The Wcather 'l

Beth, a visitor from the Easi,
iearna there has been trouble
brewing on her Uncle Walter's
vanch for many months, Cattle
have been stolen, Uncle Walter
haa been fired at by membera of
an unk gang, & is de-
termined to force the owner to
give up his land. Beth ix inter-
esfed in finding out who these
people are and why they want
this particular property. She finds
the rowel of a stlver spur in one
of the pastures and now is pretty
sure wha its owmer is. Uncle Wal-
ter has started to drill for water,
and when one of his boys rides
into town for a new part for the
drill, ‘he iy questioned ahout ac
tivitiex on the rasteh. The man
who ts so enrious s Mort Russell
the very moan Beth suspocts, In
the midst of the drilling, Mort
calls und offers to buy the prop-
erty, but before her Uncle can
close the deol Beth beys him to
wait wtil she telly her suspicions

Chapter 10

ORT RUSSELL was a dis
M gruntled man when he rode
out of the ranch and headed back
to town. He told Uncle Walter at
the lnst that his offer to buy the
ranch would not hold for long.
With sll the trouble and worry
the ranch bad brought in the last
six months, Uncle Walter could
not help but wonder If he was

RANCH MYSTERY

A Story For Children
By Paula Norto

it, and he was willing to take it
off our hands."

“But Mort Hussell has more
land, now, than he needs for his
herds."

“Yea, Aunt Mary,"” said Beth,
‘you're just right. Uncle Walter
trusts Mort and maybe he's right
to do so. You've all known him
a lot longer than 1 have, but I

don't trust him. . . . I'll tell you
why."
“We haven't known Mort a

great while, child. Just you say
what you've a mind to, here with
your own folks, and then we'll
think about it."

"Thank you, Aunt Mary." Now
:verything was easier. Béth
reached Into the pocket of her
jeans and drgw forth the sallver,
star-shaped wheel, She placed it
on the table where overyone
could see.

Both boys reached out for, it
and ns they turned it over Uncle
Walter said, “It's a rowel, Beth
Nhere did you get it ?"

"Yen. it's a rowel and not an
irdinary one, elther,'

"I'll say It's not an ordinary
one . . . it's silver,"” sald Ron.

“Yes, it's silver." And Beth
plunged into her story. "I found
it in the pasture the day I had
my first riding lesson. It was up
in the near pasture, just a few
feet from the place where the
men are driling out there. 1

j a

doing the right thing in not sell-
ing now, lock, stock, and barrel,

The harrassed man went out
to the pasture where the well-
drillera were at work. Ron, Tim
and Beth watched him amble
alowly toward them,

“Mavbe Dad would've done
well to sell the ranch, but, gee,
I'd hate to see him do it, at that,"

said Ron.

“Nothin' doin',” Tim threw
back at his brother. “We're not
licked yet.”

Beth walted until her uncle
came up to them. There was
question in his tired eyes,

“Well, honey," he said, “whal
was on your mind that you was
so anxious for your old uncle not
to #sell his ranch? Mort sure
made me a friendly offer. Did
you have somethin' special that
you thought woulda made any
difference?"

“Will you come into the house
with me, Uncle Walter?'" she
asked, “and you two boys come
along. I've got something to
show you and something to tell
you."

Ron and Tim looked surprised
indeed, but without question
they followed. As they passed‘
through the kitchen, Aunt Mary
turned from the cooltstove.

"Don't you think they're golng
to find water, Pa?" ahe aaked.
“Surely you haven't had 'em stop
drilling yet.”

“Comé on along Into the
parlor, Aunt Mary" sald Beth.
"1 want you to hear what I've
got to tell, too."

“Bpill It, Beth. A guy can't
walt forever.” Ron could not hide
his impatience. .

“Plpe down." wns Tim's read
retort. L

“Well, first of all, Ungle
Walter, 1 didn’t want you to sell
the ranch to Mort Russell just
yet because 1 don't trust him the
way you do."

Aunt Mary sat upright in the
old rocker. “Sell the ranch T What
on earth are you lalking aboot
child T

“Yes, mama, Mort offered to
buy the pince from me todny. Sald
he knew right well we was hav-
ing a tough time makin' & go of
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didn’t think much about It at
first: so I didn't mention It, You
see, Uncle Walter, T didn't even
know what it was until the day
I went to town with Claude"

“I'll bet Claude told you,
grinned Ron, "Claude loves to
explnin anything. Did he tell you
how. they were made and how
much they cost?"

“'Will you keep your ever-ready
mouth closed, Ron, and let Bath
do the talking just this once?"
said Tim with obvioun disgust.

“After we got lo town we
went  to  the station. Claude
wanted Lo see the train come in.”
Ron was about to comment on
thin idea, too, but Tim anticipated
him and clapped his hand, none
too gently, mcross his brother's
wide smile.

“At the depot there were two
men. One of them was Mort Rus-
sell, and the other one & stranger.
While Claude talked to them I
noticed that Runsell was wearing
spurs, and one of them had &
rowel miaging. 1 even sald some-
thing about It to him, and then
Claude introduced me."”

~The family leaned forward, all
oyes and Interest

"Mort sald, yves, he had loat A
rowel off his spur, and he had
sent Lo San Francisco for a new
one. Then he asked me how 1
liked the Wast, and all that. 1
eaid, ‘Have you been out to seo
my uncle lately?' And sinee 1
was pretty sure the rowel T'd
found wns hin, 1 was surely sur-
prised when he sald he hadn't

been on the ranch In many
montha™
"Well, now, that's strange

afn't 1t2" sald Unele Walter.
“Funny he'd’ e lke that If he
wasn't with the gang thal's been

raiding us right nlong.” =said
Aunt Mary,
Beth nodded nand went on

*Then I decided T'd not say any-
thing about the rowel I'd found
op our ranch. 1 figured that If he
wis as rich a man as Claude said
he was, he wasn't stealing cattle
for any reascn except to frighten
you off the land ™

“But what could
run me out for?

“That's the part I don't know
Uncle. And here's the rest!”

By now everyone waa leaning
forward with eagerness and ad
| miration In thelr faces
| “There s some reason why
Mort wants this land. And who
|was the man he put aboard the
traln that day® Claude hadn't
lever meen him before Bul thia
much 1 noticed, on his sultcase

he whant to

{there ware three lotters after his
el

name. They were F. G. . Now
that muat be some kind of a busi
nesa or profession. If we knew

what those letters meant we
might be able 1o figure out why
Mort Russell had that man out
here, and

Beth did not finish for Ron had
Jumped to his feel, yelling,
| “Where's my school dictionary *"
| [Cantinued raxt weak)

EVEL off there, fellows, and

hold that glide for a minute
while we sit her down for & lot of
the old chatter,

We were gassing with the edl-
tor the other day ahout Weatern-
ers who ploneered in avintion
Naturally the name of Professor
Tohn J. Montgomery came up.

You see, Professor Montgom-
ery, ‘'who was & member of the
fagulty at Santa Clara College
Callfornis, actually bullt the first
glider that ever looped.

It was in 1854 that Professor

Montgomery began bullding glid-
ern—the forerunners of the Wright

Brothers' powered plane.

Over In Germany, Otto Lillen-
thal had spent something like five

HLL, Professor Montgom-
ery's models got better and

, better untll he had pretty thor-

oughly llcked the stabllity prob-
lem. Finally he ran into a cirqus
balloonist and parachute jumper
named Maloney.

This Maloney seemd to have a
iot of what it takes—he holsted n
glider up on & balloon and cut
loose at 3500 feet. And he didn't
know any too much about flying
it, either! <

Needless Lo say, he gol down
all right, but not before he cul
a few fancy figures in the atmos-
phere to give the nudience a thrill

~rogular cireus stuff.

After a while, Professor Mont
gomery hired some more clrous,
stunters and made a tour of the
wést const with his balloon-glider
show. which caused a tremendous
amount of Interest

The ‘professor had his troubles
though His dare-devil gllder pl-
lota were alwaya trying to steal
the show from each olher. One
day one of them, dead set on cop-
ping all the glory, cut loose from
A baliotn aa usual and started to
do spme exéeptionnily sharp turns
on his way down. Just what hap-
pened isn't any too clear o any-
one, bul he turned so fast he did
what amounted to a loop, or so
they called it

HAT brings to mind these fur

achuts jumpers who rig them-
selves out In a fock of fabric and
go gliding all over the place on
the way down. IU's simple Lo ex-
plain—but not so almple If the
Jumper happens to get tangled up
in all that pampharnalia

They stretch a wehbing between
thelr légs. you see. and have an-
other webbing on hoth arme
Naturally the speed thay're fall
Ing creatos & certain |ift &n the
‘Wings, ' Just as apeed createa lift
on & plans's winga. And so they
get moms support Thus far we
haven't read of any Jumper glid-
Ing In to & safe landing on his
nose. They dump off the “wingn"

AnOfficer'sBoots

By Paula Norton

NCE there was & VERY im-

portant officersin the Ger-
man army, and he had two beau:
tifd, shining black boots which
he wore ONLY on special ocoa-
slons. The officer had & small aon,
too, and the son had two little
dachshunds.

Now dachshunds are clever
littie fellows and VERY fond of
mischief—any mischlef,

The officer’s litlle boy used to
play in his father's room, while
that dignified gentleman was
away at a big garrison all day.
The boy lked that room best of

all the rooms In his home, be-
cause (L was dark and filled with
books and mysterious wenpons
nnd mmany curious souvenirs.

In the oMceer’s room there wis
d great dark clothes cupbofird,
too, and there in the shndows
hung many beautiful uniforms.

The Dachales went to this In
ieresting, mysterious room, too,
whenover the boy went there.
They never mnade much noine,
however, because they knew 1if
they did someone would notioe
thern and put them out at once

The boy paid littde attention to
them, for he was always busy ex-
ploring among the many strange
things he found there He spent
every afternoon for a week Ih
that room looking at pictures of

and open the ‘chute while stil)
severnl hundred feet up,

OU know there are lota of
Ythn—.:n not to do whan you're
fiying. but lots of fellows are apt
to forgel this: "Don't make a
down-wind turn on the takeofr!”

Why T Well, most of you know,
probakiy, but here's a simple ex-
pianation

Let's may the landing wpeed
which in alpo your taiveoff spesd
of the ahip s 35 miles an hour
You're taking off into & 15:mile.
an-hotir wind, That means that
whert you're going 20 milea an
hour — the wind supplying the
other 15 mph's—you take off
BUT, If you turn down wind at
that time, you're still moving 20
per — nlower than the minimum
fiving apeed. And smackes, off ahe
falln’

That's why pilola keap stralght
ahead if the motor conks on &
takenff —ditches and fences Lo the
contrary nolwithstanding.

battle scenes of long ago, He'd
drag the blg book over o the
window to see the details of the
flerce battle scenes,

O one came to disturb the

boy, and ‘the Dachsalea left
him alone, too—they had businens
of thelr own to handle.

Then one day the world fell
with a crash nround the ears of
the boy, and It nearly landed on
the Dachsies. =

There wan to be n special, extra
fancy dress parade of the soldiers
In honor of the Emperor. The
officer hurried to his home Lo
dresy in his special parade uni-
form.

It so happened the boy and the
logs were out fishing that after
noon, so the officer found his room
quite as it should have been.

Then suddenly he bellowed In
& volce fike thunder .

The boy and doga, returning
from thelr fishing trip, were just
passing under the window. THEY
heard and all three shivered and
shook and listened!

Then the thunder slowed down,
and they heard shouts of com-
mand to servanits and any one
who would listen.

The nice, dignifisd, important
officer sald, "Bomeone, someone
has chewed a great round hole
in the heel of ench of my specinl
parade boots I am furlous!™

The hoy grabbed & dog under
oach arm and flew into the woods,
back where he'd been fshing,
There he tied them to a Lree and
sat beside them. He was fright-
ened and a litle mngry al his
Dachsies, too.

E suld: "Now you've done IL!

Stop wagging and listen!
What did you have to be mo
nmarty for anyway? How can
Father wonr those boots to the
prrade for the Emperor with hin
white sox showing through the
healy™"

Then he got up and walked
around and around the tree. Now
the Dinchnles felt badly, and they
lay down on the ground and lifted
thalr little brown eyebrows with
sshamed. sad oyes, watching the
hoy.

After n long time of great sl
letice, the boy untied the two vil
Inine and went siowly back Lo the
house. He listetied carefully when
he went through the halls to his
room. Al wan gulet the band
musle of the parade could be
heard In the distance

That night the dogs alept in the
boy's room (he hullt & tent hotse
for them out of a plald shawl
draped over two chairsl. They
wore VERY quiet and VERY
Rooil

When the toy's father came In
to tell him “good night,"” two palrs
of solt bhrown eyss peeked from
under the tent fringe, They were
watching two dusty military bools
and wondering how THEY'D
tinte !

CURFEW

HE ringing of a ourfew wan
Tﬂn! an English custom,. orig-
ineting with William the Con
queror. The word comea from
“souvrefeu,” & French word
meaning "cover fire." The curfew
in Pngiand meant thal at 8
o'clock all fires and lights had to
be “eovered.”

Il The Ve

Tell Time By The Flowers —
No Watch Needed in Garden

Where Western Flowers Bloom

VEN if your watch has stop-
E ped it is usually quite easy
to tell what time it is In a gar-
den, A large number of plants
open their Aowers at certain times
of the day and this they do with
amazing regularity. Other plants
close their flowers with the same
consistency-—just as though they
had an eye on the clock.

Probably the earliont garden
plant to open Its bloomn ia the well
known climber, Ipomaea, the
buds of which expand at b
o'clock. Single roses of all kinds
open about an hour ister, at 6,
Practically all kinds of Linum
and the Day Lilles (Hemerocallis)
open at 7. Just nbout the same
time the Shirley Popples burat
their green coses und Irises ox-
pund. At 8 many kinds of Con-
volvulus expand their bloomas. At
0 one will aee the opening of many
sorts of Veronlen, Gentlans, Ox-
alls, to mention only n fow Kinds.

Aronarias, Portulncas, Each-
scholtzing and Marigolds Qisplay
their flowers at 10 o'clock. At
mid-day thoge great sun lovers,
the Mesembrynnthomums, open
their blooma to the warm rays.

From about noon, until the late

afternoon, one must tell the time
not by the opening af flowers but
by thelr closing. Mallows of vary-
ing kinds close from 1 Lo 2, as
ulso do the garden formas of
Hawkweed (Hisrnclum)., Potato
and Tomato flowers ahut up about
3, whilst an hour later, the Esch-
scholtzins and Marigolds cloge. At
5 you will see the glorious flowers
of the Water Lilica draw their pet-
als together and bogin to sink be-
low the surface.

At 8 quite a remarkable open-
Ing of flowers begina again, Then
the Honeysuckle opens In addl-
tion to the Evening Primrose and
many kinds of Lychnis. At 8
comes the Night-scented Stock
and Mirabills Jalapa. At § many
of the Catchfties (Sllene) ex-
pund for the Arst time and the
Woodruff and White Tobaccoss do
the same,

Those who have gresnhouses,
and grow the Night-fowering
Cactl, will notice that the marvel-
ous flowors of this plant open nl-
mont on the stroke of 10, only to
be & muas of faded and erumpled
petals a few holrs later.

EN YOU hear about have

wanted to accomplish cer-
tain things so much—that the
price didn’t matter

Fame often comes unsought
Paul ‘Gaugin deserted Paris to live
on #n Island. He painted what he
saw and felt, and weht mad
Recognition followed long after.
Yot before the end, for several
years of freedom his life was
salisfying, More contented, prob-
ably, than the days of his Euro-

friends, who lved In the
“world that s—" He did what he
wanted.

Not everyone can live accord-
ing to thelr heart's desire, Re.
sponsibilities, conventions stifle
all but one in o thousund or ao.
It takes ntrength nol to care
what people think. Stout bellef In
your own talent—or simply know-
ing that the customary routine is
not for you, Of such are the beach
combers, ‘“ticket-of-leave’” men,
planters on some forgotten lalst
who'd rather swim In a warm

jo
bulld & boat and put out for the
Pacific ialands. Any Isiand, so It's

for natlve sorceriea they've seen
and cannot talk about or forget.

SEEKING NEW

gleep. In San Francisco a young
portrait artist fishes much of the
daylight hours near Fort Mason.
Evening sees him aketching pa-
trons of & Bohemlan resort on the
edye of Telegraph Hill. At a dol-
lar a head, he gots little but ex-
perience—which an artint needs
more than anything he could buy.
Iudependent, he aays “No' to
mnre faces than he sketches, and
depends upon an intultive sense
of selection when he “pocepts” n
model, In the dim candle light his
drawings line the walls, some ex-
cellent, others experiments n
technique. His last name Is some-
thing Bwedish, hin tirat {s Rich—a
blond 1ad, who steadily sees more
behind & smille than the surface
. A philosaphy of his own—
king around from city to clty—
voncerned more In developing his
work than in wealth or comfort
He's doing what he wants to do
Sacrifice now—some day, fame.

SPEAKING OF SAGO

and copra,—coffes, rubber, and
cacan planting—there exist even
todny opportunities In  Britiah
Guinen for men with a few thou-
sands of dollars. Betwenn two and
five. You can lease land for O
years al & nominal figure, so low
iUs almost frée, Native [abor is
higher than in Malaya or Afrion,
but thin ix amply balanced by the
low living cost. You Hve as you
pleass, cheaply or expensively-
piant a erop of whatever strikes
vour faney, and reap the harvest
within u few years. Everything
grown quickly In the rich soll and
tropical ellmate. No great for-
tunes ars made—you don't go

down to hecome s millionaire — |

but your plantation and bush-

made houss can be beautiful,

your boat s manned by loyal

natives, the forestn and rivars are

virtunlly your private hunting

preserves. A decent living, privacy
freedom

LETTERS DRIFT IN
nol only from foreign porta, but

Over the Captain’s Coffee Cup

Travel Tales from Everywhere
- By Whit Wellman

from the Pacific Const an well
Hrigadior Genaral J. A. Woadmll
replies to an ingquiry nboul the
disappearance of Captuin Me-
Lellan of the transport Republic
Ak 1t seoma doubtful if further
' ever be thrown on Lhe
mitter.”
~opiblic brought the body
or Futher Damlen “lepor priest of
Molekal" to SBan Francisco for
high mass at Old 8t Mary's . . .
then sniled with the remaina for
Belglum. Hawallans Intimatoed
that a curse would strike anyone
removing a body burled in asered
ground, At 6:18 In the morning
between the Farallon |slands and
the lightship Captain MeLellnn-
vanished. More of this later. In-
veatigations, are still under way,
Mrs, Jay Harvey, of Yelm,
Washington—Dallas Alsman, of
Antorin, Oregon—have collectionn

BURIED TREASURE

s not always a myth. If you fesl
the urge to dig for dead men's
gold and jeweln. there are places
today supposed to hold fabulous

vitgos, where o chest of
two milllon silver dollars was
funlk In the shnd by o mutinous
crew, which did away with thelr
Captain and Iaid his body atop
the tressure. In

50,000 ounces of gold. The veasel
drove into n cliff cave and hroke
up. The hull in atill vialble, but
the huge combers and awift un-
dertow have provented divers
from rescuing the booty.

ONE OF DEWEY'S SHIPS
lles In San Pruncisco Bay—the
U, 8 8. Boaton, which Ia tied up
at the south end of Yerbn Buera
Inlnnd. The Navy has used It for
years an a Recelving Bhip, dong
dull routine duty after the excit-
ing Battle of Manila Bay. She In
one of the fow veasels left that
nerved the Admirnl when he hum-
bied the Bpanish flect. Thounands
of commuters pans within sight of
her overy day, completely un-
aware that close at hand In one
of the romantio relles of the cen.
tury.

Time moves so swiftly, no one
has time these dayn for memaories.
But anyone with & good reasan,
or & bump of curiosity, ean aak
for n pans to board her-—at 1
Harrison Streel, Headquarters of
the 12th Naval Diatriot.

IF YOU'VE LIVED
through adventures In any part of
the world . . . and want to pee
thar published In this column
. write them down and senil
them to The Capiain, Five Star
Weelly, 450 Mills Tower, San
Francisco, Californin.

whig. Cose
for afl you ¢
today, AMERICA
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