-

-

Wi o BILY

Concerning a Battle of the

Strong on a Field of Glory
and Shame.

By VINGIE E. ROE.

He was an odd lttle scrap of bu-

manity.

In bis hazy childhood, somewhere
on a farm, he had been an enigma to
those who knew him.

He was slight and small, and had &
shock of goft, light hair that curled. It
was that hair that gave him such an
alr of Innocence—that and a palr of
eyes whose expression was one of
wistful wonder.

Then, too, he had a sensitive, whim-
slcal mouth, and with this combination
he was destined to mislead certaln of
those who were overtrustful. While he
wos a little shaver he had sloughed
the environment of the farm and taken
up his abode In the great city. It was
born in him, and those who had raised
him from the precarfous start of an
orphan asylum, realizing it sadly, for
Bllly's eyes had won thelr love, let
him g,

He never went back, and he never
heard from the old folks, except once
when he was twenty, and the papers
advertised for him, with the Informa-
ton that the old man's will had left
him §600. Billy had read that, and his
baby-soft eyes had filled with impul
slve tears. He wished for a moment
that he had stayed with them—they
who had not forgotten him in all these
years,

The Impulse was only momentary,
but somehow he had never wanted to
touch that money. It waa something
outside of his life—clean, standing for
something that he remembered, a long
way off. It was placed on Interest in
the bank of the little village, so the
papers sald, awalting the sometime
coming of the owner.

Bo he went about his life.

He knew many (ricks that were
worth money to m certain type; his
education had come to him through
many and varled channels, and the
ways of the world were good to him.
He left Chicago and went West.

He had heard of the wonderful op-
portunities of the frontier, and he de-
clded that there was the place for the
display of his talents, varled and se-
lect. He drifted happlly into that
great reglon of strenuous lving and
quick results and kept his health, for
he lacked neithor defensive abllity nor
& very qulet courage,

He had proved that before long, one
night at Granger City. He was gliting
at a table awlone, playing solitalre in
Black Pete's saloon, when a blg man
In n blue shirt and chaps strode In.
He ywung up to the bar and demnnded
drinks for everybody, and everybody
In the house rose to him, except Billy,
who alwoys wished afterward that he,
too, had risen, for out of the very fact
of his sitting still came that which
followed.

But Billy, though he knew lots.
didn’t know the etiquette of a frontler
town. So he went on with his game of
eolltalre—that Is, until a prolonged

and painful silence warned him to
look up.

The bully of the three counties In-
vited him, as the scumof the earth,
to arise and partake, or be converted
into n sieve. Whereat Billy's yellow-
gray eyes flashed, and he made a quiet
remark,

He never knew how It happened.
only nfter the rattle of shots ke found
blmeelf with his smoking gun in his
hand, and the spectators wers erawl
Ing out to look at o buddled heap by
the bar,

Bllly calmly took out his knife and

made a little potch on the gun-butt.
It was good for effect, but he went out
with the Dbiggest ache In his heart
that he had éver known.
. Then he drifted to Granite, and it
was there that he concelved lhis
scheme. It camoe to him suddenly,
but e was on the lookout for Insplra-
tion

It had to do with the United States
mall#tage which rattled into Gran-
Ite every day at five, or thereabouts,
from up at Eagle Pasa, Billy notlesd
the strong box beneath the seat of
the driver which was so carefully de
posited in the Granite Cltizens’ bank—
the box that came from the mining
town above,

Inside of & month Billy was a full-
fledged stagedriver from Gulch City,
up nmong the mountaine, to Dead
Horse, down the plains, duly bonded
to the government, and carrying gold
enough ench trip to tempt a saint.

About the middle of the second
month eame the day when his drogma
were o end—and begin—In earnost

There was a good beginning, for in
the first place thers wers no passen
pers on the down trip. Dilly thanked
fate for that. Then, as soon as he
swung Into White Cap cut out of
Guleh City, he reached down and
hefted the hox. His yellow eyes nare
rowed, for Il was dead Hheavy,

Dawn ut o polnt he knew about the
koad horse walted, and his Ufe In the
Went would soom bo a thing of the
past, Through the San Jacinto valley,
nerous the border of Mexico, down
through the republic to some elty on

the coast whore one might get ahip-
ping, and then out into the mysterious
Perhaps Spaln
first—ho had alwnye boon theilled with |

chnnees of the world

the old tales of Bpain, of hot-blooded,

oouragoous men and dark-eyed women
Nilly was
dreaming, indosd, the lines lylng lax
between hla fngers, the four horses

with lpa like ripe fruit

swinging nlong fo regular rhythm.
“Halt!"

—

.~

It was tue word apoken upon @ver)

mountalns,
Billy jerked up his reins, and caugh!
Lis rifte with the other hand.

ering him with a gun. He had not evel
tuken the trouble to mask his face
Al the right, a little higher up, anothel
man walted, and on ahead in the road
a third sat on horseback. It was @
formidable layout. Billy saw that in
stantly, If one didn't get him the
others would,

For a breathless slcond his quich
brain turned the situation on every
side. His dreams scattered llke wind
blown snow, There was not a ghos
of & chance. He was as good as gone
If he resisted. He started to lay dowt
the ribbons and lift his hands. And
Just then a very strange thing hap
pened,

Across his mind eame the terms ol
his pledge to the government.

According to the lines of his mouth
Billy was a creature of whim. Now,
he hesltated, and a flood of unaccus
tomed sensations passed over him,
He was responsible for that box. He
tuddenly remembered what had nol
bothered him before, that he was In:
vested with the majesty of the law.
A feeling of responsibility fell upon
him, novel In its strangeness, and
quick as a thought he had taken his
course. «Dropping forward on the box,
he caught the lines betweon his knees,
velled to the horses, and jerked his
rifle to his shoulder, The leaders
sprang forward.

At the second Jump the off leader
went down., With the lurch of the
sudden stop, Billy landed in a heap
between the wheelers. He was on his
knees lustantly and firing under Black
Tom's quivering flank,

The man {n the road located him In
a #econd, and dropping to one knee
began searching for him with lot
lead. The two others withheld their
fire. They had plenty of time, and
evidently expected the leader to do for
Ellly easily.

But a ramping devll danced in the
yellow-gray eyes, and all the blood In
the slight body was up. Billy leaned
a little lower, bringing his face full in
view of the man In the road, aimed
coolly among the dancing horses and
kot his man. The fellow shot to his
feet, fired a wild ball, and dropped lke
lead,

The near wheeler was down, bleed
Ing from a dozen holes and crylog
piteously, That sound rent Billy's
goul, for he loved a horse. He sprang
lo his feet as the two other des
peradoes closed in.

“Come on, you dirty devils'™ he
cried, standing In the open between
the horses,

As he spoke, a thrill of fire ran up
his arm and a red ribbon waved sud-
denly down his shoulder, But nothing
shott of death Itself could have
stopped him now. Give and tuke, glve
and take, |l was an uneven game ol
twoto ong. The man on the horse dis
mounted mnd used the horso ns a
shileld, working closer, firlng around
It

Billy thraw down his repeating-rifte
and fell back on the two guns at his
hips. The range was grimly near.

He felt no fear, nelther pity for the
heap in the road ahead, only a fury
that steadled his hand,

This wns o fne ending to his
dreams, bot somehow he would not
have It otherwise. He was consclous
of a welrd, flerce joy, as of something
he had read about, the joy of men on
fields of honor, of heroes dylng for
their country. The whimsleal mouth
quivered even as be fired.

But the Fates stood near, as they
always do when a strange lssue is at
stake. The fellow on the hillside,
reaching for a revolver in his belt,
nover drew It. Instead, he threw up
his empty hand, and whirled rolling
down the rocks.

Bllly whooped and turned full to-
ward the last.

“Noy!" he cried, “now! An even
break!" ™ .

With one band he loosened the
traces of Black Tom, shooting with
the other. It was a feat to get the
horse unhooked In front, but a very
spirit of daring seemod to dominate
bim. He was hit agaln in the process,
but managed to mount. The big
wheeler, thoroughly terrifed, leaped
nhead.

Dilly gulded him stralght at the
horse In the road and they cannoned
Into it with mighty force. It stuembled
nslde, broke awny, and left its rider
under Ulack Tom's feet. The latter
threw his empty gun at Dilly's head.
The fNght was over,

There was sudden silence, and no
movement. Then BDilly turned to the
last of the stage robbers, who stood
deflantly.

“et out,” he sald abruptly, “two's
enough, Catch your horse and go”

At half past five that day, the driver
of the Dead Horse stage rode into
town with the box of gold from the
Couger mine across llack Tom's
withers, and with blood on his ahirt,
A hurrled party went out to the ledge
of the mountaln road where It hap
pened, and when they came back
there were some strong, quiet worda
that upifted Billy's soul,

It was dusk before he wended his
way to the shack he called home, and
he was stff with Doe Morgan's band-
ages, but the westorn twillght seamed
to cover the world with peace.
| e stopped at the door.

In his eyes was the smart of sud
den teara

“I'll wend for the old man's monaey,”
he said woftly to himself fn the dusk
“and start unew.

“Anew and clean.

“By Jingo! I'm an honest man”

(Copyright.)
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Ahead (n the rond stood a man, cov-d

Fire Place Féiry

By J. WILLARD BOLTE

THE ANT VILLAGE.

Johnnie and Jessie had just finished
thelr supper and they felt all nice and
comfy and just a little teenie bit
sleapy. Johnnle and Jessle were
twins, almost five years old, and they
loved each other very much.

They got down from thelr chalra
at the littla white dining-room table
that was all thelr very own, and wemnt
into the blg Uving room. Daddy had
Just bullt & wood fire In the big fire-
place, and the preity yellow and red
and blus flames were leaping and
jumping as {f they meant to jump
right up the chimney.

Mother Dearest was sitting In the
blg leather chalr In front of the fire
and she had her prettiest white dress
on. The twins climbed up in her
chair, one on each side, and snuggled
up as close as could be, while she
rocked them and sang a sweet, low
song about the Sandman who was
coming soon,

A epark caught upon the black
bricks at the back of the flreplace
and the twing watched the fire wpl-
dlers spread out and march in long,
bright lines, when suddenly they saw
the ashes under the blazing logs be

gin to move about, and out of them |

Jumped the funnlest, tinlest lttle man
In all thé world.

The litle man jumped clear out of
the ashes onto the bricks and began
to dance and snap his fingers Iin the
firelight. '

“I'm the Sandman,” he sald, "and

Mother Dearest says that you can go
for a little journey with me tonight.
Do you want to?

“Of course we do,” sald the twins.
“"Where are we golng?™

“I guess I will take you over to
sea the Ant Village,” said the Sand.
man. ““Just put these two caps on
your heads and thenr we will be all
ready."

The children put the caps on and
suddenly they wero no bigger than the
Sandman. The fireplaces looked as
large as a church door and the Twins
were o lttle bit frightened, but the
Sandman looked so nlce and friendly
that they felt safe. Turning toward
the fireplace the Sandman grasped
thelr hands tightly and sald, “Now
Jump high”

They all gave a great jump right
up into the smoke of the fire, and it
could not burn them at all because of
those wonderful caps that they wers
wearing. Tho smoke lfted them like
feathers in the wind and It whigked
them clear up the chimnoy quick as &
wink. When they eame to the top
thoy flew down to the ground Just ke
birds and they lighted In a pateh of
grass.

“My goodness,” sald Jessle
is the biggest grnss 1 ever saw.
taller than treos”

"That's because you are so lttle
now,” sald the Sandman. “The grass
looks &s big to you as It does to the
Anta and all the other Nttle bugs. But
now we must hurry along to the Ant
Village If wo are to got back In time
for bed"

8o they started along through the
grass and pretty hard walking they
found It because the lttle gralns of
ecarth soermod as large as barrels and
they Lad to elimb over or around
them and go very slowly. After a

*This
It is

while they came to a sort of foot path

out.

Tales

like the cow path In the pasture. They

were very tired and hot so they sat

down to rest in the shade of a large
clover leaf. Soon they heard & funny

nolse and around the corner of the
path there came two big black Ants,
walking backward and pulling after
them a dead caterplilar. The Ants

looked as big a8 horaes and the Twins
wers very much frightened but the

Sandman followed them until they
came to a large bare hill with lots of
other Ants running about on top of it

The Sandman ran up the hill and

popped down a black hole, and the
Twins ran right after him ng fast as

they could,

the floor, and In one corner of this
room they saw the largest Ant they
had ever seen in their llves. She had
beautifal wings lilke a bee, and there

It was nice and cool in
there and the hole was a regular tun-
nel, running deep Into the ground.
After a while they came to a blg
round room with white eggs all over

were several other Ants gathered

about her, feeding her with
foods and stroking her with their long

feelers.

cholce

“That's the Queen Ant,” whispered
“She lays all the eggs

the Bandman.

for the whols tribe and It keeps her

g0 very busy that she hardly ever
leaves the house. She Is the mother

of all these other Ants and they love

her very much.”
Just then a little Ant began to poke
its head out of the end of one of the

white eggs nearest to where

Jii

They 8aw Two Big Black Ants Walking Backward and Pulling a Dead Cater-
plllar After Them for Thelr Winter Storehouse.

they

stood, and the Twins were much in-
terested in seeing it hatch out, when

suddenly there was & terrible erash

and the celling fell in on top of them.
“Bome careless man must
stepped on top of the house,” sald the
Sandman, as soon as they had pushed
the fallen earth off from their heads,

have

The Ants came running from all di-

rections and some of them began dig-

glng & new tunnel to the surface of
the ground, because all of the old ones
had caved In and they could not get

AWRY

As soon as It was finlshed every
Ant plcked up an egg or a young Ant
in her mouth and elimbed up the tun-

nel and rushed through the

grase to a safer place. The Twins and
the Bandman hurried out after them
and watched them marching away

Hke a column of biack moldiers,

“Too bad,” sald the Sandman, “Now
they will have to dig a new howse and
it is s0 nearly winter that I am afrald
they will not have time to get the
house finished and bring in enough
food to last. They may all starve to
doath before apring comes agaln.”

“I'm never, never golng to step on

another Ant hill ax Jong as 1 live)”

eald Jesslo with tears in hor eves,
The Bandman pulled a funny Mtile

wateh from his pocket and shook it

Then he held It to his sar and finally

ho eald:

“I cannot tell much about the time
with this old thing but 1 guess it In

time to go back anyway."”

8o he took them each by the hand
and In a JIMy they wore back In the
big leather chalr with Mother Dear

(18

But when they turned around to
thank the Bandman for the lovaly
time, he was nowhera to be meen, and
they could not find the magle caps
anywhere. The fire was nearly out
80 they akipped up stairs to bed,

(Copyright, 1018 by Joveph 1. Dowles)

PICTURE SURE TO WAKE HIT

Written and Produced by Tom Mix,
Popular Actor, Has Part Which
Just Suits Him.

Tom Mix has falrly outdone himselt
in the plcture, “The Way of the
Red Man,” which was written and pro-
duced by him. It is full of life and ac-
tlon such as only Tom Mix can in-
troduce. There Is wrestling, shoot-
Ing, riding, canoeing, ete, In Tom
Mix's own best style. The story Is of
» red man, a clvilized Indian, who
takes into his home a wounded gam-
bler, shot while escaplug the sheriff.
The gambler has no honor and wins

SELIG PALYSCOPE CO b

Tom Mix,

the affections of PBounding Fawn, the
*ed man's pretty sguaw. The Indlan
dlgcovers the gambler's treachery, and
throws him, together with Pounding
Fawn, out of the cabin.

The years pass. Bounding Fawn ls
cruelly slaln by her drunken lover.
The red man goes to the rescue, but
arrives too late. He makes a prisoner
of the drunken gambler, and ties him
to & stake for torture. The closing
#cene shows vividly the typleal Indlan
revenge, which the red man exacted,
the forfelt being the life of the treach
trous gambler,

Likes Rallroad Atmosphere.

While 1t is the dream of thousands
5t girls to appear in motion-pleture
Isamns, wear gorgeous gowns and
play soclety dames in general, there
8 one photoplay star who would rath-

1ar Jump into a pair of tattered over-

tlls and climb into the olly cab of a
locomotive than take part In the most
Intengs soclety drama ever written,
This unusual pergon Is Helen Holmes,
the actress whom the railrond men
out West have dubbed “The Daughter
of the Rallroad.” Miss Holmes doesn't
zare what role she portrays—telegraph
aperator, fireman (or should It be fire
girl?), or substitute engineer, so long
a8 It enables her to live In the atmos-
phege of the rallrond. The most re-
eent drama In which she appears ls
"Grouch, the Engineer,” In which she
snacts the role of a rallrond man's
widow. A raliroad serial story is being
written around Miss Holmes, which
w11l be called “The Hazards of Helen,”
and will consist of eplaodes, each com-
plete in itsell, showing the hazards
sncountered by Helen, who Is a rall
road telegrapher.

Has Played Many Parts,

~In Lee Willard, a handsome chap o1
fine physique, G. M. Anderson has a
valuable and versatile assistant for
the western productions, Willard has
been cast at different times as a half-
breed and bhas played “heavy" and
ctharacter parts in drama and come
dles. He s a lover of animals and
outdoor sports and seldom misses a
fay In taking a long horseback ride
on his favorite bay mare, always ac
companied by a pet collle. Willard
snjoys his evenings and Sundays with
s protty wife and baby, surrounded by
volumes of good books in one of the
Yungalows at Niles

Actress a Glutton for Work,

Cleo Madison has recovered from
her tired spell and never looked better,
which 1s a wonder when one consld.
rra that she has been rescued from fire
and water, been swung from a big
srane, and, goodness knows what else.
The amount of work thls energetic
indy gets Into 12 hours i quite re
markable, but sbe stll rofuses to
thirk eith~r the lsbor or any of the
Hske

Carlyle Blackwall Well Supported.

Carlyle Dinckweoll has turned ot a
good picture In “The Key to Yestors
Aay,” and his acting throughout |s
splendld.  Ho hos been woll served
by his mupport, too, and Edna Mayo,
Dille Kirby, Gypsy Abbott, 1. Fran
s Dillon, Willlam Brunton, and Wi
lam Bhechan have all done, excellant
work.

———— e

Glves Actress Rare Chance,
Mise Stelln Razeto, leading lndy of
Director E, J. LeSalnt's dramatie com.
pany, studlo, In at work In a speclal
production called "Reparation.” The

tole domands much artistlc work of
sxmcting character from Mim Hazeto,
whoso successes In such cases are too

wall-known to dwell upon,

PERQUISITES OF KINGS

BUSINESS NOT ALLURING TO THE
ORDINARY MORTAL.

Belng SBhot At, and Occasionally
Killed 1a One of the Prices of
High Position—Some Others
Worth Mentloning,

—_—

The heir apparent to the Austrian
throne and his wife were shot dead
in the strect recently. Belng shot at
and occaslonally killed seem to be a
perquisite of the king business. The
price of place is enormous. The king
place being one of the cholcest pluma.
fts price ls very high. These are
some of the Items;

To have no wholesoma, natural boy-
hood: always to be watched by lack-
eys and nurees, and never to be able
to go out ind play plrate with Huek
Flnn, to splash in the old swimmin®
hole, nor wsteal strawberriea from
Jones' patch at midnight.

To grow up in an atmosphers suffo-
onted with donvention, to have hup-
dreds of things you don't want, and
to be rapped over the knuckles when-
ever you reach for a thing you do
want.

To be surrounded with alleged
friends who you know do not care a
hang for you, and who would push
you off the roof in a minute If it was
not for your father.

Not to have one friend who will alap
vour face and tell you the truth, but
to be surrounded by enemles who
smile upon you and are only walting
for an opportunity to slip & knife un:
der your fifth rib.

To have your wife plcked out for
you by n lot of wizened old diplomats,

To be allowed as many lght-o'doves
ns you please, to be as drunken, eruel,
pelfish, violent and mean as you wiil,
but to have every honest and generous
human feeling vetoed by court and
fashion,

To have your pride conatantly fed,
which renders any man unhappy.

To misg all of )ife's true vulues, and
to become a prst master in all that
makes life sordid and cheap,

To cease to be a normal, cheerful
human being and to become u wooden
Indder for men's pmbitlons,

To have people blame you for thelr
own mistakes, to be the politleal and
economle scapegoat of the natlon,
and to be cursed and hated by o large
rection of the population, no matter
what you do.

To have every man In the ma
chinery of government, every place
holder and privilege [nheritor, turn
agalnet you when you try really to
help the people

To know that every hour of the
day and night the polsoner, the bomb
thrower, nnd the plotter are seeking
your life.

And in return for this all you get
is money, Nine clothes, food and drink,
and Incense burned before your
wretched vanity.

Few familles In the world have had
more imperinl places than the Haps-
burgs, and few familles have had a
more tragic hislory.—Chlcago News,

What Causes Grub Worme,

Entomologists or bug hunters of
northern Ohlo and Indiana have
warned farmers agalnst grub worms,
saylng that a certain specles of a bug
that files in the alr is distributing its
eggs on the ground that are trans
formed Into the grub before coming
back to Its original form and during
that period as a grub worm is when
Its ravages are the greatest on grow-
Ing crops, more especlally growing
corn, which the worm eats when It
first starts growlng, It ls suggested
that fall plowing for corn is best and
It grubs are noticeable In wheat ground
that a greater amount of seed should
bo sown so that the worma can have
& wider range and not destroy the
whole erop. 1t is a fixed fact, as every
farmer knows by experience, that dur
Ing certaln years there Is an exces
slve number of this specles of grub
and If there {8 any rule lald down to
avold thelr ravages on erops It will be
n great advantage to the farming com-
munity —Goshen News-Times.,

Returns “The Girl In the Case

Mustrating the fact that there In
not only honor In a thief but also
sympathy for the despairing sultor,
the “woman In the case” has come
back,

It was the photograph of Ann
Lleberman, of New York, girlish
sweetheart of 8. 8. Hahn, of Los An-
geles, In the back of the gold watch
stolen from him,

Hahn advertised that if the thlef
roturned the pleture he could keep
the watch, Four hours later, nocords
Ing to the postmark on the letter, the
thief mafled the pleture with the elip
ping to Hahn.

“I am satlefied,” asserted Hahn,

“The thief ean koop the wateh. I've
Kot the pleturs back. It wan the enly
ona 1 possessed, and I wouldn't lose
It for more than the value of the

walch. We're golng to bo married In
January." !

The Correct Time,

"Have you no clock In your bed.
room?" Inquired Mre. Lexington,

“No,” replled Mra. Amsterdam, 1
do not need one. 1 always know how
Iato it fs, If my husband comos In
nolully from his club 1 know It I
nearly half-past 10 or 11. If ho Is
very amiable and says 'Good night,
darling,’ It Is betweon 12 and 1. If
he takes off hin shoes downistalrs and
ereops Into bed without turning on
the light It s at loast three o'clock.®




