
first sight of the hunter.

“Belllounds, I reckon I want a lot,” re­
plied Wade. “An’ I’m askin’ you to see 
we’re not disturbed.”

“Bar the door.”
Wade dropped the bar in place, and 

then, removing his sombrero, he wiped his 
moist brow.

“Do you see an enemy in me?” he asked 
curiously.

“Speakin’ out fair, Wade, there ain’t 
any reason I can see that you’re an enemy 
to me,” replied Belllounds. “But I feel 
somethin’. It ain’t because I’m takin’ my 
son’s side. It’s more than that. A queer 
feelin’, an’ one I never had before. I got 
it first when you told the story of the 
Gunnison feud.”

“Belllounds, we can’t escape our fates. 
An’ it was written long ago I was to tell 
you a worse an’ harder story than that.”

“Wai, mebbe I’ll listen an’ mebbe I 
won’t. I ain’t promisin’ these days.”

“Are you goin’ to make Collie marry 
Jack?” demanded the hunter.

“She’s willin’.”
“You know that’s not true. Collie’s 

willin’ to sacrifice love, honor an’ life it­
self, to square her debt to you.”

The old rancher flushed a burning red 
and in his eyes flared a spirit of earlier years.

“Wade, you can go too far,” he warned. 
“I’m appreciatin’ your good-heartedness. 
It sort of warms me toward you. . . . 
But this is my business. You’ve no call to 
interfere. You’ve done that too much al­
ready. An’ I’m reckonin’ Collie would 
be married to Jack now if it hadn’t been 
for you.”

“Ahuh! . . . That’s why I’m thankin’ 
God I happened along to White Slides. 
Belllounds, your big mistake is thinkin’ 
your son is good enough for this girl. An’ 
you’re makin’ mistakes about me. I’ve 
interfered here, an’ you may take my word 
for it, I had the right.”

“Strange talk, Wade, but I’ll make al­
lowances.”

“You needn’t. I’ll back my talk. . . . 
But first I’m askin’ you—an’ if this talk 
hurts, I’m sorry—why don’t you give some 
of your love for your no-good Buster Jack 
to Collie?”

Belllounds clenched his huge fists and 
glared. Anger leaped within him. He 
recognized in Wade an outspoken bitter 
adversary to his cherished hopes for his 
son and his stubborn precious pride.

“Wade, I’ll------”
“Belllounds, I can make you swallow 

that kind of talk,” interrupted Wade. “ It’s 
man to man now. An’ I’m a match for 
you, any day. Savvy? ... Do you 
think I’m fool enough to come here an’ 
brace you, unless I knew that? Talk to me 
as you’d talk about some other man’s son.”

“It ain’t possible,” rejoined the rancher 
stridently.

“Then listen to me first. ... I tell 
you, straight to your face, it’s a fool deal 
you’re workin’—a selfish one—a dirty job 
to put on an innocent sweet girl—an’ as 
sure as you stand there, if you do it 
you’ll ruin four lives!”

“Four!” exclaimed Belllounds. But 
any word would have expressed his hu­
miliation.

“I should have said three, leavin’ Jack 
out. I meant Collie’s an’ yours an’ Wils 
Moore’s.”

“Moore’s is about ruined already, I’ve 
a hunch.”

“Youcangethunchesyou never dreamed 
of, Belllounds, old as you are. An’ I’ll give 
you one presently. . . . But we drift 
off. Can’t you keep cool?”

“Cool! With you rantin’ hell-bent for 
election? Haw! Haw! . . . Wade, 
you’re locoed. You always struck me 
queer. . . . An’ if you’ll excuse ifte, 
I’m gettin’ tired of this talk. We’re as far 
apart as the poles. An’ to save what good 
feelin’s we both have, let’s quit.”

“You don’t love Collie, then?” queried 
Wade imperturbably.

“Yes, I do. That’s a fool idee of yours. 
It puts me out of patience.”

“Belllounds, you’re not her real father.”
The rancher gave a start, and he stared 

as he had stared before, fixedly and per­
plexedly at Wade.

“No, I’m not.”
“If she were your real daughter—your 

own flesh an’ blood—an’ Jack Belllounds 
was my son, would you let her marry him ? ’ ’

“Wai, Wade, I reckon I wouldn’t.”
(Continued mt Page 48)
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“Then how can you expect my consent 
to her marriage with your son? ”

“What!” Belllounds lunged over to 
Wade, leaned down, shaken by overwhelm­
ing amaze.

“Collie is my daughter!”
A loud expulsion of breath escaped Bell­

lounds. Lower he leaned, and looked with 
piercing gaze into the face and eyes that 
in this moment bore strange resemblance 
to Columbine.

“So that’s the secret? . . . Hell-Bent 
Wade! An’you’ve been on my trail!”

He staggered to his big chair and fell 
into it. No trace of doubt showed in his 
face. The revelation had struck home be­
cause of its very greatness.

Wade took the chair opposite. His like­
ness to Columbine had faded now. It had 
been love, a spirit, a radiance, a glory. It 
was gone. And Wade’s face became the 
emblem of tragedy.

“Listen, Belllounds. I’ll tell you! . . . 
The ways of God are inscrutable. I’ve 
been eighteen years tryin’ to atone for the 
wrong I did Collie’s mother. I’ve been a 
prospector for the trouble of others. I’ve 
been a bearer of their burdens. An’ if I 
can save Collie’s happiness an’ her soul I 
reckon I won’t be denied the peace of 
meetin’ her mother in the other world.... 
I recognized Collie the moment I laid eyes 
on her. She favors her mother in looks 
an’ she has her mother’s sensitiveness, her 
fire an’ pride, an’ she even has her voice. 
It’s low an’ sweet—alto they used to call 
it. . . . But I’d have recognized Collie as 
my own if I’d been blind an’ deaf. . . .

“It’s over eighteen years ago that we 
had the trouble. I was no boy, but I was 
terribly in love with Lucy. An’ she loved 
me with a passion I never learned till too 
late. We came West from Missouri. She 
was born in Texas. I had a rovin’ dispo­
sition, an’ didn’t stick long at any kind of 
work. But I was lookin’ for a ranch. My 
wife had some money an’ I had high hopes.

“We spent our first year of married life 
travelin’ through Kansas. At Dodge I 

got tied up for a while. You know in them 
days Dodge was about the wildest camp 
on the plains. My wife’s brother run a 
place there. He wasn’t much good. But 
she thought he was perfect. Strange, how 
blood relations can’t see the truth about 
their own people! Anyway, her brother 
Spencer had no use for me, because I could 
tell how slick he was with the cards an’ 
beat him at his own game.

“Spencer had a gamblin’ pard, a cow­
boy run out of Texas, one Cap Fol-----  But
no matter about his name. One night they 
were fleecin’ a stranger, an’ I broke into 
the game, winnin’ all they had. The game 
ended in a fight, with bloodshed, but no­
body killed. That set Spencer an’ his pard. 
Cap, agin me. The stranger was a planter 
from Louisiana. He’d been an officer in 
the Southern army. A high-strung, hand­
some Southerner, fond of wine an’ cards an’ 
women. Well, he got to payin’ my wife a 
good deal of attention when I was away, 
which happened to be often. She never 
told me. I was jealous those days.

“My little girl you call Columbine was 
born there durin’ a long absence of mine. 
When I got home Lucy an’ the baby were 
gone. Also the Southerner! . . . Spencer 
an’ his pard. Cap, an’ others they had in 
the deal proved to me, so it seemed, that 
the little girl was not really mine! . . . 
An’ so I set out on a hunt for my wife an’ 
her lover. I found them. An’ I killed him 
before her eyes. But she was innocent, 
an’ so was he, as came out too late. He’d 
been indeed her friend. She scorned me. 
She told me how her brother Spencer an’ 
his friends had established guilt of mine 
that had driven her from me.

“I went back to Dodge to have a little 
quiet smoke with these men who had ruined 
me. They were gone. The trffil .led to 
Colorado. Nearly a year later I rounded 
them all up in a big wagon-train post north 
of Denver. Another brother of my wife’s 
an’ her father had come West, an’ by acci­
dent or Fate we all met there. We had a 
family quarrel. My wife would not for­
give me—would not speak to me, an’ her 

people backed her up. I made the great 
mistake to take her father an’ other brothers 
to belong to the same brand as Spencer. 
In this I wronged them an’ her.

“ What I did to them, Belllounds, is one 
story I’ll never tell to any man who might 
live to repeat it.. But it drove my wife 
near crazy. An’ it made me Hell-Bent 
Wade! . . . She ran off from me there 
an’ I trailed her all over Colorado. An’ 
the end of that trail was not a hundred 
miles from where we stand now. The last 
trace I had was of the burnin’ of a prairia 
schooner by Arapahoes as they were goin’ 
home from a foray on the Utes. . . . The 
little girl might have toddled off the trail. 
But I reckon she was hidden or dropped 
by her mother or someone fleein’ for life. 
Your men found her there in the colum­
bines.”

Belllounds drew a long deep breath.
“What a man never expects always 

comes true. . . . Wade, the lass is yours. 
I can see it in the way you look at me. I 
can feel it. . . . She’s been like my own. 
I’ve done my best, accordin’ to my con­
science. An’ I’ve loved her, for all they 
say I couldn’t see aught but Jack. . . . 
You’ll take her away from me?”

“ No! Never, ” was the melancholy reply.
“What! Why not?”
“Because she loves.you. ... I could 

never reveal myself to Collie. I couldn’t 
win her love with a lie. An’ I’d have to 
lie, to be false—false to her mother an’ 
to Collie an’ to all I hold high! I’d have to 
tell Collie the truth—the wrong I did her 
mother—the hell I visited upon her mother’s 
people. . . . She’d fear me.”

“Ahuh! . . . An’you’ll never change— 
I reckon thet!” exclaimed Belllounds.

“No. I changed once, eighteen years 
ago. I can’t go back. . . . I can’t undo 
all I hoped was good.”’

“But all this you tell an’ the hell you 
hint at ain’t changin’ this hyar deal of 
Jack’s an’ Collie’s. Not one jot! . . . 
If she remains my adopted daughter she 
marries my son. . . . Wade, I’m hal­
tered like the north star in that.”

“Belllounds, will you take a day to 
think it over? ” appealed Wade.

“Ahuh! But that won’t change me.”
“Won’t it change you to know that if 

you force this marriage you’ll lose all?” 
“All! Ain’t that more queer talk?” 
“ I mean lose all—your son, your adopted 

daughter—his chance of reformin’, her 
hope of happiness. These ought to be all 
in life left to you.”

“Wai, they are. But I can’t see your 
argument. You’re beyond me, Wade. 
You’re holdin’ back, like you did with 
your hell-bent story.”

Ponderously, as if the burden and the 
doom of the world weighed him down, the 
hunter got up and fronted Belllounds.

“When I’m driven to tell I’ll come. . . . 
But once more, old man, choose between 
generosity an’ selfishness. Between blood 
tie an’ noble loyalty to your good deed 
in its beginnin’. . . . Will you give up 
this marriage for your son—so that Collie 
can have the man she loves?”

“You mean your young pard an’ two- 
bit of a rustler—Wils Moore?”

“Wils Moore, yes. My friend, an’ a 
man, Belllounds, such as you or I never 
was.”

“No!” thundered the rancher, purple 
in the face.

With bowed head and dragging step 
Wade left the room.

By slow degrees of plodding steps and 
periods of abstracted lagging the hunter 
made his way back to Moore’s cabin. At 
his entrance the cowboy leaped up with 
a startled cry.

“Oh, Wade! . . . Is Collie dead?” 
he cried.

Such was the extent of calamity he im­
agined from the somber face of Wade.

“No. Collie’s well.”
“Then, man, what on earth’s hap­

pened?”'
“Nothin’yet. . . . But somethin’is 

goin’ on in my mind. ... Moore, I’d 
like you to let me alone.”

(to be concluded)

A COMMUNITY FAIR
T

he Old County Fair had died. It 
was a serious case of impaction—not 
from consuming too much green 
alfalfa, but from taking on too many ad­

vertising features and commercialized 
amusements. For a few seasons before its 
final demise all the county-fair doctors 
had tried various emetics and cathartics as 
means of helping the Old County Fair to 
rid itself of its congealed mass of imple­
ment advertisements, fake shows, cheap 
imported horse races, and so forth. The 
end might be best told in the terms some­
times used by physicians concerning a 
hospital case: “The operation was suc­
cessful, but the patient died.”

The fairgrounds, which in years gone by 
had been sacredly reserved as the setting 
for the one big annual event, were now 
being used for various and irrelevant pur­
poses. A Holy Roller camp meeting,' a 
Chautauqua, and other such extremes in 
public expression graced or disgraced the 
erstwhile sacred precincts. Part of the 
race track had been plowed up to add to 
the domains of a cornfield. The roof of 
the grandstand had been partially blown 
away, converting that aristocratic seating 
space into bleachers.

Yet this condition did not mean at all 
that the great and noble cause of agricul­
ture was on the blink in the Old County 
itself. It did indicate that the farmers had 
grown weary of an annual event which 
was professedly in honor of agriculture 
but actually a means of bringing them to 
the county seat to spend their good 
money for pink lemonade, popcorn balls 
and near-beer and to furnish and pay for 
a setting in which commercial dealers 
could the more readily make dupes of them.

As a matter of fact, the death of the Old 
County Pair evidenced agricultural pro­
gression in the Old County. This was 
further evidenced by the fact that the farm­
ers had organized after the manner of the 
town merchants and gotten to themselves 
a paid secretary to look after their com­
mon interests. This county agent got on 
the scene in time to sit on the self- 
appointed coroner’s jury for the Old

Add a Touch of Fun by Dressing the Home Team in Ludicrous Costumes, Giving Them 
Names Such as "The Clowns," Etc,

It is More Than Taking the Place of the 
Defunct County Fair—By Walter Burr

County Fair—and afterward privately 
and stealthily dug up the remains for a 
personally conducted autopsy—with find­
ings as aforestated. But he also was sure 
that there must have been redeeming 
features about the Old County Fair; 
otherwise why should the people of the 
Old County, in past years, have eagerly 
assembled there as regularly as the 
autumn leaves fell?

The farmers’ agent was a Maine Yankee 
of the “I want to know” kind, so he set 
out to ask questions of the old-timers. 
And this was the story he got:

There was a time when the Old County 
was j ust one great big community. Farm­

ers who had come from the same neighbor­
hood “back East” had settled in the Old 
County, but at some distance apart. 
Jasper Shaw, from the south part of the 
county, was a neighbor to Jim Reader, 
who lived fifteen miles north. The annual 
get-together time was the occasion of the 
Old County Fair. Jim and Jasper hadn’t 
seen each other for quite a sjjell—a year 
anyhow—and neither knew what the other 
had been doing. But now Jim had brought 
up to the fair some pure-bred pigs that he 
was Raising that season—and had gotten 
the blue-ribbon prize. Jasper banteringly 
vowed that he would bring pigs the next 
year that would take the prize. In the 

meantime Mrs. Jasper and Mrs. Jim were 
comparing quilts they had brought and 
placed on exhibition, while little Jim and 
little Jasper were in another part of the 
grounds having a heated argument over 
the comparative advantages of the colts 
that had followed each family team on the 
long drive to the Old County Fair. ■

“But later,” said the old-timer, “travel­
ing exhibitors who never raised decent 
pork to feed human beings, but made 
their money out of prize critters, got to 
carrying off the prizes from Jim and 
Jasper, who raised hogs tor the sake of 
pork. And as for horses, professional race­
horse men came with animals that never 
saw a real farm or an honest-to-goodness 
farmer; and handiwork and farm exhibits 
were crowded out of the way by side 
shows and advertising schemes. Well, it 
wasn’t the same Old County Fair.”

“I have it,” shouted the county agent; 
“it was a go as long as it was a neighbor­
hood fair. When more people crowded 
in—foljfs that weren’t known—and more 
towns were built, the Old County got too 
big. When the neighborhood idea went 
out of the fair the neighbors quit coming.”

“Well,” asked the old-timer, “what’s 
the answer? ”

“The community fair.”
The community fair has now become a 

regular annual feature in a large number of 
communities in the Old County. In each 
case the area from which attendance is ex­
pected and from which exhibits will be 
received is well established. Sometimes 
this area will comprise only a school dis­
trict, but oftener two districts combined 
or, better yet, an agricultural community 
with a village center. Now Jasper Shaw 
and Jim Reader become neighbors again. 
They watch each other’s progress in rais­
ing pigs, and when the exhibit is made in 
the fall they and the other neighbors have 
a neighborhood interest in the prize giv­
ing. Mrs. Jasper and Mrs. Jim and the 
other women can again chat over the han­
diwork exhibit, while little Jasper and little 
Jim are putting their colts through the 
paces in the colt-judging process.
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I of grain, cattle, sheep and hogs will remain.
I Loans for the purchase of stock may be had at low interest; there are
I good shipping facilities; best of markets; free schools; churches; splendid
I climate; low taxation (none on improvements).
I For particulars as to location of lands for sale, maps, illustrated literature,
I reduced railway rates, etc., apply to Supt. of Immigration, Ottawa, Can., or

F. A. HARRISON, 200 N. 2nd St.,Harnsb(irg. Pa.
I 0.G.RUrLEDGE.301E.GcDesee$L,Syraca$e,N.Y.
I W. S. NETHERY, htenffbao Udg., Cdumbos, 0.

I SEND to-day for our Handsomely 
Illustrated FARM CATALOGUE, 

k FARMS in BEAUTIFUL VINE- 
f LAND & SOUTHERN JERSEY, 
East: Fruit, Poultry, General, Stock 

........ .... . .„ Season, Splendid Markets, Healthful 
^“Climate, Handsome Profits. Brav & MacGeorge , 1077 
DREXEL BLDG., PHILA., PA., or VINELAND, N. J.

GO SOUTHWEST and grow two crops a year.
3 desirable Drew Co. farms for sale by owner, cash or 

easy payments. Splendid climate, fine water, and very 
heaJthy here. For full particulars and price address: 

J. F. Barbee, Monticello, Arkansas

Your Spare Time
Let us tell you how hundreds of men and 
women earn a dollar an hour by acting as our 
subscription representative. Address The 
Curtis Publishing Company, 359 Independ­
ence Square, Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.

Keep Your 
House Free From Rats

**Rougb on Rats’* is so economical that it costs 
hut about 5c a year to keep a house free from rats. 
A sure killer. Tasteless, odorless; mix it with fc^ |
they will eat. Oldest and largest selling extemin^ C 
ator. &nd for free booklet—“Ending Rats & Mice.” k

CIDER Making Pays
With Mt. Gilead Hydraulic Cider Presses
Thousands are making Big Money on small 
investments.' Demand for cider greater than 
ever. Quick, clean profits with little labor 
and expense. Complete outfits ready to 
ship. Sizes up to 460 bbls, daily. Write 
for Big New Cider Press Catalog. 
Gives full details with lowest 
factory prices. Also full line of 
accessories, such as juice evap­
orators, pasteurizers, etc.

Another Big Cut In 
pgine Prices

I will you an up-to-date 
WITTE Kerosene Engine, bat­
tery ignition or Webster Magneto, on 
practically your own terms—Cash or 
Payments. I guarantee longer, ship 
quicker, save you $15 to $200. It is 
easy to earn the cost of a WITTE in a 
few weeks, or a saw-rig outfit clear in 30 
days. Before you select any kind of an 
engine for any work, get my latest cata­
log and quick-action price list on engines, 
2 to 30 H-P, FREE, by Return Mail. 
—Ed. H. Witte, Pres. Write nearest 
address. WITTE ENGINE WORKS, 
2264 Oakland Ave., Kansas City, Mo., 
or 2264 Empire Bldg., Pittsburgh, Pa.

Rough ON Rats
, PONT Pie in the house

HYDRAULIC PRESS MFC. CO.
59 Lincoln Ave., Meant Gilead, Ohio

American Fenra

A Good Position ForYou I

National Giant

Full gauge wires; full weight; full length 
rolls. Superior quality galvanizing, proof 
against hardest weather conditions. 
Special Book Sent Free. Dealers Fverywhere.

AMERICAN STEEL AND WIRE CO. 
CHICAGO NEW YORK

Aged Owner Must Sell 
193 Acres $2800, Including
4 cows, bull, team horses, wagons, harness, long list implements, 
hay, grain, etc., near railroad town. 150 acres productive loamy 
fields, wire-fenced pasture, home-use wood; apples, pears, plums, 
grapes, etc. 7-room house, 2 basement bams. Low price $2800 
gets all. Easy terms. Details page 43, Catalog Bargains 19 
States, copy free. Strout Farm Agency, 150 AC Nassau St., 
New York.

Indoor Toilot^H Convenient — Sanitary 
^The Comfort Closet for Homes, '
Summer Cottages and Camps. I|||l]|ffl fnifrilllhlljjhj Q | 
Entirely odorless. Scientifically iUlllHII|i||jill|H|| lillRIIIIIIll 
ventilated. Strong chemicals nUniiniiuui i ......................
dissolve contents; kill al) germs. |||||MJ nu O | Il II 
Easily installed. Convenient to move. ||l|l|lflui | {[ |m|i || I 
Contents disposed of easily as garbage. |m||m iBH Ml II I 
^evento fiy breeding and water con- HtlHm I ulB II 
tamination. Provides sanitary, odorless ||BMh U|n! N||ll I 
toilet in home protected from cold and 4!nWij | {||j|)|j|||| fl I* 
stormy weather. Only closet with por- Im^b, ..... ,niiiiiglfil
Days’ Free Trial. Agents make $60 to
$100 weekly. Exclusive territory. Ask for booklet—FREE. 
Comfort Chemical Closet Co., 2108 Factories Bldg., Toledo, 0.

National Giant Steel Elevator
Has 16 angles to the section, others only 6. 

Has greater capacity. Runs easier. Requires 
less power to operate. Equipped with Common 
Sense Feeder. Cribs 60 bushefs in 3 to 5 minutes. 
Screen in bottom keeps out silk and shelled com—pre­
venting rottage. All desirable features, for which the 
good farmer is looking. Write for prices. Ask about the

National Giant Inside Elevator
We make the best line of elevators on the market. 

Ask for New Catalog and FREE Book of Crib Plans.
PORTABLE ELEVATOR HFG.CO..838 Grove Sl, BLOOMINGTON. ILL

Best Machine 
on the Market

CHAFF
The WinnerHis Request

Just the Same

hee! hee!—loved 
and lost, Mr. 
Gloom?”
“No, Mrs. 

Clatter,” replied 
the human hy­
ena. “ On the 
contrary, I have 
loved and won— 
she rejected me.”

them Fiddle
Creek fellers in jail for beating his wife 
with a club,” related a neighbor.

“ Serves him mighty right! ” commented 
Gap Johnson, of Rumpus Ridge, Arkan­
sas. "A gent that’s got so he can’t handle 
his wife with his bare fists ortn’t to be 
allowed to whip her a-tall.”

“•pRUDDREN and sistahs,” began Goat 
JD Simmons, the gambling man, during 

a recent experience meeting in Ebenezer 
Chapel. “ Yo’ all knows dat Ise been one o’ 
de most contaminated scoun’els dat ever cu- 
cumbered de earth. Ise flipped de kyahds 
and rolled de bones world widout end, 
mighty nigh. In de days when I could 
git to it I done guzzled gin enough to 
float a canoe. Ise chased dese yuh yal- 
lah ladies wid 
moufSes o’ gold 
teef, cornin’ and 
gwine. Ise wal- 
lered in de slough 
o’ sin and slept 
in de sasspole o’ 
’nickerty. Pray 
for me, bruddren 
and sistahs, dat I 
may hold out to 
de end!” 

Work
“TAAT Mr. Slicksmith am de meanest 

JLz dog-gone white man in dis town!” 
grumbled old Brother Bulginback. “Yas- 
sah, he diametrically am! W’y, looky: 
Every time I does a job o’ work for him, 
stidder scowlin’ and mowlin’ ’bout it and 
in dat way givln’ me an excuse to scamp 
de next job I does for him, he is dess as 
p’lite as pie and says suppin’ so nice and 
compermentary dat next time I busts 
muhse’f tryin’ to do a still better job. 
Dat schemin’ white man will sho’ and 
sartin work me into a timely grave if I 
don’t watch him! ”

A Temperance Lesson
“T OBJECT,” said the temperance man, 

X "to the custom of christening ships 
with champagne.”

“I don’t,” replied the other man. "I 
think there is a temperance lesson in it.” 

“How can that be?”

His Helpful 
Discovery

OLD Newt 
N oddy’s 
trip seems to 

have done him a 
sight of good,” 
commented a 
citizen of 

The Limit Grudge. “Fora
----- long time he has THEY’VE Little Girl (Seeing Herself Notleed by Officer)H-honest, had the railroad 

go^one of Mister, I Didn't Do It ”-------------------------------Station here on
his mind, and it 

’peared to weigh him down badly. He de­
clared that it was the rustiest, ramshack- 
lest, tumbledownest, all-firedest depot on 
the whole line of road, and a shame and dis­
grace to our progressive little city. Every­
body passively agreed with him, but nobody 
did anything about it. He couldn’t accom­
plish anything by his growls, and got to 
moping round and looking hopeless, and 
finally seemed about ready to take to his 
bed.

“Then he went on this trip and saw 
over forty depots even more measly and 
decrepit than this one, and the discovery 
chirked him up so that it practically made 
a new man of him. It is generally good 
for a person to find out that other people 
are worse off than he is.”

“TAO FARMERS,” we asked, "actually 
LJ wear billy-goat whiskers, chew 

straws, and say, ‘Wa-al, I’ll be gol- 
vummed!’?”

“Yes,” replied honest Farmer Horn­
beak. “Just the same as artisans wear 
square paper caps and bankers indulge in 
side whiskers and white vests with dollar- 
marks on ’em.”

Changing Owners
“QO YOU own your own house, Dun- 
O ham?”
“No.”
“Why, you told me so last month!”
"Yes—we had no cook then,”

The Hussy
“TSN’T that the pretty young Widow 

J. Peachy?”
“Yes, the deceitful thing! She acts 

just as if she really does not want to 
marry again.”

“ Well, immediately after the first bottle 
of wine the ship takes to water and sticks 
to it ever after!”

The Usual Method
“TTOW are good roads constructed in 
xl this region?” asked a guest as he 

left the dining room.
“ Oratorically and ostensibly, as a 

general rule,” pessimistically replied the 
landlord of the tavern at Crabville.

No Particular Saving
“TT WOULD be no great task for you 
• J. to dig a well near your back door,” 
said the Presiding Elder, “and it would 
save you many steps going up the knoll, 
over the top and down to the spring in 
the hollow.”

“I don’t presizely see how ’twould,” 
replied a citizen of Sandy Mush, Arkan­
sas, “being as my wife ’tends to toting 
the—p’tu!—water.”
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