RANCH MYSTERY

A Story For Children
By Paula Norton

Beth ia a girl from Illinols who interested, but honest, now, 1 sure

has come out weat fo regain her
health ‘on her Uncle Walter's
cattle ranch. When ashe arrives
ahe finds unknown partics have
been atealing her uncle’s cattle
ond doing various other deods
that look as though they were in-
tended to frighten her uncle from
hisa Jand. Rom and Tim, Beth's
cousing, teach her to ride, and
one day she finda a silver rowel
of a splendid palr of apurs, Later
she learms that thia rowel was
loxt from the spur of Mort Rus-
sell, o prosperous rancher whdm
ahe has seen in the company of o
cityfied looking man at the rail-
road atation.

Chapter 9.

next morning at breakfast,
Uncle Walter told Tim he was
in need of a broken part on the
drill for the new well, and, glad
of &n excuse to go to town, Tim
was off before the others had
finished eating
Beth went out with Ron to fol-
low the other men and Uncle
‘Walter. While they walked along,
they studied and argued and
figured. Should they drill here, in
the north end of the pasture or

alm to try for water.”

"Well, this ain't never gonns be”

fit land for Anything but dry
grazin'' . . . then he lowered his
volce so Beth had to strain for-
ward to hear., “1 need a lttle
more grazin' land, Walter, I'll
buy this 40 from you."

“No ... no, thank you, Mort,"
Beth relaxed. "I need every little
#speck of grazin' land I've got,
oven If my cattle have been cut
down in number lately. 1 aim to
borrow and get a few more later
on. T need this land."

“Walter, Il tell you what I'll
do. Just because I know you've
hird hard luck lately . , . and be-
cause 1 want to help you ., ., "
He took Uncle Walter's arm and
led him awny from the drillers,
Beth trembled for very anxiety.

“T'll buy the place from you,
Walter . . . turn the whole thing
into grazin' land, It ain't At for
nothin' else. You can buy up that
Hennessy place up near town. It's
got & truck-garden and every-
thing."

Uncle Walter looked intersated.
Beth walked up beside him in
time to hear Mort Russell say, “1'll

down there wherdy the dry creek

makes that turm around the
rocks! '

By noon the men had carried
the tools up to the pasture near
the gate . , . the gate whore Beth
had rushed to beat Ron and Tim
that day long ago when she had
taken her first riding lesson.

ALl the lunch table the men
were Alled with talk of the pew
well and their hopea that they
would find water.

Before lunch was over Tim
came riding Into the yard.
Luckily, he'd been able to get the
tool-part at the general atore. He
proudly untied it from his saddie.

“Say, dad," sald Tim as he
heaped his plate with fried pota-
toes, “T saw Mort Russell at the
stors. He wanted to know what I
was buying a part for a drill
for.”

“Good old Mort,” smiled Ungle
Walter, "Always Interested In
everything, Did you tell him,
m?"

"Bure,” said Tim, through
muuthful of potatoes. “T told him
we're  well drilling. He sald,
“That's pretty dry r.ount.rr. Tim,
for your dad to to get
-much In the way of water. 1
wouldn't hope too much'™

“Now, he's o nice cHfeerful
cuss," sald Ron.

And Uncle Walter amiled that
slow, almost sad smile of the man
who has been disappolnted mo
often that tme more lel-down can
hardly make much differance.

Meanwhile Beth sat listening In
amugoment . . . knowlng what
she knew . . . or at least waas
pretty sure of . . . that Mort Rus-
scll was one of the men who
visited her uncle's ranch the
night of the last raid. Hadn't she
found the rowel off his spur?
Didn't he ndmit that he had Jost
a rowel? And didn't he deny hav-
ing been on her uncle’s ranch?
Why did Mort Russell . who
had land nnd eattle and every-
thing else n man could wish
want to run her uncle from his
land T

Then . . . Mort Russell rode
post the window and hitehed his
black horse to a post near the
kitehen doot.

Uncle Walter and the boys hur-
ried out to greet him . .. Beth
hung back, She bad no faith in
the man's friendliness.

Finally hor curlosity got the
better of her and she wandered
out to the fleld where the men
were nltendy setting up the tools
tor the well-drilling. Mort Russell
wiis talluing faat

"1 tell you, Walter, you're
ormxy as a coyote to go wastin'
your time driliing for water on
this land, Thal one measly Hugy
well that's been suppiying you (s
all thers (n. And 1T will soon be
dry."

“Well, Mort," ssid Uncle Wal-
o, you're mighty nice to be so
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pay you just what your pappy
paid for this plice before you .. ."

"“Uncle Walter, Uncle Walter,"
shouted Beth at the pause, "Aunt
Mary says for you Lo come to the
corral gate, Hurry! It's one of the
colts , . " Before the man oould
ask for an
him across the field, through the
fence, and out of sight.

Then she took hold of her
Uncle’s shoulders and looked
earnestly into his gquestioning
face,

“"Uncle Walter, please, please,”
she pleaded, "Don't acll the ranch
to Mort Rusaell. I can't prove
anything, yet, but I've got every
reason to balleve he's the person
who's been trying to discourage
you and runm you off the land
Flease don't sell, not today, any-
way."

"Why, honey, what makes you
think things like that about Mort
Russell 7" He looked wsurprised
snd ecurious.

"Unele, I HAVE got prool that
he has been on the ranch ., . in
the very place where M‘uﬁﬁu-
Ing , . . and it was very recentiy.”

"Honey, is thal stralght?"

u?v’-lr

"“Then I'll go back and tell him
I have to think it over."

(Continued next week)

RESTORING A LION

NYONE interested In lone
A will like the effort of the
American Minister in  Athens,
who s nsking for subscriptions to
restore the ancient lion of Amphi-
polis. The huge marhie statue has
been lying, more or less (n pleces,
on the River Strymon since the
fifth century B.C, The Greeka, led
by the post Palimas, want the
lion repalred and set upon its
proper pedestal — If  Americana
will supply the money. Addreas
Mr. MacVeagh, Athens, Greece.
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LAMPS FOR BUDDHA

WEALTHY woman in Cey-

lon in owner of 84,000 cocoa-
nut ofl lamps, which she donates
to the old temple at Buddha
Gaya, near Calcutta. The woman
ia following the early example of
royalty—the pious King Asoka,
who ruled the Indian Empire
2000 years ago was the first to
flood his temple with light. Wor-
sbipers spparently prayed In
darkness for the past 20 cen-
turies, but now will enjey thelr
rtes under the weird light of
thousands of candles burning
day and night
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YOUNG EXPLORERS

MERICAN school boys can

benefit by following the
example of FEngisnd's  Public
Eqhools’ Exploring soclety, which
this summer will take 48 public
schosl boys to Newfoundiand
Here the boys will go into the
wild part of the country and live
close ta fature The aim of the
training is to teach Lthem 1o mct

|rnr themasalves, and to build up a
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A Story

of Two Boys Who Were Pals

By ROBERT THOMPSON, 13, of Los Angeles, California

RAIG and Nino were Insepa-

rable pals. Cralg was the
English boy who lved on Wind-
sor Road in Millville, and Nino
was the little Itallan boy who
lived around the corner, They
were going on & hike the next
day, and as they wanted to leave
early, Nino came to Craig's house
(they decided on Craig's because
he had two beds in his room),
and the two retired about 7
o'clock,

Both awoke around 6 o'clock,
dressed hurriedly, and steathily
crept downstairs and out the back
door without awakening anyons.
They hiked about four miles and
finally reached the old Hillcock
Woods where they were going to
stay all that night and hike home
next morning.

They began hunting for a place
to camp and finally found one
near an old oak. Unpacking their
sleoping bags and cooking uten-
sils, they began clearing n place
for the bags to lay. They then
took out their rods and ran to the
creek for & morning of fAshing,

In about ten minutes Craig
landed a nice, fat catfish and
velled across the creek to Nino,
“I landed a whopper and that's
enough for my dinner tonight.”

“Aw."” replied Nino, “walt until
1 catch mine. It will be twice as
big as yours."

INO'S brag came true in
N sbout half an hour. He
lunded p catfish at Jeast twice as
big as Craig's, and right away
he yelled. “Ha, ha, Craig, you
sure are & swell fish cateher, you
are. Oh yeah!"

"AW," answered Craig, "I was
the first one to catch anything,
anyhow."

The boys had brought some
sandwiches with them“and were
ealing them on the way to thelr
camp. When they arrived they
began to think of something to
do the rest of the afternoon. Bud-
denly Nino said, "Let's go In
swimming!"

“Gee, that's an Iden; but we
didn't bring our bathing suits,'
replied Craig.

“Aw, It's okay," answered Ni-
no. “There {an't anybody around."”

In an instant they were both
running at top speed toward the
old swimming hole so well known
by all the boys in Millville, and
in no time were swimming and
diving. Suddenly they heard voices
and the sound of footsteps com-
Ing up the path. Lo and behold,
around a corner walked Barbara
Norton and Bessie Dickason, two
of the girls in Cralg’s and Nino's
viass!

Ingtantly both hoya dove under
water and began awimming
toward  the shore, thinking they
might hide In some weads and
stay there until the girls had
gone. However, Inatend of the
girla walking right by, Barbara
sald, “Let's sit down here and
rest and talk some more."

“All right, let's," answored Bea-
sle. "“It'a so nice and ghady here."

girls talked for ahout 20
minutes. Finally Bessie said,
"Lat's walking towards
home. We might be Inte for din-
ner If we don't hurry, When the
boys heard this they were re-

Iiwm; and when the girls disap-
penred both boys jumped out of
the weeds and ran for all they
were worth toward their clothes.

When the boys arrived at thelr
camp they began to gather some
wood for & fire. They soon had
enough to last them all night

By the time they had finished

their dinner it was quite dprk.
After a while Nino sald, “This
sure Is a lot of fun

"It sure i8," replied Cralg.

After about 20 minutes of talk-
ing about how much fun they
could have on a longer hike, Cralg
said, “Nino, don't you think we
had better turn in? I have to get
home early in the morning. My
Uncle Abner {8 coming to our
house and Is going to take me to
the fair"

"It's all right with me,"” an-
swered Nino, "T was getting &
little sleepy myaelf."

The iwo crawled into their
sleeping bags and were soon fast
azleep. They slept soundly until
suddenly Craig heard Nino let out
a yell, He opened his eyes to find

that he was looking Into the face
of some large animal. He, too, let
out a yell and at the same time
jumped up and ran behind & treo,

Just then he heard Nino laugh-
ing, and he stuck his head out
from behind the tree to see the
moon shining on the huge bulk of
an old cow.

Cralg sauntered out and ex-
claimed, “Boy, he sure gave me
A scire!”

INO, somewhat subsided from

hin laughing spell, replied, "1

was sleeping swell when suddenly
I felt pomething wel rubbing my
face. 1 let out a yell and opened
my eyes Lo see this blg cow jump
over towards you. 1 guess my
yell seared him and he jumped.”

“Yes, and Imagine how 1 felt,
suddenly looking Into the ugly
face of that old cow."

“Well, let's chase it oul of here
and get back to sleep,” replied
Nino, “I'm sleepy."

“So am 1" answered Craig,
“but {t's going to be hard to go
to sleep after this harrowing ex-
perience.”

In about ten minutes they both
fell asleep. They awoke about 6:30
o'clock and both ran toward the
swimming hole for a couple of
hours of good fun. After they had
finished their swim the two went
back to thelr camp and packed
their belongings and began the
hike home. On the way back they
talked about how they had never
had such an exciting night or
sugh a swell time s they had ox-
periented In the last 24 hours,
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THE Pllgrims—that little band-

of people seeking a place
where they could prictice their
chosen religion without someone
saying they couldn't-—made their
famous voynage to America at a
very bad time of the year, They
salled In the month of September.

The Mayflower wasn't & very
high-powered bout anyway; so it
took her two months to cross the
ooean.

They were headed for Virginis
to establish & new freedom of
warship, to work thelr way Into
the ever-growing tobacco indus-
try.

The skipper of the Mayflower
managed to get about 900 nlies
off his course, and finally landed
his travel-weary passengers in a
little snow-covered bay.

Indeed . . .

"The broaking waves doshed high
On a atern and rockbound ponat,”

Soma of them reballed and sald
they'd not stay in the little camp
they called Plymouth. No, sir;
they were for finding Virginia
and all that it promised in pio-
neer comforts,

Well, it looked ns though there
wasn't going to be much of n
Plymouth company, what with re-
bellions and sickness and death.

Then up came the atrong-willed
members of the party, These
forceful gentlemen held a meet-

ing mno arew up an agreement,
which, stringe as it seemn, every-
one signed,

Fven the disappointed ones,
who were determined at any cost
to find Virginia, finally signed.
Thus they promised to do all that
waa right and proper to keep the
Plymouth company together,

Oh, you want to know about
the Indians around these parts?
Weil, fortunately for the Pligrims,
the natives of this nelghborhood
had nearly all died off with amall-
pox shortly befors the arrival of
the Mayflower,

That was a preity tough win-
ter for the brave Pllgrims—anow
nnd sleet and nll that that means,
Their's wan no plenic party, and
only the -tumg rule of the deter-
mined: heads of the little colony
held them together; they let them
live and let them worship ncoord-
Ing to their own deatres.

A brave band they were, fight-
ing the dread of winter, making
shelters; earing for the alck, at-
tending their little wildernoss
church, burying their dead kin in
the frozen poll of A wtrange land,
and helping to make a new coun-
fry—a free country . . .

“Amidat the starm they sung,
And the atara heard, and the sea;
And the sounding aisles of the

dim wooda rang

To the anthem of the froe!”

VERY wanderer knowa the
feeling . . . days grow gloomy,
nighta are long. The zest of living
has depirted. Climbing jungle
slopes of South Sen islands, chat-
ting over coffee in n walerfront
tavern or sitting before u log
fire with & book nnd knooking
nshes discontentedly from s plipe
the hest of akippers work
hard at times to keep nn even
Ieel.

There's & story-—

About m Shah of Fersia who
had the same trouble, being a
human sort of fellow, Like nmost
of ua, he wanted to do something
about it. He wanted action. So
he called his wise man and gave
the trembling sage o plain gold
ring, "By morning you will in-
acribe on the Inner band of this
ring & motto which will cheer me
in adversity, nnd make me hum-
ble in prosperity.”

“A hard task" the wise man
murmured. "If 1 fail——"

“You lose your head."

Night brought the sage no
#leep. He thought long thoughta
Then he leaped from his rug with

CONTACT (UB S

e »oou n.osurs-::‘

ITTING around the hangar

stove this wel morning—and
sort of hoping that we don't have
to stir our stumps — scema to
be o good tme to dig up some
yarng, not all of 'em old.

Seems that every time anybody
starts talking storles, they nl-
wiys go back to the “good ald
dayn.' SBhucks, these days, a fow
yvears from now, will be the “good
old days,” and here we are think-
Ing that there's no fun left.

Well, let's see. How nhout some
yarna from the barnstorming
dayn.

Barnstorming. was good Lrain-
ing, if yvou lasted. Take n look at
this series of “minor" incldents
in the life of a certain captain
wo know:

He learned to iy before the
war und wie barnstorming when
Uncle Sam Jet out a call for
fiyers, Joined up——and had to go
to school to ledrn to fly! After
the war, married, he started barn-
storming again. This time in the
ususl Jenny, His wife tipped us
off that they had so many forced
Iandings In soft, muddy pasturea,
she got more used to dropplng
head first out of the nosed-over
ahip than she did getting out the
regular way!

Hopping passengera st $5 per
(and pever stopping the motor) he
waa golng strong, one duy, when
rain started. After about two
hours, with a ¢ouple of cash cus-
tomers in front, he gunned his
Jenny nnd ook off. Fifty fest up,
and u::o tlhrle. well  ponked,
started off the top wing.
Did he Innd In & hurry? Sat right
down In the blggest mud puddle
he could find!

This same fellow had a job to
do some stuot flylng over the In-

races one Maemorial
Day. wife was to go along in
the old DH, Tied up in traffie,
nhe wan lucklly too late, A couple
of thousand feet over the speed-
way, the DH caught Are—ns they
were wont to do—and friend hus-
band had to slip all the way In.
Everything would have been roay,
but the tail surfaces were half
burned off and he didn't notice it
Inn time, Remult: one sound smagk,
but no great injuries

* ok &k

Another hunch for collectors:
ponsters from the world's atrways.
Early postern of the firsl estab.
lished  airlines somedny will be
worth plenty.

Ar a matter of fagt, we'll bet
your don't know when or where or
what the first line was, Well, not
to get too stuck up nbout our
facts, we'll let you in; In 1910,
the German Alrship Transporta-
ton Company t“nﬂug') innug-
urated the world's first line when
Count  Ferdinand von Zeppelin
plioted the “Deutschland” from
Friedrichahafen to Duaseldor! by
wny of Btutigart, Mannhelim and
Cologne. By 1014, the “Delag*
had carriod 872800 pissengors on
1600 fights (3200 hours In the
alr and 00,000 miles).

STEAMSHIPS
THE first wtoumship to croma the

Atinntie Ooean wan the BA-
ANNAH. Ita welght was 360
tons. IL was bullt in New York
and  cromsed from  Bavanon,
Oeorgin, to Liverpool I 26 dayn,
This wns In June of 1810
The 8. 8, PACIFIC cronmed the
Atlantio tn O days, 19 hours, 28
minutes, This was in May, 1881
The United Htates warship
LEXINGTON steamed from HSan
Peadro, Californla, to Hanoluly, in
T2 hours, 38 minutes, The trip
waa mude In June, 1028,
LR

WINTER HIDING
HE bear (s not the only ani-
mal to hibernats in the win.
ter. The dormouss, the bat, and
the badger aleep awiy the winter,
oo, Or mobl of I, anywny.

Over the Captain’s Coffee Cup

Trawel Tales From Everyswhere

by Whit Wellman

a shout. On the ring he engraved
these waords: ‘This too shall
piss.”

YET A FEW THINGS
do not pasa away, Balinese beauty
continues to blassom under Dutch
rule. A friend with the wander-
lust {n returning reluctantly to his
desk in Vancouver, He found that
Ball is the ono enchanted island
which changes not at all. The
strange thing was that although
he saw the moat beautiful native
women in the world, the Balineae
have no word for love. The girls
marry early, and apparently
that's an end to love making
Seventy-five per cont of the pop-
ulation Is feminine. The women
are the busineas men-— with an
equal cholce in selecting mates
They are as strong ns men, with
generations of living out of doorn
. working in flelds, carrying
burdens on thelr heads, As to
dress—n girl binds her hips In &
length of colorful batlk, or kain.
It drapea aboul her, long enda
falling to the ankles Above the
walst—nothing, save an embroi-
dered jacket on festive occasions.
“Why not?" aaks our friend. "A
modest womadn has nothing to
hide."”

Al dusk he visited the Bat'a
Cave near Koring Asem . , , the
hour when bats fling o black eloud
of wings into the sunset. Sud-
denly, thousands of wings whirred
over him. Bata flew out in droves,
wheeling upward in dark circlen

. making litte queer cries.

THE SMALLEST

newspaper in the world {8 The
Daily Pilot, published on Thurs-
diy Ialand, It's the size of o lettor®
head, runs aboul 183 lines of
small print, one or two amall ads
of shopa. It costn sixpence.

It's at Thuraday and nearby is-
Iands that great sea turtles comoe
nahore to lay their oggs In tho
sand, and swim back with the
high tide,

ONLY PAPUA CAN BOAST
theme Incredible lsles, A letler
brings news of the Rossel Ialand-
ers, mild-mannmered lttle men who
live without weapons. Smiling
happy, they are the most detess
mined murderers allve. Thelr an-
clent method 1s the same with
man or beast—the art of smolh
ering.

A chlef dles, A meoling Is held
to decide which youth shall ne-
company him, Village braves win-
der about diacussing the uuuuun
? ‘imad‘.:“\{dtl'lwym mﬁnomd .

rlen [} and

the cook, The victim (s not selzod
at oneo. He gets a nice head start
Into the jungle. Later he is fol-
lowed, captured. and— expertly
amothered. Later—oaten by epi-
oures.

The Island {s amazingly beauti-
ful. A gem set down in the tropl-
cal pons, White cockntoos fiit
againgt the green forest, Natives
heep clean huts, neat gardens of

‘ashore on & barren fsland, and
fod them like a0 much livestook.
Feast dayn came rogularly, and
one hy one the Orfantals con-
tributed to the cook pot. All but
one old Chinese, who escaped to
tall the tale,

A MASTER OF SAILING

ships sends a true yarn from
Taldm. Wanh, T. Tanaley (we
guess his firsl name ls Tom) has
neen thingn. He's traded for copru
in the th Pacific, salled to the
Bering Bea for snimon and ocod.

In the last year of the war he
was first mate of the Alsakn
Packer's schooner Metha Nelson
+ v+ In the latitude of the dols
drums, “somelimes lazy, some-
times ferocloun.”

The wind blew strong. He
#ighted & desorted ship wallowing
In the heavy sea, the Cuadro
Hermanos, Tansley got the “beat
boat ready for burdln[. but the
wenther wus gelling worse, and
Captaln Charles Welsa and 1 held
n confab.' Thoy fearcd that fover
hind stricken the Hermanos. Tan-
sley insinted on boarding, but the
tropical storm declded differently.
Thay drifted awny.

Tunnley's ship went Into dry
dock st Eagle Harbor, and he
mel a chiel enginter who pleced
out the tragedy. The engineer
sidd: T was with the 8. 8. Qath-
ormne & little south of the aqua-
r, A lifebont was alghted. We
altered our courge and foind
woman and four men dellrous
thelr tongues crasked open from
thirst. We took them aboard and
gradunily restored tham , . . the
only survivors of the Cwadro
Hermanos. The Chilean ﬂptnm
had died; his crew deserted, row
Ing for land. Thelr last beaker ot
waler wits exhavsted, Dellrious-
mall watar looked as good as any
other, Finally, In Lhelr insanity
they Jumped overboard."

BRIEF EXPERIENCES

of Adventure in forelgn and
strange cornors of the world will
bo used in this column , . . If
they're ahort. Not over one Lyped
page. Credit in given, of course,
to the eont{butor.
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