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CHAPTER XVIIl—Continued.

] G
“It was absolutely Impossible for
Rtewnrt to hove been connected with

that paspnlt,” went on Madeline, swift-
1y, “for he wis with me in the walting
room of the statlon at the moment the
assanlt The door
was opent. 1 heard the volees of quar:
rellng men, The langtunge  was
Bpanlsh. 1 heard a wonman's voloe
mingling with the others, I, too, was
Spanish, and I coulil not understand
Buat the tone was besceching,  Then 1
heard footsteps on the graovel,  Just
outslde the door then there  were
hoarse, furlous volees, a scolle, & myf-
fled shot, a4 womun's ery, the thad of
falling body, and rapld footsteps of o
man running awny.,  Next, the girl
Ponitn staggered into the door.  She
was white, trembling, terror-strickon.
She reeognized Stewart, appealed to
Bim.  Btewart gupported her and en-
deavored te enlm her.  ITe asked her
if Danny Mains hiad heen shot, or If
he had done the shooting, The glrl
gl o, She told Stewart that she hindd
danced a Hitle, flirted a Httle with
vaqueros, and they hoad quarreled over
her. Then Stewart took her outside
and put her upon hig horse, T saw the
glrl rlde that horse down the street to
dlsnppenr in the dorkness”

While Madeline spoke nnother ehnnge
appeared to be working In the mnan
Hawe. s shiarp features fixed In an
expression of craft.

“Ihet's mighty Interestin®, Miss Ham-
mond, ‘most ps interestin® ns o story
book." he snld. “Now, glnee you're so
dbligin' a witness, 1'% sare ke to pot
n questlon or two. What time did you
urrive at El Cajon thet nlaght?"

“It was after eleven o'clock,” replied
Mnlvline,

“Nohody there to meet yon?"

.'\".I'l

“The stutlon agent an' operator both
l.','-[l"?“

“Yon"

“Mow soon dlil this feller Stewart

was ode ontside

EBliow ap? Hawe contlnued, with n
wiy smlle,
“Neory soon after my arvival, 1 think

—qperhaps dfteen minutes, possibly a
I“”n' IT o .“

“An' what time was the
shot?" gquerled Mawe, with
eyes gleaming Hke conls,

“'rohubly close to half past one, Tt
wis tiwo o'clock when 1 looked at my
wauteh ot Florence Kingsley's house,
Directly after Stewart sent  Bonltn
awny he took me to Miss Kingsley's.

1
|
I

Gregser
his lltle

8o, nllowing for the wulk nml a few
wiinutes conversation with her, T enn
prevty definitoly say the shootlug took
Plica nt about holf past one,”

Stillwell heaved his blg frame a step |
closer to the gherifr, ‘

“What 're you drivin® at?" he roared,
hisg faee black nenin,

“Evldenes,” snapped Hawe,

Muadeling marveled at this Interrup-
tlon; and as Stewart Irresistibly drew
her glunce he saw him gray-faced as
mshes, shaliing, utterly unnerved,

“I thank youn, Miss Hammond,” he
snld, huskily, "1}t you nesdn't answer

any more of Hawe's questions, He's
ho's— It's not necessary. 'l go with 1
him now, under arrest,  Bonlta will |

eorroborute your testimony In court, |
end that wiil save me from this—this
nmn's spite”

Madeline, looking at Stewart, seelng
A homility sho at first took for uuw-}
ardice, snddenly divined that It was not
fenr for himself which made him dread
farther disclosures of that night, but
fear for her—fenr of ghame she might
sulfer through MWm,

Pat FMlawe cocked hWis head to ene
elde, ke n vultume about to strike with
his heak, and cunningly eyed Madellne,

"Consldered  ns  tosttmony, what
you've sald s sure Important an' con-
clusive, Tt I'm ealeulatin® thet the
court will want to hev explained why
yon stuyed from eleven-thirty till one-
thirty In thet waliin' room alone with
Steware,”

Iis deliberate speech met with what
Mudeline tmagined a remarkable re-
ception from Stewart, who gave a tiger-
Ish sturt; from Stillwell, whose big
hinds tore at the neck of his shirt, as
it he wis choking; from Alfred, who
now  sirode  hotly  forward, to be
etopped by the eold and sllent Nels:
from Monty Price, who uttered a vio
lent “Aw !"™ which was both a hizs and
" roar,

In the rush of her thought Madellne
enild not Interpret the meaning of
these things which seemod so strange
at that moment, But they were por |
tontous,  Even ns she was forming a
foply to Hnwe's specch she felt & ehill
eroen over hir,

UStewnrt detained me In the waolt-
fng room,” she sald, clear-voleed as o
boll, “Hat we were pot alone—all the

time™

o o moment the only sound follow-
e her wi
art, Hawe's face heeame transformed |
with n hideons

rils wns o gasp from Stow-

nmpze el 1o,

"

"Totalned ¥ he whilspersd, eraning
his lean and corded peek,  “How's
thet

rt was deonk.  Ho—"

With lilen pnsslmaote gesture of
despale Stewnret led] te hore

"0h, Miss Hammond, don't! don't!
don't! ;

Then he seomed to sink down, heo)
Jovered upon his hreast, In utter
ehame, Stilwell’s great hand swept 1o
the howed shoulder, and he turned te
Madelina

“Misn Majesty T reckon you'd he
vise to !l all”™ sald the old cnttle
man, gravely, “There ain't one of us
who cott™ misunderstand qny motlive

| &till

| thut

Greasers? How  enn you  stand 1% |
I n rvou for o lot of cowards! There's |
| mo Uot, 1 tell you,”  Then his sales
heake, fell to n swhilsper,  “I, dear
14 13N, bt me go. 0 kIO him! You
konoay ' kB Kl 1"
“ene, T know you'd RIN Wi If you
hed oan oeven break,” replied Stitiwall

Hehtnin® might elear this murky alr.
Whatever Gene Stewart did that en-
lucky nlght--yon tell 1"

Mudelne's dignity and  self-posnes-
wion had been disturhed hy Stewart's
Importunity, She hroke Into swift, dis-
vonnected speoch:

“IHe ecatie Into the station—a few
mintes after T got there, 1 asked—=to
[ mhown to o hetel,  He spld there
wasn't thit woulidl accommoidnte
mareled women,  He geagped my haned

looked for & wedding-ring.  Then 1
liee was=he was Intoxionted, He
told me e woulid go for a hotel porter,
bt e came biaek with a padre—Padre
Marcos, The poor priest wns—terribly
frightened. So wns I Stewart had
turned Into a devil, He fired hig gun
ut the padre's feet. He pushed me
onfa o benech, Again he ghof—<right
hefore my face, I—=1 nearly falnted,
sut 1 heard bim ecursing the padre—
heard the padre praying or chinnting—
1 dldn't know what, Stewnrt teled to
mitkie me say things In Spanish, Al
fit once he asked my name, 1 told
him. He Jerked at my sell, T took 1t
off, Then he threw his gun down—
pushed the pudree out of the door. That
wiis  Just hefore the vaqueros
progehed with Bonlta,  adre
mnst have seen them-—must have heard
them, After that Stewart grow qulek-
Iv «oher.  He told me he had
drinking nt a wedding—I rememboer, It
wits 15 Linton's weidiling, Then he sx-
pladnsl—the hoys were nlways gam-
bilng—he waeered he woulil marry the
first girl who areived nt Kl Calon, 1
happenad to he the first one,  Te trled
to foree me to marry him, The rost—
relnting to the pssanlt on the vaquero

I have already told you*

AMaodotine eonded, out of hroath and
ponting, with her hands pressed apon
her heaving hosom,

nny

HIW

HIE

hewn

Mareos |

Hawe rolled his red eyes and threw |

hack hils head,

“Ho, ho, ho! Ho, ho, ha! Say,
Snedd, you didn't miss any of 1t, «did
vioe? Hinw, haw! Dest 1T ever heerd In
nll my horn days, 1Mo, ho!"™

Then he ceaseil lnughing, and with
glinting gaze upon Muadellne, Insolent
und vicions and savage, he began to
Mrrawl e

“Wial now, my lady, T reckon yonr
story, If It tallies with Bonlta's an'
Padre Marcos', will elear Gene Stew-
art in the eyes of the court.” IHere he
grivw slower, mora biting, 9&111:'1“‘]‘ und
hurder of face,  “Paut you neeldn't ex-

pect Pat Hawe or tho eourt to swaller |

thet part of vour story—about
detalned unwlillin® 1™

heln'

Madeline had not tlme to grasp the
sense of his lnst worda,  Stewart bl

| convulglvely sprung upwarid, white ns

chalk, As he leaped at Hawe Stillwell
Interposed Lis huge bulk and wrapped
his arms around Stownret,
n hrief, whirling, wrestllng struggle.
Stewnrt gppeared to be besting the old
cattiemnn,

“Ielp, boys, help!™ yellodd Stillwell,
“I can't hold hime Muorry, of there's
guln’ to he Llood spilled 1™

Niek Steele and several cowboys

{ leaped to Stillwell's nssistnnen,

“Gene! Whr, Gene ! panted the old
eattlemnn, “Sure you're locoed—to net
this way. Cool down! Cool down!
Why, boy, It's all right.  Jest stand
-glve ns a chonee to talk to you,
It's only ole B, you know-—your ole
pul who's trled to be a duddy to yon,
Ie's only wantin® you to hev sense—to
be conl—to walt.,"

“Let me go! Let me gol" erled
Stewart ; uml the polgnancy of that ery
plerecd Madelineg's heart. “Let me go,
Bl If you're my friend. I saved your
lite once=—over In the desert. You

“He Wagered He Would Marry the
First Girl Who Arrived at El Cajon.”

swore you'd never forget,
i let me go!
Huwe's

Boys, mike
Oh, T don't care what
aald or dote to met It was
nhout her! Are vou all a lot of

soothingly, “Bat, Gene, why, you aln't
even packin® & gun!  Ap' thare's Pyt
lookin' nasty, with his hand nervous-
lke, Ile seen you hed no gup,  1He'd

jump #t the chance to plug you now,

There wos |
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il all

Inw, Cool down,
right.”

Studdenly Madellne was transfixed hy
n terribile sound, Her startled glance
shifted from the unxlous group rovnd
Stewart to =ee that Monty Priee lLind
leaped off the porch.  He erouched
down with his hands helow his hips,
where the Wg guns swung. From hie
distorted Hps [ssued that sonnd which
wie comhined roar and hellow and In-
dinn war-swhoop, und, more than wll, n
horeible warning ery. Ile was quiver-
Ing, vibrating. His eyes, BWlack and
hot, were fastened with most plercing
Intentness upon Hawe and Sneed.

“Olt bnek, BN, gt back ! he ronred,
“Gi ‘e bnek "

With one lunge Stillwell  shoved
Stewart nnd Nick and the other eow-
hioys upon the porch. Then he erow il
Madellne and Alfred and Florence to
the wall, tried to force them farther,
THe motlons were rapld and stern, But
falling to get them throogh deor and
windows, he planted his wide person
hetween the women and donger, Mode-
line grasped his arm, helld on, and
peered fearfully from behind his broad
shounlder,

“You, Hawe! Yon, Sneed!™ enlled
Monty, In that gnme wild volee, “Don't
you mave a finger er nn evelpsh "

Muodeline's faculties nerved to keen,
theitling divination, She grasped the
relntion hetween Monty's tereilile ery
antd the strange hunched posture he
hand neaumed,

“Nele, git In this!” yellad Monty;
and ull the time he never shifted his
Intent goze ns much as a hale's-breadeh
from Hoawe and his deputy, “Noels,
chinge away them two fellers hangin'
back there, Chasge "em, gqulek !

These men, the two deputies who hind
remained In the background with the

Hom coine

pock-horges, dld not wait for Nols
They spurred thele mounts, wheeled, |
unidd galloped awny.

“Now, Nels, cut the gurl loose,” or
doered Monty,

Nels ran forward, Jerked the hnltep |
out of Sneed’s hund, and pulled Bon-
[tn's horse 1o elose to the poreh, As
le slit the rope which bound her shoe
fell Into hig arms

“awe, git down!™ went on Munty,
“Face front an' stim™

The shierllf swung his leg, nnd, never
moving his hands, with hig face now a
deathly, slekening white, he slid to
the ground,

“Line up there heside your guerrilln
pard. There! You two make a d—n
fine pletoor, a8 d—n fine team of
plzened coyote an' a cross hetween o
wild mule an' n Greaser, Now Maton !

Monty made a long pause, In which
hig bhreathing waos plalnly audible,

Mndeline's eyes were riveted upon
Monty, Her mind, swift as lzhtning,
hud gathersd the subtleties in aetion

L nnd word suceeeding his domination

of the men, Violenee, terrible violenoee,
had feared, the thing she hud sought
to  ellminate from among her cow-
hoys, was, after many wouths, about
to be enneted before her eyes, It had
come at Iast,  She had softencd Still-
well, she had Influenced Nels, shie hnd
changed Stewart; but this e hlaek-
faced, terrible Monty Prlee now rose,
us It were, out of his past wild yeurs,
uwhd no power on sarth or In heaven
could stay his hand, With eyes slow-
ly hazing red, she watched him; she
Hstened with thrumming ears; she
wulted, slowly sagging aguinst Still-
well

“Hawe, If you an' your dirty pard
hev loved the sound of human volee,
then listen an' lsten hard,” sald
Monty. “Ier I've been goln' contrary
to my ole style jest to hev a talk
with you. Yon all but got away on
your nerve, didn't you? 'Cause why?
You roll In here like a mad steer an'
flash yer badge an' talk mean, then
almost bluff away with It, You heerd
all mbout Milss Hammond's cowboy
outfit stoppin' drinkin' an' cussin’ an'
packin' guns. They've took on re-
liglon an' decent llvin', an' sure they'll
be easy to hobble an' drive to jall,
Hawe, lsten, There wos u good an'
noble an' be-ootiful woman come out
of the BEast somewheres, an'  she
brought a lot of sunshine an' happl-
ness an' new ldees into the tough lves
of cowhoys, I reckon It's hevond yvou
to know what she come to monn to
them, Wal, 'L tell you. They-ull went
clean out of thelr heads, Theyvaall got
soft an' easy an'  sweettonpered.
They got ao they couldn't kil 4 cov-

ar act of yours, MmRUe & stroke of | an' then holler abowt oppopition 1o the

ore, a crippled ealf In a mud-Lole,
Evon me—an ole, worn-out, hohble-
legged, burned-up ecowman Hhke me!
' you git thet?  An® you, Mister
Hawe, yvou come aloeng, not it st
with ropin® an® beat!sy’, an® Guw knows
what «lse, of thet fricmll litle
wonltay you come plong an' fiee the
lady wo fellers Lonor &n' love un' rove
erenaey, an' you—you— H-—I" o "
With whistling breath, fog r nt
thie 1 ith, Monty I'rice  craehed
| dow nus ot his hips, and be odaed
[ el by Ineh farther out i the
porel, closer to Tlawe  und  Snewil
| Madeline saw them  only | the
blurred fringe of her sight. ‘I'lev pre

sembled  spectors,.  She  heard  the
ghrul whistle of n horse and recog-
mzed Majesty oalMng her from the
vorral,

“Thet's all!® roared Monty, In »
vadce now stmngling. Lower and low-
& he bent, » tgEaible figyre of fyrogity,

feeling, which she feared was unrog- |
| sonuble disgust, for the Moxlean gir
Bonita, who lay 1 at the ranch,

|

the thing she bad felt, the thing she |
| alfalfa

“Now, both you armed oftficers of the
law, come on! Flash your guns!
Throw ‘em, un' be quick! Monty Price
I8 done! There'll be daylight through
yiru both hefore you fun a hammer!
fut I'm givin' yon a chianst to sting
me. You holler law, an’ my way Is
the ole low,"”

His brewth enmes quicker, hls yoloe
grew honrser, qid he erouched lower,
All his body except his rigll arins
quivered with a wonderful muscalar
convilsion,

“Trogs! Bkunks! Buzzards! Flash
them guns, er I'lL flash mine! Aha!"”

To Mudeline It seotned the three
stiff, crouching men leaped into in-
stunt and upited action. She saw

Lower and Lower He Bent, a Terrible |
Figure of Ferocity.

strenks of  fire—streaks of  smoke,
Then o erashing volley deafened hoer,
It ceased as quickly., Smoke velled
the scene,
dlsclose

whaom,

fullen
lenned

three
Maonty,

e,
un

ot of

his left

hand, a smoking gun In his right, He
wiatehed for o movement from the
other two, It didd not come, “Then,

with a tercible smile, he slid buck and
stretcheld out, {

CHAPTER XIX
Unbridled.

In waking aud sleeping hours, Made-
lne Hammond eould not release hep-
self from the thralling memory of that
tragedy, She was haunted by Monty
PPrice's terrible smile,
of =ome kind could she eseape: amd
to that end she worked, she wallkel
and rade, She even overcame a strong

bralsed and feverish, in need of skill-
ful nursing.

e nfternoon she rode down to the
rountd them, nnd
up to the spillway of the lower ke,

Nelds,

where g group of mesquite-trees, ow- |

Inz to the water that seeped through
the sand to thelr roots, had taken on
Moom and beauty of renewed life. Un-
der these trees there wans  shade
enough to mnke a pleasant place to
linger, Madeline dismounted, desiring
to rest a lttle.

Her horse, Majesty, tossed his head
and flung his mane and switched his
tall at the flies. He would rather
have been cutting the wind down the
valley slope. Mndeline sat with her
back against a tree, and took off her
somhrero,  Suddenly Muajesty pleied
up his long enrs and snorted, Then
Mudellne henrd a slow pad of hools
A horse was approaching from the di-
rectlon of the lake, Madellne had
learned to be wary, and, mounting
Muojesty, she turned him toward the
open, A moment later she felt glad
of her caution, for, looking back he-
tween the trees, she saw Stewart lend-
Ing a horse Into the grove. She would
as lef have met a guerrllla as tuis
cowhoy,

Muojesty had broken Inta a trot
when a shirill whistle rent the alr. The
horse leaped and, wheellng so swiftly
that he nearly unsented Madeline, he
charged back stralght for the mes-
quites, Madeline spokea to him, eriml
ungrily at him, pulled with all her
strength upon the  breidle, st was
holplessly unable to stop him, fle
whistled a plercing blagt.  Madellne
realized thon that Stewart, lLils  old
miusier, hod ealled him and that noth-
Ing could turm him, She gave up try-
ing, and the horse thomped an
ulsle bhetween the trees and, stopping
hefore Stewnrt, whinnled eagerly,

“1 want to talk to you,” said Stew-
nrt.

Modeline started, turnsd to him.
und now she saw the earller Stowart,

the mnn who reminded Ler of their
first medting ot Bl Ciajon, of that
memorihile meeting at Chirlealiun,

"1 want to ask you something” he
| went on, “I'vee hoeen wanting to knm
somncthiing, That's why I've hiung on
lere, Put now I'm poing over—aover
the horder.  And 1 want 1o know

Why i you refuse to listen to med”

At his 1ast words thint hot shuame,
tenlold more etilling than when it had
befora humblinted Madeline, prushed
over Let, sending the scarlet in 4 wave
to her temples., Hlting her lips te
hold heack speech, she jerked on Ma)-

whip, spurred him, Stewart's ron arm
held the horse,  Then Madeline, In &
flash of passion, struck at Stewort's
foee, missed It strock sgain, and hit,
With one pull, almost drawing hee
from the sacddle, he tore the whip from
her hands, It was not that action on

his part, or the sudden strong masters
fulness of his miach ag the
livhil mark on hls faee where the whip
hn lashed that quicted, If it did not
clieek, her fury,

“That's nothng'” he auld, with somes
thing of his old audacity, *“That's
nothing to how you've hurt me”

Mudellne battled
control.  This mun would not he (e
niel,  About him now thers was only
the ghost of that finer, gentier man
she had helped to bringz Inte being,
The plereing dark eyes he bent upon
her hurned her, went through her ns
If e were looking Into her soul. Then
Madeline's qulek sight eaught a floots
Ing doubt, a wistfulness, a surprised

lonk, &0

and  sadidened certninty In his eves,
suw It shade and pess away, Her
womnn's Intuitlon, as keen us lor

stehity told her Stewart In that moment
had sustalned a shock of bitter, final
truth,

For the third time he repeated hLis
question to her, Madellne did not ane
swer: she could not spenle,

“NYou don't know 1
you?' lLe eontinued,

love ilo

passlonately,

yon,

I thut hele ot Chirlealiun ve lovid

you? You can't see 've beon anit

o

Ing Tor you? You won't
trned my back on the ol will e,
that I've been decent and Lhonorihle
aad happy and useful—your kind of
a cowhoy? You conldn’'t tell, though
to know It, that I never durid to
holy VirgIn?  What do you
a man's heart and soul?  ilow conld
you tell of the love, the salvatlon of
a man who's lived his life In the =i
lenee and Toneliness? Who couldd teach
you the actual truth—thint g wilil covws

know of

Slowly it dreifted uway to )

(nly In actlon |

hnelk |

Leaty’'s bridle, stryck him with berd

boy, falthiess to mother and sister, exe
cept In memory, rlding a hard, dreunke
en trall stralght to hell, Lol Jooked
into the face, the eves of a beautiful
woman  infinitely  bevond him, abiova
him, and had so loved her that he waos
saved—that he became faithfol aconln
—thint he saw her fuce In every Hows
er and hier eves In the blue heaven
Mudeline wius minte,  She heard hor
heart thundering In her ears.
Stewart leaped at her,
ful hand closed on her
trombledd,  His action
olil instinetive vinlence,

His powor.
arns,

presaged

sha

the

|

with horself for |

“I'hint ever sinee you stood hofore e |
wan, loving you, working for vou, live

helleve I've |

I loved you, that T never wanted vou |

think of you except us my angel, mny |

“Noj bat you think I kept Bonita

| up In the mountains, that 1 went
eretly to meot her, that all the while

I served you I was—  Oh, T know

what youn think! I know now, |
Cpever knew T omade you look at
' me, Now, sayv it! Sjegk!”™

White-hot, hlinded, utterly in the
fiory grasp of passion, powerless 1o
stem the rush of o word both shnmes
ful nnd revealing and fata), Madeline
crleds

I.ll'..l‘ :"

e had wrenehed thint word from
her, but he wus not subitle enoneh, not
voersedl in the mystery of
[ motive enough, 1o divine
signiflcance of her reply.

For him the word Bad only Hternl
meaning confirming the dishonor In
which she held him.  Dropping her
arm, he shrank buck, a strange actiocn
for the savage and erude
Judged him to he,

“Iut that day at Chivlenhina von
spoke of faith,” he burst eut. “You
sald the greatest thing in the world
was faith In human nature. You sald
you had faith In me! You mode
have falth in myself!"

His reproach, without titterness op
scorn, was o lush to her old egoistie
belfef in  her falrness,  She had
preached a beautiful prinelple that
she hnd failed to lve up to,

“You think I am vlle,” he sald. “You
think that nbout Bonlta! And all the
time I've been . . ., T ecould moke
you ashamed—I could tell you—"

H!s passlonate utterance
with a snap of his teeth,
in & thin, bitter line, The agitntion
of his face proceded a conclusive
wrestling of hls shoulders,

“No, no!" he panted. Was it his
answer to some mighty temptation?
Then, Hke a bent sapling releass], he
spring erect, “Dut 1'Il be the mun—
the dog—vyou think me!*

fle 1nid hold of her arm with rade,
powerful cluteh,  One pull hor
sliding half out of the saddle into hisg

waoinnn's
the deep

His lins set

direw

arms. She fell with ner breast agialnst
lils, not whelly free of sthrruaps op
horse, amd there she hung, utterly

powierless, Maddened,

tore to relense herself,

writhing, =he
All she eonhid

N |

min sha .

me |

ceased |

aceminplish wias to twist herself, misoe
lierself high enopzh to see his fuce,
That plmost pardyzed hee vl Ya
meun to kill her? Then he wrapped
his artms around her and crushed hep
| tighter, cloze to hilm. She feli ths
[ poundd of his Lieart; her own szepmed |
[ 1o lave frozen, Then he pressed his
| ling to hiers It wns n l.;l'_'.'.
1 e Kiss, Bhe felt hin 2liske,

| "l Ntewart ) I—lmplore-—yon—
[ lot—mie—zo0!" she wlilspored,

1) BE CONTINUED)
A Fruitices Quest,

“1 don't Lelleve 'l ever reach my
end," remarked the dog ns he was
spinning around In a futile effort te
cateh the tip of bis tall—~New Orleans
| S tutod, -

o exace e

Fresh Fruits are Plentiful !

Use the short CerTO-Process for
making jam and jelly with Berries,
Cherries, Peaches other fruits in
season. You will find theyare the best
jams and jellies you ever tasted.

CrrTo is sold by grocers everywhere
or sent postpaid for 35 cents.

| MINUTE'S BOILING
2 pounq':smOF FRUIT
3 POUNDS OF SUGAR
4 oum'cé’“é:'gf CERTO

5 POUNDS OF JAM

Weapped with every buttls
is a recipe booklet which
uE the story.
Dou Peétin Corporati
L ] Gcgi::’w‘.?‘nm. h:?\e.

(Susrgjell)

No reason now her tongue to tell
That sad old story "'t dud not jell”
Her jam's now perfect—jelly, too
She uses CERTO—80 8 youl

Grant Knew Him,

“Yes," sald Gen, Graot, “we are do-
Ing pretty well, but Albert Shdney
Johuston will be In Chicago in thirty
days"  Thirk remark Le ecopeoated a
nutber of thmes,

Soon thereafter Grant recelved a re-
port that the Confederntes were re-
trenting,  Later le recelved a report:
“General, they are gone”

“No"oGrant replied, “Johnston 18
coming around some other wuy,”

Finally o repost came In, "No ens
emy In sight,”

After a pause, Grant sald solemnly,
and, as It turned out, prophetieally,
CAlbert Shdney Johnston s dead.'==
New York World,

The charm of a bathroom is i{s spot
lessness, By the vse of Red Cross Bal,
IHue ull elotha and towels retuin thelr
whiteness untll worn out—Advertise
ment,

Premier Baldwin's Son a Radical.

It may not be so generally known
thnt Mr. Baldwin's domestle gssocla-
tioms are lterary and also that he hins
aoradieal member In his own houses
hold, Rudyard Kipling and Professor
Muckuil are his first consins and foe
varite companions, One of lils sonsg
Oliver Baldwin, Is o proved Soeinlist
though o violent opponent of Lolshe
on pecount of Lis experiences
with the Bolshevik! In Armenin,—From
the Living Age.

vism,

Ends.
“The walter 1€ very attentive, 1
wittder what ond he has In view,”
s tip, of course”

Perlinps o woman loves seerets hes
ennuse of the pleasure it alords hor to
let them escape,

MothersA
Werite for 32-
Page Booklet,
“Mothers of

the World"'
Pat. Process

| Hiya o=
'mlm‘u.l
Dept &

Manomines, Mish,
Floease nond me your

Use This Coupon

The Lioyd Mfg. booklet,' Mothers of the
- Compuny World,

LLETRI ™

I;ich. Btrost ..., is00snses

Bresssdrsinesnam

tesnsssnnnens State.,

trrsesses sene

— ——

Calls

B Visit Canada this summer
—see for yourself the o
portunities which Can
offers to both labor and
capital =—rich, fertile, vire
gin prairie land, near rail
ways and towns, at $15 to
$20 an acre—long i

year the bi in history;
s
creasing.

Excursionon1stand3d
Tuesdayof Each Month

from varioua U.S. pointe, single
fare plus § (or the round u?p.
Other special rates any day.
Make this your summer outing
=Lanada welcomes tourists—
no passports required—have a
Rreat trip and see with your

own eyes the opportunities that
awalt you.

b For full information, with
booklets and maps, write fre

W. V. BENNETT

Desk W
300 Peter's Trust Bldg,
Omuha, Neb,
5 Authorised Canadisn Gov's Agt,

-k

Cuticura Soap
s AND OINTMENT =

Clear the Skin

Soap 25¢, Ointment 25 and 50¢, Talcum 25¢.

W. N. U, LINCOLN, NO, 32.-1923.
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