tions had got through cutting each oth-
er's throat. The laborers and luhﬂl‘i
men and office stalf got away by the
last boat descending the river. but
thronugh accident the superintendent
was left behimd. He was missed, and
the boat turned back; but, belng fired
on, she had to resume her course and
leave him to tanke his chancea

The men who knew George Scott bost
't worry much over the situation.
He wus a man who was always taking

chances and coming out on top. The
laborers lu the mine were always ripe
for mutiny, but he bad held them in |
hand without bluster. mmdhu1
and his grimness, and they
feared him more than If he had talked |
and threstened. They sald to each oth- |
or that a devil lurked under his placid
demweanor and i that devil was ever
arcused It would demand blood.
Scott didn't set out for a forty mile
tramp through a tropical forest when
Be found that bhe had been eft bebind.
simply settied down to stay oo and
ve visftors and dispense such hos-
pitalities as the situation afforded. Nel
ther of the belligerent factions was
ly to disturb him for a week or so,

murderer in peace; ho was a pretty falr |
specimen of & flend when war was on.
He had not acquired hils titie fn a day. |
On the contrary, it had pot cowe to
kiw uontll be had shot, banged or cut
the throsts of 200 or 800 prisoners. e |
was not st all particular in his killing. |
Everything was fish that came to his
pet, be it ap American, an BEoglishman, |
& German or one of his own country-
men. '

Pedro bad a way aboat him. It was |
s suave, slick, ofly way. He Interro- |
goted his prisooers with a grin on Lis
face, dnd be sent them to thelr denth
with a smile that was bland, He prid- |
el blmself on his suavity. Pedro's
band had been heard of withiu twenty |
mites of the wine ou the morulng of Ie |
abandonment, and it could be mlw!]’]
flgured that be would look tn on the |
Culon before leaving for other felds.
He might #nd no throats to cut, but|
thers would be considerable plunder
und opporjunity for destsuction. Pe
dro knew the power of blasting powder
pnd bad used it with great success to
biow down stone walls apd to blow |
open lron doors,

Boott went to work With pick and
ghovel and dug many holes on the level
ground in front of the stone oflice
butlding. He was at this work all day
long. BEvery bole recetved a deposit
after being dug to a certain depth and

fatled to raise pansom money,

there were hulf a dosen prisoners

be done to denth In different waya.

h thus employed and not knowing

r any one was walting st the Unlon
in

. M. the next day. 1z

had forty of his cutthroats with bim,
and one of his blandost
W

Beott sitting alone
the x door of the office bullding.

: blander as he ad-
' Aveeted the superin

3

B YR “Ml“lhlmnh!% .“
g NO% MMMMumtum‘&m ABd I caught a
At Five oo hat l e pocole Bare ef and Wiemed you hard, ids 1, Gwea?
O'Clock P.M. ....';---*m-'m'«',,._....'--'L.‘..'---'."‘E-«-#
- L. . cave.
By JOHN HAMPTON mine, 1o boop titrodem 8t & Gistasen ¥ | prAtd J98 M Jou wers & wavy
— and could follow, Wasn't it fon ™
Copyright, 189, by T. C. MeChurs “You've hit it. Pedro. 1 have bees| fun. Gwén, Gwen, dariing, §
expecting you and your murderers al wish 1 had you thore this minute,”
I.J‘ and now mtmh" ﬂmll), mmﬂ
' |M“MUM‘.IMW: uAdhtmmmm
When the revolution broke out the ' standing. I am bere to defend thi iy \
~ e 8y S pEn Sk you aguin. I was good those
gresident of the Unlon mine, which "1 bave a strong fort in this days. Returned a kiss for s blow, And
was owned by New Yorkers and run | and I have & Winchester rifle von didn't slap t ime. You laugbed
¥y Americans, ordered a shutdown and | and peuty of ammunition. Don't try and kiased back.
decided that things most be left to take | any of your lttle games here If you "It was ages ago™
enro of themselves untll the two fac | Want 1o keep a whole hide” - | _Bhe bent over the mil again away
“The senor American s inelined from him. His eyes were so full of

him. My men are tired out just now
with thelr long march, but two hours
later—aay at 8 o'clock—we will do you
the hooor of calling upon you In a

“The senor I8 correct. It shall be 8
o'clock to the minute, and [ shall hope
to get a couple of hours of amusement

out of the senor later on.  Adlos til 5.

sight In the thickets. Bcott could have
he went, but he
Pedro had

fs, he continned to =it
in the open door until his wateh told
him that It was a guarter to 5. They
could have crept up and shot him as
bhe sat, but he neither saw nor heard
of them. When be had barred the door
be sat down with his hand on the key
of the battery and looked out of a win.
dow. At ten minutes to § bhoe seemed to
be the only living man for miles
around. At five minutes to § the birds
ceasod thelr songs, and the insects In

the thickets were strangely quiet. {

FPedro the Devil understood the bhour
and the moment. Punctually at 5 his
band broke out of the thickets twenty
rods away, bhe leading, and with yells
and choers they rushed the house,

“Tea 18 ready!” whispered Scott to
bimself as he reallzed the erisis, and
five seconds later he turned the electrie
current throngh the wires, It was ten
minutes before the cloud of dirt and

leaves and smoke blew away and he |

openad the door and walked out. There
was nothing to be afrald of, The dy-
namite mines had wiped Pedro and his
gang off the face of the earth and seat-|
tered the fragments to the four winds
of heaven.

ENTR' ACTE

[Copyright, 194, by T. C. MeClura.)

“Of cours you knew all along.”

e was tearing the edges of the pro-
gramme into scallops and did not look
at ber.

"1 did not, you silly bay. How could
1?7 You never sald a word.”

“But | looked.”

“Lots look.”

*Harvey ™

“He looks lovely.”

“How do ! look?™

“Bertie! You big, alily, silly kid child™

“Don't lavgh at me, then, It lsp’t &
’nk(s.”

She leaned over the plush rail of the
box and et o rose leaf fluttter, lght ne

| & baby butterfly, down to the tier be

low,

“You girls must bave loads of propo-
sals.™

“Whyr

“Oh, you all take it 8o casy. You just
laugh at a fellow and look pleasant
and all that”

“Have you asked so many, Bertie

“Ten. Beored, didu’t you? Honest,
though, 1 haven't, Gwen; just you,
dear.” '
“There was that Ferris girl”

“Who? Madge—little Madge Forris?
I wasn't i1 love with ber. We jost
chummed, You know, Gwen. Bhoe wos
a great chum."

“Did you ever kiss her, Bertio 7

“Not since she was old encugh to
fight. That isn't anything. I've kissed
you, Gwen.” '

Dead sllence; orchestra plays *La Pa-
lomg."

“Gwen, the tip of your ear's awftully
pink. Turn around, won't you? I do 't
eare, 1 did, It was down at Farawny
Beach, that summer, 'Member, Gwen?
You were an awfully funny Nttle gaw-
ky kid those days. Fozzy halr and big
eyes''—

“You used to eall me o walleyed frizs
sletop,” she sald over her shoulder, and
ber eyes were full of dream lght and
her volce was low, “It was nges ngo.”

“And I chased you that day. You
eould run as fgst as us boys. Way up
thg bench, past the coftugeés and the
bill road, up to where the recks be
gan."

“There was a cave with shells in

sand, and scawesd tangied L J wasted to try to sell to such people.”

her, and the others were watching. Bhe

could nintost feel Harvey's gase.
“But, dear, I've been loving you all

the thwe. I'm not a kid, Gwen. Listen

“And Harvey? Is he so very rich,

| Gwen? Bay, Gwen, don't he look Itke
a frog In %is evening suit? Gwen, look
. at that old fossil and then at me. Love
me, Gwen?™

“The curtaln will go up i & minute.
Hush!™
v “Gwen!™
|  “Hush—dear!™
| “You darling! Bay it again™

“Dear, dear, dear! Now will you be
have?

“If 1 could tell him for sure, Gwen—
dad, 1 mean~—that 1 had you for sure
you know, dear, he'd stand by us; 1
know be would. Ha isn't like the wom-
en. All they think of 1s landing a el
fow like Harvey and his cash. Dnd
knows [ love you. He'd give me a start,
dear heart. It would be fun starting

| together, wouldn't I, Gwen? You're
| young, and I'm young. 1 would doany-
| thing in life with you to say ‘Goabead.’

§pecia ‘ Offer.

SRRt

The WEEKLY ORRGONIAN =« « -  $r's0
The N. V, TRIBUNE FARMEBR - - « 1o
The WERKLY COAST MAIL. - =« - 2 00
The DAILY COAST MAIL, - =~ =« =« 300

The OREGONIAN, TRIBUNE FARMER and WEEKLY
COAST MAIL, 1 year for only - - $2 50

The OREGONIAN, TRIBUNE FARMER and DAILY

COASP MAIL, 1 year for only - - 4 00
Vou all know the Oregouian, The Tribune
Farmer is one of (he best farm papers pub.
lished any where, .

If you are a farmer and do not take advantage
of this ofter, where do {:u expect to get off at?
It is open to all subscribers, old or new.

TELL YOUR NEICHBORS ABOUT IT.

\ Gwen"—

*The curtain 14 rising.”

“Never mind. The rest will look at
the stage. Just glve me your hand Uf
you're afrald, sweetheart — just your
band for answer. When | bend for
; wanl pyt your bhand down, and they |

wou't see. Please, Gwen. Then I'll be |

sood, dear. Just to be sure. Your eyes
told suyway. Ob, you darling!™
Curtain rises. Her fan falls,
IYOLA L. MERRIFIELD,

Cultare and FPollieanesa In Carncaa,

Caracas has a public Hbrary which
contains pot less than 30,000 volumes
The better class of citizens are not ouly
educated as we understand the word,
but accomplished to a degree not comr
mon in North America. Both sexes are
able to speak three or four langusges
besides their own and are well up In
art and musie. As for politencss, there
are no such people under the sun.
Whenever a Venesuelan, male or fo
male, writes a letter, whether to a dear
friend or stranger, he or she Invariably
conciudes It with the words, Beso sus
manod, “l kiss your bands.,” and when-
ever u Venezuelan gentleman meets a
lady, whether it be his sweetheurt or
his grandmother, he hastens to ussnre
ber that be 1 “Iying &t her foet.” \

Konge Rabbor Plant.

The rubber plant in the French Koo
B0 territory grows underground. If
the bark is broken the rubber keeps
the pleces together and la of extraor
disary elasticity,

Sewtons In Eugland.
Newton is the most common of town
pames In England. It oocurs elther
alone or with some afix no less than

|

».CLUBBING LIST..

For all subscribers, old or new
paying one year in advance,

With Daily With Weokly
Coast Mall Coast Mall
Woekly Oregonian 83 715 $2 00
. Examiner 4 00 235
. Chtonlcle 4 00 235
" Salem Caplital Journal 3 5O 2 00
- Salem Homestead 375 2 00
Tri-Weekly N. Y. Tribune 376 200
Thrice-a-Week N. Y. World 376 200
Monthly Ore. Poultry Journal 375 2 00
“ American Review of Reviews 4 76 200

twenty-two times,

The Chinese Almanae, |

There Is po other work In the world |

of which 80 many coples are prh:nts«‘lr

anmnully as of the Chinese almannce. |

The number i estimated at several!

milllons. 1t ls printed at Peking and |
I8 o monopely of the emperor,

nen Vo,

City Edltor (to new peporter)—If a|

ten story bullding should fall down |
what would you do?

New Reporter—Write It up, of course,
~New York Tlmes,

Age of the World,

In an article on "“The Age of the
World" Bir Bdward Fry, the famous
English geologist, declures that 400,
000,000 years must have elapsed since
the existence of Iife on the globe,

Judging a Town.

“Y take In the principal citles, towns
and villages In four states” sald o
sehoolbook agent, “and let me tell yon
that I bhave eome to know the people of
& town by one look at lte principal
street. If 1 find it ornamented with
mudboles, with cows wandering about
and hogs toking thelr ease 1 go straight
back to the depot and take the Orst
frain out of town. It would be time

To buy a postal card and
send to The New York Tri=

bune Farmer, New York
City, for a free specimen

copy,

The New York Tribune
Farmer is 'a National lllus-

trated Agricultural Weekly

for Farmers and their famil- '
ies, and EVERY issue con-

tains matter instructive and
entertaining to EVERY
member of the family. The

price Is $1.00 per year, but

if you llke it you can secure

it with the your own favorite

local newspaper,the COAST :
MAIL at a bargain.

Cost
1o

Witk Weekly COAST MAIL
| year $1.80.

With Daily COAST MAIL
t | year $8.25.

Cen

Send your order and money
oo ‘to the COAST MAIL,
Marshfield; Or.




