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EARLY MORN

RYNOPSI®R —~Ta the Kentucky
wilderness outpost commanded by
Jerome Eandors, In the tUme Imme-
dintely preceding the Revolution,
vomes & white boy fleelng from a
tribe of Shawnees by whom he had
been captured and mdopted as a son
of the ehilef Kalitoo, He I8 glven
slicller and attracts the favorabile
altention of Pave Yandell, a leader
among the settlors, The boy warns
h& new fricnds of the coming of a
Slawnee war party. The fort Is
nltacked, and only saved by the

tmely appearance of a party of
Virginlana, The londer of these |4
fataMy wolnded, but In his dying

mothenta recognizes the fugitive
youth as his son At Red Oaks,
plantation on the Jnmes river, Vir-
ginia, Colonel Dale's home, the hoy
wppeare with s message for the
volonel, who after reading 1t Intro-
Aucen the bearer to his daughiter
Barbara as her eousin, Erskine
Il Erakine meets two other
cousins, Hoarry Dale and Hugh Wil-
loughby. Dweling raplers on a wall
|| Rod Oaks attract Erskine's at-

tention. He iakes his first fencing
lesson from Hugh. Yandell visits

Med Oakis. At the county fair at
Willinmsburg Ersklne meetn a
vouth, Dane Grey, and thers at

unce prises o bitter nntagonism be.
tween them, Grey, In liquor, in-
milts Frskine, anid the latter, for
the moment all Indian, draws his
knife, Yandell  disarms  him.
Ashamed of hin conduet In the af-
falr with Grey, Erskine leaves 1Red
Onks that night, to return to the
wililerness,  Yandell, with Haorry
and Huszh, who have been permit-
ted to vislt the Sanders fort, over-
takke him, At the plantation the
hoy had left a note in which he
gave the proporty, which is his as
the son of Colonel Dale's older
brother, to Tlurbara, The party Is
met by three Bhnwnees, who bring
news to Erskine i(whose Indian
name Is White Arrow) that his fou-
ter falthor, Kahtoo, Is dying and
desires him to come to the tribe
and become (ta chief. After a brisf
vialt to the fort Erskine goes to the
tribe.

CHAPTER VIil—Continued,
g

On the seventh day he was nearing
the village, where the sick chief lay,
and when he caught sight of the tee-
pees In a little ereek bottom, he fired
his rifle, and putting Firefly into a
Enllop and with rlght hand high, swept
Into the villuge, Several bucks hnd
canght up bow or rifle at the report
of the gun und the clatter of hoofs,
but thelr hands relaxed when they
suw his elgn of peance. The squaws
gathered and there were grunts of
reécognition and greeting when the boy
pulled up in thelr midst. The flaps of
the chief's tent parted and his foster-
mother sturted toward him with a sud-
den stream of tears nnd turned quick-
Iy back. The oMl chief's keen black
eyes were waltlng for her and he
spoke hefore she could open her lps:

“White Arrow! It Is well, Here—at
onee "

Erskine had swung from his horse
und followed, The old chlef measured
hm  from head to foot slowly and his
face grew content:

“Show me the horse!”

The boy threw back the flaps of the
tent and with o gesture bade an In-
dian to lend Flreetly to and fro, The
horse even thrust his beautiful head
over hig master's shoulder and looked
withln, snorting gently. Kuhtoo
waved dismissal:

“You must ride north soon to carry
the white wampum and a peace talk,
And when you go you must hurry back,
for when the sun Is highest on the
dny after you return, my spirlt will
puset

And theteupon he turned his face
and woent baek Into sleep,

Just hefore sunset rifle shots sound-
ed in the distance—the hunters were
coming in—and the accompanylng
whoops meant great success, Euach of
three bucks carrled a deer over his
shoulders, and foremost of the throee
wns Crooked Lightning, who barely
paused when he suw  Ersklpe, and
then with an insolent glare and grum
pussed him and togsed his deer at the
feet of the squaws, The boy's hand
slipped toward the handle of his toma.
hawk, but gsome swift Instinet kept him
stil. The savage must have had good
renson for gnch open deflance, for the
lad began to feel that many others
shared In his hostitity and he began
to wonder and speculnte,

Quickly the fenst wuas prepared and
the hoy ate apart—his foster-mother
pringing him food—but he could hear
the story of the day’s hunting and the
allusions to the prowess of Crooked
Lightning's son, Black Wolf, who was
Erskine's age, and he knew they were
but slurs agalnst bimself.

Fresh wood was thrown on the fire,
and as Its light leaped upward the lud
saw an aged Indian emerge from one
of two tents that sat apart on a little
rise—saw him lift both hands toward
the stars for a moment and then re-

. turn within,
m"wtm fs that?' he asked.

“The wew prophet,” said his mother.

*Sie bas been but one mooR here sud

lgy R.H.Livi ngstone

-

ltas much power over our young men.”

An armful of pine fagots was tossed
on the blaze, and in o whiter leap of
light he saw the face of a woman at
the other tent—saw her face and for

i moment met her eyes  before she
shrank back—and neither face nor
eyes belonged to an Indinn.  Startled,
he enught his mother by the wrist and
all but erled out :

“And that?  The old woman hesl-
tated and scowled :

“A paleface.  Kahtoo bought her
und adopted her but"—the old woman
gave a little guttoral cluck of trl-
nmph—"she dies tomorrow. Kaltoo
will burn her"

“Hurn her?" burst out the hoy.

“The palefaces have killed many of
Kahtoa's Kin!"

A little Inter when he wns passing
near the white woman's tent a girl sat
in front of It pounding corn In n mor-
tur.  She lgoked up at him and, star-
g, smiled,  She had the skin of the
half-breed, and he stopped, startled by
that fact and her benuty—nand went
quickly on. At old Kahtoo's lodge he
could not help turning to look at her
ngain, and this tlme she rose quickly
ani slipped within the tent, e turned
to find big foster-mother watching him,

“Who Is that girl?" The old woman
looked displeased,

“Irwghter of the white woman.”

“Does she know ™

“Nelther knows"

“What Is her name?”

“larly Morn®

Farly Morn and daughter of the
white woman—he would like to know
more of those two, and he half turned,
but the oll Indian woman caught him
by the arm:

“Do not go there—you will
muke more trouble.”

He followed the flash of her eyes
to the edge of the firelight where a
young Indian stood watching and
Browling:

“Who Is that?"

“Black Wolf, son of Crooked Light-
ning."

“Ah!" thought Erskine, *

Within the old chief ealled faintly
und the Indian woman motloned the

only

The S8quaws Gatherea and There Were
Grunts of Recognition and Greeting
When the Boy Pulled Up In Their
Midst,

Ind to go within, The old man's dlm
eves hind a new fire,

“Talk!™ he commanded,
tioned to the ground, but the lad did
not squat Indlan fashlon, but stood
strulght with arms folded, and the
chilef knew that a confliet was coming,
Narrowly he watched White Arrow's
fuce and bearing—uneasily felt the
striunge new power of him.

“I huve been with my own peaple,”
salid the lad slinply, “the palefaces
who have come over the big moun-
tains, on and on almost to the hig wu-
ters, 1 found my Kin. They are many
und strong and rleh. They, too, were
Kind to me. 1 eame hecnuse you hnd
heen kind and because you were sick
und hecause you had sent for me, and
to keep my word,

“T have seen Crooked Lightning. His
ienrt Is bad, T have seen the new
prophet, T do not lke him, And |
huve seen the white woman that you
are to burn tomorrow.,” The lad
stopped. His every word had been of
defense or Indletment and more than
once the old chlef's eyes shifted un-
ensily,

The dauntless mien of the boy, his
stendy eyes, and hls bold truthfulness,
plensed the old man, The lad must
take his place as chlef. Now White
Arrow turned questloner:

and mo-

“1 told you 1 would come when the

leaves fell and T am here. Why Is
Crooked Lightnjng here? Why Is the
new prophet? Who Is the woman?
What has she done that she must die?
What Is the peace talk you wish me
to earry north?"

The old man hesltated long with
closed eyes. When he opened them
the fire was gone and they were dim
agaln,

“The story of the prophet and
Crooked Lightning 1s too long® he
snld wenrlly. I will tell tomorrow,
The woman must die because hoer
people have slain mine, Besldes, she
I8 growing blind and Is a trouble, You
earry the white wampum to a council.
The Shawnees may Join the Britigh
agnlngt our enemies—the palefances,"

“I will wait,” sald the lad, *“I will
earry the white wampum,. If you war
aguinst the paleface on this side of
the mountain—I am your enemy. It
you war with the British against them
all==I am your enemy. And the wom
an must not die”

“T have spoken,” sald the old man,

“T have spoken,” sald the boy. Hea
turned to lie down and went to sleep,
The old man sat on, staring out at the
stnrs,

Just outside the tent a figure slipped
away ns nolselessly ns a snnke. When
It roge and emerged from the shadows
the firelight showed the malignant, tri
umphant face of Crooked Lightning,

CHAPTER VINl

The Indinn hoys were plunging Inte
the river when Erskine appeared at
the openlng of the old chlef's tent
next morning, and when they canme
out leleles were clinging to thelr halr,
He had forgotten the custom and he
shrugged his shoulders at his mother's
Inquiring look,
when Crooked Lightning's son Black
Waolf passed him with a taunting
smlle he changed his mind.

"Walt ! he salid. He turned, stripped
quickly to a hreech-clout, pointed to a

But the next morning |

beech down and across the river, ehal- |

lenging Black Wolf to a race,
gother they plunged In and the boy's
white body clove through the water
like the arrow that he was, At the
beech he whipped about to meet the

To- |

angry face of his competitor ten yards

hehingd,
than twepty varda

heard a strangled cory,
n ruse to cover the humiliation of de-
fent, but when he saw bucks rushing
for the river hank he knew that the
ley water had brought a cramp to
Black Wolf, 80 he turned, enught the
Ind by his topknot, towed him shore-
ward, dropped him contemptuously,
and stnlked back to his tent. Hlis
mtoher had built a fire for him, and
the old chief looked pleased and proud.

“My spirit shall not pass," ‘he sald,
and straightway he rose and dressed,
and to the astonishment of the tribe
emerged from his tent and walked
firmly about the village until he found
Crooked Lightning.

“You would have Blnck Wolf chlef,”
he mald. “Very, well. We shall see
who can show the better right—your
son or White Arrow"—a challenge that
sent  Crooked Lightning to brood
awhlle In his tent, and then secretly to
consult the prophet.

Later the old chief talked long to
White Arrow. The prophet,” he sald,
had been with them but a little while,
He claimed that the Great Spirit had
made revelations to him alone. What
manner of man was he, questioned the
boy—did he have ponles and pelts and
Jerked meat?

“He 18 poor,” sald the chlef. “He
has only n wife and children and the
tribe feeds him."

White Arrow himself grunted — It
wus the first sign of his old life stir-
ring within him,

“Why should the Great Spirit plek
out such a man to favor?' he asked.
The chief shook his head.

“Crooked Lightning has found much
favor with him, and In turn with the
others, so that T have not thought It
wise to tell Crooked Lightning that he
must go. He has stirred up the young
men against me—and agalnst you,
They were walting for me to dle.,” The
boy looked thoughtful and the chief
walted. He had not reached the alm
of his speech and there was no need
to put It In words, for White Arrow
understood,

“I will show them,” he sald quletly.

When the two appeared oquiside,
many braves had gathered, for the
whole villuge knew what was In the
wind. Should It be a horse race first?
Crooked Lightnlng looked at the boy's
thoroughbred and shook his head—
Indlan ponles would as well try to out-
run an arrow, a bullet, a hurricane,

A foot-race? The old chlief smiled
when Crooked Lightning shook his
Lhead agaln—mno brave In the tribe even
could muteh the speed that gave the
Ind his name, The bow and arrow,
the rifle, the tomahawk? Tomahawks
and bows and arrows were brought
out, Black Wolf was half a heand
shorter, but stocky and powerfully
huilt. White Arrow's sinews had
strengthened, but he had searcely used
how and tomonhawk since he had left
the tribe. He had the power but not
the practice, and Black Wolf won
with great ease, When they came to
the rifle, Blanck Wolf was out of the
gume, for never a bull's.eye did White
Arrow miss,

aliead

“With a gesture Pontiac bade
Crooked Lightning speak.”

(TO BE CONTINUED,)

The Man With a Misslon,

The “man with a mission” 18 be-
coming a nulsance, Nine times out
of ten he seems to he headed away
from the kind of work he Is best
qualified to do.~Houston Post.

How many self-made men have In

reality besn made by thelr wives)

Hnlf-way back he was more |
when he |
Perhaps it was |
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DEATH BY GAS IS DENOUNCED

Pref. J. H. Mathews, Former World
War Major, Condemns Method
Used in Nevada.

Nevada's ¢chamber of denth,

room which o new

the gna
Inw In the state
provides is to he
used for the ex-
ecntlon  of  cone
demned erfininnls,
Is strongly de-
nounced by 'rof.
J. H. Mathews,
chalrman of the
department of
chemistry, Unl-
versity of  Wis-
consin, and an ex-
pert on polsonous
gnses,  'rofessor
Mathews served
as a major In the World war, studying
gns warfare nt the British front and
serving In charge of the gas and flame
brunch of the trench warfure section
of the Unlied States erny.

“The purpose of gns In warfare Is
to produce s much agony and torture
as possible, In order that the vietim
may be nt least Inecapacitated, if not net-
nally killed,” Malor Mathews is quoted
ns saying to the Amerlean Legion
news service, “And I I8 Inconcelvable
that a state shoull deslre to use gases
which produce <uch effeets, The pur
pose of caplta! punishwent Is to re.
move the vietiia quietly and effectlve-
Iy, In order that soclety henceforth
may he protected and to =erve nos a
wnrning to other potentinl evildoers.

“It 18 to be hoped that clvilization
has reached a point where revenge is
no longer o motlve, Only savages tor-
ture thele viethns before killing them;
the use of any of the war guses to re-
move eriminals would be quite in line
with the practice of savages.”

Professor Mathews sald there were
gnses which might be used for exeen-
Hons, If the use of gas at all counld
ever be deemed wise, Carhon dioxide,
the polsonous constiluent of ordinary
tllominating gas, he declared would
be the logleal one to use, He asserted,

however, that If the administration of |
for execution of criminnls were |

gns
carrled out, It should be entirely in
the hands of medieally trained men
who understand both Its use nnd at-
tendant dangers.

“The horrors of poorly carrled out
electrocutions are sufficlently vivid In
the minds of thinking people to mnke
them abhor any method of executlon
which may not be both humane and
effective,” he declored.

CLIMBS FOR LEGION POSTS

George Polly, Lynn, Mass., Ex.Soldier,
Gives Exhibitions to Help
Raise Funds.

Some people are helght shy, They
grab hold of a chimney on the roof
of a story-and-a-half dwelllng and
look over the sglde only to seek the
skylight and the lower reglons. “Hn-
man Flies" are aflicted with the op-
posite complex. They ecan't stand on
the ground and look at the chimuey
without wanting to go right up the
front of the bullding and see If &
chick-a-dee hins bullt a nest there,

Such a human fly 18 George Polly
of Lynn, Mass,, ex-soldler In the Aus-

“Human Fly"” Scaling Building.

rallan army, who for the last twe
yvears has clipthed bulldings from
coust to coast for the benefit of Le
glon posts, MHe has climbed the Wool.

worth bullding In New York, the
Custom House tower In Boston and
the highest bulldiugs In every other

clty of slze.

Hisg hands and his toes are all he
uses In scaling, Needleas to say he
has never fallen.

Legion Post of City Firemen,
A post of the American Leglon, com-
posed exclusively of city firemen, has
been formed In New Orleans. The

fire fighters plan to enter a team In !

the Legion athleflc meet next Oc

taher

PROUD OF THIS LEGION HERO

Mourned as Dead, “Big Jim” Hanbery
Returns and ls Accorded Honors
for Bravery.

They
and in Pittsburg, Kan,,
and Tulsa, Okia.,
thers were mes
morial serv-
fees, The news-
papers carrled
stories of “Big
Jim's bravery, of
his sacrifice on
the country's nl-
tur—all  In the
past tense,

“Jim
dend,” Mrs, “Dig
Jim" Insisted, and
refused to at-
tend the services,
me. I know 1t.”

YAnd “Big Jlin"

wonrned “Big Jim" as dead,
Okln,

Enid,

Isn't

“He'll come back to

dld come baek, “Blg
Jim,'" otherwise Licut, James W. Han-
bery, cenme back, through war's worst
hell, to the woman who walted at
home for him. He's a newspaper re-
porter now, In Omaha. And the other
day “Blg Jim" wns summoned to Fort
Crook, near Omnha, ana in the pres-
ence of  thousand or more American
Legion buddies and Hanford Mac-
Nider, natlonal commander of the
Amerlean Leglon, and other notables,
the Distinguished Service cross was
pinned on his breast.

A letter from Gen, John J. Pershing,
and one from Gov. Henry Allen of
Kunsas, were rend, pralsing “Big Jim"
for mngnificent herolsm, And the story
wins told agnin of how he fought his
way back, dm®erously wounded, to
life, and bhack home agaln to the wife
who held to the falth he would return.

Lieutenant Hanbery's nct was clean-
Ing out n German mnchine gun nest
ut Chatean Thierry., He and his men
went forward In bayonet charge, All
but 12 of the platoon were killed or
wounded, “Blg Jim" was wounded In
the head, and his right nrm paralyzed,
but he kept on going, refusing medienl
attention, but Insisting that his
wounded men be looked after. He led
a brilliant charge, personally capture
Ing two of the Germnn guns,

He sustained wounds in the head,
right thigh and left arm. Ie erawled
into a shell hole and was unconscious
eight hours. When he recoversd con-
gclousness he bound nup his own
wounds and trled to help two other
wounded men in the same hole—but
they were killed by shells’

Then he trled to “dig In.” But he
was seen by a German gunner, and
was hit a few more times. He “played
‘possum,” untll the firlng censed. He
tried to signal the attentlon of an
American flyer, but a German alr-
man, Instend, saw him, and came
swooping down, opening fire on the
wounded officer with a machine gun.
He “played 'possum™ again,

And two hours Iater he crawled out
of his hole and started, slowly, In
agony, to crawl to the American lines,
He couldn't walk, He rolled, crawled,
pushed his way nlong Inch by inch. A
German sniper shot at him every time
he rolled over, and added more
wounds to his total. Finally the
sniper got him with a bullet through
the right thigh, and “Big Jim" fainted.

He was plcked up the next day and
sent to a hospltal, He was uncon-
sclous 062 hours, and for n month hls
ldentity lost, The War department
cabled his wife In  Plitshurg, and
parents in Enid, that he was dead.
Then the serviees were Lield,

But two months later Mrs. Hanbery
recelved a letter from “Blg Jim." from
a hospital In France. After being
hrought boack to the States he wns
many months In the hospltal. When
he wans uble to get out he went to
Omaha and Lecame a newspaper re-
porter, When he enlisted, at the very
start of the war, he wns a teacher In
the State Normnl school at Plttshurg,
It was with Company L, Fifty-ninth
Infantry, he went to France, and from
the start he wes called “Big Jim" be-
cause of hisg helght—G feet 2 Inches
In his bare fect,

LEGION MEN AS POLICEMEN

Portiand, Oregon, Post Responds When
the Call ls Made for Traffic
Officers.

Glenn H. Ticer, one time Infantry-
man snd director of the employment
bureau  of Port-
land (Ore) post
of the American
Leglon, recelved
a call from ort-
land's police com-
missioner one
morning nsking
for ex-soldiers to
net as pollesmen,

o

The longshore-
men's and water
front  employees'

lockout wys in
full blast at the
time and the reg.
ulur trutlic pollee
were detalled for speclal duty,

The majority of the veternng donned
thelr war time uniforins and wore
police oflicers' badges on thely O, D.'s
where many of the men wight have
worn  hero's medals,  Fifty-two vet-
ernns were sworn in as “specials,”
One of them fs pletured here, 1e's
L. L. Robertson, who, with other sery-
lee men, opernted the “stop amd go"
signs for the two months the lockout
lusted,

Will Greet Visitors,

Four stante senntors and four mem-
bers of the House of Representutives
of the Loulslana leglsinture have been
appolnted members of a receptlon com:
mittee to greet distinguished visltors
te the American Legion natlonal con-
veutlon In New Orleans, October 16-20,

Relief Is Found
From Stomach
Trouble

Hope for the milions of unfortunate
men und women who are vietims of
stomach trouble |8 sounded by Wil
linm Hoylen, of 16 8pring 8t., Bristol,
Conn.  Mr, Hoylen was a vietlm of
stomach trouble In Its worst form, but
was completely restored to health by
taking Tanlae, He gays:

“For fifteen yenrs T had attncks of
stomnch trouble, and had been In bed
for three weeks when I got Tanlae.
but three bottles bullt me up fifteen
pounds, and mnde a well man of me.
I nim now enting steak and onlons,
and feel just fine In every way."

Undigested food fermonts In the
stomach nnd soon the entire system Is
filled with polsons, Tanlae was (e
signed to restore the stomach to a
healthy econd!tfon and bulld up the
whole body, Milllons everywhere have
acclalmed Its wonderful power. Get a
bottle todny.

Tanlac 1s sold by all good druggista
=—Advertisement.

Flapper Styles.
"“The lutest thing Is the dishrog
Fwenter.”  “Ought to go nlcely with
the bath towel skirt”

F'resh, sweet, white, dainty clothes
for baby, if you use Red Cross Ball
Blue. Never streaks or Injures them.
All good grocers sell !t—-.mwrtlw-
ment,

Thote Girls!

Mabel—"Clara's lnst photograph was
lovely,” Ldith— "'nw I had to ask her
who It was."”

: - A thouulbhuutnut
& AW, i

= ’*\ It aids
.. ) l.lm llnr and w
action, enriches the blood,

Chronic

Constipation

Relieved Without the Use
Laxatives

Nujol is a lubricant—not
a medicine or laxative—so
cannot gripe.

When yon are constipated,
not enough of Nature's lu-
bricati quid is uced
in the 1 to p the
food waste soft and moving.

ral lubricantg
and thus ro-

Roday. ™

It's toasted. This
one extra process
gives a delightful
quality that can
not be duplicated

"Saves You
Moncoy

Clear Ba’b s Skm
With Cutlcura
Soap and Talcum

Soap 25¢, Oistment 25 and 50c, Talcns 25¢.
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