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A he Warbthaw L

Unele Walter, Ron, Tim, and
Aunt Mary live on a cattle ranch
in Nevada. There ia trouble there
and many cattle have been slolen,
Uncle Walter ia ot sure tho is
baok of this situation, but he foels
aire it iy a plan to drive him from
the land. Beth, a niece from the
Eaat, comes out to moke her
home at the ranch. She learns of
the thieving and that her uncle
was shot in the showlder during
the last raid. Ron and Tim {ry to
keep Both from worrying about
their affairs, bt Beth in deters
mined to do what ahe can to solve
the myatery. She has already
talkad to Claude, the matl-carrier,
who told her e had an idea who
was back of the plot,

Chapter 6

BETH stood by the mail-box and'
watched Claude and the rat-
tley old rig disappear In a cloud
of yellow dust. She was amazed
at what he had said. *'He has an
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ers, hut back home there'd been
Do excuse,

“Mother bought them for me
She sald they'd be just the thing
if I learned to ride.”

“If you learn? Say, |1 could
tench—why T could teach Claude
to ride a three-legged camel”
Ron bonstod.

“That's one thing about you,
Ron,'” eald Uncle Walter, "you
sure don't brug much — very
much!”

Ron's remark about Clawde re-
minded Beth of another reason
why she wanted to learn to ride.

“Come on," she ealled, and with-
out a thought for the lunch dishes
to be washed she raced the boys
to the barn, How gay she felt,
how glad she was to be here in
the grand, wide world, She was
golng to ride! She was going to
wear boy's jeans and go tearing
across the country, free as the
wind! And she was going to have
a very private talk with Claunde
She wns going to find out just

idea who led the cattle thieves to
Uncle's corral!" she murmured.

Slowly she turned and walked
up to the porch. She was silent
when she handed the Carson City
paper to her uncle.

“What'd Claude have to say for
hingelf, honey ?"

Heth found to her surprise she
did not want to tell what Claude
had said. A plan all her own was
racing through her mind.

"He ashed me if you knew who
took the horses”

Uncle Walter smiled, “Claude
dalways was a noscy fellow. 1
gueas that's natural when you
drive around the country by your-
self all day.”

Beth hurried with preparations
for lunch. Tim and Ron had
promised to give her n riding les-
son In the afterncon and she was
anxious to begin. Dolng the cook-
fng for the family was all right,
but she had looked forward to the
joy of tearing ncross the country
on & horse, like riders she'd seen
in the mowviea back homb. That
was the way Tim and Ron rode—
as If they were a part of the
horse, and it looked llke such fun.

At lunch the boys, try as they
would, could not help but speak
about the things uppermost in
thelr minds.

“Jorry did a lttle trailin' this
moming carly, Dad,” sald Ron.
“He found a pretty good lead of
hoof-printa near the corral. He
followed 'em far as the dry-wash,
there they got lont in the stubhble
on the other side.

“Yea?" the man replied.

Beth felt that her presence
there kept them from discussing
the subject further, 8he wanted to
say “go on and talk, 1 know
about it and I'm pot afrald, I
want to help in some way. I'm
part of this family now, so I want
to share your troubles. Don't
think of me as a girl—a girl from
the ity who in sissy and afraid™
She thought these things, but,
naturally, did not say them. In-
stend she asked Tim:

“Do I get that riding lesson
this afternoon? Can you spare
the time?"

Before the boys could answer,
her uncle apoke up, ‘‘Better put
her on old Daisy, boys. After all,
wo'vis had one accldent this weelk.
That's enough."

“Yea," grinned Hon, ‘‘besides
ahe's a hock of a good cook and
we need her,"

Beth hurried into her room and
surprised them all when she re-
turned dressed In a boy'zs shirt
and pew blue jeans. It was fun
to seo the look of admiration on
their faces.

“Boy, In that swell? Where'd
you get ‘em? They loak creakin’
new."”

“hat's & mighty good ldea™
smiled her uncle.

“You look like & bay," suld Tim,
ell, that a, kinda ke a sissy
boy."

Beth walked about the room In
long etrides with her hands in her
pocketa  Thia was fun-—she'd als
ways winnted to wear boy's trous.
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what he thought he knew about
the man who stole her uncle's
horges, and why!

The boys saddled old Dalsy
{Beth waa a little disappointed at
the sight of this patient-looking
antmal.  She did not look very
miuch llke the horsea one dashea
around on).

Ron sald, “Daisy isn't exactly
a brone, but you'd better start
with her, If you get the hang of
it right away though, we'll put
Dalsy right back on her pension,
an' you can have Bob to ride to-
morrow."

That wis encournging and Both
meant to “get the hang of it"
right away.

The children rode for two hours
adross the big fenced pasture be-
yond the barng, Then around and
around the enclogure, Onee Tim
anld, “why don't we geét out of
here and 1ide up the wash?"

"Because," Ron explained, *'be-
cause, one of us'd have to get
down and open a gate.'”

Beth laughed, “T'Il do it if you
two are as lazy as all that." Be-
fore they could stop hor she alid
from the round baele of Dalsy and
ran toward the fence.

The boys spurred their horses
to head her off. But Beth ran like
the wind. Suddenly she stopped
and walked back a few steps. She
pleked up & tiny silver whoel,

The hoys had beaten her to the
gate and beld It open, walting for
Daisy to amble Lthrough.

“Come on Beth, your flery steed
Is about to get away."

“What are yn doin’ pickin' wild
flowera "

Both alipped the little whool
Into her pocket and walked down
to the gale. She did not answer
because she had decided there
wis something about that bright
little wheel, 1t was not the kind
of toy ope found In a rough feld,
at least not nnything so pollshed.
It looked as If it had not lald
there long.

As the trio rode down into the
dry bed of the stream Beth lis-
tened to the boys' rambling
spoech. Once they both got down
nnd looked for signs of hoof«
prints in the sand among the
hotlders,

Beth did not talk. She waas
thinking about the Hitle silver
wheel in her pocket. What was
it? Whera hid she seen one be-
fore? Should she show It to the
boys? Better not, they might
Inugh at her for being curious
about something very unimport-
ant.

It was Iate In the afternoon
when the three riders turned the
horsea Into the corral. While she
walted for the boyn to unsaddle
the three horses, she realized for
the first tme that wilking wamn't
#0 eaxy now, and she wondered If
sitting was going to be diffieult,
too, for nwhile

Ron glanced at her, “Wanta eat
your dinner standin® up tonight,
Bath 7™

Dinner? On, she hadn't even
washed the lunch dishes. What
wild Uncle Walter think af har?

Pajinfully she stepped down
from the bara door Into the yard,

| Then she poticed a rip driving
away from the front of the hoyss,

"Ron, Tim, coma here” sha
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The Lwha bBoys
A “yip" wenl up, and both boys

dashed toward the house, “Come

ame to the dont

* % * x * Not Supertitious, But —! * * * x

Washington Had [nteresting Boyhood;
Became Full-Fledged Surveyor at 16

Y1 CANNOT tell & le, Pa; 1
chopped the cherry tree
According to a certaln Rever-
end Weems, the little boy who
wns later to become the Father
of his Country, mnde thiz brave
confeasion to His [rate father,
Whether the youthful George
uttered those exact words, no one
renlly knows. But such bravery
and honesty ensily could have
been perfectly natural in a boy
who was liter to show such
strength  of character as  did
George Washington.
George's childhood was very dif-
ferent from that of our othor great

champlon of freedom, Abraham
Linsoln. Yet both boys grew to
have the same grent hopes and to
fight for the same greal cause,
freedom.

The first garments of Lincoln
waere no doubt just the simplest,
rough clothes. But the child
George was christened in a robe
of sllk and lace. Yet both men
ross through struggle to the
greatest position a&ny man can
achieve In America, the presi-
dency.

George's education was limited,
ns would be expected In n day
when temchers were few and far
between, The person who taught
Goorge his first lossons In read-
Ing, writing and arithmetic, was
“a  convict-servant, whom his
father bought for a schoolmns-
ter."

There were many luxuries In
the boy's childhood (he even had
his own personal servant), but
these were luxuries Imported
from England, and a wildernoas
of n sparscly populated America
bordersd the Virginia plantation.

Since George grew to be a man
nix feet three Inches tall and 220
pounds in weight, he must indeed
have been a Iarge boy for his
years. He loved gamen of all sorta,
but his greatest enthusiasm waa
for horses, He waa nn excellent
horseman and even as o little boy
was o fearleas rider.

George's father died when the

on Beth, mom's come home!"

Beth tried to hurry, too, a little
ashamed to remember the lumech
dishes that she had left. Her
Aunt Mary would think her a
mighty untidy housekeeper. Hhe
rlowed down to a stiff-logged
walk.

The boys banged ioto the house
shouting back, “Come on Beth,
hurry!"

She couldn't hurry-—ahe could
just barely walk!

(Continued next weak)

boy was 11 years old. He left the
bulle of his fortune to Lwo sons by
a former marringe. These young
men wore gencrous with  their
step-mother and with their half-
brother George.

The half-brother Lawrence took
an Interest In George and the boy
sgpent o great deal of his time at
Mt. Vernon, which was then the
estate of Lawrence Waoahington,
In these beautiful surroundings
of culture, the boy acquired the
socinl and political background
that was so apparent In his later
e

AL ML Vernon George met
many herdes of the navy, and ut
that time he cherishod o great
desire to follow n naval career.
It was nreanged that he should
have & midshipman’'a place, and
he was assigned o place abonrd
anan-of-war. At the lnst moment
his mother chunged her mind aned
decided she could not give up her
eldest son. Instend he was sent
to mchool to study mathematics
and military tacgtics,

It is sald George was o really
bashful boy, though he liked the
companionship of girls. Like so
many other lada of tender years,
he was secretly yenrning for the
notice of some fulr young lady.
He even wrote long passages In
hin boyhood diary about his trou-
bled heart, “Ab, woe s me, that T
should love and concenl, Long
have 1 wished and never dared to
reveal."

Such expresisions prove George
to be very much llke any other
boy In the throes of “puppy-love."

When he was 18 years old he
wan letirned pnough to undertake
the work of surveyor for the es-
tates of a Lord Falrfax, a nelgh-
bor at Mt. Vernon. With thin new
and very serfous undertaking, the
sentimental vorses to the fair sex
disappenred from his diury, and
Goorge was grown up.

While he was atill little more
than a big boy he was mude offi.
clal murveyor for the government.
Then a lfe of “roughing It" be-
#an. He spent many hours in the
wilderness and unknowingly fitled
himeelf for the years of soldlering
that were to come.

George Wanhington was no
great soholar, no sissy, nnd yet
he studied diligently on the sub-
jocta that interested him most
And when he was but 42 years
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THE VELVETEEN RABBIT

By Margery Wlilliams (Blanco)

HIS is not & new book, but it
T ta one no amnll child should
migy, because 1L 1s indeed a story
to rank with all the children's
clasales,

The Velvetoen Rabbit was tirst
seen by the ltkle boy on Christ-
min morning, and it was sticking
fut of the top of the boy's stock-
ng.

Since he was only a velveleen
rabbit, he had lttle attention
from the other nursery toys. As a
matter of fact, the only toy who
was friendly to him at all was
the Skin Horse. The horse was
REAL bocause 80 many, many
children who had shared the nurs-
ery before the boy wans born, had
loved him enough to make him
REAL.

The Velveteen Habhit wanted
to be real, too, and . ., ., Bul 1
must not tell you how that mir-
acle came aboul. You must rend

-,

the book for yourself, or have it

read to you, if you are”a Uttle
fellow.

How you are golng to love the
thrilllng part where the toy rab-
bit met the REALLY ALIVE
rubbits In the field, He tried to
run and leap sbout, but nlas, he
had hind legs like & pin cushion
and he could only BIT. Dear me,
I'm telling the story again, mnd
I only wanted you to hear a little
part of it,

George M. Doran, New York, publishad the
boak.
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MOZART, BOY WONDER
By Opal Wheeler and
Sybll Deucher

LL you Uttle boys and girla
A who do or do NOT like to
practice your plano lessons should
read and know about the boy
Mozart.

When he was but thres yoars
old hin parents were amazed Lo
#ee him trying to play the plano,
When he was but four years old,
he learned s minuet perfectly in
half an hour.

When Wolfgang Mozirt waa
five years old, he componsed hix
vory own minuet. A child of rarn
talent indeed waa this Ilittle boy
born many years ago in an Aus-
trian town.

The Nustrations in this enter-
taining baok are a real part of
the story.

E P, Dutton and Co., lne, Publiihers

of age, he wia der of all
the troops of Virginla. DEAF KITTY
HITE persian cala are deaf,
THE FAIR ARAB That s, all of them that

HOMAS Edward Lawrence

was born in England, went to
the great Oxford University, but
he could mot entor the British
army because he was too small in
stature. At tho beginning of the
war he went to Ambia. He
ndopted their dross and manners,
and won the confidence of thelr
Innders.

He was a brave and claver man,
and so modest that he declined
many hogors that were dus him
Using another name. he jolned the
Royal Alr Foroe. He died while
trying to avold hitting & child,
who got Into the path of hia
mpeeding motoreycle.

are bred from pure white cata
SRR R

DARK HOUSES
ABEITS grow mmuch faster |If
R kept In lghl-colored pens,
This goes for many other animnly
too.
* ok ok ok ok

LONG JUMP
HEN a kangarco wanis to
show his ability aa a jump-
or, ba can make 8 leap that will
carry him from 10 to 12 fent,
AR R

BRAVE FATHER
HIG father gorilla sieops on the
ground to guard his family In
tres, from leopards.

N the year 16808 business in

Burope was in rathor o bad
state, and those who had money
in invest wanted to be pretty sure
of & return,

In England a group of peaple
gol together and formed the Lon-
don company. They Bathered to-
gether all the peopls who were
willing, and sent them off to
America to settle and produce
saleable articles there, Then the
people who had Invested In them
would reap n goodly portion of
the profits,

Well, they came, they hoped,
and they got discournged, Many
of them died. In six months Chose
that wore able to plan at all
started planning to get away.

But tho courngeous John Smith,
who was n member of the Loncdon
company. kept them cheored until
help could come to them from
Englnml, .

The people in England, who had
invested thelr money In that little
bund of setilers in America, were
prefty anxious, So much so, in
fact, they stole people right off
the strects and shipped them to
become members of the London
compuny. Conviets, and even
children gut of orphannges, wore
sent. But, alas, even that didn't
help.

Now, nbout this time nlong came
ong John Rolfe, an English gentie-
man, who wis very much inter-
ested in tobacco, And he had
sampled some of the “weed”,
which o sailor had brought over

from Amoerich. John Rolfe thought
it was proetty good, but not half
s0 good as it would be were it
properly cured. Over he wont to
Ameriea,

AR soon as this enterprising
gentleman arrived, he got the
London ecompany to work on the
tobagceo. Thoy planted It every-
where, nnd everyone waa very
busy. The monoy started rolling
in.

In faet, there was #o much to
be done, that there was n great
need for liboring people.  The
business of tobncoo mising woas
booming, and all of Burope was
smoking lke a factory chimnoy,

I'biz great question of labor
atarted something. Hundreds of
strong, healthy, happy Negrooes
wire brought over from Afrien
angd sold as slaves to work the
tobacen fialds. Thia shameful year
wus 1619,

There was, at this time, a Stu-
art king on the throne of England,
and he dido’t Hke It a little bit
that a company of Engliah Inves-
tora owned all the profits of that
tobiceo spot in Amevien,  The
Seotoh king felt that HE should
be gotting some of Lhat money, so
he put mn end to the London com-
pany,

Next he made Vieginia o colony
and appointed m royal Governor
to run things and to see that the
king got his share,

Thus tobacco amoking, played
b great role In the pageant of
Amerien, moving on and on!

NAMES, WHY?

LASKA, comes from the
Hukimo Innguage snd really
says, "Great country.”

ARIZONA, means “Dry-belt”
in Indinn specch.

COLORADO, Is o nume thken
fram the Spanish, meaning *'Red.”

Ponee de Leon named FLORI-
DA “Feant of the Flowera"

GEORGIA, was named for n
king—George the Second of Eng-
Iand.

IDAHO, I8 really two words In
Indinn language: “Edabh Hoe"
and It means “Light on the moun-
tiine,'"

I0WA, Is belleved Lo be a Bloux

tribal word meaning "Slecpy
ones.”
KANSASR, ia a Sloux name

meaning “People of the south
wind."

VIRGINIA, was named by Sir
Walter Ralelgh, and he nnmed it
In' honor of “the Virgin Quoon"
of England.

ALABAMA, is an Indian name
und meians "1 clenr the thioket.™

LITTLE THIN
AND

HONEY-MAKERS

AVE you ever heen stung hy
H i beeT No, of caurse IL didn't
feel vory alee, but didn't It make
you, for the time balng, s lttle
Interentod In been? A little curi-
ous about their wayn nnd means?
Well, all in all, they nare protty
clever crontures,

Juat put s bit of honey on
window alll; and if there are any
bees ot nll near your home, one
will find her way to that swiet
treal, She will buzs with delight
at her new discovery, and hslp
herself to all she ean manage.

Now that she is ready (o seek
the hive . . . do you think she will
turn and At away? No indeed;
ahe will back off, and leok the
looation ovaer, (8he in golng to
remember where that honoy camo
from, #o she can roturn for more.)

Bome hees, like people, wre
prone Lo gosalp; others keop tholr
affalra to themmelves. At loast,
that |s the way it appears for in
soma experiments, the bee who
finds the honey first will return
alone, back and forth all aftor-
noon . . . others will dincover n
cholee bit of wweets, and will re-
turn from their first trip to the
hive with a group of friends.

When they return to the hive,
do you think they mix all that
tifferent fiavored pollen® No, In-
desd they do not. Each color and
each flavor In stored alone. They
are un orderly Uttle race of
workmen, and laziness in never
toleratad amang the pollen gath-
Arara

Reamaémber thasa  wondarful
thingn the next time & bee sits
down on your wrist.
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BUSTER, A PUP

USTER was a littlo white

bull-dog . , . well, he was
PART bull-dog anyway. Bobhy
found Buster (n his stocking on
Christman morning.

Now Buster didn't have very
polite manpers aod he was for-
ever chewing shoes, and corners
of the furniture, and the fringe
Off Lhe rigs,

Bobhy's fathoer sald, “That pup
hind better stay out-of-doors unti)
he lenrns how Lo bahave*

The pup hoard Lhese droadful
words and he went and hid
under Bobby's bed, You see, he
WANTED Lo be & good puppy,
but the fringe and shoes tusted
wy GOOD,

Thut night Bobby dragged
Buster out from under Lthe bod
wnd made a cozy place for him
In the garage. Of course, he told
the pup how sorty he was to
leave him: thore,

At first Bustor thought it was
n game Bob wis playing with
him, and he waited quietly for
o long time. Bul Bob did not
chme back und Buster started to
howl MHow he moaned and
gronned and yipped,

Hobby heard him and wan near
tearr., Bob's father heard him
too nnd he was very uncomfort-
wble. So uncomfortable In fact
that he ealled in to Bob and sald
“I glve up, Go get him, Bob, but
put the shoes out of his reach.’

After that, Buster wlopt on
Hob's bed nnd everybody was
happy . . . especinlly Buastor,

PINE CATERPILLAR

HI caterpillarn Hving in the
Tplnn treen (which they eat in
the dark), ure fellows of strange
inatincta, They work down from
thelr nests In the top of the tres
und eat the pine needies as they
go. While they travel |n a hand
like a little army they leava a
nilkken  path or carpet behind
them, The more caterpiliars there

are travellng along, the wider the
carpot,

Hince theso Nitle follows have
no oyen to apeak of, they NERD
thin little carpet so they eun find
thelr wily back o the nest at the
top of the tree,
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