RANCH MYSTERY

A Story Fo_r Children

Beth, a visitor from the Eost,
iearna there haa been troubic
brewing on her Uncle Walter's
ranch for many months, Cattle
have been stolen, Uncle Walter
has been fired at by members of
an unh gang, 8 {5 de-
termined fo force the owner fo
give up his land. Beth is intor-
cated in finding owt who these
people are and why they wani
this particular property. She fnds
the rowel of o xilver apur in one
of the pastures and now ds prefty
aure who ita owner 45, Uncle Wal-
ter hay started to drill for water,
ond when one of his boya rides
into town for a new parl for the
drill, he ia questioned about ae
tivitiea on the ranch. The man
icho ia 50 curlons is Mort Russell.
the very man Beth swspéets, In
the wmidst of the drilling, Mort
colls and offers to buy the prop
erty, but before her Uncle can
cloae the deal Beth begs him lo
waif until ahe Lolls hor suspiciona

Chapter 10,

ORT RUSSELL was u dins

gruntled man when he rode
out of the ranch and headed back
to town. He told Uncle Walter at
the last that his offer to buy the
ranch would not hold for long.
With all the trouble and worry
the ranch had brought in the lnst
six months, Uncle Walter could
not help but wonder if he was

By qua Nort:

it, and he was willing to take it
off our bands”

“But Mort Hussell has more
iand, now, than he needs for his
herda.”

“Yes; Aunt Mary” said Beth,
‘you're just right. Uncle Walter
trusts Mort and maybe he's right
to do so. You've all known him
a lot longer than I have, but I
don't trust him, . . . 1'll tell you
why." "

“We haven't known Mort a
groat while, child. Just you say
what you've a mind to, here with
your pwn f{olks, and then we'll
think about I."

“Thank yvou, Aunt Mary.” Now
IV g wns easier. Beth
reached Into the pocket of her
jeans and drew forth the sllver,
star-shaped wheel. She placed it
on the table where everyone
could see.

Both boys reached-out for it
and as they turned it over Uncle
Walter sald, “It's & rowel, Beth
#here did you get it?"

“Yes, it's a rowel and not an
yndinary one, elther*

“Tll say It's not an ordinary
one . . . it's silver said Ron.

“Yes, it's sllver” And Beth
plunged into her story. "I found
it in the pasture the day I had
my first riding lesson. It was up
in the near pasture, just a few
fest from the plice where the
men are drilling out there. 1
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doing the right thing In not sell-
Ing now, lock, stock, and barrel

The harrassed man went out

* to the pasture where the well-

drillers were at work. Ron, Tim
and Beth watched him amble
slowly townrd them.

“Maybe Dad would've done
well to sell the ranch, but, gee,
I'd hate to see him do it, at that."
said Ron,

“Nothin®  doin’,” Tim threw
back at his brother, "We're not
lleked yet.™

Beth walted unti]l her uncle
came up to them. There was
question In hin tired oyen.

“Well, honey,"” he said, “what
wis on your mind that you was
a0 anxlous for your old uncle not
to sell his ranch? Mort sure
made me & friendly offer. Did
you have somethin' special that
you thought woulds made any
difference "

“Will you come Into the house
with me, Uncle Walter?" she
asked, "and you two boys come
along. T've got msomething to
show you and something to tell
vou."

Ron and Tim looked surprised
indeed, but  without question
they followed., As

“Don't you think they're going
o find water, Pa?"' she asked.

Aunt Mary sat upright in the
old rocker. “Sell the ranch ? What
on earth are you talking about,
chilg?"

“Yes, mama, Mort offered to
huy the plnce from me today, Sald
he knew right well we wns hav-
ing & tough time makin’ a go of
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didn’t think much asbout it at
firat; a0 I didn't mention It. You
ste, Uncle Walter, 1 didn't even
know what it was until the da;
I went to town with Claude."

‘'l bet Clarude tald  you,
grinned Ron, “Claude loves to
explain anything. Did he tell you
how they were made and how
much they cost?"

“Will you keep your ever-ready
mouth closed, Ron, und let Beth
do the talking just this onceT"
sald Tim with obvious diagust,

“After we got to town we
went to the station. Claude
wanted to see the train come In.'"
Ron was about to comment on

"Al the depol there were two
men. One of them was Mort Rus-
sell, and the other one a stranger.
While Claude talked to them
noticed that Runssell was w
spurs, and opd of them had =
rowel missing. I even sald some-
thing ahout it to him, and then
Claude Introduced me.”

The family leaned forward, all
eyos and interest.

“Mort said, yes, he had loat a
rowel off his spur, and he had
ment to San Francisco for a new
one. Then he asked me how 1
lUked the Weat, and all that, 1
maid, 'Have you been out to see
my unele lately?' And since 1
Wwas prelty sure the rowel I'd
found was his, 1 was surely sur-
prised when he said he hadn't

been on the ranch (n many
montha.™
“Well, now, that's strange

ain't It?" sald Uncle Walter.
“Funny he'd e like that if he
wasn't with the gang that's been

ralding us right almg” said
Aunt Mary.
Beth nodded and went on

“Then 1 decided I'd not say any-
thing about the rowel I'd found
on our ranch. I figured that If he
was as rich & man as Claude naid
he was, he wasn't stealing cattle
for any reason except to frighten
you off the land."

“But what could he want to
run me out for?"

. “That's the part 1 don't know,
| Uncle. And here's the rest!”

By now everyone was leaning
forward with eagerness and ad-
miration in their faces.

“There Is some resason why
Mort wants this land. And who
was the man he put aboard the
train that day? Claude hadn't
ever seen him before. But this
much 1 noticed; on his sult
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EVEL off there, fellows, ana

hold that glide for a minute
while we ait her down for a lot of
the old chatter.

We were gassing with the edi-
tor the other day about Western-
érs who ploneered In aviation
Naturally the name of Professor
John J, Montgomery came up.

You mses, Professor Monigom:
ory, who was & member of the
fagulty st Bania. Clara College
Californis, actually bulit the Airm
glider that evar looped.

looae at 3500 feet. And he didn't
know any too much aboul fiving
it, elther!

Negdless Lo say, he gol down
nll right, but not before he cut
a few fancy figurea in the atmons-
phere to give the audience a IhrtlL
—regulnr circus stuff.

After a while, Professor Mont-
gomery hired some more clreus
stunters and made a tour of the
waost const with his balloon-glider
show, which caused a tremendous
amount of interest.

The professor had his troubles
though. Hins dare-devil glider pi-
lots were nlways trying to steal
the show from each other. One
day one of them, dead set on cop-
ping all the glory, cut loose from
a balloon as usual and started to
do some. exceptionally sharp turns
on his way down. Just what hap-
pened [sn't any too clear to any-
one, but he turned 8o fast he did
what amounted to a loop, or 8o
they called it

HAT brings to mind these par
achute jumperas who rig them-
selves out in i flock of fabric and
®o glding all over the place on
the way down It's simple to ex-
plain—but not so simple if the

there were three letters after his
name. They were F. G. § Now
that must be some kind of & buai-
neas or profession. If wa knew
what thosé letters meant, we
might be able to figure out why
Mort Russell had that man out
here, and . . . "

Beth did not finish for Ron had
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jumped to his feet. yelling,
“Where's my schoo! dlctionary 1"
(Continued next wesk)

Jumg ¥ to get tangled up
in all that paraphernalia

‘They stretch 2 webbing betweern
thelr legs, you see, and have an-
other webbing on both arma
Naturally the speed they're fall-
Ing creates a certain Mt on the
“winge,” Just as spesd creatss Nt
on A plane's wings. And so they
Fet mome support. Thus far we
haven't read of any. jumper glid:
ing In to a mafe landing on his
nose. Thay dump off the “wings"

AnOfficer's Boots

By Paula Norton

NCE there was & VERY im-

portant officer In the Ger-
man army, and he had two beau-
tiful, shining black boots which
he wore ONLY on special occa-
slona, The officer had a small son,
too, and the aon had two little
dachshunds,

Now dachshunds are clever
little fellows and VERY fond of
mischief-—nny mischief.

The officer's liitle boy used o
play in hia father's room, while
that dignified gentleman was
AwAy al o big gurrison all day
The boy liked that room best of

| }
all the rooms in hin home, be-
cause It was dark snd Alled with
books and. mysterious weapons
and many curious souvenirs.
In the officor's room there was
n groat doark clothes cupboard,
too, and there In the shadows
hung many beautiful uniforma.
The Dachsien went to thia in
terenting, mysterious room, too
whenever the boy went there
They never made much noise,
however, becauss they knew |f
they did momeone would notice
them and put them out at onoe
The bay paid little attention to
them, for he wis always buky ex-
ploring among the many strange
thinga ha found thers. He spent
every afternoon for a week in
that room loaking sl pletures of

and open the ‘chute while atiil
severnl hundeed feet up.

OU know thore are lots of
things not to do when you're

Hying. but Jola of fellows are kpt

to forget thin: "Don't make
dowrnswind turn on the takeoff!"

Why * Well, most of you know
probabtly, but here's a simple ex-
planation.

Let'n say the landing speed
which is also your thkeoff speed
of the ship in 36 miles an hour
You're taking off into & 15-mile-
an-hour wind That means that
when you're going 20 miles an
hour — the wind supplying the
other 15 m.ph's—you take off
BUT, if you turn down wind at
that time, you're still moving 20
per — alower than the minimum
flying speed. And amacko, off she
fnlls!

That's why pilots keep straight

if the motor conka on &
takeoff— ditchea and fancea to Lhe
eontrary notwithatanding.

baltle scenes ot long ago. He'd
drag the big book over to the
window to see the delalls of the
flerce baltle soenes

O one came to disturb the

boy, and the Dachales left
him alone, too—thoy had business
of their own to handle.

Then one day the world fell
with a crash around the eara of
the boy, and it nearly landed on
the Dachsles.

There was to be a special, extrn
fancy dress parade of the soldlers
in' honor of the Emperor. The
officer hurried to his home to
dress In his special parade uni-
form.

It 8o happened the boy and the
Jogs were oul Nshing that afler-
neon, so the officer found his room
quite aa it should have bean.

Then suddenly he bellowed In
& volce like thunder.

The boy and dogs, returning
from their fishing trip, were just
passing under the window, THEY
heard mnd all three shivered and
shook and listened!

Then the thunder slowed down,
and they heard shouts of com-
mand to servants and any one
who would listen.

The nice, dignified, Important
officer sald, "Someons, someons
has chewed a great round hole
in the heel of each of my specinl
parade boots. I am furious!”

The boy grabbed a dog under
each arm and few Into ths woods,
back where he'd been fAahing.
There he tied them to & tree and
sat beside them. He was fright-
ened and n lttle angry at his
Duachates, too.

B said: "Now you've done it!

Btop wngging nnd listen!
What did you have to be mo
smarty for anyway? How can
Father wear those boota to the
parade for the Emperor with his
white sox showing through the
heels 7"

Then he got up and wilked
around and around the tree. Now
the Dacheles (ell badly, and they
lny dawn on the ground snd lifted
thair lttle brown eyebrows with
ashamed, sad eyes, watohing, the
boy.

i!ler A long time of grest s
lence, the boy untied the two vl
tatns aod went slowly back to the
house, He listened carefully when
he went through the halls to his
room. All was quist . . . the band
muaie of the parade ocould be
henrd in the distince

That night the dogs slept in ghe

boy's roam (he bullt o tent hounse
for them out of o plaid shaw!
draped over two chairm). They
were VERY' quint and VERY
Hood

When the boy's father came In
to tell him "good night,” two pairs
of moft browh eyes peekad from
under e tent fringe. They were
watehing two dusty military boots
and wondering how THEY'D
taste!

CURFEW

HE ringing of a curfew was

first an English custom, orig-
inating with Wililam the Con
queror. The word comes from
“eouvrefeun,” A French word
meaning “cover fire.” The curfew
In England meant that at 8§
p'olock all fires nnd lghts had to
be “covered.™

Tell Time By The Flowers —

No Watch Needed in Garden
Where Western Flowers Bloom

VEN if your watch has stop-
ped it usually quite easy
to tell what It s in n gar-
den. A large number of planis
open their flowers at certain times
of the day and this they do with
amazing regularity. Other plants
close thelr Aowers with the same
connistency—just as though they
had an eye on the clock.
Probably the earlieat garden
plant to open ita bloomn is the well
known eclimber, Ipomaes, the
buds of which expand at §
o'clock. Single roses of all kinds
open about mn hour Iater, at 6,
Practieally all kinds of Linum
and the Day Lilies (Hemerocallls)
open at 7. Just aboul the same
time the Shirley Popplea burst
their green coses and Irises ex.
pianil, AL B many kinda of Con-
volvulus expand their blooma. At
# ono will see the opening of many
sortn of Veroniea, Gentinng, Ox-
alis, to mention only & few kinda.
Arenarins, Portulacas, Esch-
scholtzius and Marigolds display
their fowers at 10 o'clock. At
mid-day those great sun lovers,
the Mesembryanthemuma, = open
thelr blooms to the warm rays
From nbout noon, until the late

afternoon, ong must tell the time
not by the opening of flowers but
by thelr cloaing, Mallown of vary-
ing kinda close from 1 to 2. as
also do the garden forms of
Hawkweed (Hlernclum). Potato
and Tomato flowers shut up about
3, whilst an hour later, the Esch-
scholtzins and Marigolds close. At
5 you will sea the glorious fiowoers
of the Water Lilles draw their pet-
als together and begin to aink be-
low the murface.

At 8 guite a remarkable open-
Ing of fNlowers begina again. Then
the Honeysuckle opens In addi-
tion to the Evening Primrose and
many kinds of Lychnis. At 8
comes Lhe Night-scented Stock
and Mirabills Jalapa. At 9 many
of the Catchflles (Sllens) ex-
pand for the first time and the
Woodruff and White Tobaccoea do
the same.

Those who have greenhouses,
and grow the Night-flowering
Caeti, will notice that the marvel-
ous flowers of this plant open al-
most on the stroke of 10, only to
be & mnss of faded and crumpled
petals & fow hours later.

By Whit

EN YOU hear about have

wantad to accomplish cer-
tain things so much—that the
price didn’t matter

Fame often comes unsought.
Paul Gaugin deserted Paria to live
on an island. He painted what he
paw and felt, and went mad
Recognition followed long after.
Yet before the end, for severnl
yonrs of freedom his life was
salisfying. More contented, prob-
ably, than the days of his Euro-
pean friends, who lived in the
“world that is—'" He did what he
wanted.

Not everyone can live accord-
ing to their heart's desire. Re-
sponsibilities, conventions stifie
all but one In a thousand or so,
It takes strength not lo caro
what people think. Btout bellef In
your own tulent—or simply know-
ing that the custémary routine 1y
not for you, Of such are the beach
combers, “ticket-of-leave' man,
plantera on some forgotten lslet
who'd rather swim In A& warm
coral lagoon than own & business.

A man will drop a good job to
bulld & boat and put out for the
Pacific islands. Any island, so It's
far enough. Gold la found up s
waterway in Guinea, where cannl-
bals have thelr own convention of
“long-plg." Few have grown
wealthy on corps or sago plan-
tations, Not many have brought
out enough yellow metal from un-
explored Papua to make up for
malaria and blackwater fever—

for mative sorcerica they've meen
and cannot talk about or forget.

SEEKING NEW

frontiers some few will disregard
three meals o day, m place to
gleep. In San Francisco n young
portralt artist fishes much of the
daylight hours near Fort Mason.
Evening seea him sketching pa-
trons of & Bohemian resort on the
edge of Telegraph Hill, At a dol-
Iar a head, he geta litle but ex-
perience—which an_artist needs
maore than anything he could buy.
Iudependent, he says "No" to
moro faces than he aketches, and
depends upon an Intuitive sense
of seléction when he "accepts’ a
modal. In the dim candle light his
drawings line the walls, some ex-
cellent, others experimenta In
technique, His last name s some-
thing Bwedish, his tirst is Rich—a
hlond lad, who steadily seea rmore
behind m smile than the surface
pose. A philosophy of his own-
poking anround from city to cily-

concernad more in developing his
wark than in wealth or comfort,
He's doing what he wanta to do.
Secrifice now—some day, fame.

SPEAKING OF SAGO

wnd copra-—coffee, rubber, whit
cacno planting-—there exist even
todny opportunities in British
Guinen for men with o fow thou-
sanda of dollars, Between two and
flve, You can lease lnnd for bp
yeurs nt o nominal figure, 8o low
It's Mlmoat free. Native labor in
higher than in Malays or Africn
but Lhis is amply balanced by the
low liwing cont. You Uve na you
please, cheaply or expenaively
plant n crop of whatever striles
your fancy, and reap the harvest
within a few years. Everything
grows quickly In the rich soll and
tropical climate. No great for-
tunes are made—you don't go
down to become a millionaire—
but your piantation and bush- |
mnde house can be beautiful.
your hoat s manned by loyal
natives, the forests nind rivers are |
virtually your private hunting
preservea. A decent living, privacy
~frendom

LETTERS DRIFT IN

not only from farcign ports, but |

Over the Captain’s Coffee Cup

Travel Tales from Everywbere

Wellman

from the Pacific Const as well
Brigadier Genoral J. A. Woodruff
foplios to an inguiry aboul the
disappearance of Caplain oMe-
Lellan of the transport Kepublic
) it seema doubtful if further

' ever be thrown on the
matier

-cpublic brought the body
ot FPather Damien “lepear priest of
Molokai"” to San Francisco for
high mass at Old 8t Mary's . | .
then salled with the remnins for
Balgium. Hawallana intimated
that o curse would strike anyone
removing o body buried in sncred
ground. At 8:15 in the morning
between the Farallon (slands and
the lghtahip Caplain MeLellan.
vanlghed. More of this later. In-
ventigations aro atill under way.

Mra, Jay Harvey, of Yelm,

Washington—Dallas Alsman, of
Astorin, Oregon-—have collections
of thoso intoresting glass halis
that sweep in with the Japaneso
current, rolling up on northwoest-
ern beaches, This I not a trading
column—hut If you'd lke to
possass rather lovely and unusual
globes In ralnbow colors, drop
them a line.

BURIED TREASURE

is not always & myth. If you feel
the urge to dig for dead men's
gold and jewels, there are places
today supposed to hold fabulous
wealth.

Milllona in plate and bar gold
~treasurn of Lima—atill avade
seekers on Cocos Island. Bome-
where on Trinldad I8 burled o
falrly well-authentionted treamire.
We understand that even charts
are obtainable. Bouth of Madelrn
lie the Salvages, where a ciiesl af
two milllon sllver dollars wan
sunk In the sand by n mutinous
crow, which did awny with their
Captain and lald his body atop
the treasure In ‘668 the palling
ship Gemeral Grant was lost off
the Auckland Islands — bearing
80,000 ouncea of gold. The voanel
drove Into & cliff cave and broke
up, The hull Ia still visible, but
the huge combors and swift un-
dertow  have prevented divers
from rescuing the booty,

ONE OF DEWEY'S SHIPS
llea in Ban Francisco Bay-—the
U, 8. 8. Boston, which |a tied up
at the mouth end of Yerba Buena
Island, The Navy has used it for
yeArs as a Recelving Bhip, dong
dull routine duty after the excit-
ing Battle of Maniln Bay. Sha ln
one of the few voasols left that
served the Admiral when he hum-
bled the Bpanish fieel. Thousanda
of commuters pass within sight of
her every day. complotely un-
awnre that close at hand is one
of the romantie relics of the cen-
tury.

Time moves no swiftly, no one
han time these days for memoriea
But anyone with & good reason
of & bummp of eurlonity, can nak
for n pass to bonrd her—at 1
Harrison Btroet, Headquarters of
the 12th Naval Distriot

IF YOU'VE LIVED
through adventures in any part of

the world and want to see
tham published In this ecolumn
write them down and send

them to The Captain, Five BStar
Weskly. 460 Mills Tower, San
Francisco, California
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