Heth, a viasitor from the Eaat,
ingrng  thore  haa  boon  trouwble
browing on her Uncle Waller's

ranch for many months, Cattle
hove boen afolon, Unele Walter
has been fired aft by membera of
an unknown gang. Homeane ia do-
termined to foree the owner (o
give wp his land. Heth in inter
caled in finding out who these
people are and why they want
this particular property, She finds
the rowel of a silver apur in one
of the pastures and now s profty
aure wha lts owner iy, Unele Wal-
tor haa atarted to deill for waler,
and when one of his boys rides
info towm for o new part for the
drill, ho ta quostioned about g
tvitiea on the ranch. The man
who s so curious s Mort Russell,
thae very man Reth auspects. In
the midat of the deilling, Mort
valla and offers to buy the prop-
orty, but before her Unole can
close the deal Both boga hMm to
walt until ahe tolla her susplctona

Chapter 10,

ORT RUSSELL was a din

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 all the trouble and worry
the ranch had brought in the lnst
asix mooths, Uncle Walter could
not help but wonder If he woas

RANCH MYSTERY

A Story For Children
By Paula Norton

it, and he was willing to take it
off our handa,"

“"Hut Mort Husagll has “more
Iund, now, than he needn for hia
herds."

"“Yen, Aunt Muary,” sald Beth,
“you're just right. Uncle Walter
trusts Mort and maybe he's right
to do so, You've nll known him
a lot longer than I have, but I
don't trust him. . . . I'll Lell you
why."

“We haven't known Mort a
groat while, child. Just you nay
what you've u mind to, here with
your own folks, and then we'll
think about It."

“Thank you, Aunt Mary.” Now
everything was casler. Beth
reached Into the pocket of her
Jeana and drew forth the sllver,
stur-shnpod whoel, Bhe placed it
on the table where everyone
could moe.

Holh boys reached oul for It
and an thoy turned It over Uncle
Walter sald, “It's a rowel, Beth,
Where did you get it?"

“Yes, I's & rowel and not an
urdinary one, elther."

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

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

Ba

doing the right thing In not sell-
Ing now, lock, stock, and barrel.

The harraased man went out
to the pasture where the well-
drillefs were at work. Ron, Tim

and Both watched him amble
nlowly toward them,
“Maybe Dad  would've done

well to sell the ranch, but, gee,
I'd hato to sea him do It, at that,”
sald Ron,

“Nothin' doin’,” Tim threw
back at his brother. “We're not
lieked yot.*

Beth waited untll her uncle

came up to them. There was
question in his tired eyes,

“Well, honey,” he sald, “what
wan on your mind that you was
#o nnxious for your old uncle not
to nell Bls ranch? Mort sure
mnde 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?" ahe

was Tim's ready
"Well, first of all, Uncle
Walter, I didn't want you to sell

on earth are you talking about,
child 2"

“Yes, mama, Mort offered to
huy the place from me todny, Bald
he knew right well we was hav-
Ing & tough time makin' a go of
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*[jumped to hin feet,

didn't think much about It at
first; so I didn't mention Il You
see, Uncle Walter, 1 didn't even
know what It was until the day
I went to town with Claude."

T bet Claude told you"
grinned Ron. "Claude loves to
explain anything. Did he tell you
how they were made and how
much they cost?"

WL yon keep your ever-ready
mouth closed, Ron, and let Beth
do the talking just this onceT"
sald Tim with obvious disgust.

“After we gol to lLown we
went to fhe station. Claude
wanted to see the train come In."”

*“Mort sald, yes, he had lost o
rowel off his spur, and he had
sent to 8an Francisco for a now

said, 'Have you been oul lo mee
my uncle lately?™ And since 1
wan pretly sure the rowel I'd
found wans his, 1 was surely sur-

sed when he sald he hadn't

m on the ranch In many
months."
“Well, now, that's strange

aln't 1t7?" anld Uncle Walter,

“Funny ha'd lle like that if he
whaun't with the gang that's been
miding us  right along,” said
Aunt Mary.

Beth nodded and went on
*Then 1 decided I'd not say any-
thing about the rowel I'd found
on our ranch, I figured that If he
was as rich o man as Claude said
he was, he wasn't stealing cattle
for any reason except to frighten
you off the land."

“But what could ho want to
run me out for?"

“"'That's the part I don't know.
Unele, And here's the reat!”

By now everyone was leaning
forward with eagernean and ad-
miration In thelr facea,

“There Is some reason why
Mort wanta this land. And who
waa the man he put aboard the
train that day?! Claude hadn't
evor soen him before, But this
much I noticed; on his sultcase
there were three lettora after hin
name, They were F. G. B, Now
that muat be soma kind of a bual-
nemn or profession. If wa knew
what those lsttern meant, we
might be able to Agure out w
Mort Russell had that man out
here, and , ., . "

Beth did niot finlah for Ron had
yelling,
"Where's my school dietionary T

(Continued next weak)
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EVEL off there, fellows, and

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

We were guasing with the edi-
tor the other day about Weatern-
ers who ploneered in aviation
Naturally the name of Professor
John J. Monlgomery came up.

“ You see, Professor Montgom-
ery, who was & member of the
faculty at Santa Clarn College,
California, actually buflt the first
glider that ever looped.

It was in 1884 that

know any too much about flying
it, either!

Needlean to say, he got down
all right, but nol before he cut
& fow fancy figures in the atmoa-
phere to give the audlence a thrill
—regular clrous stuff.

After a while, Professor Mont-
gomery hired some more clreus
stunters and made a tour of the
went coast with his balloon-glider
show, which caused a tremendoun
amount of interenal.

The professor had his troubles,
though. Hin dare-devil glider pl-
lots were always trying to steal
the show from each other, One
day one of them, dead set on cop-
ping all the glory, cut loose from
a balloon as ushnl and started to
do some exceptionally sharp turns
on his way down. Just what hap-
pened lan't any too clear to any-
one, but he turned so fast he did
what amourted to a loop, or ao
they called It

HAT brings to mind these par-
T nchute jumpers who rig them-
aelves out in n flock of fabric and
go gliding all over the place on
the way down. It's simple to ex-
plain—but not so simple If the
Jumper happens to get tangled up
In all that paraphernalia,

They atretch a webbing between
thelr logs, you see, and have an-
other weobbing on both arma
Naturally the speed they're fall-
ing creates a certain lift on the
“wings," just an speed croates 1ift
on & plane's wings, And so they
geot some support. Thus far we
haven't read of any jumper glid-
Ing In to a safe landing on hia
nose. They dump off Lthe "winga"

AnOfficer's Boots

By Paula Norton
NCE there was a VERY fm-

portant officer in the Ger-

man army, and he had two beau-
tiful, shining black boots which
he wore ONLY on special occa-
stons. The officer had a small son,
too, and the son had two little
dachshunds

Now dachshunds are clever
little follows and VERY fond of
minchief—any mischief.

The officer’s little boy used to
plsy in his father's room, while
that dignified gentleman was
away at n big garrison all day.
The boy liked that room best of

all the rooms in his home, be-
cause it was dark and filled with
books and mysterious weapons
and many curious souvenira.

In the officer’s room there was
A great dark clothes cupboard,
too, and there In the shadows
hung many beautiful uniforma.

The Dachsies went to this in-
teresting, mysterious - room, toe,
whenever the boy went there.
They never made much nolse,
however, because they knew If
they did someone would notice
them and put them out mt once.

The bey pald little attention to
them, for he was alwaya busy ex-
ploring among the many strange
thinga he found there. He spent
every afternoon for & week (n
that room looking st plctures of

and open the 'chute while still
soveral hundred fost up.

OU know there are lols of
. | thinga not to do when you're
flylng, but lota of fellows are apt
to forget this: “Don't make &
down=wind turn on the takeofr!"

Why T Well, mest of you know,
probably, but here's a simple ox-
planation.

Let's say the landing aspeed-
which is also your takeoff apeed-
of the ship is 35 milesa an hour.
You're taling off Into a 18-mile.
an-hour wind. That means that
when you're going 20 milea an
hour — the wind supplying the
othar 10 m.p.h's—you take off,
BUT, if you lurn down wind ht
that time, you're stlll moving 20
per - slower than the minimum
fiying speed. And amacko, off ahe
falls!

That's why pliota keep stralght
ahsad if the motor, conks on a
takeoff—ditohes and fonces to the
contrary notwithstanding.

battle scenes of Jong ago. He'd
drag the big book over to the
window Lo see the detalls of the
flerce battle scenes.

O one came to disturb the

boy, and the Dachsies left
him alone, too—they had business
of their own to handle.

Then one day the world fell
with & crash around the ears of
the boy, and it nearly landed on
the Dachsies.

There was to be a special, extra
fancy dress parade of the soldiers
in honor of the Emperor. The
officer hurried to his home to
dress in his special parade uni-
form.

the Dachsiea felt badly, and they
lay down on the ground and lifted

fheir little brown eyebrows with

ashamed, sad eyes, watching the

er a long time of great si-
lence, the boy untied the two vil-
Iains and went slowly back to the
house. He liatened carefully when
he went through the halls to his
room. All was quist , , . the band
munic of the parade could be
hoard In the distance.

That night the dogs slept in the
boy's room (he bullt n tent house
for themy out of a plaid shawl
draped over two chaira). They
were VERY quiet and VERY

ood.
. When the boy's father came In
to tell him “good night," two pairs
of soft brown eyes peeked from
under the tent fringe. They were
watching two dusty military boots
and wondering how THEY'D
taste!

CURFEW

HE ringing of & curfew was

firat an English custom, orig-
inating with Willlam tha Con.
queror. The word comes from
“oouvrefen,”! A French word
meaning "cover fire." The curfew
in Fngland meant that at 8
o'elock all Ares and lighta had to
be “covered.”

Tell Time By The Flowers —

No Watch Needed in Garden
Where Western Flowers Bloom

VEN if your watch has stop-
pod it is usually quite easy
to tell what time It I8 In & gar-
den. A Inrge number of plants
open thelr flowers at certain times
of the day and this they do with
amazing regularity. Other planta
close Lheir flowers with the same
consistency—just as though they
had an eye on the clock.
Probably the earliest garden
plant to open its blooms {s the well
known eclimber, Ipomaea, the
buds of which expand at &
o'clock. Single roses of all kinds
open about an hour later, at 6
Practically all kinds of Linum
and the Day Lilies { Hemerocallls)
open at 7. Just about the same
time the Shirley Popples burst
their green cases and Irises ex-
pand. At 8 many kinds of Con-
volvulus expand their blooms. At
# one will see the opening of many
sorts of Veronica, Gentians, Ox-
alis, to mention only & few kinds,
Arenarias, Portulacas, Esach-
scholtzips and Marigolds display
their flowers at 10 o'clock, At
mid-day those greal sun lovers,
the Mesembryanthemums, open
their blooma to the warm rays.
From about noon, until the late

afternoom, one must tell the time
not by the opening of flowers but
by their closing. Mallows of vary-
ing kinds close from 1 to 2, as
also do the garden forms of
Hawhkweed (Hieraclum). Potato
and Tomato flowers shut up about

als together and begin to sink be-
low the surface.

At 6 quite a remarkable open-
Then

and Mirabills Jalapa. At @ many
of the Catchflies (Bllens) ex-
pand for the first time and the
Woodruff and White Tobaccoes do
the same.

Those who have greenhouses,
and grow the Night-flowering
Cacti, will notice that the marvel-
ous flowers of this plant open al-
most on the stroke of 10, only to
be & mass of faded and crumpled
petals a few hours later.

EN YOU hear about have

ted to plish cer-

tain things so much—that the
price didn't matter

Fame often comes unsought.

Paul Gaugin deserted Paris to live

on an lsland. He painted what he

gpaw and felt, and went mad

Recognition followed long after.

Yet before the end, for several

ably, than the days of his Euro-
friends, who lved in the
“world that is—" He did what he
wanted.
Not everyone can live accord-

SEEKING NEW

froptiers some few will disregard
thres meals & day, & place to
sleep. In San Francisco a young
portrait artist fishes much of the
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behind a smile than the surface
pose. A philosophy of hin own—
poking around from city to clty—

his

He's doing what he wants to do.
Sacrifice now—some day, fame.

SPEAKING OF SAGO
and copra,—coffes, rubber, and
cacao planting—there exist even
today opportunities in British
Guinea for men with a few thou-
sands of dollars. Betweon two and
five. You can lease land for 88
years at a nominal figure, so low
it's almost free. Native labor Is
higher than in Malaya or Afriea,
but this is amply balanced by the
low living coat, You live as you
pleaso, cheaply or expensively—
whataver strikes

plant a crop of

grows quickly in the rich sofl and
tropleal climate, No great for-
tunes are made—you don't go
down to become a millionalre—
but your plantation and bush-

virtuslly your private hunting
preserves. A decent living, privacy
freedom.

LETTERS DRIFT IN
not only from forelgn ports, but

Over the Captain’s Coffee Cup

Travel Tales from Everywbere
By Whit Wellman

from the Pacific Coast as well.
Brigadier General J. A. Woodruff
replies to an inguiry about the
lisappearance of Captain Mec-
Lellan of the transport Republic
# it seems doubtful if further

-spublic brought the body
ot #ather Damlien “leper priest of
Molokai” to San Francisco for
high mass at Old St Mary’s . . .
then sailed with the remains for
Belgium. Hawalians intimated
that & curse would strike anyone
removing a body buried in sacred
ground. At 5:15 in the momning
between the Farallon lalands and
the lightship Captain McLellan—
vanished. More of this later. In-
vestigations are still under way.

Mrs. Jay Harvey, of Yelm,
Washington—Dallas Alsman, of
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from rescuing the booty.
ONE OF DEWEY'S wPB
—the

1
. Harrison Btreet, Hondquarters of
the 12th Naval District,

IF YOU'VE LIVED




