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We succeeded In locating the anlmalu‘ back, and she was veguely endeavor-
by feeling and I waited en the edge of | ing to understana
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CHAPTER Xlill—Continued.
—14—

“Whole caboodle workin' like a
charm,” he said, good humoredly.
“Thought onct the deputy might show
up ugly, but a quart o' -ed-eye sure
fixed him—thar’s our party a comin’
now. Ye're ter stay right whar ye
are.”

They were advancing toward us up
the bank which sloped down toward
the creek. Rale moved forward to
meet them across the little open space,
and a moment later, from my hiding
place among the motionless horses I
became able to distinguish the slowly
approaching figures. There were four
in the party, apparently from the garb
two men and two women. The second
man might be the preacher, but if so,
why should he be there? Why should
his presence at this time bg necessary?
Unless the two main conspirators had
special need for his services, I could
conceive no reason for his having any
part in the action that night. Had 1
been deceived in their plans? Even as
this fear overwhelmed me with conster-
nation, I was compelled to notice how
helplessly the first of the two women
walked—as though her limbs refused
to support her body, even though ap-
parently upheld by the grip of the
man beside her. Rale, joining them,
immediately grasped her other arm,
and, between the two, she was impelled
forward. The saloonkeeper seemed
unable to restrain his voice.

“Yer must'r give her one h— 0’ n
dose,” he growled, angrily. *“Half o’
thet wud a bin’ nough. Why, d— it
she kin hardly walk.”

“Well, what's the odds?” it was Kir-
by who replied sarcastically. “She got
more because she wouldn’t drink. We
Lad to make her take it, and it wasn’t
no easy job. Gaskins will tell you
that. Have you got your man here?”

“O’ course; he's waiting’ thar with
the hosses. But I'm d—d if I like
this. She don’'t know nuthin’, does
she?ﬂ .

“Maybe not now: but she’'ll come
around all right, and she signed her
name. So there ain’t no hitch. She
seemed to get worse after that. Come
on, we can't stand talking here; let’s
get them off, Jack ; there isn’t any time
to waste. I suppose ye’ll have to strap
her into the saddle.”

I held back, and permitted them to
work, merely leading my own horse
slightly to one side and keeping in his
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“Deeee You, You Sneakin’ Spy!” He
Hissed Savagely.

shadow. Gaskins brutally jerked the
shrinking mulatto forward and forced
her to mount one of the horses. She
made some faint protest, the nature
of which I failed to catch clearly, but
the fellow only laughed in reply and
ordered her to keep quiet. Eloise ut-
tered no word, emitted no sound, made
no struggle, as the two other men lifted
her bodily into the saddle, where Kirby
held her, swaying helplessly against
him, while Rale strapped her securely
into place. .

The entire proceedings were so
brutally cruel that it required all my
strength of will to restrain myself from
action. My fingers closed upon the pis-
tol in my pocket, and every impu'se
urged me to hurl myself on the fellow,
trusting everything to swift, bitter
fight. I fairly trembled in eagerness to
grapple with Kirby, hand to hand, and
crush him helpless to the earth.

“Thar,” said the saloonkeeper, at
last, testing his strap. “I reckon she
can’t fall off nowhow, even ir she don’t
sit up worth a d—. Go ahead now,
MofTett.”

Both men stepped aside, and I led
my horse forward. The movement
brought me more into the open, and
face to face with Kirby. By some trick
of fate, at that very instant a star-
gleam, piercing through the secreen ot
leaves overhead, struck full into my
eyes.
back and stared straight at me.

there could be no doubt of his recogni-
tion.
pression in a startled exclamation.
“By God!—you, here!”
That was all the time I gave him.
With every pound of strength, with
every ounce of dislike,

smitten by an ax.
Rale leaped on me, cursing, failing to
understand the cause, yet instinctively
realizing the presence of an enemy.
His grip was at my throat, and. even
as his fingers closed savagely, he struck

me with one knee in the stomach, and |
drove an elbow straight into my face.
The neat instant we were locked to- |
gether »o closely any blow became im- |

possibie, youth and agility waging

| whar yer dropped him.

With an oath he thrust my hat .
- suspect it, at least, and she is even | ;

I could not see the ming!ed hate and |
horror glaring in the man’s eyes, but

The acknowledgment found ex- |

I drove a
clenched fist into that surprised face,
and the fellow went down as though
Even as he reeled,

The Devil's Own

A Romance of the Black

Hawk War

from reaching any weapon. Whatever
happened to me, there must be no
alarm, no noise sufficiently loud so as
to attract the attention of sentries on
guard. This affair must be fought out
with bare knuckles and straining sin-

| ews—fought In silence to the end. 1

held him to me in a bear grip, but his
overmastering strength bore me back-
ward, my body bending beneath the
straln until every muscle ached.

“D— you—you sneakin' spy!” he
hissed savagely, and his jaws snapped
at me llke a mad beast. “Let go!
d— you—Ilet go!”

Crazed by the pain, I swerved to
one side, and half fell, my grip torn
loose from about his arms, but as in-
stantly closing again around his lower
body. He strained, but failed to break
my grasp, and I should have hurled
him over the hip, but at that second
Gaskins struck me, and I went tum-
bling down, with the saloonkeeper
falling flat on top of me. his pudgy
fingers still clawing fiercely at my
throat. It seemed as though conscious-
ness left my brain, crushed into death
by those gripping hands, and yet the
spark of life remained, for I heard the
ex-preacher utter a yelp, which ended
in a moan, as a blow struck him; then
Rale was jerked off me, and I sobbing-
ly caught my breath, my throat free.
Into my dazed mind there echoed the
sound of a voice.

“Is thet ’nough, Jack?—then holler.
D— yer, yer try thet again, an’ I'll
spill whut brains yet got all over this
kKintry. Yes, it's Tim Kennedy talkin’,
an’ he’s talkin’ ter ye. Now yer lie
whar yer are. Yer ain’t killed, be ye,
Knox?”

I managed to lift myself out of the
dirt, still clutching for breath but with
my mind clearing.

“No; I guess I'm all right, Tim,” 1
sald, panting out the words with an ef-
fort. *“What's become of Kirby? Don’t
let him get away.”

“l ain’t likely to. He's a lyin’ right
Holy smoke!
sounded ter me like ye hit him with
a pole-ax. I got his gun, an’ thet’s
whut's makin’ this skunk hold so blame
still—oh, yes, I will, Jack Rale; I'm
Just a achin’ fer ter let ye hav’ it.”

“And the other fellow? He hit me.”

“My ol’ frien,” Gaskins; thet's him,
all right.” The deputy gave vent to a
short, mirthless laugh. *“Oh, I rapped
him with the butt; had ter do it. He’'d
got hold ov a club somwhar, an’ wus
goin’ ter give yer another. It will be a
while, I reckon, 'fore he takes much
interest. 'What'll I do with th!s red-
headed gink?”

I succeeded in reaching my feet, and
stood there a moment, gaining what
view I could through the dark-
ness. The short struggle, desperate
as it had been, was not a noisy one,
and I could hear nothing about us to
indicate any alarm. Kennedy had one
hard knee pressed into Rale’s abdomen
and the star-rays reflected back the
steel glimmer of the pistol held threat-
eningly before the man’s eyes. The
horses beyond stood motionless, and
the two women in the saddles appeared
like silent shadows. I stood up once
more, peering through the darkness
and listening. Whatever was to be
done I must decide, and quickly.

“Have Rale stand up, but keep him
covered. Don’t give him any chance
to break away: now wait—there is a
lariat rope hanging to this saddle; I'll
get it.”

It was a strong cord and of good
length, and we proceeded to bind the
fellow securely in spite of his objec-
tions, I taking charge of the pistol,
while Tim, who was more expert, did
the job in a workmanlike manner.

“Now gag him, Tim,” I said quietly.
“Yes, use the neckerchief. That will
do; all we can hope for is a few hours’
start.”

“Is Kirby dead?”

“I'm afraid not, but he has got an
ugly bump and lost some blood: his
head struck a rock when he fell. It
will be a while, I Imagine, before he
wakes up. How about your man?”

He crossed over and bent down
above the fellow, feeling with his
hands in the darkness.

“l reckon he’s a goner, cap,” he ad-
mitted, as though surprised. “Gosh, 1
must’r hit the cuss harder than I
thought—fair caved in
pore devil. I reckon it's no great loss
ter nobbody.”

“But are you sure he is dead? That
will put a different aspect on all this,

Khennedy !” I exclaimed gravely, facing |
“That and

him as he arose to his feet.
the belief I now have that Kirby has
already consummated his plan of mar-
riage with Miss Beaucaire.”

“You mean he has—"

“Yes, that he has forced the girl
to assent to some form of ceremony,
probably legal in this country. I over-
heard enough between him and Rale to

now under the influence of some drug.

she hasn’t spoken, nor does she seem

to know what is going on:-about her.

They strapped her into the saddle.”
“The h-— they did.”

“It has been a hellish affair a'l the

way through, and the only way in
which I can serve her, if this is so, is
by getting her away—as far away as
possibDle, and where this devil ean
never find her again. What bothers
me right now is vour case.”

“Mine? Lord, what's the matter with
me?”’

“Considerable, I should say.
can't be left here alone to face the re-
sult of this night's work. 1If Gaskins

is dead from the blow you struck him |
these two fellows will swear yvour life |
Even if you |

away just for revenge.
told the whole story. what chance
would you have? That would only ex-

fierce battle against brutai strength. | pose us, and still fail to clear you. -

would merely be your word against

his hed, the |

| certain, we have got t

You
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“I reckon thet's
thinkin’ 'bout it.”

true;

“Then there is only the one road

to take, Tim,” I insisted. “We've got

to strike the trail together.”
“Whar?”

“I cannot answer that now ; I haven't
thought it out yet. We can talk that
matter over as we ride. I have a map
with me, which will help us decide the
best course to choose. The first thing
iIs to get out of this nelghborhood be-
yon< pursuit. If you only had a horse.”

“That’s two critters down in the

crick bottom. I reckon thet Kirby an’

Gaskins must'r tied 'em thar.”

“Good ; then you will go; you agree
with me?”

“Thar ain't nuthin’ else fer me ter do
—hangin’ ain't never bin no hobby 0’
mine."”

“Then let's start,” decisively. “Pick
up one of those horses down on the

bottom and turn the other one loose. |
I'll lead on down the trail and you can

meet us at the ford—once across the
creek we can decide which way to
travel; there must be four hours of
darkness yet.”

I picked up the trailing rein of my
horse and slipped my arm through it.
Tim faded away in the gloom like a
vanishing shadow. The young woman
next me, strapped securely to her sad-
dlé¢, made no movement, exhibited no
sign of interest:; her head and body
drooped, yvet her hands grasped the
pommel as though she still retained
some dim conception of her situation.
The face under her hood was bent for-
ward and shaded and her eyes, al-
though they seemed open, gave no heed
to my presence. I touched her hands
—thank God, they were moist and
warm, but when I spoke her name it
brought no response.

I started forward on foot, leading
my horse, the others trailing after
through the darkness. Knowing noth-
ing of the way, I was thus better able

to pick the path, yet I found this not

difficult, as it was rather plainly out-
lined by the forest growth on either
side. The trail was clay with a few
small stones embedded in it, and the
horses made little noise in their de-

scent, except once when Elsie's animal |

slipped and sent a loosened bit of rock
rolling down to splash in some pool be-
low. We came to the bank of the creek
at last, a narrow stream, easily ford-
able, but with a rather steep shore line
bevond, and waitea there a moment un-
til Tim emerged from out the black
woods at our right and joined us. He
was mounted, and, believing the time
had arrived for more rapid movement,
I also swung up into saddle and ranged
the girl's horse beside mine.

They were not stock to be proud of,
vet they did fairly well, Tim's mount
evidently the best of the four. The
going was decidedly better once we
hnd topped the bank. We may have
ridden for two miles without a word,
for, although I had no intention of pro-
ceeding far in this direetion, I could
discover no opportunity for changing
our course so as to baffle pursuit. That
Kirby and Rale would endeavor to
follow us at the earliest opportunity
was most probable. They were neither
of them the sort to accept defeat with-
out a struggle, and, after the treat-
ment they had received, the desire for
revenge would be uppermost. Nor
thus far wouid there be any difficulty
in their picking up our trail, at least as
far as the creek crossing, and this
would assure them the direction we
Lhad chosen.

Then suddenly, out of the mysterious
darkness which closed us in, another
grove loomed up immediately in our
front, and the trail plunged sharply
aownward into the depths of a rugged
ravine,

banks, overhung by trees. It was a dis-
mal, gloomy spot, a veritable cave of
darkness, vyet apparently the very
place I had been seeking for our pur-
pose.

“Kennedy.”
“Right yere, sir.
—found enything?”
“There is a creek here. 1 don’t know
where it flows from, but it seems to
come out of the "east. One thing is

Lord, but it's dark

' I foHowed
largeiyv by the splashing of Elsie's ani-
"mal through the shallow water.
Smovement was a very slow and cau- |

tious one, Kennedy halting frequently
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I was obliged to dismount and |
feel my way cautiously to the bottom, |
delighted to discover there was a|
smoothly flowing, narrow stream, run-  light was so poor I was not able to

ning from the eastward between high

| the bank, the two reins wrapped about
' my arm, until I heard the others go

splashing down into the water. Then I
also groped my own way cautiously
forward, the two horses trailing be-
hind me, down the sharply
bank into the stream. Tim chose his
course near to the opposite shore, and
his lead closely, guided

Our

to assure himself that the

ahead was safe.

passage

being the low-hanging branches which
swept against us.

I think we must have waded thus to
exceed a mile when we came to a fork
in the stream and piumped into a tan-
gle of uprooted trees, which ended our
further progress. Between the two

 branches, after a little search, we dis-

covered a gravelly beach, on which

the horses’ hoofs would leave few per-
' guarding the woman I loved.

manent marks. Beyond this gravel we
plunged inte an open wood, through

Fortunately the bot- |
' tom was firm and the curgent not par- |
ticularly strong, our greatest obstacle

Tim lod the horses away nnid staldad
them out where they could erop the
rich, dewy grass., After removing the

saddles he followed the mulatro gir

into the hut, and I could hear the mur-
shelving |

mur of their voices, 1 endeavored to
address Eloise, seeking thus to awaken
her to some sense of my presence, but
she merely smiled meaninglessly,
leaned her head wearily back against
the poles and closed her eves,

It was a poor meal enough, although
it sufficed to dull hunger and yield us
some strength. Eloise sueceeded in
choking down a few morsels, but drank
thirstily. It was pitiful to watch her,
and to mark the constant effort she
was making to force the return of
memory. I had Elsie bathe her face
with water and while, no doubt, this
refreshed her somewhat she only
rested her head back on my coat, which
I had folded for a pillow, and again
closed her heavy eyes. The negress
appeared so tired I bade her lie down
and sleep, and soon after Tim also dis-

appeared. I remained there alone,

How were we to escape, burdened by

whose intricacies we were compelled | this helpless girl, from pursuit, which
to grope blindly, Tim and I both afoot, | herhaps had already started from Yel-

and constantly callingto each other, so
as not to become separated.
all sense of direction, when this forest
finally ended, and we again emerged
upon open prairie, with a myriad of
stars shining overhead.

CHAPTER XIV.

The Island in the Swamp.
The relief of thus being able to per-

ceive each other and gain some view |

of our immediate surroundings after
that struggle through darkness cannot
be expressed in words. ‘e were upon
a rather narrow tongue of land. the
two diverging forks of rthe stream
closing us in. So, after a short conver-
sation, we continued to ride straizhi
forward, keeping rather close to the
edge of the wood, so as to better con-
ceal our passage. Our advance, while
not rapid, was steady, and we must
have covered several miles before the
east began to show yray, the ghastly
licht of the new dawan revealing our
tired faces. Ahead of us stretched an
extensive swamp, with pools of stag-
nant water shimmering through lush
grass and brown friuges of cat-tails
bordering their edges.
out in this desolation, and only half
revealed through the d*m lizht, a some-
what higher bit of lanil, 1oeky on its
exposed side, its credt crowned with
trees, arose like an islg. 1. Tim stared
across at it, shacing b's eyes with one
hand.

“If we wus goin' ter stop enyvwhar,

cap,” he said finally, “I reckon thar
ain’t no better nlace then thet, pervidin® |
'now from this contamination. It would
all be useless, a thing for laughter. Her

we Kin git thar.”

I followed his gaze, and noticed that
the mulatto girl alse lifted her head
to look.

“We
fessed.

certainly must rest,” 1 con-

exhausted. Do vou see any way of
getting across the swamp?”

He did not answer. but Elsie in-
stantly pointed toward the left, crying
out eagerly:

“Sure, Ah Jo.
"lonzg thar, sah—yer Kin
rock.”

“So vou can; it almost looks like a
dvke. Let's try it, Timn.”

The lan' is higher
see  shale

It was not exactly a pleasant pas-

saze, or a safe one, but the continual
increase in light aldel us in picking
our way above the bla~k water on eith-
er hand. I let my horse follow those
in front as he nleased and held tightly

to the bit of the one bearing Eloise. | _
'eves met, and I instant.y read in the

ceeding a hundred verds wide, rather  depths of hers the dawning of recog-

The island proved a small one, not ex-

sparsely covered with forest trees, the
space between these thick with under-
growth. What first atiracrted my gaze
after penetrating the tree fringe was

poles, and thatched with coarse grass,
which stood nearly in the center of the
island. It was a rudely constructed,
primitive affair, and to ail appearances
deserted.

“Hold the horses here, Tim; let me
see what we have ahead first.”

I approached the place from the rear,
peering in through the narrow open-
ings between the upright poles. The

perceive much, but did succeed in
fully convincing myself that the dis-
mal shack was unoccupied. The door

stood unlatched and I pushed it open. |
- : A chimpanzee had been fed on cake

A single glance servei to reveal every-
thing the place contained. \Without
doubt it had been the late abode of
Indians, who, in all probability, had
fled hastily to join Black Hawk 4n his
foray up Rock river. What interested
me most was a*small bit of jerked
deer meat which still hung

above to carry away the

I had found during the night a fair

ll  supply of hard bread in my saddle-bag,

et off this
tirail. If we can iead the horses up
stream a way and then cirele back it
would keep those fellows guessing for
a while. Come here and se2 what yvou
think of the chanece.”

“Ye let me zo ahead with the nigeer
curl, an’ then follow after us, leadin’
Miss Beaueaire's hoss, By jeminy erick-
ets, "tain’t deep’ nougzh fer ter drown us
cnyway, an’ 1 ain’'t muach afeered o' the
Unrk.

| tunate
"alonge the only available pathhway whieh
' led to this little oasis, and a more se-

“Now Gag Him, Tim,” | Said Quietl)f-i
' to find.

and now, with this additional gift of

- Providence, felt assured, at least, of

one suflicient meal.

“It is all right, Tim, there is no one
here. An old Indian ¢eamp with noth-
ing but a hunk of jerked deer meat left
Elsie, gather up some of that
vonder and build a
I will look

old wood

Kennedy and
eaucaire.
It was bright day by this time, the

red of the rising sun in the sky, and 1|

could trace the radius of swamp !and
stretehing about us on every hand, o
;.‘,'I‘illl. desolate seene 2ven in the Iu_‘:llll_"{
of that clear dawn.
enough to approach the

H]HII

cure hiding place 1t ‘wnuhl be diflicult
l f'l'lt :II“HL":I ar ease flll“" ‘[hl:

I had lost |

“Miss Beaucalre seems to be |
sleeping, but I am sure is thoroughly
flight ; outdistancing our pursuers ; find-

against |
an upright and the rude stone fire-
place in the center of the hut, with an |
opening
smoke.

. ,"“.W' !ur:r time his master moved or seemed
SR . on the point of awakening.

low Danks? At all hazards I must now

| Remained There Alone, Guarding the
‘ Woman | Loved.

 prevent this dazed, stupefied woman
I - L] -
from ever again falling into the power

- of Joe Kirby.
Some distance |

That was the one fact
I knew. I would rather kill her with
my own hand, for I was convinced the

' fellow actually possessed a legal right,
"which I could not hope to overthrow.

However it had been accomplished,
through what villainy, made no odds—
she was his wife, and could only be re-
leased through process of law. He
could claim her, hold her in spite of
me, in spite of herself. No influence
I m:ght bring to bear would save her

signature—of which Kirby had boasted
—and the certificate signed by the
dead Gaskins, would offset any pos-
sible efforts I mizht put forth. There
remained no hope except through

through the
would never

safety
they

ing a route to
wilderness which
susnpect.

I must find an unknown path. an un-
traveled trail. Our only hope lay in
baflling pursuit, in getting far be-
yvong Kirby's grip. I dragged the map
out from its silk wrapping and spread
it forth on the ground between my
knees. It was the latest government
survey, z:ven me when I first departed

;fnr ihe North, and I already knew

every line and stream by heart.

I became so interested in the prob-
lem as to entirely forget her presence,
but. when I finally Iifed my head. our

nition.
“Who are you?' she breathed in-

ereduously, lifting herself upon one

'hand. “Oh. surely I know—Lieutenan:

the glimpse of a small shack, built of | Knox! Why, where am I1? What has

happened? Oh, God! you do not nec.!
to tell me that! But you:; I cannot un-

' derstand about you. They—they sai.l

you died.”
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

TRICKS OF ANIMAL HUMBUGS

Abundant Prcof That Deceitful Acts
Are Accompanied by Consciousc-
ness of Wrongdoing.

In military stables horses are known
to have pretended to be lame @ order
to avoid going to a ilitary exercise.

sick. After his recovery he

when

often feigned coughing in order to pro
Ccure dainties,

The cuckoo, as is well known, lays
its cges in another bird’'s nest, and

'to make the deception surer, it takes

away one of the other bird's eggs.
Animals are conscious of their deceit.
as is shown by the fact that they try
to act secretly and noiselessly; they
show a sense of guilt if detected; they
take precautions in advance to avoid
discovery: in some cases they mani-
fest regret and repentance. Thux,
bees which steal hesitate often before
and after their exploits, as if they
feared punishment.

A naturalist desceribes how |his
monkey committed theft. While he
nretended to sleep the animal regarded
him with hesitation, and stopped ev:

Crickets.

newspapers haven't tola you

The

' our most important event. The erickets

have come, and are trilling away, each

"on his own hook, and without unison,

We had been for- | ;o an orchestra tuning

its fiddles.
This means that the curtain is going
to rise for the entry of autumn.

[ <:id the birds had ceased, but I was
Wrong.

and every night

several hoars,

Tim assisted me in unstrapping

Eloise, and lifting her from the sad- |

dle, and, as she made no effort to help
herself, the two of us carried her to a
warm. sunny spot beside the wall of
the hut. Her cramped limbs refuseqd
to support her body, and her eyes, then
open, yet retained that vacant look so
noticeable from the first. The only
change was in the puzzled wav with

’]'ﬂlt the crickets have come, too, and
are cheerful enough in their monoto-

I venture to think they have
>l
like

NOWUSs Wiy.
told me the same thing before,
that makes them all the more
human society.—Lowell,

—

The Resemblance.
“Some exhibitors at poultry shows
cot decisions like some baseball play-

' LR ]
ers.

The sereech-owl is in season, |
vodels mourntully |

DADDYY EVEN

ANOTHER CAT SHOW.

‘T must tell yvou about another cat
show whieh I went to see,” said Dad-
dy. *I heard about it and wanted to
be able to tell you two children about
the cats I saw.”

“That’'s nice,” sald Nancy, *“and
maybe lots and lots of our friends will
hear about it, too. They may have
pussy cats of their own and they will
like to hear of the fine ones you saw.”

“How do you know they were fine
ones?”’ asked Daddy.

“They usually are at a cat show,”
said Nick, “aren’t they, Daddy?”

“You're right,” said Daddy, *“and
these were no exception to the rule.
That is, each cat at the show was
fine, if not finer, than any other cats
at any other cat shows I have ever
seen.

“They were beautiful, these cats,
and they were very proud of them-
selves. There were cats whose grand-
fathers and great-grandfathers and
grandmothers and great-grandmothers
had been famed for their beauty and
théir fine families.

“There were cats from Siam and
cats from Australia, and there were
good cats from this side of the world,
too.

“There were more cats at this show
than I have almost ever seen at any
other show before, and there were
lovely little fuzzy kittens too.

“All those who won prizes at this
show had thejr prizes count toward
ereat prizes they would win at other
shows. In fact their counts were being
added up for them because they were
all trying to work for great champion-
ships.

“The cats from Siam had lived in a
pulace and there were only a few of
this rare kind at the show. They had
hbeen white when they were born, but
when they were six weeks old their
toes and their ears and their little
noses and their talls became brown.
Then when they were six months old
their coats had become creamy In
color and their trimmings as to the
nose and ears and so forth were of a
lovely shade of blue. 1

“They had lovely blue eyes which,
as you know, Is very rare, very rare
Indeed, in cats.

“‘Really,” these cats were saying to
each other. ‘the chameleon family
boasts of the way it can change Iits
colors, but we can boast just as much.
We don’'t change our colors in just
the same way, it is true, but we wear
different costumes at different times,
vou will admit. No one can say that
iS not true of us.’

“The Australian cat heard the other
cats boasting: -

“*Well, how about me? asked the
Australian cat. ‘1 can boast if 1
like.

“*Ah, the other cats said proudly,
‘vou can boast if you like, but have
vou anything to boast of?

*“*Of course,’ said the Australian cat.
‘ had a grandfather who came over
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“Little Fuxczy Kittens.”

on a small ship with a sailor and who
then settled in my home town. My
grandfather traveled. And I look some-
thing like a kangaroo, a famous ani-
mal from Australia. My hind legs
are long and my front ones are short
and my tail is a very long one, a fine
one indeed.’ _

“*‘Well, if you're proud of all those
things,” said the other cats, ‘you can
boast of them. It all depends what
vou consider worth being proud of,
that's all. We are proud of so much
bigger and greater things, greater at
any rate.

“‘And we're among the most impor-
tant cats at this show, in fact we are
just about the most important cats of
this show.’

“But while both these cats were
amefig the most interesting at the
show and while their family histories
were old and famous and worth being
noticed, there were other lovely cats
who won many prizes and many blue
ribbons.

“There were lovely chinchilla cats,
and cats of different colors. All of
them sat in glorious splendor on silken
cushions,

“The blue cats sat upon blue cush-
ions and the silver cats upon silver
cushions and others upon cushions of
silk which went well with their fur.

“But one of the cats, Lady Pearly,
won many prizes, for the judges all
said:

“*“This is one of the most interesting
cats, for she knows how to really smile
as well as how to really scowl!"”

Coos With Bill Closed.
It is a remarkable fact that a pig-
eon coos without opening ite bill.

What Is Said in Haste.
If the next-door girl snaps out a

h hasty speech that hurts your feelings,

it is not worth while to take it too
much to heart. How often have you
said something which you did not
mean, and for which vou were sorry
as soon as the words were out of your
mouth! Since yvou know how easy it
Is to say sharp things you do neot
mean, vou may be sure that often the
authors of the sp~reches which hurt

at tongue! Remove polsons
from stomach, liver and
bowels. -

Look

Accept “California” Syrup of Figs
only—look for the name California om
the package, then you are sure your
child is having the best and most harm-
less laxative or physic for the little
stomach, liver and bowels. Childrem
iove its delicious fruity taste. Full
directions for child’s dose on each bot-
tle, . Give it without fear.

Mother! You must say “California.”™

=i dV.
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Subject Exhausted.

“Well, why don't you say some-
thing?” asked the angry woman after
her long harangue.

“*My dear,” replied her husband,
meekly, “nothing remains to be said.™
—Boston Transcript.

Cuticura Soothes Baby Rashea.
That itch and burn with hot batha
of Cuticura Soap followed by gentle
anointings of Cuticura Ointment.
Nothing better, purer, sweeter, espe-
cially if a little of the fragrant Cuth
cura Talcum is dusted on at the fime
ish, 25¢ each everywlkere.—Adv,

British factories make about 35000
tons of margarine, according to a gov-
ernment formula weekly.

Constipation generally indicates disordered
stomach, liver and bowels. Wright's Indian

Vegetable Pills restore regularity witkyast
grining. Adv.

If the victims remain single there
is no objection to love at first sight.

EASY NOW TO SAW LOGS
AND CUT DOWN TREES

Only one man, or even a boy, with
the improved Ottawa Engine Log Saw
can easily cut twenty-five to forty
cords a day, and at a cost of less tham
2c¢ per cord. This machine, which out-
does all others, has a heavy, cross cut
saw driven by a powerful especially
designed 4-cycle gasoline engine.

a fast money-maker for those using
and does more than ten men could
either cutting down trees, sawing
or buzzing branches while you
When not sawing, the engine can

used for other work requiring power:

- Beware of Imitations.

The entire machine is mounted om
truck wheels to make it easy to move
to the trees or logs, and from cut to
cut on a log without stopping the en-
gine. For moving on the road, the
truck wheels are placed parallel with
the skids and the rig hauled straight
ahead. The wheels turn on a tweo-
way spindle. You do not have to take
them off, but can change direction of

wheel travel by merely taking out a

pin.

The Ottawa can be fitteG for saw-
ing down trees. It cuts level with
surface of ground, thereby geiting all
the timber and leaving no 'stumps
sticking up. An automatic friction
clutch stops the saw in case of undue
resistance. Two men can fall forty
to fifty trees a day in ordinary timber.

The whole outfit is compact, simple,
durable against a lifetime of hard
wear. It sells for a low price and is
fully guaranteed for reliable opera-
tion in the hands of every one who has
trees to cut down and logs to work up.

Full information and low factory
price to vou can be had siraply by ad-
dressing the Ottawa Mfg Company,
2724 Wood St.. Ottawa, Kansas.

| BACHFURCO

Your Raw Furs

It means that you will get !
ALL they are worth i

Highest Ruling Market Prices.
Honest Grading of the Sizes.
The Most Liberal Assortment Made.
All Transactions Fair and Straizht.
Prompt Returns and Full Advice.
As to the Market’'s Fall and ise.

Write for price list, shipping tags and
tu?t.:or info on to

BACH FUR COMPANY

BUYBRS, MERCHANTS, EXPORTERS
AMERICAN RAW FURS

18-120 West 27th Street, (Dept. W)
' - Ng YORK CITY ')

Direct resentation.
Chicago London Leipzig Geneva

Lggettvllyers
KING PIN
PLUG TOBACCO
Known as
“that good kind”

CIry it—and you
will know why

-

RAW FURS

Ship your raw furs to the
oldest raw fur house in N. Y.

OTTO WAGNER

134-136-138-140 West 26th Street

New York City, N. Y.
BEstablished 1876

HIGHEST MARKET PRICES
NO COMMISSION CHARGED
Check sent same day shipment i-

b

| your feelings, meant them just as little.
*mmew is that?” I It never pays to take to heart what Is
*1hey win on a foul™ | saild in haste —4xirls’ Companion.

I think I was his match, yvet this I
never knew—for all my thought cen- | theirs—you would have no witnesses, | whar we kin get out up thar,
tered in an effort to keep his hands | urless we were caught.” | the h— are thewn hossea?”

Thar's likely ter be sum place

Whar received. Send for price list no-

which she stared imvoe our faces, as
. though wmemory might be struggling
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