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THE CHEERFUL CHERUB
• —========================================== a
At night when people 

pass our nouse
In lavghter-trailing 

motor curs
I sit and gaze upon 

the sky
And §0 for j 
with the

stars.
RMCAN’!
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Two Requisites
First, by intensive training, put 

self-respect into boys; then put 
courage—and you’ve got a man.

Real happiness is cheap 
enough; yet how dearly we pay 
for the counterfeit!

The truth can be gossip. Why 
spread it, if it does ’undeserved 
injury?

A clever woman can merely 
listen to a man in a manner that 
flatters him.
Carelessness Costly

It only takes the careless be­
trayal of one confidence to lose a 
friend.

Everybody is likely to be an­
noying somebody else, more or 
less. Tolerance is enduring it 
cheerfully.

Debt may be necessary, but it’s 
no joymaker. It makes both the 
lender and borrower worry.

No one can fool the people so 
completely as they can fool them­
selves.
On Getting Along

Happily wedded consists in let­
ting Friend Wife have her foolish 
moments and Friend Husband his 
—and not saying much about it.

Have we the gift of oratory? 
Then heaven give us the judg­
ment to know when to curtail its 
exhibition.

How lucid, even simple, a mys­
tery is, after it is solved.

Air castles are not realized be­
cause people haven't the courage 
to try to.
The First Lesson

A leader is a person who has 
first learned to drive himself.

There will be people under the 
millennium who will point out 
something wrong with it.

Don’t Sleep 
on Left Side, 

Affects Heart
Gas Pressure May Cause Discomfort 

Right Side Best
If you toss in bed and can't sleep on 
right side, try Adlerika. Just ONE dose 
relieves stomach GAS pressing on heart 
so you sleep soundly all night.
Adlerika acts on BOTH upper and lower 
bowels and brings out foul matter you 
would never believe was in your system. 
This old matter may have poisoned you 
for months and caused GAS. sour stom­
ach. headache or nervousness.
Dr. H, L. Shoub, New York, reports.* "In 
• ddition to intestinal cloaneint. Adlerika 
greatly reduces bacteria and colon bacilli.** 

Mrs. Jas. Filler: "Gas on my stomach 
was so bad I could not eat or sleep. 
Even my heart hurt. The first dose of 
Adlerika brought me relief. Now I eat 
as I wish, sleep fine and never felt 
better."
Give your stomach and bowels a REAL 
cleansing with Adlerika and see how 
good you feel. Just ONE dose relieves 
GAS and chronic constipation. Sold by 
all druggists and drug departments.

Opening for

FEMALE AGENTS
• Makers of a well known, highly 
ethical cosmetic preparation are 
seeking iemale agents, either new 
or currently engaged in similar 
work. Highly effective new selling 
angle makes it • sure-fire seller 
in 90% of cases. It will not be 
necessary to purchase sample mer­
chandise if satisfactory credit ref­
erences are furnished with letter 
of inquiry.

Write today, ta

DENTON’S COSMETIC CO.
4402-23rd St, Long Island City, M. Y.
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CLASSIFIED DEPARTMENT

INSTRUCTION
PLAY THE PIANO TODAY 

the easy way 
Use the Keyboard Key 

and eliminate years ef drudgery.
COMPLETE COURSE $5.00
Man 50c to P. O. Box 925, Portland, Ore- 
gon, balance on delivery.

EMPLOYMENT

GUNLOCK 
•RANCH-
FRANK H. SPEARMAN

•
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SYNOPSIS

Sleepy Cat, desert town of the Southwest, 
is celebrating the Fourth of July Jane Van 
Tambel, beautiful daughter of Gus Van Tam 
bel, hated owner of Gunlock ranch, has arrived 
from the East for the first time. She watches 
the Frontier Day celebration in company with 
Doctor Carpy, crusty, tender-hearted friend 
of the community. Henry Sawdy of the Cir­
cle Dot ranch, tricked in a fake horse race 
the day before by Dave McCrossen, foreman 
at Gunlock, plans revenge. He enters Bill 
Denison, a handsome young Texas wrangler, 
in the rodeo which McCrossen is favored to 
win, and lays heavy bets on him. Unknown 
to the crowd, Denison is a champion horse- 
man. McCrossen and the young stranger tie 
in the various events. Denison then drops a 
cigarette carelessly. Racing down the track 
full tilt, he picks up the cigarette. The ver­
dict goes to Denison when McCrossen refuses 
to attempt the stunt. Entreated by the crowd, 
Denison agrees to perform another trick. Jane 
Van Tambel is asked for her bracelet and 
throws it on the track. Just as Denison rides 
to pick it up a yell from Barney Rebstock, 
a McCrossen henchman, scares the pony, near­
ly costing the rider his life. Gun play is pre­
vented by the intervention of Doctor Carpy. 
Back on Gunlock ranch, after two years in 
Chicago, because of her father’s illness, Jane 
gets lost riding in the hills and meets Deni­
son. now a neighbor, who guides her home. 
Not knowing her identity, he speaks bitterly 
of Van Tambel. She tells McCrossen who 
brought her home and he denounces Denison 
as a cattle thief. Later she asks Doctor Carpy 
why her father is unpopular and he tells her 
it is because of Van Tambel’s ruthless and 
unscrupulous character. McCrossen tries to 
woo Jane, but is sharply rebuffed. Once again 
she loses her way in the hills and meets Den­
ison. On impulse she gives him her bracelet 
for guiding her home. Their interest in each 
other growing, she reveals her identity to 
him.

CHAPTER V—Continued 
—8—

Carpy laughed his dry little laugh. 
“Well I” he exclaimed benevolently. 
“You did pick a real outsider, didn't 
you? What did you think of the brute?”

In her confusion, Jane hesitated 
"Why—1 thought him not bad at all.” 
she declared with spirit. What do you 
think of him?”

“Why, to speak Just offhand, Jane. 
I'd say Bill Denison had his enemies; 
but I think he’s about as square and 
open-and-aboveboard a young fellow 
as Ilves In the hills. 1 don’t suppose 
any of your father's following would 
agree with me.”

“He struck me, too. Doctor, as just 
such a man,” interposed Jane im 
pulsively.

“What do you know about things 
like that?” asked Carpy jocularly. 
"You’re just a kid! He might be a 
horse thief for all you could tel), girl."

Jane drew herself up. “Don’t be so 
sure about every girl’s being a fool— 
some or them might fool you ! He 
told me he used to work at Gunlock. 
What was the quarrel between him and 
Father?”

Dr. Carpy laid his cigar on the edge 
of the table and braced himself. “It’s 
a kind of lopg story,” be began, nor 
knowing exactly how to tackle a deli­
cate subject.

“I've lots of time,” remarked Jane 
disconcertingly.

"To begin with, your father was al­
ways a grabber, Jane. Probably 
couldn’t help it—Just built that way. 
1 suppose that hurts your feelings?’’

The girl winced a little. "Whether 
It does or does not. Doctor, I want to 
hear both sides, and I know you are 
honest. Go ahead, please.

Her appeal was not unheeded.
“You’re a kind of surprise. Jane,’’ 

continued the doctor slowly, “for In 
spite of the fact that the family name 
Is not very popular In this country, 
everybody is talking about you—how 
nice yon are. and al) that.

“Just to show yon, Jane, how feel­
ing has been: we’ve got an ex-sheriff 
out here, one of the best and biggest- 
hearted men In the mountains. He’s a 
character. He happened In to the 
hotel the other day, and we got to talk­
ing about you—now don’t blush or get 
confused, girl—you’re entitled to a good 
send-off. and I gave you a good one.

“Old Bill Pnrdaloe set where you're 
setting, with his feet on the table, 
chewing tobacco, listening to every 
word and never, all the time, saying 
one word himself. When I got through, 
I told him about you, and tbat you bad 
an aunt In Chicago who'd been out 
here—a regular sport and no fancy 
airs because she bad a rich brother.

"Pardaloe—now I'm telling you this. 
Jane, only to show you how some of us 
felt—Pardaloe shifted bls quid and 
says, ‘Doc. It’s kind of bard for me to 
believe there's one decent Van Tambel 
in the world; I'm damned if I'll ever 
believe there's two.' ” 

“Oh, Doctor!"
“Don't take it hard. girl. One thing 

about these frontier men. they’re as 
open-minded and simple as children. 
Just a word or a smile from an up-‘a‘- 
coming girl like you and you'll bave 
'em eating out of your hand.

"Bill Denison worked awhile for your 
father; be was foreman at Gunlock 
Your father thought Denison was just 
about right He could do everything— 
and do It well. He made so much 
money for your father that be gave 
him a share In the cattle, a tenth, I 
believe it wag When be quit Denison 
asked for a settlement on his share. 
Your father told him be didn't bare no

share. They went to law about it 
Denison got beat—he didn't bave any­
thing but a verbal contract. So Bill 
went back to live on his own ranch 
next to tbe Reservation. It's small, 
but has plenty of good water from a 
big spring that makes It valuable. 
Then he began running off enough 
Gunlock cattle In small bunches—cat­
tle be claimed belonged to blm, any­
way—to pay off what your father owed 
him. There was a great hue and cry. 
But Bill was too smart for the Gun­
lock boys—privately, 1 think the In­
dians helped Bill They swear by him.

“So Bill was cussed by your father 
as a rustler. It made cattlemen laugh, 
thinking of your father’s own reputa­
tion in that respect. And the old man 
brought a lawsuit against Bill to oust 
blm from the little ranch, account bad 
title. Tbat suit is still pending in 
the land office at Washington. Now 
that’s Just about the story, Jane. If 
I’ve hurt your feelings some, I didn’t 
do it because 1 wanted to. You asked 
me to tell you the truth. Did I do 
right or wrong?”

The shock of the doctor’s story so 
humiliated Jane that she wanted only 
to get back home and hide what she 
felt to be the shame of her father 
from everybody. She had promised to 
ride back the hill trail with Denison ; 
she felt she just couldn’t do it. She 
took a short cut home across the 
desert. Her mystified and disappoint­
ed admirer, after lingering patiently 
in the hills till dusk rode into town 
only to learn at McAlpin’s barn that 
Jane bad taken her pony out early In 
the afternoon.

It was a painful night. She realized 
why the name she bore was so unpop­
ular In Sleepy Cat.

Her depression bore ber down; even 
Quong saw tbat something was wrong.
He cooked special dishes to tempt 
Jane’s appetite, but her appetite could 
not be tempted.

"Why don’t you get out and ride any 
more?” asked Bull Page one day. “You 
haven’t been on a horse for two weeks 
—just sit moping around the house, 
eating nothing, talking nothing, just

"What Did You Think of the 
Brute ?"

reading and reading. Must be your 
liver. Next time I'm In town I’ll buy 
a bottle of Belcher's Liver Regulator 
for you.”

“Liver regulator!” laughed Jane 
scornfully.

'Quong takes It,” urged Bull, quite 
serious.

“I don't need any liver regulator, 
Bull. Just let me alone. I'll be all 
right."

For another two weeks Bull was wor­
ried. Then su< lenly Jane relented.

She would take a horseback ride If 
Bull would ride with her—not other- 
wise.

They started together. It was after- 
noon. The air was thick with a soft 
baze that tempered the sun’s rays. The 
trail led In and out of the thin pine 
woods.

She began to think her nervous ap­
prehension of meeting Denison again 
had been a wasted worry. Indeed, she 
and her guide were homeward bound 
within a mile of the ranch house when 
both heard the clatter of hoofs behind 
them. Jane would not have looked 
around for a million dollars. Bull told 
her there were two men coming up.

“Who are they?"
“Looks like Carpy and Bill Denison.’’ 
Jane’s heart raced. However, this 

seemed not so bad. Three men and 
one woman were better than one man 
and one woman. Carpy and Denison 
approached together.

"Where are you riding to today, doc­
tor?” asked Jane.

“Gunlock ranch.”
Jane showed surprise. “Who’s sick 

at the ranch?”
“One of the boys," said Carpy.
'That’s the first I've heard of It,’ 

exclaimed Jane. “Who Is It?”
“One of the boys that got cut up last 

night downtown. I sewed him up and 
want to see how he is Nothing seri 
ous. I guess," said Carpy.

“Any news In town, doctor?’ asked 
Jane, though not In the least Interested 
In Sleepy Cat news.'

"Nothing but tbe brush fires up 
North. This whole country's dry as 
tinder. 1 hope the winds will keep ’em 
up North. What do you hear from 
your father?" asked the doctor In re­
turn.

“Oh. he’s better," said Jane. “He 
talks about coming home pretty soon.’

"Well, that’s news,” commented Doc­
tor Carpy, noncommittally. "He's got 
a wonderful constitution, tbat man.” 
thinking to himself that It was much 

too good. "How have sou been your­
self. girl?"

“Oh, I’m just fine, doctor."
“Rarin’ to go, eh? Come on. girl, I’ll 

race you through this pine belt.”
Jane saw her chance to escape an 

uncomfortable situation, for Denison 
hadn't said a word. She dashed gayly 
ahead and outran Carpy. But Denison 
followed her, overtaking her and rid­
ing alongside.

The spurt couldn't last forever, 
though Jane prolonged It to tbe best 
of her ability. She wondered whether 
she had Jumped from the frying pan 
into the fire ; she was alone now with 
Denison.

When she slackened her pace, out of 
breath, her cheeks were aglow.

T wouldn't push tbat pony of yours 
too bard.” suggested Denison Inciden­
tally. “He’s a nervous critter.”

“Ob, he's all right," said Jane lightly, 
“but it does shake one up, doesn't it?” 
she exclaimed, panting a little.

“It does,” agreed Denison. “But I got 
my real shakeup when 1 spied you on 
the trail. I’ve been staking myself out 
alone on this trail every day for a 
month or so, hoping to get sight of 
you.”

“I haven’t felt much like riding late- 
iy."

T was afraid you were sick. I 
watched for the doctor coming out. but 
I didn't see him. 1 used to ride up 
Gunlock Knob every day or two to see 
If 1 could see anything of you."

“I wish you wouldn’t do such things. 
Where is Gunlock Knob?"

“It's that peak over by the spring. 
It's really on your father's ranch, I 
guess, but I’m always careful not to 
run Into any of your men.”

"I'm sorry, but you mustn't look for 
me any more—please don’t.” She 
glanced at him firmly as she spoke. 
To Denison she had never looked so 
lovely.

"Why?" he demanded. "Have 1—" 
"You haven’t but I have—1 guess 

that’s the way to put It. I mustn’t see 
you any more. 1 don't expect to re­
main In this country very long, any­
way.”

“What have I done. Jane?” 
“Nothing, nothing.”
“Somebody's been telling lies about 

me.” lie declared with some bitterness. 
“No.”
“If you’d tell me what they are, 1 

could answer them."
“I said, no! No one has talked 

about you." His sudden Intensity 
frightened Jane. She burst Into tears. 

"Now I’ve made matters worse !” he 
exclaimed penitently. “I didn't mean 
to scare you, Jane. 1 guess my bark’s 
worse'n my bite. But it makes me 
wild to think I’ve been lied about to 
you."

“You haven’t.” sputtered poor Jane. 
"Don't you believe me when I say no­
body’s been talking about you?”

"Please excuse me, then. 1 do be­
lieve you. But If you’d give me a 
chance tc. I’d be willing to tell you 
every mean thing I’ve done In my life— 
and leave it all to you. Don’t con­
demn me without a hearing—that’s all 
I ask."

“Nobody Is condemning you. I’m 
only. If anything, condemning myself.” 

"For what?" he demanded.
“For ever coming to this country at 

all. If you must know," she declared in 
angry desperation.

"But, Jane, that doesn't sound rea­
sonable." protested her companion.

"1 can’t help that," she said petu­
lantly. “1 wish I'd never seen this 
country. And I’m going to leave It, the 
very first minute 1 get a chance. Don't 
see me any more. I don't want to see 
anybody till I can leave here and for­
get everything.”

"Just as you say, Jane. This Is 
some trouble I don't know about." be 
said.

"But If 1 can’t see you any more, 
Jane, please remember that wherever 
you are. here or ten thousand miles 
from here, I love yon.”

Jane got home thinking of how 
wretchedly she had handled the sit­
uation with Denison.

It proved to be her foreman, Mc- 
Crossen, who had been cut up In a 
gambling quarrel.

Jane kept Doctor Carpy for supper, 
and that evening she held him as long 
as she could. She felt down in the 
depths.

When he started for town, Jane 
walked out In the moonlight with him, 
talking and clinging to his hand. When 
he mounted, she still asked questions 
to keep him talking and kept his hand 
In hers.

“Jane,” he said, “there s something 
hurting your mind, not your body. Do 
you want to tell me, girl?”

“Not tonight, doctor."
“Sometime, maybe—come to me Just 

the same as If 1 were your father. 
You are a lovely young girl, Jane. 
With what God has given you. you 
can make or break any man In the 
world. Use your power mercifully.” 

Her face fell against his hand. He 
felt on It the warmth of her tears. 
"Mustn't worry, my child. And If the 
load, whatever it Is, gets too heavy— 
you know where to bring It." he add­
ed. wheeling away.

She had promised Doctor Carpy to 
ride every day. and while attending 
the wounded man he kept close tab 
on her. but she avoided the main 
trails and kept to the hills near the 
ranch bouse. Carpy brought little 
news from Sleepy Cat, but he spoke 
of the forest fires north of town.

T hope we shan't be bothered here,” 
said Jane.

"No danger here unless they cross 
the river. You haven't much timber 
on the east ranch. There’s none to 
speak of over on the range. But you've 
got a lot scattered around bere in the 
hills. If It should get down Into tbe 
reservation timber, there would be 
bell to pay.”
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Shirtwaister for School Girl

1959-B.

Here is the frock for juniors to 
make for school days. A com­
bination of rhythm in its hemline, 
rhyme in its color scheme and 
racy in its style. For late sum­
mer wear, try tub silk, linen, cot­
ton or shantung with long or short 
sleeves. For autumn and winter 
—“tweedy” silk crepe or broad­
cloth.

The waist, gathered slightly to 
the shoulder yoke front and back, 
has a center pleat and pockets for 
trimming. Buttons—a matter of 
choice. A small collar, tie, and 
belt complete this most effective 
frock. By way of suggestion, 
make the collar and cuffs in con­
trast, and detachable to be readi­
ly removed for laundering.

Barbara Bell Pattern No. 1959-B 
Is available for sizes 8, 10, 12, 14 
and 16. Size 12 requires two and 
three-eighths yards of 35-inch ma­
terial with one-third yard of 35- 
inch contrasting material and one 
yard of ribbon for bow. With long 
sleeves it requires two and five- 
eighths yards.

Send for the Barbara Bell Fall

s.231,2 
s“ighe “head,»

GO FAR7WER
BEFORE YOU NEED A QUART

Always adding oil? Then make 
the “First Quart” test. It’s easy. 
Just drain and refill with Quaker 
State. Note the mileage. You’ll 
find you go farther before you 
have to add the first quart. The 
retail price is 35, per quart. 
Quaker State Oil Refining 
Co., Oil City, Pennsylvania.

quaker!
STATE

MOTOR OIL

FIRST-AID RELIEF FOR MINOR

BURNS.5CALDS.CUTS 229 SOOTHES QUICKLY-HELPS HEÄHNß Bi For simple burns and cuts, Cuticura Ointment is a w nder- 
B 191 IB fully soothing dressing. Excludes air from sen utive spots, •1‛m relieves irritation, promotes quick healing.

Also helps prevent red, rough hands, promoting a smooth, velvety 
whiteness. Use together withfragrant,mildly medicatedCuticuraSoap, 
Each 25c. Write “Cuticura” Dept. Tl, Malden, Mass, for FREE sample. 

CUTICURA OINTMENT
ROUGH 
HANDS

Pattern Book containing 100 well- 
planned, easy-to-make patterns. 
Exclusive fashions for children, 
young women, and matrons. Send 
15 cents for your copy.

Send your order to The Sewing 
Circle Pattern Dept., 149 New 
Montgomery Ave., San Francisco, 
Calif.

e Bell Syndicate.—WNU Service.

Foreign Words 
and Phrases •

Ad rem (L.) To the thing; to 
the point.

A vinculo matrimonii. (L.) 
From the marriage bond.

Brûler ses vaisseaux. (F.) To 
burn one's ships.

Cherchez la femme. (F.) Look 
for the woman; a woman is usual­
ly at the bottom of a scandal.

Cui bono? (L.) For whose ad­
vantage? Of what use? Coloqui- 
ally, but inaccurately, what good 
will it do?

Deo gratias. (L.) God be 
thanked.

Exempli gratia. (L.) For the 
sake of illustration: abbreviated 
e. g.

Lassez faire. (F.) Let matters 
alone; the policy of non-interfer­
ence.

Quick, Safe Relief 
For Eyes Irritated 

By Exposure 
To Sun, Wind 
and Dust —

3

Montezuma
Mountain

School
•

FOR BOYS
A private school of distinction, a school 
where character, health and high 
scholastic training produce the 
ideal of a well balanced education.

PRIMARY - ELEMENTARY
HIGH SCHOOL—NON-SECTARIAN 

NON-MILITARY
Accredited to California, Stanford and lead­
ing Eastern and Mid-western Universities.

• Outdoor Sporta the year round •
For further information, address

E. A. Rogers, Headmaster, Box 246 
MONTEZUMA MOUNTAIN SCHOOL 

Loa Gatos, California

′ -


