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Mrs. Bland, but

ring all the domestic
bles, family scandalg and
ffairs that turn out badly,

love
one might be cynical Indeed
about| the power of womar('s af-

fection and trust to keep & man
path of harior in the face
luring temptation.  But
comes Into Buck Duane’s
feminine Influence so.fine
idepicttd by the author—
he reader of “The Lone
Ranger” cannot resist the
charm of it all. If you want the
cream’ of romance and adven-
ture, on't miss this installment.

Iife al
—as
that
Star

wind at sunset a hush seemed to fall
around the little hut. Far-distant dim-{
blie mountains stood gold¥immed|
gradually to fade with the shading of|
light. )

At this’ quiet hour a man climbed
up out of the gorge and sat. in, the
westward door of the hut.. This lonely|
watcher of the west and listener to the
silence was Duane.” And thig hut was
the one where, three years before,
Jennle had nursed him back to life.

The killing,of a man named Sellers,
and the combination of clrcumstances
that had made the tragedy a memor-
able regret, had marked, If not a
change, at least a cessation In Duane’s
nctivities. He had tralled Sellers to
Kkill him for the supposed nbducting
of Jennle. Vague rumors, a few words
here and there, unauthenticated stor
les were all that Duane had gathered|
in years to sibstantiate his bellef—
that Jennle died shortly after.the be{
gluning  of her second captivity,
Sellers might have told him. Duane
expected, if not to force it from him
at the end, to read it in his eyes. But|
the bullet went too unerringly; It/
locked his lips and fixed his eyes.

After that meeting Duane lay long

CHAPTER X—Continued.

7

Buck and Jennle are sitting In the
wilderness cabin discussing their fu-
ture.

“I've teen brought up in Texas. 1
remember what a hard lot the men of
my family -had. But poor as they
were, thdy had a roof over thelr heads,
a heagth with a fire, & warm bed—
somebody to love them. And you,
Duane—fh, my God! What must your
life be? | You must ride and hide and
watch ;-qmmll 8

She erjded with a sob and dropped
her head on her knees. Duane was
amazed, |deeply touched. ~

“My giFl, thank you for that thought
o " he said, with a tremor In his

“You ‘don't know how much
that means to me."”

She ra{sed her face, and It was tear-
stained, ploquent, beautitul.

've Beard tell—the best of men
g0 to the bad out there. You won't.
Promise me you won't. I never—
knew any man—like you. I—I—we
may never see each other agaln—after
to-day. I'll never forget you. I'll pray
for you, and I'll never give up trying
to—to dp something. Don't despair.
It's never too late. It was my hope
that kept me allve—out there at
Bland's—before you came. I was only
@ poor weak girl. But if I could hope
—=40 can you. Stay away from men.
Be a lone wolf. Fight for your life.
Stick oyt your exile—and maybe—
some da

he lost her volce. Duane
er hand and with feeling s
hers promised to remember
In her despalr for him she
en wisdom—polnted out the

Duane’s  vigilance, momentarily
broken by emotion, had no sconer re-
asserted litself than he discovered the
bay ‘horse, the one Jennle rode, had
broken his halter and gone off. The
woft wet parth had deadened the sound
of his hoofs. His tracks were plain
1o the mud.

Duatie |dld not want to leave Jennle
alone in (the cabin so near the road.
80 be put her’on his horse and bade
her follow. The rain had ceased for
the time| being, though evidently the
Storm wis not yet over. The tracks
led up a wash to a wide flat where
mesquite| prickly pear, and thorn-bush
hickly that Jennle could-not
1t. He could not expect her
le quickly through that brake
Therefore he decided to risk
leaving Her at the edge of the thicket
alone.
tvent In a sound startled him.
he bréaking of a branch he
had stepped on or thrust aside? He

| the impatient pound of his
hor'se’s Roofs. Then all was \qulet.
Still he listened, not wholly satistied.
He was [never satisfied In regurd to
e knew too well that there
never copld be safety for him in this
Centaln he was now thut
some kind of danger threatened.

Sudderly there came an unmistak-
able thump of horses’ hoofs off some-
where to|the fore. Then A scream rent
the_alr. | It ended abrupfly, Duane
leaped forward, tore his way through
the thorpy brake, He heard Jennie
cry agalp—an appealing call quickly
hushed. [It seemed more tq his right.
and he plunged that way. | 'He burst
into u glade where a smoldering fire
and gropind covered with footprints
and tracks showed that campérs had
lately bden.- Rushing across this, he
broke his passige out to the open.
But he was too late. His horse had
disappeared. ' Jennle was gone. There
Fiders In sight. There was no
[Phere was a heavy. trall of
l«-n- &ping morth. Jennie had been
carried |oft—probably by outlaws.
Duane rpalized that pursult was out
of the qpestion—that Jennle was logt.

CHAPTER XI.
jdred miles from the haunts
piliar with Duane's deeds, fur
fo thies Nueces ran a trickling
ream | between yellow cliffs,
pmall desected shack of cover-
pite "It had been made
but|was well preserved. A
aged the overgrown trall, and
faced down loto a gorge of
On the border fugl-
pn law and fen who hid in
somegne they had wronged
Fed Ih houses with only one

& Wwild. spot, lonely, at
n* habitation except ::'m

»
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i
s

rare lndeed were
the ' of the

M

at the of a friend, und
when he recovered from the muund}
Sellers had given him he started with
two horses and a pack for the lonely|
gorge on the Nueces. There he had|
been hidden for months, & prey to re
morse, o dreamer, avictm  of
phantoms. |

It took work for him to find sub-
sistence In that rocky fastness. And|
work, action, helped to pusa the hours,
But he. could not work ull the uun-
even It he.had found it to do.
in his tdle moments and at night iy
task was to live with the hell Lo his
mind. 1

The sunset and the
made all the rest bearablo,
hut on’the rim of the gor;
hold Jennle's presenc
as i he felt her spirit.

twilight hour)
'he little!
seemed tof
“was not|

It
If 1t had been
he would have been suresof her death,
He hoped Jennle had not survived her|

intense
it nul‘

second misfortune;* and that
hope had burned into belief,
surety.

A stringe feature of, this memory
of Jennle was the freshness of it—the
fatlure of years, toll, strife, death
dealing to dim It—to denden the
thought of what might have been. He
had u marvelous gift of visnalization,
He could shut his eyes and see Jenniq
before him Just us clearly us if shy
had stood there In the flesh. Fol
hours he did that, dreaming, dn-xlmln;{
of lite he had never tasted and no
never would taste. He thought of he
beauty and sweetness, of -the few |
things which had’ come to mean t
him that she must have loved him

and he tralned himself to think o
these In preference to her life al
Bland's, the escape with him. an

then her recapture, becuuse such mer:
orles led to bitter, fruftiess pain. Hg
had to fight ..um-rm,‘ because it was
eating out his heaj

Sitting there, eyes wide open, hd
dreamed of the old homestend and hi
white-hatred motHer. He saw the old
home-life, sweetened and flled by dea
new faces and added joys go on bef
fore his eyes with him a part of It.

Then In the tnevitgble reaction, in
the reflux of bitter realty, he. woul
send out a volceleks ‘ cry no les
polgnant because It was' _silent

|

For Hours He Did That, Dreaming.

“Poor fool! No, I shall never se¢
wother again—never go home—nevel
have a bowe. I am Duane, the Lon
Wolt 1™

A group of specters trooped out
the shadows of dusk and, gathering
round him. escorted him to his bed.

Every one of his victims, singly mh
cellectively, returned to him for evef,

gift not to be taken. They. throng
about him with their volceless clamop-
ing, drifted around hiin with the
fading eyes. .

D I I N

After. nearly six months In
Nueces gorge the loneliness and ina
tion of his life dro out u
the tralls seeking snything rathqr
than to hide longer alohe, a prey
the scourge of his thoughts. The
meot he rode Into sight of men a
markable ‘transformation occurred
Blm. A strange warmth stirred la

¥d squeal on

| toug]

“unusually

—a longing to see the faces of people,
to hear umr volces—a pleasurable
emotion sad and strange. But It way
only a precursor of| his old- bitter,
sleepless, and eternal yigilance.
Mercer was the first village he roda
into. He had mary friends there.
Mercer claimed to owe Duane a debt,
On the outskirts of ‘IIe village there
was a grave overgrwn by brush so
that the ride-letterdd post which
marked 1t |was scarfely visible to
Duane as e rode by.| He had never
read the Inseription.; But he thought
now of Harglin. For mpny years Hard-
In had harassed the| stockmen and
ranchers in and nruﬂJ&d Mercer. On
an evil day for him he or his outlaws
had beaten and robbpd a man who
once succored Duane| When sore 1n
sieed. Duane met Hardin-In the little
plaza of the village, ‘cplled him every
name ‘known to borddr men, taunted
him to draw, and killed him In the act,
Duane went to thd house of one
Jones, a Texan who had known his
father, and there he fas warmly re-
celved.  The feel of,J‘n honest hand.
the volce of n friend, the prattle of
children who were not afrald of him
or his gun, good whalesome food, and
change of clothes—these things for
the time being mada n changed man
of Duane. To be surd, he did not often
speak. The price of his head and the
welght of his burden|made him silent.
But eagerly he drank in all the news

that was told him. Ii the years of his
absence from home hé hagl never heard
a word ahout his wother or uncle.

Those who wefe hig real friends on
the border would have been the lust
to make {nquiries. to write or receive
letters that might give a clue - to
Dunue's whereabouts, .

Dugne refnained a1l day with this
hospituble Jones, apd s twilight fell
was douth to go nnd Fi¢lded to u press-
ing Invitation to rentnin overnight. It
wus seldow Indeed that Duane slept
under n roof. Early’in the evening,
while Duane sat on thig poreh with two
worshiping sons of the
house, returiyd from - quigk
VIsit down to the poptofice. Summ
lly he sent the boys off. He laboréd
under intense excitefnent.

“Duane, there's rahgers In town,” he
whispered. “1t's all pver town, too,
that you're here. Yau rode In long
after sunup. Lots of ppople saw you, I
don't belleve there’s i fuan of boy that

you. | 'But the¢ women
might, They gossip, and these rangers
are handsome fellows--devils with the
women.”
What company of,
Duane, quietly. |

“Company A, under Captaln Mac-
Nelly, thut new ranger. He made a
big name In the war. And since ha's
been In- the range Kepvice he's done
wonders. He's cleaheyl up some bad
pluces south, and he} )(—F\nrking north.”

“MacNelly, I've hedrd of him. De-
seribe him to me.” | |
Slght-bullt  chag, [but wiry and
Clean face, bladk mustache and
hair.  Sharp black pyps. He's got a
look of nuthority. Nelly's u fine
man,  Duane, to u good
Southern fumily. I'd Nate to have him
look. you up.”

Duane did noy spepl

“MacNelly's gof, ndrve, and his rang-
ers ure all experienged men. If they
find out you're hiere they'll come after
you. MucNelly's ng gunfighter, but
he wouldn't h\‘nl(uiy o do his duty,
even If he faced sure death. Which
he would n this cx Duane, you
mustn’t meet Captain MacNelly. Your
record Is clean, if 1g Js terrible. You
never met a mugerl;u- any officer ex-
cept a rotten sheriff now and then,
like Ropd Brown.”

Still Duane kept [sllence. He was
not thinking of u-an. but of the fact

it

angers®’ asked

of how fleeting mukt be his stay
among friends.

“I'vq already fixdd up u pack of
grub,” went on Jomes.. “I'll slip out
to saddle your horse,| You watch her."*

He had scarcely | uttered the lust
words | when soft,| swift footsteps
sounded on the hafd path. A man
turned In the gate; | The light was
dim, yet clear enough to disclose an
tall figude; When it ap-
peared nearer he wals ‘seen to be walk-
ing with both arms gulsed, hinds high,
He slowed his stride

“Does Burt Jonep |live here?’ ‘he
asked, In a low, hurripd volce.

“I reckon. U Buft. What cag I
do for yqu?" replied Jones.

The stranger peer
11y canje closer, still
t {s known thal
here. Captain Mac
the river just out of

$d/ around, stealfh-
with his hands gp.
{Buck Duane i3
ejly’s camping on
own.  He serjds

word th Diane to comf out there affer |
dark."
The |stranger wheplpd and deparfed

as swiftly and str
come.
“Bugt me! Duand, whatever do
make o that?" exclplined Jones.
“A tew oune on mg,? replied Duahe,
thoughtfully.
“Firft. fool thing
MacNelly uolng C&
tails gt it bive sald off-hgnd
that Mac; .ny wouldn't double-crss
anybody. He struck| e a square mn,
sand gl through. Byt hell! he mpst
mean {reachery. 1 fap't see anything
else I that deal”
“Maybe. the Captgl
me a falr chance
bloodshed,” observed
decent| of him, if he
“He lnvites you ¢
after dark.
this, Duane. But
man qut here. Hel
things; Perhaps he'p fetting a swelled
head. | Well, whatetef his Imenlh"u\
his presence around| Mercer is eno
tor us, Duane, yoy Jit the road ml
put sqme miles betfrden you and fhe

nkely as_he Had
1

ou

of
or

[ ever heard
make head

me to his camp
strange a ul
eNelly"
oes some qu

fr

amiable Captain befote daylight. To-
morrow I'll go out here and ask Him
what n the devil be{eant.”

“That messenger h sent—be .

“Sure he was, lud a nervy one! It
must have taken sqnd to come bracing
you that way. Duane, the fellow
didn't pack a gon.| I'll swear to that.

Pretty [odd, this trick. But you can't
trust If. Hit the rdad, Duane.”

A little later a black horse with
muftled hoofs, bear|ng a tall dark rider
who peered keenly| into every shadow,
trotted down a pusture lane back of
\Jones'| house, turped .into the road,
|and then, breakiug Into swifter galt,
[rupldly left Mercer behind.”

|

CHAPTER XII.

Next morning Dpane was off again,
working south. During the next few
ldays he paid briaf visits to several
villages that lay in his path. And in
leach some particular friend had a
[ptece [of news to lmpart that made
Duand  profoundly thoughtful. A
ranger had made a qulet, unobtrusive
lcall upon these friends and left this
imessage, “Tell Buck Duane to ride
iinto Captain MacNelly's camp some
time dfter night.”

Duane concluded, and his friends all
greed wih him, that the new ranger's
main purpose in the Nueces country
Was th capture or kill Buck Duane,
pud that this message was simply an
prigingl gnd striking ruse, the daring
D Whleh might appeal to certaln out-
Jaws,

Butlit did not appeal to Dunne. His
runm.ru was atoused ; 1t did uot, how-

pyer, fempt hin to any foolardy wet.
He turned southwest and rode o hun-
Hred giles untll he again reached the
kpursgly settled country,  Here he
heard no more of mugers.

He got 1nto rough country, rode for
three | withqut eoverlng much
Kkroun(l, but belleved thut he was get-
ting oh safer territory. wice b catmne
to u wide hottom-land green with wil-
low and cottonwood and® thick ax
ghapakral,  somewhere  through  the
niddle of which ran a river he de-
Fided must be the lower

Ony evening us he stole out
1 covert where he had camped, he saw
the lights of a vijlage, He tried to
pass it on the left, but ns he mounted
# ridge he noted that the rond made a
stiarp| turn, and be could not see what
was beyoud it. He slowed up and
was muking the turn, which was down-
hill between high banks of yellow
¢lay, when his mettlesome horse heard
something to frighten him or shied at
something and bolted.
| The few bounds he took before
Dunne’s fron arm checked him were
fnough to reach the curve, One
ﬂlluh"ll( glance showed Dunne the open
puce more, u little valley below with &
Wide, shallow, rocky stream, a clump
pf cottonwoods  beyond, n  somber
roup of men faclng him, and two
ﬁurk, Minp, strangely grotesque figures
hungiog from branches,

The sight* was common enough In
[umnwm Texas, hut Dusne hatt never

from

eforg found himself so unpleasantly
close.

A hparse voice pealed out:
there's another onw
r. ride down an' account fer
ed another,

“By hell!

“Thet’s right, Jock; don't take no
¢hances.  Plug him !

These remarks were so swiftly ut-
ered as almost to be continuous,
Juane was wheeling his horse when a
itfe ¢racked. The bullet struck’ his
eft forearm and he thought broke it,
or he dropped the rein. The frighten-
«l horse ieuped.  Another bullet
histled past Duane. Then the bend
n the rond saved him probably from
ertain death. Like the wind his fleet
teed went down the long hill,

Duane was n no hurry to look back.
fe knew what to expect. His chief
doncern of the moment was for his
injured arm.  He found that the bones
ere still Intact; but the wound, hav-
ng been made by a soft bullet, wus an
xceedingly bad one. ' Blood | poured
rom it. Giviug the horse his head,
Juun¢ wound his searf tightly ‘round
he holes, wnd with teeth and hand
led it tightly. - That done, he looked
buck over his shoulder.

Riders were muking the dust fiy on
he hillstde road. heére were more
oming round the cut fhere the road
urved. Duane needed puly one glance
o tell him that fhey were fast and
hard-riding cowboys in a lnnd where
b1l riders are goofl. They would not
have owned any but strong swift
horses.  Morcover, It was n district
wherd ranchers: had suffertd beyond
1l endurance the greed and brutality
pt outlaws. - Duane Had stmply been so
pnforfunate as to_ run right into a
ynchlog party at/a time of all tmes
When [any strangen would be In danger
it dny outlaw put to his lmit to
fscape with his life.
| Dugne did ndt look back agatn
e had crossed the ridgy plece of
round and had gotten to the level
fmm.T He had gdined upon his pur-
uers! When he ascertalned this he
ried o save his horse. to check a little
hat killing gait. This horse was a
nagnificent antmal. blg, stroog. fast;
had never heen put
rueling test, And that worried

His Ufe had made It im-
le to keep ¢ne horse very long
t a time, and this one an un-
known quantity
Dusne had only one plan—the only
plan possible (n this case—and that
vas th make the Hiver-bottoms, where
e might elude Bis pursuers In the
llow brakes. Fifteen miles or so
ould bring him th the river, and this
48 fot & hopeless distange for any
horse 1f not|too closely pressed.
1e began to hope|and look for a trail
or & foad turning| off to right or left.
here was none. | A Tough, mesquite-
lotted and yucca-spired country ex-
epded away on pltlier side. Duane
leved that he would be campelled to
e to this hard golng. One thing
certain—he lad to go round the
The river, however, was oo

i

the wukmqod the village; and oace
in the willows, he would be safe.

Dusticlouds far ahead caused his
alarm to .1 He watched with his
eyes strained; he hoped to see &
wagon, a few. stray cattle. But ne,
he soon descried several horsemen.
Shots and yells behind him attested
to the fact that his pursuers likewise
had seen thege newcomers on the scene.
More than a/mile separated’these two
parties, yet fhat distance did not keep
then from soon -understanding each
other. | Duage waited only to see this
new factor show signs of sudden quick
actfon, -and| then, with a muttered
curge, he spurred his horse off the
road into thk brush.

He chose fhe right side, because the
river lay nefirer that way and put his
horge to his best efforts, straight
abead. He had to pass those men.
When this was seemingly made im-
possible by ‘a deep wash from which
he had to turn, Duane began to feel
cold and xick. Almost he lost his bear-
Ingt. and flnally would have ridden
toward his enemies had not good
fortune favired him o the watter of
an  open  burted-over * stretch  of
ground.

Here he kaw both groups of pur-
suers, pne on each side and almost
within guwshot. Their sharp yells, as
wurh as his ervel spurs, drove his
horse Into that puce which now meant
lfe o death for him. And never had
Dugne  besttgde i swifter,
icher beast:  He seemed about to
uipiish  the  limbossible, In the
drugging sand he was far superlor to
uny hose in pursuit, and on this sundy
open streteh he gauined enough to spare
w e Heated
. e kept
e pice through thickets that almost
toré Duane from his saddle, Some-
hing welghty and grim ensed <
Duane. ! was golng to, get out 1o
fromt! horse hud  speed,  tire,
samiua,

A ruce began then, u dusty, crashing
driye through gray mesquite.  Duane
could searcely see, he was so blinded
by Ktluging brunches across his eye
The hollow wind roared In his eurs.
He lost his| sense of the nearness of
s pursuers. But they must have
close. DId they shoot at him? He
imagined he heard shots.  But that
might have beerr the crucking of dead
snugs.  His left arm hung Hwmp, al-
wost useless; he handled the reln
with his right; and most of the tme
e hung low over the pommel,

Suddenly he burst out of a line of
wmesquite Into the roud. A long stretch
of lonely roud! How flercely, with
hot, strange he wheeled his horse
upau It Then he was sweeplng atong,
sure now that he was out In frout.
Hix horse still bad strength und spe
but showed signs of breaking. Pre-
seutly Duane lovked buck. Pursuers—
he could not count how muny—were
loplug along o his rear. He pald uo
wore attention to thewm, und with teeth
et he fuced uhead, grimumer now in
his determination to foll them,

Sight of the village nhead surprised
Duane. He regehed it sooner than he
expected. ‘Then he mude a discover.
he hud dutered the zone of wire fen
As Le dared not turn back now, he
kept on, Intending to ride through the
village. Laoking backward, he saw
that his pursuers were half a mile
distant, too far to alarm uny villagers
In tlwe to iutercept him in his fight.
As he pode by the first houses his
horse broko and began to labor.
Duane did not belleve he would lust
long enough to|go through the village.

Suddled horses in front of a store
gave Duanean Idea, not by any meaus
new, and one e had carrled out suc-
cesstully before. As he pulled in his
heaving mount und leaped off, n couple
of rancliers caige out of the place, nnd
one of thew stepped to a clean-limbed,
flery bay. He was ubout to gef into
his saddle when he suw Duund and
then he hulted, a foot In the stirpup.

Duang strode forward, grasped the
bridie of this njan’s horse,

“Mine's dong—but not
punted. | “Trade’ with me.”

“Wal, stranger, I'm shore always
redy th trade” drawled the man.
“But afi't you a little swife?”

Duang gloced back up the road.
His purduens wire enteriug the village.

“I'm “Buck Duaue,” he eried,
Will you trade? Hurr!

The runcher, turned white, dropped
his foot from the stirrup and fell buck.

41 reckou Il trade,” he sald.

Bounding| up, Duane dug spurs Into
thd buy's fanks. The horse snorted
in frigh, plunged Into u run, He was
fresh, swift, halt wild. Duane figshed
by the remaining houses on the street
out tutothe opeu. But the road ended
at that villagy or else led out from
some other quarter, for he had ridden
struight tntg tie flelds and from them
ntp rough Wesert. When he reached
tha cover of iesquite once more he
looked tack to Bud six horsemen with-
in rifle $hot of him, and more coming
behind thew.

His new horse had not had time to
get warm before Duane reached a high
sandy bluff belyw which lay the willow
brakes. As fur as he coald see extend.
ed w0 tmmensé fat strip or red-tinged
willow. Hdw welcome it was to his
ey¢! He falt’llke o hunted wolf that,
wenry and lame, had reached his hole
in the rocks. Zigzagging down the
soft slope, le ut the bay to the dense
wall of leaf pnd branch. But the
horse bulked.
| There was litle time to lose. Dis-
hounting Be dragged the stubborn

jegst into the thicket. This was

arder and| slower work tham Duane

red to risk. If he had not been rush-
dd he njight have had better success.
8o |he Bad to abandon’ the horse—a
cirqumstance gthat only such sore
stryits cpuld have driven him to. Then
he went slippipg swiftly through the
narrow alslps.

He had pot got under cover any
00 -nn. l\r be heard his pursuers

wer,

ne

In the brugh beyond.

bee

killed,” hé

Buck Duane !
ute stience followed
mert. Presently it was

rattling of logse.gravel and
Vol
“He can't git acrost tha i
you” came t¢ DuaneS ears,
corralled in the brake. 1 k
hol¢.” [
Then Duin, gliding silenfly and

more from his pursuers. He|headpd’
! !

The Sight Was Common Enpugh. |
straight for the river. Threading a |
passage through n willow brake was |
an ol tusk fr him. Many days and
Hlghts haud gote to the acquiring of a
ki) that might have been envied by
an Indian

Do you believe that Capt
McNelly is trying to lure Duane
to his campq at night time in or-
der to shoot him from ambush?

(T uL CONTINUED.)
WHISPERED STORY OF RUTH
And Each Little Jewlsh Girl Was Ro

warded With Feast Cakeo for
Her Effort.

in the East end of London, the Jewlkh
quurter of Parts or Judepgasse of Bar-
lin, thousands of Jewlsh mothprs and
zrandmothers  gathered  the| little
daughters of the family to thym one
night recently, Into tiny eups whe
whispered the story of Ruth, th faith-
ful. In each kitchen stood p ngw
broom, and tallow rnmlh'll[ burned
brightly on tables spread
wites nnd cakes. |
Little daughter,” ench mothdr whis-
“do you know what Rufh said
mi
cach |ittle girl rt-pll;}(‘ enger

had rehearsed the ;r t epte
for weeks.  “Ruth satd ‘En ul me
not to leave . o to retyrp fram

followliig ufter|thee. Fpr whither thou |
goest, 1 will gq; und “Iu-m than lodg-
est, 1 will lodge; thy |>->-|pl|-‘+nll be
my people, und thy god my Gpd.' ™

And, beawmtng her pride,
er then sald:

“Good! Here I3 a cake for you!"

Thus the feast of Shabupth whs |
ushered o, The broom was Just s
much & purt §f the ceremony [ns the |
reward of a cake. With It ong could
sweep out the spirits und deradns, the
schieldim and muasikim, which | ghetto

vurl? moth-

are present during Omer, the time bes
tweeu Passover and sllnbuollxr—.\’\i
York Tribun |

Flanders. | |
The Flemish form of the nyme Flun—
ders s Viaen(lere anud L th vu)r\]l

f the Flemish. The
Flunders of the middle uges was  selts
governing countship, that is, d coun- |
try whose rul¢r was a count, (but at |

wenns the country

times 1t was \uder the suzerafuty of |
France, and sjwetimes under fhat of |
the emplre which then includied the

Germanle stutes. The Flanders, of thé
widdle ages 1s:today divided bptween
Frauce und Belgtum, the grenter part
being tucluded in Belglum,
provinces iu the western part|of
Iatt untry hre known as East ahd
Wost Flangers, the latter fronfing po
the North sew Practically ull the
country that formed the Flunders of
the middle ages is low and| level;
hence It was commonly called the Low
Country. Ypres end the British liges
out to the North sea and soyth for] a
considerable distance into nprthern
France, ure Ina country that formed
part of old Flinders.

Tax Protest of Roman Mat;

The earliest députation ot
parlinment wag organized
twa thousand years ago. Uj
tritimvirute of Augustus, An
Lepldus [t was proposed to
property of 1440 wealthy Ro)
trous In order to meet part o
penses of the pivil war the
Thay refused td submit to thij
tion, and seut Hortensta, one
numpber, to plead agalnst it befpre
sdnpte. In the course of hel
she asked: “Why shiould we
pelled to pay for a war (nto WHich
bad po wish to embark, or
support of & government who
we have no means of cont|
This argument proved so effec]
the tax on wolnpn was reduced
thimd of the amount orig
posed. -

In the East side of New York -ns |.

truditions of the medieval agey lnsist |

and two |

This famous remedy, the medicinal
Ingnd!:nh of ‘which are derived from
native roots and herbs, has for forty
years proved to be a mést valuable tonie
and invigorator of the female organism..

Al! women are invited to write
to the LUydia E. Pinkham Medi-
cine Co., Lynn, Mass., for special
advice,—it will be confidential.

May Make Soap From Lemons.
of

humble  lemon-pip, .which
great quantities ure every year aceu-
muluted by Australl Il‘llmll squash

manufucturers, uppears? likety to earn
respect as an arficle of commercial
value, The fedegady analyst has re-

cently furnfshed a n‘p«-n 1o the efféct

| that the dricd plps cduthin a Turge pro-

portion of ofl. -

By ether extractions the yleld of ol
was 23 per cent, Nnd by extraction
With petraleam bendne 21 per cent.
The oll obiained frou the pips is clear,
of pule straw olor, Wwlty sapenifi-
able. Wt has slight but xather persis-
tent bifter taste,

Pdssibly the oll éxpre u.1| from the
DIps by dircet hot phessing would not

possess a bitter ‘taste) I so0, 1t would

| be_ of value, fox edible'\purposes, and,

being whall
-ulternative

aponifiabliy could, s an
be used for shy

Mother Gray'sSweet { Fowdors fr Chiliren
Feverienneas, Bad Biomach), Teethl
Smdere v apd regulate the bawdly as

e, children like them.  Tary w
all Druggists, e. Sawmple FRKE.
other Gray Y. Ady

Contrary ‘Way.
ow does he munake to lend o

to his assertions
“Mainly, 1 think, by whit Lo
—

Remember Value of Time.
“Time s money” sald Uenjamid
Franklin, “If you want to save money,
save time'™

Skin Muddy?

Dull eyes, blotches and other |k|.
blemishes result from a disordered di-
gestion. Purify the blood, tone the
stomach, !nﬂylﬂmuhlclhehvulnd
regulate t and bile with ~
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