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Elam Harnish, 5uown all through Alas-
a as "Burning Dayilght,” colebrates his
h birthday with a crowd of miners at
Circle City Tivoll, The dance leads
heavy gum llncl. In which over $100,000
staked. Harnish lowes his money and
mins but wins the mail contract. He
#tarta an his mal) trip with dogs and
% talling his friends that he will be

n the big Yukon gold strike at the siart
urning Daylight makes a unnnt!nnnll{
rapid run across country with the mall,
appears at the Tivoll and is now ready
to join his friendn in a dash to the new
Ia ﬂTId.. Dncldll_r; that gold will be
z:und n the up-river district Harnish
uys two tons 0‘9' flour, which he declares
will be worth it welght In gold, but

when he ves with his flour he finds
the big flat Inte, A comrade discov-
e g & and ft reaps a rich har-

vest. (] to Dawson, becomes the
most promf::ul figura in the Klondike
defenls a combination of oapitaiists

A vast miging deal. He roturnm  to
elvillzation, an amid the hewlldvﬂmi
ceomplications of high finance, Dayligh
AnAs that he has been lpd to Invest hiws
even milllons In & manipulated schems,
" am to New York, and confrontiag
Is disloyal partners with a revolver, he
threatens to kill them If his money is not
refurned. 'I‘ha{ are cowed, refurn thelr
enlinge and Harnish goes back to EBan
rancisco wheare he mests his  fole In
in Mason, s pretty sienographer., 11a

makes large investmenta and gets Into the

political ring, For m rest he goes to tha
mtry. Daylight gets deeper Into high
Es'nncn in San YWranelweo, but often the

n;'ln%1 for the simpla life nenrly over-
mes him, Dede Magon huys o horse and
yliight meets her In her saddie trips.
One day he asks Dede to go with him
on one more ride his purposs hoing to
ask her to marry him and they cantor
way, she ng to annl{an her feelings
de talla Day ¢ that hor happincas
uld not e with a money manipulator,
!Fl.l{hl undertakes to bulld up o greast
ustrial eommunity.

CHAPTER XVIl.—Continued.

Bhe led the way through the dnor
opening out of the hall to the right,
and, once inside, he stood awkwardly
rooted to the floor, gazing about him
and at her and all the time trying not
to gaze, In his perturbation he falled
#0 hear and seo her Invitation to a
"ea

on't you ait down?" ghe ropeated,

“Look here,” he eaid, in a volce that
shook with passion, “there’s one thing
I won't do, and that’s propose to you
in the ofMce. That's why I'm here.
Dede Magon, I want you, I just want
you"

8o precipitate was he, that she had
‘barely time to ery out her Involun-
‘tary alarm and to step back, at the
sams time catching one of his hands
as he attempted to gather her into

arms,

“Oh, I know I'm a sure enough fool,”
e sald. “I—I guess I'll alt down.
Don't be scairt, Misa Mason. I'm not
real dangerous."

“I'm not afraid,” she answered, with
a smile, sllpplug down hersell Into o

«halr,
“It's funny,” Daylight sighed, almost
with regret; “here | am, strong

enough to bend you around and tie
knots In you. Here | am, used to hav-
ifng my will with man, beast or any-
thing. And here ! am sitting in this
chalr, as weak and helpless as a lttle
lamb. You sure take the starch out
of me."™

“I=—] wish you hadn't asked,” she
said softly,

“Mebbe It's best you should know a
Pew things before you give me an an-
swer," he went on, ignoring the fact
that the answer had already been
given. "I never went after a woman
before in my WHfe. all reports to the
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His Arms Went About Her and Held
Her Closely,

contrary notwithstanding, The stuff

books, about me belng a lady-kller, Is
all wrong. There's not an lota of
truth in It. I guess I've done more
than my share of card-playing and
whiskydrinking, but women I've lot
alne. There was a woman thot killed
Barsell, but I didn't know she wanted
me that bad or else I'd have married
Qer—not for love, but to keep her
trom killing hersell. Bhe was the
bast of the bofling, but I never gave
Ber any encouragement. I'm telling
you all this becauss you've read sbout
i, and 1 want you to get it straight
from me.”

“l can't marry you,"” she sald. *I
HEe you a great deal, but—"

He waited & moment for her to com-
plsto the sentence, falllng which, ha
went on himself,

“l haven't an exaggerated opinlom
of myseclf, so T know 1 nin't bragging
wien I say I'll muke & pretty good
buibinnd.  You could follow your own
sweet wi'l, and gothing would be too
#%0d for you.' I'd glve you everythiug
your heart desired—-

“Except yoursell,” she Interrupted
soddonly, almost sharply. “Don't you

' aha “1 could huve
Harnish

I‘./

He shook hila head slowly.

“That's one too many for me. The
more you know and llke a man the
less you want to marry him. Famill-
arity breeds conlempl—l] guess that'a
what you mean.”

“No, no,” she cried, but bhefore she
could continue, a knock came on the
door,

His eyes, quick with observation
like an Indlan's, darted about the
room while she was out. The lmpres-
slon of warmth and eomfort and beau-
ty predominated, though he was un-
able to annlyge 1t; while the simplicl-

ty delighted him—expensive simplicl
ty, he declded, and most of it left |
overs from the time her father went |
broke and dled. |

She re.ontered the room, and as sho |
crossed It to her chalr, he admired
the way ghe walked, while the bronge |
glippers were maddening

“I'd ke to ask you several que
tions,” he began Immediately. “Are
you thinking of marrying romebod)y
elsa?”

“There I=n't anybody else. 1 don
know anybody 1 ke well enough o
marry. For that matter, I don't thin
I am a marrying woman, Offlce woi i |
seema to spoll me for that.”

"It sirikes me that you're the mo ®
marryingest woman that ever made i
man &it up and take notice. And now
another question, You see, I've ju:l
got to loeato the lay of the land, I
there anybody you like as much o=
you lke me?”

But Dede had herself well In hand

“That's unfalr,” she sald. “And I
you stop and consider, you will find
that you are dolog the very thing you |
dlsclalmed-—namely, nagglng, 1 refuse
Lo diiswer aby Wwore of your queastions.
Lot us talk about other things. How
Is Dol 1"

Half an hour later, whirllng along
through the raln on Telegraph Ave
nue toward Oakland, Daylight smoked
one of his brown-paper clgarettes and
reviewed what Lad taken place. Il waa
not at all bad, was his summing up,
{hough tivre was wuch aboul I0 that
wans bafllng, There was that lking
him the more she knew him and at
the same time wanting to marry him
legs. That was a puzzler.

Once agaln, on a rainy Sunday,
weeks afterward, Daylight proposed
to Dede. As on the first time, he re-
etrained himself untll hls hunger for
her overwhelmed him and swept him
awny in his red automobile to Berke-
ley. He leoft the machine several
blocks away and procoeded to the
house on foot. But Dede was out, the
Inndlady's daughter told him, and
added, on second thought, that ehe
waos walking In the hills. Further
more, the young Indy directed him
where Dede's walk was most likely to
extend. Daylight obeyed the girl’s In-
structions, and soon the street he fol-
lowed pessed the last house and tself
censed where began the first steep
slopes of the open hillsa, The alr was
damp with the on-coming of rain, for
the storm had not yet burst, though
the rising wind proclalmed its im-
minence. As far ns he could see,
there was no slgn of Dede on the
smooth, grassy hills. To the right,
dipping down Into a hollow and rising
agaln, was a large, full-.grown eucalyp-
tus grove. Here all was nolse and
movement, the lofty, slender-trunked
trees swaylng back and forth in the
wind and clashing thelr branches to-
gether, In the squalls, above all the
minor noises of creaking and gronn-
ing, arose a deep thrumming note as
of a mighty barp,. Knowlng Dede as
he did, Dayiight was confirient that he
would find her somewhore In this
grove where the storm eflects were so
pronounced. And find her he did,
ncross the hollow and on the exposed
crest of the oppoesing slope where the
gule smote 118 Nercest bLlows,

“It's the same cld thing.” ho sald.
“l want you and I've come for you.
You've Just got to have me, Dede, for
the more | think sbout It the more
certaln 1 am that you've got a sneak.
log Uking for me that's something
more than just ordinary llking, And
you don't dast say that 1t lsn't; now
dast you?"

“Plensge, please,” sle begged, “We
oun never marry, so don't let us dis-
cuss "

Daylight declded that actlon
more efficlent than speech. So he
ftepped between her and the wind
and drew her so that she stood close
in the shelter of him. An unusually

was

sl squall blew about them and

Big Politiclan Has Scheme to Reduce
Congestion In New York Tene-
ment Districts,

Blg Tim Sulllvan has been looking
ahout a bit in his Bowery kingdom,

and ne o consequence the bralnlest
man In Tammany has hammered out
a land tax system, which be Dbe
lleves will reduce the congestion in

he tenement dlutricts, a Now York
orrespondent of  the Clocinpatl
Times8tar writes “People In my
dlstriot sloep three and four to the
room,"” sidd he, "and muany of the
rooms have vever had a ray of sun-
ilght in thoem They have to live
that way becauge the rent 18 vo high
The tenemoent awner who ta willing to
teay down his old bullding wnd put
up & new one, with sunlight in every
window and a both in every fiat, Is
afrald to do so, becnuse he kuows
that his taxes would go skallyhooting
up. The pour devils who rent his
futs would In the end pay for that
Nigher rale of taxation. Every sighth
] [ ] .
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Tirp_éullivan’s Land Tax
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“Dede Manon, | Want You, |

- o~~~

Just Want You”

thrummed overhead in the tree-tops,
sud bolh puused io lstei. A shower
of fiylng leaves enveloped them, and
hard on the heel of the wind came
driving drops of rain. He looked down
on her and on her hair, wind-blown
about her face; and because of her
¢loseness to him and of a fresher and
more poignant realization of what she
meant to him, he trembled so that ghe
was aware of it in the hand that held
hers. 8She suddenly leaned against
him, bowing her head until it rested
lightly upon his breast. And so they
stood while another squall, with fiylng
leavea and scattered drops of rnin,
rattled past. With equal suddenness
ahe lifted her hend and looked at him.

“Do you know,” she sald, “I prayed
last night about you. [ prayed that
you would fail, that you would lose
everything—everything.”

Daylight stared his amazement at
this eryptle utterance,

“That sure beats me., [ nlways sald
I got out of my depth with women,
and you've got me out of my depth
now. Well, you've just got to ex-
plaln, that's all”

His arms went around her and held
her closely, and this time she did not
resist. Her head was bowed, and he
could not see her face, yet he had a
premonition that she was crying. He
had learned the virtue of sllence, and
he walted her will in the matter.
Things had come to such a pass that
ahe was bound to tell bim something
now. Of that he was confldent.

“I would dearly llke to marry you."
she faltered, "but I am afrald. [ am
proud and humble at the same time
that a man llke you should care for
me, But you heve too much money.
1here's where my abominable com-
mon seuse sleps I, Even I we did
marry, you could never be my man—
mv lover and my husband, You
would be your mones’s man, 1 know
I am a foollsh woman, but I want
my man for myself, And your
money destroys you; it makes you
less and less nlee. I am not ashamed
1o say that | love you, hecausa 1 shall
never marry you. And 1 loved you
much when 1 did not know you at all,
when you first came down from Alas
kn nnd 1 firet went Into the office. You
were my hero, You were the Burning
Daylight of the gold-diggings, the dar-
ing traveler and miner, And you
looked it. | don't see howsany wom-
an could bave looked at you without
loving you—then. But you don't look
it now, You, a man of the open, have
been cooping yoursell up in the elules

cnuse its mother has to go to work
or starve, At the same time there
nre 40,000 acres of good land lying
idle within the clty Hmits."
Therefore Sullivan has a plan to cut
tho taxes on improved real estate, and
increase the taxes on vacant prop
erty. He fgures that owners would
have either to bulld on their lnnd—
which would relleve the downtown
congestion—or go to farming it,
which would Indirectly have the sume

effect, “A watoh dog on o farm lves
better than many of my constitu
enta” he declares, “and yet, after
an exporience of A& Hletlme down
there, 1 have yot to fAnd the egual
of (ke families on the stroets noear
the Bowory for indusiry nnd economy

and courage. Maybe my land tax plan
Is Bowery politieal economy, tus hus
been charged. I like it all the better
for that fact. The Bowery has had to
put up with Fifth avenue politieal
economy (or a good while.”

Farget the sorrows of yesterday and

with all that that means. You are
becoming something different, some-
thing not so healthy, not so clean, not
80 nice. Your money and your way
of life are doing it. You know it. You
haven't tha same body now that you
had then. You are putting on flesh,
and it s not healthy flesh, You are
kind and genial with me, I know, but
you are not kind and genial to all the
world ns you were then. You have
become harsh and cruel. 1 do love
you, but I cannot marry you and de-
gtroy love, You are growing into a
thing that I must In (e end desplse.
You can’t help It More than you
can possibly love me. do you leve this
business game, This business—and
11’8 all perfectly useless, so far as you
are concerned—clulms all of you. |
sometimes think it would be easler to
share you equitably with another
woman than to share you with this
business, 1 might have half of you, at
any rate. But this business would
claim, not hall of you, but nine-tenths
of you, or ninety-nine hundredths, You
hold back nothing; you put all you've
got Into whatever you are doing—"
“Limit is the sky,” bhe grunted grim
affirmation.

“But if you would only play the
lover-husband that way. And now |
won't say another word,” she added.
“I've dellvered a whole sermon.”

She rested now, frankly and fatrly,
in the shelterof his arms; and both
were oblivious to the gale that rushed
past them in quicker and stronger
blasts, The blg downpour of rain had
not yet come, but the mist-llke squalls
were more frequent. Daylighl was
openly perplexed, and he was still per
plexed when hae began to speal.
“You've left me no argument. I
know I'm pol the same man that came
from Alnska. I couldn't hit the trall
with the dogs as | did in them days.
I'm soft in my muscles, and my mind’s
gone hard. [ used to respect men. I
despise them now, You see, | spent all
my life in thé open, and I reckon I'm
an open-alr man, Why, I've got the
prettiest little ranch you ever lald
eyes on up In Glen Ellen. That's
where I got stuck for the brick-yard.
You rocollect handling the correspon-
dence. 1 only lald eyes on the ranch
that one time, and I wo fell In love
with it that I bought It theére and
then. 1 fust rode around the hills,
and was happy as a kid out of school.
I'd be n better man lving In the coun-
try. The city doesn't make me better.
You're plumb right there. 1 know It
But suppose your prayer should be
answered and I'd go clean broke and
bave to work for day's wagea? Bup-
pose | had nothing left but that little
ranch, and was satisfied to grow a few
¢hickens and scratch a living some-
how—would you marry me then,
Dede?”

“Why, we'd be together all
time!™ she cried.

Then was the moment, among the
troes, ere they began the descent of
the hill, that Daylight
drawn her closely to him and kissed
her once, But he was too perplexed
with the new thoughts she had put
futo his head to take advantnge of the
sltuntion. Ha merely caught her by
the arm and helped her over the
rougher footing. At the edge of Lhe
grove he suggested that it might be
better for them to part there, but she
inglsted that he accompany lier oa far
ns the hound

“No syou keow, bhe sud, "tnking 1t
by und large, it's " happlost day of
my lfe, Dede, Dode, wa've just got to
get married, It's the only way, and
trust to luek for it's coming out all
right.”

But the tears were threatening to
rise in her eyes ngaln, as she shook
bher head and turned nnd went up the
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WHY PEOPLE GO TO
CANADA

Those who are wondering why the
number of Amerioans golng to Canada
year by year lpcreases in the rates
that it does, would not be so surprised
were they to mccompany one of the
numerous excursions that are being
run under the auspices of the Govern-
ment from several of the states, and
remain with the settler until he gels
onto the free homesteads, which, as
stated by Speaker Champ Clark, in the
U. 8. senate the other day, comprises
160 acrea of the most fertlle soll and
with remarkably easy settlement con-
ditions. Then watch the results,
whether it be on this free homestead
of 160 acres or on land which he may
purchase at from $15. to $20. per acre,
fully as good ns the $100. and $150.
per acre land of his native state, and
which his means will not permit his
purchasing. On the part of the mem-
bers of the U, 8. Senate and Congress
there is nothing but pralse for Canada.
Canadlan laws and Canadlan lands al-
though the reagsonable desire 1s shown
in thelr remarks, that they pass legls-
lation, (which is very praiseworthy)
that will make the land laws of the
United States much easler,

It I8 the success of the American
settler In Cannda that attracts others,
and when experiences such as the/fol-
lowing are related to the friend “back
home” I8 it any wonder that increased
Interest 18 aroused and a determina-
tion arrived at, to participate in the
new-found way up In Canada that
means wealth and health and all that
accompanies it,

Willinm Johnston, who formerly
lived at Alexandrin, Minn,, settled in
the Alberg District near Battle River
and in writing to one of the Canadian
Government agents, located in the
United States suys: “We have had no
fallures of crops during our nine years
in Canada. I threshed 1208 bushels of
wheat and 1083 bushels of oats In 1911,
off my 160 acres. This s a beautiful
country. 1 keep slx good work horses
and milk seven cows, gettlug good
prices for butter and eggs. We gel
our coal for $2.00 per ton at the mine,
about one mlle frofi the farm. Am
about ong and a half miles from a fiie
Bchool. As for the cold weather it is
much milder here than in Minnesota,
where I lived for 21 years, Our well
Is 35 feet deep and we have fina wa-
ter. Wild land is selling for $18.
to $26. per acre. Improved farms are
much higher. T ami well satlsfled with
the country, -and would not gell unless
I got a big price, as we have all done
well here”

Good reasons to account for the
number going to Canada,

Something the Matter, Anyhow.

Little Harold lives in Broad Ripple.
Hig mother got him ready for bed
one cold night, and to be gure he
would be warm enough during the
night she took extra precautions, re-
lates the Indianapolis News. After
she had put on his little fuzzy paja-
mas she tucked him carefully in be-
tween the wool blankets. Then to
make doubly sure she got a hot water
bottle for him—and the youngster
was apparently as snoug as could be,
with only his little nose sticking out
from beneath the covers.

When his mother had finished the
tucking-in job she turned down the
light. Boon the entire family was in
bed. But Harold Is like most young-
sters. He loves his mother, and wigh-
es lots of attentlon. 8o In his child
mind he figured out a way to get her
to his bed.

“Mamma,” he walled, “I'm cold!"”

“Nonsense, son!” replled the moth-
er, but she never made a move to go
to his rescue.

The little boy tried the opposite.

“Well, I'm too hot, then!" he yelled.

The Sallor's Chest.
Bobby—This sailor must have been
a bit of an acrobat.
Mamma—Why, dear?
Bobby—Because the book says,
“Having lit his pipe, he sal down on
his chest.”—Sacred Heart Review.

The ldeal
Mother—When he went to kiss you,
why didn’t you call me?
Daughter—Why, ma, I never im.
agined that you wanted him to kiss
you.
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First Duteh Comedian—Necessity
vas der murder of convention.
Second Dutch Comedlan—Yaw—und
invitation is der sincerest flatlery.

Out.

Years bhad pessed, the political
equality of the sexes were fait accom-
pli, and a certain candidate for the
presldency had but now been knocked,
in & dignlled manier, luto a cocked
hat,

Her humilliation was complete. But
although she declined to talk for pub-
lication, her friends were less retl-
cent.

Hats of that shape,” they protested,
with much [feellng, “went out ages
ago."—FPuck.

Loglcal.

The car labored heavily over wet
and deeply scarred roads.

“Have you any idea where we are?”
asked Blinks.

“No,” sald Garraway, "“though the
roads suggest we are near elther Wa-
terville or Rutland—I don't koow
which."—Harper's Weekly.

Corner In Wealth,
“I am opposed to the concentration
of wealth."
“1 am with you. These parlor car
porters ouglit to be made to glve up
some of thelr money."

Flat Hunters' Georgraphy.
*$Where 1s Van Dieman's Land?®
“The van demon's land? Gosh, it's

anywhere {n this country, on the first
of May!"

Remarkable Blble Verses,

The elghth verse of the third chap-
ter of Zephaniah contains every let-
ter, including the finalg, of the He-
brew language, while one will find In
the twenty-first verse of the sev-

the English alphabet except j. The
verse reads as follows: “And I, even
I, Axtaxerxes the King, do make &
decrga to all the treasurers whichare
beyvond thé river, that whatsoever
Ezra the priest, the scribe of the law
of the God of heaven, ghall require
of you, it be done speedily.”"—Youth's

Companlon.
a3
True TII Death. =~J

His companions bent over him with’
pitiful earnestness, and stared be-
seechingly Into his waxen features.
Agaln came the flutter of the eyelids,
but this tlme his will mastogred ap-
proaching death. His llps weakly strug-
gled to execute his last command, and
the friends bent closer to hear the fal-
tering whisper. "I am—gone? Yes—
er—I know. Go to Milly. Tell her—
er—j died with—her pame on—my
lipa; that I—er—have loved—her—her
alone—er—always. And Bessio-—tell’
—er—tell Bessle the same thing''—
London Weekly Telegraph.

Nothing Lost.

“Mr. Chalrman!" sald the orator,
who had already occupled the plat-
form for twenty minutes, amid many
interjections from the audlence, “Mr.
Chalrman! May I appeal on a poin$
of order? There Is really so much
desultory conversation golng on Iin
parts of the hall that it Is impossti-
ble for me to hear a word I am say-
ing."

Volce from the Back of the Hall—
Don't be down-hearted; you're not
missing much!

Some Are 80 By Nature,

A certaln young man who prided
himself on a brusqueness that he mis-
took for wit, met an eminent, but
touchy, sculptor at a studio supper.

“So0 you're the chap,” he sald, on
being introduced, “that makes mud
heads 7"

“Not all of them,” the sculptor re-
plied, quietly.—Youth's Companion.

Widows oft rush in where young
girls fear to tread,

It must be some satisfaction to salk
ors to know that buoys will be buoya

Why Should a Chicken
Lay a Soft-Shelled Egg?

Because, Willie, the chicken dont know how to create a hard-shelled egg unless
it has some food with lime in it

c'nher form of lime.

So chicken-raisers often provide limestone gravel, broken oyster shells or some

Let the chicken wander free and it finds its own food and behaves sensibly,
Shut it up and feed stuff lacking lime and the eggs are soft-shelled.

Let's step from chickens to human beings.
Why is a child “backward” and why does a man or woman have nervous pros

might bhave |

tration or brain-fag?

There may be a varety of reasons but one thing is certain.

If the food is deficient in Phosphate of Potash the gray matter in the nerve cene
tres and brain cannot be rebuilt each day to make good the cells broken down by the

activities of yesterday.

Phosphate of Potash

is the most important element

albumin and water to make gray matter.

Nature demands to unite

Grape-Nuts food is heavy in Phosphate of Potash in a digestible form,

A chicken can't always select its own food, but a thoughtful man can select suite

-ublc food for his children,

wile and himself,

“There’'s a Reason” for

urape-.

Postum Cereal Company, Limited, Battle Creek, Michigan
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