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CHAPTER V.
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Duane Jooked around him'for a book
or a paryr, anything to read; but all
the printpd’ matter he could find con-
eisted of a few words on cartridge

boxes niyl an ertisement on the
back of | a tobaceo pouch. There
o tp be nothing for him to do.

pated ; he did not want to lie
more. He began to walk to
from one end of tho room to
And as he walked he fell
lately acquired’ habit of
prer his misfortune.
ly he straightened up with a
he had drawn his
Standing there with the bright,
jon in his hand, he looked at
ternation. How had'he come
? It might have come from
jense, scarcely thought of at
late, close and Inevitable re-
ween that weapon and him-
was amazed to find that, bit-
ad grown of late, the desire
rned strong In him. | Life
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gang.  He must
man when he stro
middle-uged. 1}

aln't likely his rig
a lot. He ean
shore a knowin’
Ha's the kind thet
are always ridin®
kang, an’ If it N
gamblin' an’. gunt
thousand men aroi
“How many in
“I reckon there"
now. The number|
has several small
the river. Also hy
the cattle-ranges.”
“How does he control such a big
force?” asked luane.  “Especlally
whep his band's camposed of bad men.
Luke Stevens sald he had no_use for
Bland. And I hedrd once somewhere
that Bland was a| devil.”
“Thet’s it. He |s a devil.

joctor, you, an’ he's
feller with tools.
rules men. Outlaws|
in here to join his|
jadn't been fer :thel
Lplay, he'd hay
nd pm.”
Is gang now?"
"short of 4 hundred|
es. Then Bland|
icamps up an’ down
o has men back on

He's as

mgde any friendd except his right-
hand men, Dave Rugg an’ Chess Allo-
way. Bland 'll shdot at a wink. He's
killed a lot of fellers, an’ some fer
nothin’. The reason thet outlaws
gather rourid him pn’ stick Is becnuse
he's a safe refuge| an’ then he's well
beeled. Bland is rich. They say he
hag a hundred thousand pesos hid
somewhere, an’ lots of gold. But he's
free with money. He gambles when
Ne's not off with a shipment of cattle.
He throws money around. An' the
fact Is there's alwilys plenty of money
where ke Is. That's what holds the
gang.  Dirty, blooly money !

“It's a wonder he¢ hasn't been killed.
Il these years ot the border!” ex-
aimed Dunne.

Wal,” replied Euchre, dryly, “he's
been quicker on the draw than the
other fellers who hankerad to kill him,
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He Practiced Drawing His Gun.

certainly held no bright prospects for
hih. Already he had begun to despair
‘of ever getting back to his home. But
to give up like a white-hearted coward,
o let himself be handcuffed and
Jalled, to run from a drunken, brag-
#ing cowboy, or be shot In cold blood
by some border brute who merely
wanted to add another notch to his
gun—these| things were fmpossible for
Duane becduse there was In him the
ftemper to fight.

To that hour he yielded only to fate
and the spirit Inborn In him. Here
‘after this gun must be 4 living part
+of him. Right then and there he re-
‘tyrned to & practice he had long dis-
_continued—the draw. It was now a
stern, bitter, deadly business with
‘him, He did not need to fire the gun,
Tor accuracy was a gift and had be-
~come assured. Swiftness on the draw,
‘however, could be improved, and he
set himself to acquire the limit of
#peed possible to any man. He stood
still tn his tracks; he paced the room;
‘he sat down, lay down, put himself i
awkward positions; and from every
practiced throwing his
gun—practiced it till he was hot and
tired and his arm ached and his hand
‘burned. That practice he determined
to keep up every day. It was one

2

thet's all

Ewuchre's  reply  rather  chilled
Duane’s tnterest for the moment. Such
remnrks always made his mind resotve

|'round facts pertuining to himself.

“Speakin’ of thik here swift wrist
gnme,” went on Euchre, “there’s been
conslderable talk in camp about your
throwin’ of a gun. | I heard Bland sy
this afternoon—an’ he said It Serious-
like an’ speculative—thet he'd never
se¢n your equal. All the fellers who'
seen you meet Bospmer had somethin’
to say. An' they all shut up when
Bland told who an' what your dad
was. “Pears to m¢ 1 once seen your
dad in a gull—m‘ru[Tn- over at Suntope,
years ago. Wal, I put my oar In to
day umong the fellers, an' I says:
‘What ails you loroed gents? ~ Did
yourlg Duane budgi un inch,when Bo
came roarin’ out, blood In his eye?
Wasn't he cool un’' qulet, steady of
Jips, an’ weren't his eyes readin’ Bo's
miid? An' thet lightnin' draw—én't
you-nll see thet’s a family gift?"

Euchre’s narrow eyes twinkled, and
he gave the dough he .was rolling a
slup with his flaur-whitened hand.
Manifestly he had procluimed himsélt
a champlon and partner of Duane's,
with all ghe pride an old man could
feel In a young one whom he admired.
®“Wal" he repumed, presently,
“thet's your intreduction to the border,
Buck. An' your eard was a. high
trump. You'll be lat severely alone by
real gun-fighters an’ men like Bland,
Alloway, Rugg, an’ the bosses of the
other gangs. After all, thesé real mens|
are men, you know, an' onless you
cross thew they're no more likely to
Interfere with you than you are with
hes

.
‘“The oaly feller who's goin’ to put
a close:eye on you is Benson. He runs
the store an' sells drinks. The, gang
calls him Jackrabhit Benson, because
he's always got his eye peeled an
his ears cocked. .

“Bland’s not here fonight. He left
to-day on one of his trips, takin’ Allo-
way mn’ some othérs. But his other
man, Rugg, he's . Rugg's the
little bow-legged with half of his
fuce shot off. He's one-eyed. But he
can shore see out of the one he's got.

‘thing, at idast, that would. help pass
‘the weary hours. An' there's Hardin. You know him?
Later he fent outdoors to the cooler | He's got an outlaw gang as big as
'shade of the cottonwoods. From this | Bland's."
Wolnt he could see a good deal of the [ Euchre went on lcalling Duane's at-
valley. Unfler different circumstances. | tention to other men of thd band. Any
felt| that he would have' en- | one of them would have been a mark-
Joyed- such|a beautiful spot. He saw | ed man in a respectable crowd. Here
& good many Mexicans, who, of course, | each took his place with more or less
were hand| and glove with Bland. | distinction, according to the record of
Also he saw enormoys flat-boats, crude | his past wild prowess und his present
f+ moored alang the banks | possibilities. Duane, realizing tat he
of the river. ‘The Rio Grande rolled | wns tolerated there, received in care-
away betwpen high bluffs. A cable, | less spirit by this terrible class- of
‘sagging deep in the, middle, was |outcusts, experienced a feeling of re-
ofer the wide yellow stream, | vulsion that dmoufted almost to hor-
and an old| scow, evidently used as a | ror. Was his being there not an ugly
ferry, lay gnchored on the far shore. [dream? What had he in common with
The vullgy was an ideal retreat for | such ruffians? hen In a flash of
an outlaw |band operating on a blg | memory came thd pulnful proof—he
scale., Purfult scarcely need be feared | wus a criminal in sight of Texas law;
over the Broken trails' of the Rim |bhe, too, was an outcast.
Rock. And the, open end of the valley b
could be defended against almost any CHAPTER V]I
number of ‘men coming down the - .
river. s Next morning Duane found that.a
Duane mpust have idled moody and spell had fas-
time Up ay the hill, for when he re- | tened on him, Wishing to be alone,
turned to| the .shack Euchre was | he went out and walked a trail leading
busily engaged around the camp-ire. | round the river bIu. He thought and
“Wal, g14d to see you ain't so pale | thought. After a while he wmade out
about the gills @8 you was* he suld, | that the Yroubte with him probably
by the wuy of was that he could not résign himself
we'll goon (have to his fate. He cared vastly more, he
shore one| consolin’ fact round this | discovered, for' what he . cofisidered
here camp” honor and integrity than he did for
“What's that?" asked Duune. life. He saw that| it was bad for him
“Plenty bf good Julcy beef to eat., to be alone. Bat, it appeared, lonely.
An’ It doeqn't cost a short bit.” months and perhaps years lngvitably
“But it gosts bard rides and troudle, [must be his. |
:: consclence, and life, too, doesn't Another thing puzzled hiux. In the
bright light of day he.could not recall
“1 aln't about the bad con- the state of mind that was his at
sciedce. Mine never me nove. | twilight or dusk o in thesdark night.
Ao’ as for life, why, thet's cheap in | By day thesp vijitations begame ‘1o
. Texas, him what they reqlly were—pbantoms
of: Bis consclence] He could diswmiss
ey the thought of thim then.- He could
scarcel; "or belfeve that this
ton.

y
strange feat of faney or )
Bad troubled bim, made bim

hard as flint, violent 'n temper, never |

|

bullet-holes In thet cowpuncher Baln
you plugged. Then there was a ranchs
er shot at a water-hgle twenty miles
south of Wellston. Reckon you dido't
do It7" |

“No, 1 certalnly did/ no
Duane.

“Wal, you gét the blpme.

Feplied

It alo’t

nothing for u feller to be saddled with
gun-plays he never madp. An’, Buck,
If you ever get famous, as seems llke-|
Iy, you'll be blamed for many a crime.

The border 'l muke, ‘al
murderer out of yod.
enough  of thet.
You're goin' to be popular.”
“Popular? What do you mean?"
“I met Bland's wife this morni
She seen you the other day when you,
rode in. She &hore wants to mept you,|
an' o do some of the other jomen
in camp. They always want to ineet
the new fellers who've Just cofe In.
I's lonesome for women here, ut’ they
Ike to hear news froin the towns.”
AWell, Euchre, I don't want'to be
Impolite, but I'd rather, not meet any
women," rejolned Duane. |
“I was afrald you wonldn't. | Don't
blame you much. Women are hell. 1
\was hopln’, though, you might talk a
little to thet poor lonesome kid."
“What kid?" Inquired Duane, n sur-
[prise.
| “Didn't T tell you about Jennie—the
girl Bland's holdin’ here?"
“No. Tell me now," replled Duane,
ubruptly.
“Wal, T got It this way. Mebbe 1t's |
straight, an’ mebbe 1t nin't. | Some
yeurs ngo Benson made  trip over the
river to buy mescal ap' other drinks.
An’ he run ncross a ghng of greasers
with somg gringo prisosers. 1 don't
know, but 1 reckon there was some
barterin’, perhaps myrderin’,
way, Benson fetched ‘the girl|
She was starved an' scared hulf to
death.  She hadn't been harmed. |
reckon, she wus then about foyrteen
years old. Bland seen fhe kid| right
off and took her—bought her| from
Benson. You can gamble Bland didn't
do thet from notions of chivairy.
Kate Bland's been hard on Jennfe, hut
she's kept Bland an the other men
from treating (he kid shameful. | Late
Jennle has grown Into an all-fired
pretty girl. an' Kate 13 powerful jeal-
ops/ of her. T can see hell brewin'
over there In Bland’s cabln. Thet's
why 1 wish you'd come over with me.
You'd get to see Jennie, an’ mebhe
you could help her. 1 had a bahy girl
once, an’ if she'd lived she'd be as hig
[ns Jennie now, an’ T wouldn't wafit her
lhere in Bland’s camp.”
“I'll go, Euchre. Take me ovef,” re-
plied Duane. He felt Euchre's eyes
upon him, The old outlaw, however,
had no more to say.
In the afternoon Eughre set off with
[Duane, and soon they regched Bland's
cabin.  Duane remembered it us the
ne where he had seen the pretty wo-
an watching him ride by. Through
the open door Duane cuught a gljmpse
lbf bright Mexican blankets and|rugs.
Euchre knocked upon the side pf the
lHoor.
“Is thut you, Euchre?" psked a
voice, low, hesitatingly. The tc
It, rather deep und with & note of
lstruck Duane. 1
it's me, Jennle. [Where'
* answered Euchre. |
She wentover to Deger's. Therels
Komebody sick,” replied the girl.|
Euchre turned and whispered fonte-
thing about luck. The snap of the
butlaw's eyes was sdded siguificance
to Duane. |
“Jennie, come out or let us coe (n.
e out,

giel's
e of
fear,

Mrs.

Here's the young man I was tellig’ you |
bout,” Euchre said. “Com 1
Jennle, an’ mebbe he'll—"

Euchre #id not complete hif sen-
tence. But what he said was sufficlent
to bring the girl quickly. ap- |

Shie
peared in the doorway with lh-:ncnsl

byes and a stain of reil in her [white
cheef. She hud a pretty, sad face
hnd bright hair.

“Dou’t be bashful, | Jeunie”| said
Euchre. “You uan' Duane hgve a
chance to talk a little Now |l go|

fetch Mrs. Bland, but | won't bp hur
Fyin’

With that Euctire
hrough the cottonwoods.
“I'm glad to meet you, Misst-Miss
egnle,” sald Duane. “Euchre \dida't
foentfon your last name. He jasked ||
me to come over to—"

Duame’s attempt at pleasantry
khort when Jensie ffted her
0 look at him. - Some ¥ind of a
fwent through Duane. 'Her gruy
Were bemutiful. but 1t| had ot

wert |awny

palted
ashies ||
shock
eyes
been |

; T
- | Buck’s futurd pt first 3 9 |him to be unendurable. He wins
a of dist popularity among the outlaws growing out of his
But hé loathes these men—all but Euchre,
d stuff in| him. THdn comes to Duane an opportunity
af service—an oppoftunity to atone for the blood he
ping one who needs Help much. Serious complications
begin to arise In this Instaliment. | | |
Wi A
At Idogth he detetr to m."]‘ What did you come here for?" she
interest in all that /hp came; acrosy asked, atlast. . . |
and, 50 forget hiimself &% much as pow || | “Well—Euchre thought—he wmm?l
sible. He had an oppartunity [now o | e to talk to you, cheer you up a bit)"
see Just what the outlaw's life really | rpplied Duane, somewhat lamely. The
was. He meant to force hinjself to | eprnest eyes embarrassedhim. |
be curlous, sympathetic, clear-gighted, | || “Euchre’s good.  He's the only
And e (would stay there in the valley | person in this awful place who's wa
until its possibllities (had bden ex: |gbod to me. But he's afrald of Bland.
hausted or until circumstances sent [ He sald you were different. Who ap
him out upon his uncdn‘pln way. ypu?” |
When he returned to the| shack ||| Duane told her. i
Euchre was cooking dinner. “You're not a robber or rustler ar
“Say, Byck, I've nqws rore;m."m r"fﬂ;:';' or some bud man come here
sald; and his tove conveyed el . |
uride rnnm- ign of such news || “No., Fm not,” replled Duane, try!
or pride In Duase. | “Feller named smile. “T'm on the dodge., Y
Bradley rode in thiy mornin', He's tm what that means. I got in
heard: somé abotrt ydu. Told about | fhooting-serap at home and T‘
the ace of spades they put oyer the rn r:':-q:".m #t blows over I hope

“Oh. I know what these outlaws
re. Yes, you're different.” She kept
e strained gaze upon him, but hope
as kindling, and the hard lines of
T youthful face were softening. |
Something sweet nud warm xurn-rl
ep In Duune as he realized the utl-
rtunate girl was experienciug a mnx.
trust in hiw, Then the glow beguh
fade; doubt once more assailed het.
“It can’t be. You're only—after md,
o, like Bland—like all of them.” |
Duune’s long arms went out abid hiy
hands clusped her shoulders. Hp
ook -her.

“Look ut me—stralght In the eyo,
\ere are decent men. Haven't you

kY

W ffuther—a brother?"

- 're dead—killed by ralders.
We lived In Dimmit County. 1 was
edrried away,” Jennle replied, hurried- |
Iy} She put up an uppealing hand th
Wi, “Forgive me. I belleve—I know
ydu're good. It was only—1 live sb |
hch tn fear—I'm half cruzy—I've al-
mpst forgotten whut good men are like,
M| you'll help me?”

ster Duane,
“Yes, Jennte, T will. Tell me how.
hat must [ do? Have you any plan?
*Oh no. But take me away."

“I'll tr; sald Duane, simply. *“Thut
N't be easy, though, Are you watchell
kept prisoner?” |
“No. 1 could run off lots of times.
Byt I was afrald. I'd only have fallen
into worse hands. Suchre has told
m¢ that. Mrs. Bland beats half
starves me, but she has kept me from
her husband und those other dogs.
SHe's been ns good as that, and I'm
griteful.  She haso't done It for love
af me, though. She always hated me.
And lately she's growlng Jealous.

r her fighting with Blund about me.
Then I've heard Chess Alloway try
to|persunde Bland to give me to hin
Dyune, you wmust be quick If you'd
sape me.

‘I realize that,” replied he, thoughts

W

w(

|

pred
ors.
m

some way o get word to you, per-
"haps through Euchre. Keep

| up your m-n Remember I'll gave
you somefow. We'll try strategy first. |
 Whatever you see or hear me do,
don’t thirjk lesw of me—"

Jennle lcherked him with a ges
and a wohderful gray flash of ey

your with every d
my heart,”
| passionately.|

It was Only a4 she turned away foto
the room that Duane saw she
\lsme and thay wore Mexi{ean
ndals over| bare feet.
He sat down upon n bench on|the

"Il bl
« blood

H

she

{orch and directed his attention to |
the nn]\rtm(‘lj!ig couple. " The treeff of
the grove wdre thick enough for jhim
to| make renkonably sure that 3rs.
Blknd bad ot seen him talking to

Jenie. When the outlaw’s wife deew
. the sitdation took on n singjilar

Egchre camie np on the porch and
awkwardly introduced Duane to Mrs.
Bland. She Was young, probably not
over {wenty-five, and not quite so pre-
possessing at close range.. Her éyes
were \argd, rather prominent. and
brown yn color. Her mouth, too, Wus
large, With the lips full, and she Wad |
white t |

remarked ‘rankly that he was glad to
meet hel

Mrs. Bland appeared plensed: nnd
her laughl\ which followed, wus_liud
and rather| musical.

“Mr. Dudne—Buck Duane, Euehre
sald, didn't Ze?" she asked.

Buckley,"\ corrected Dunne.  “The
nicknames nbt my choosing.”

“Im certalbly glad to meet you.

Buckley Duan,
the seat Duan,
have been out.
at Deger's.  You know he was shot
list night.  Hels got- fever to-day.
When Blusd's awky I have to nurse pll
these shot-up boyk, and it sure tukes

she sald, ns she ok
d her. “Sorry to
s lylng over

my time. Have yolt been walting hare
alone?  Didn't seel that slattern grl
of mine?* \ )
She gave him o )iuﬂ» glance. The
woman had an extridordinary pluy of
feature, Duape thoul and  unfuss
she was siiling was dot pretty at ull.
“I've boen alove, Dunne.
“Haven't e anybo n slok-
looking girl with a b And she

“That was Jen.” said \Mrs. Bland.
“She’s the kil we keep hére, and he
sure hardly puys her keep. \Did
tell you ahout her?” \
Now that I think of it, Ne did say
something or peher.” \

“What did he teil you about me?"
bluntly asked Mry., Bland. |

“Wal, Kate" replicd Euchre,\spenk-
liig for himself, “you needn’t wurr‘
nlge, for I tolt Buek nothin’ bu, com
pliments.” \

Evitlently the outlaw’s wife fked
Euchrey far her keen glance reated
with amisemont upoa b,

“As for\Jen, Tll tell you her st
some
a comr
river. Euchire\liere is a tender-henrte
old fool, and Jey hus taken him in."

“Wal, ve got me fig-

Duane| took her proffered han(i and |

red correct,” ranied Euchre, dryly,
“I'll go In u i

Certalnly.  Ga ud.  Jen calls
you her bekt fric Syid Mrs, Bland,
amiably. 'te ahwys fetching |

)

gnze,

some Mexicun stuff, and \hat's wh;
Buess.

When Euchre had shuffi
house Mrs, Blund turned t
with curiosity and interest in

“Bland told me about you.’

fully. I think my difficulty will bo to
fppl Mrs. Bland. If she suspected me
she'd have the whole gung of outlaws
\?I e at once."

| F'She would that. You've got to be
chfeful—and quick.

Whit kind of a woman s she?®
Ipquired Duan,

'She's—she's brazen. T've heard her
wigh lovers. They 't drunk
sbfuetimes when Bland's away. She's |
Y

u terrible temper.  Sha's \'uln.‘

yone of Them Would Have Been L
| Marked Man.

|'i
Oh, you could tooh |
it you'd lower your |

e nk.-?‘ flattery.
F easy| enough
seff to—fo—"
‘To inike love to her?” laterrupted i
ane. |
ennle| bravely turned shamed eye$ |
meet his,
My girl. I'd do werse than that +
you |away from here.” he suld]
ntly.
‘But—Duane,” she faltereyl, and
iln she put out the appealing hand|
land ¥ill kfil you |
duane| made ac reply to this. H¢
s tryfog to, stil- a rising strangd |
fuult 14 his breast. The old emotioy |
he rush of the lnstinct to kill! H
fued cold all over. |
‘Chess Alioway will kill you 1
find dpesn't,” went on Jeunfe, wit
Firaefe vree on Duanee
"Maybe he will” replied Dupes. 1§

=

g —wr—c3 o

|

|

rs

e w2

beauty that cut short Bip speec
heemed to see o traglel strugy
kween hope and doubt fhat sheae in |
She kept »nuh

He
e Be- |

the llence,

s difficalt for him to force & swilel
t he achieved one. i
['Oh, better take me off at once,” shq

4. “Save me without risking sq |
:h‘:m making love to Mre |

‘ died in 1

/
“What did he sy ?" queried/D
In pretended glnrm, /
“Oh, you needn’t think he’
dirt. Bland's not that ki
He said: ‘Kute, there’s a/ young fe-
low 1o capp—rode in bere on the |
dodge. Slickest hand wigh o gun I've |
seqn for muny a day)  Magnifieent
chip. Bigger than agy man In the |
|

villey. Just uw great/blwe-eyed, sun-
burned boy "

“Humph " exelsimed Duwane.  “Fm
sorry’ he led you tf expect somebody
worth seelng.” /

eanie, If T gy, |/

certaln
and youth. But with some

P, violent nats
you, ne,” she sal
estly, “I'm sure glad If you mé
bide here awhi Fm a mis
. woman, Dudne. an outlaw’
and I hate him abd the life 1
lend. I'm sick for somebody
to. T have ne chik
I T bad T4 not
of this holo:  I'm lopely— |
Genulne ‘emotion ehecked, then
ed the hurried § .. She
down 'and cried. Dpane bellevey
pltied, her.
“I'm sorry for you|"

halt-

ft and

he safd.

“Don't be sorry far sald.
“That ooly makes me see thd—the
difference between you and me.| And

proke

by
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POSTER CAMPAIGN IS ENDED!
) ok

Epigland Used Qver 500 Kinds of Pio-

/ torial Appeals for Men to Join

the Army.

‘The blinds Kive been drawn and the
doors closed at the Publicity depurt-
ment, Central Recguiting depot, Whites
hull, London, thus concluding what
was. perhaps the greatest poster 4m|
advertising campaign in hi |

How mariy byudies of these war pps-
ters huve reached America it would be

t suy, for one of the joys

“Look at Me—Straight in the Eye”

don’t pay uny attention to/what these
outlaws suy ubout e hey're tgnor-
ank. They couldn’t uglderstand | me.
You'll heur that Bland Killed men who
run after me. But thafs a lie”

“Would Blund ..|.J</x 1t 1 called on
you oceasionally?” fuquigsd Dunge.

“No. he wouldw'y. He likes mg to
have friends. Axi him yourself when
he comes buck. The trouble has been
that two or thebe wen of his fell in
love with me,/and when half drunk
ot to fighting!  You're not going to do
u /

m not /kolng to get half drunk.
thut's n-n/n.' replied Duane,

He way surprised to see her eyes
dilate, then glow with fire. Before she
could réply Euchre returned to the
porch, And that put un end to the con-
versufion,

Dyane was content to let the matter

there and had little more to suy,
chre and Mrs. Bland talked and
ed, while Duane listened. |

. and deep In the shadow of a
eau of Jbn-

face with great, starlng eyes ‘on
him. \W.tehing his chance, he flaghed
w ook ut her; und then It seemell to

him the change in her face wus won-
dertul. |
Later\after he had left-Mrs. Bland
with a inpaning “Adios—uanana,” und
was walkhpg along besides the ol put-
Iaw, he foynd himself thinking of| the
girt tustead\ of the woman, and of 'MIW

{ he had seen\ her face blaze with Hope

nd mun..h\\

There is the charice that M

“But I'm not dsappointed.” she re-

Community Named After Him Dis-
: regarded by His Heirs.
The phease “the Vigo hell that was
ver rung pog hung™ refers to an la-
cldent cotpected with the carly his-
¢ ot Nigo county, Iudiana.  That
nty was named in honor ef Colt
nely Vigo, n man of Freach oe
Spanists birth, whoe came to sAls coun-
try byfore [the| Revolutionary war, be
cume’s prisperous trader at St. Louls,
and widely known ks “the Spunish mer-
chawe  Th 1T7ST0 he advanced eon-
sidvcable njoney to George Rugers Clark
o oakd the atter In Nis  move
to | cupture  the Northwest
teeritory, then held by the Rritish. Te
money thys mivinced was wsed by
General Clprk In procuriag supplles for
his campaign. ynd it coastituied a Jujt
claim aguipst Virginla, i whose sery-
te and behalf General Clark was act-
Ing. After| the Revolutionary war this

claim  agfiust  Virginia  held goold
aguinst the United States. and was
fnally palll tg Colonel Vigo's beirs,
but not unfil lgng ufter his death. He

%6 g bis will, dated De-
cember 9, 1834, [contained the following |
provision.| “Whercss; the county qf

Vigo has i
feel towary

ecn |matned after me, and |
1t pnd its citizens a great

degree of uffection for
many fav und services
renderd w¢, especially by the nhabit-
ants of Trre Haute, It Is my wigh,
will and desirg, gnd earnest request,
that if th¢ clfim| aforesaid (the Vis-
ginla elai), s recovered, and the
amount due m¢ ppld to my executors, |
they, or sgwe fof {them, shall pay qut |

of the sam unty of Vigg,
nissioners|of

tnfthe purchase of n bell |

for the
which sha
by Francls Vigh.' 7 By an act of
ess of June X 1572 the

|

o

to the cpurt
and It was
nearly | 100
advanped.

Vigo's heirs was
of claims for wdjud
allowed

should be,

They Live in Pickle Sait.

Just west_of promontory Point\Sta- |

tion, Utah, Is a pond cut off from
Great Salt lake by the railroad
bunkment. At times of high water
the lake this reservoir fills by pefeola
tion through the embankment, but dup
ing the summer this water Is concen-
trated to a brine by evaporation. The
deep pink color of the brine 1s a phe-
nomenon that appears in sait ponds
generally when a certain concentra-
oo 18 r--t?n'\l.

San Frun®sco bay this color Is due
to a certain bacillus which lives in
saturated brines and also fn the heaps
of ‘salt as it Is plled for drainage and
shipment.  Prohibitive to life as such
an environment might be considered
strong natural brines are, In fact, in-
hubited by u number of minute organ-
isms—animals us well as plants. The
plnk color disuppears in winter or
when fresh water Is lstroduced lato
the pond. The Southérn Pacifie com-
pany has done some experimental
work on preser®ing pllegand rallroad
ties by soaking thew in the pond,

Not That Kind.
It was at the baptismal font, and the
minister had the baby in bis mrms.
“What s the pawe?” he asked of the
mother, “Josephine Newton.”  “Jo-
seph B. Newton, I baptize thee In the
vame—" “No, 80" hurriedly 'whis
pered the mother In great alarm ! Mot
Josepl E. Newton, Josephine Newton
it's not that kind of a beby.”

1
| Fbus conductor, “How, when two bq

In the salt ponds of

of ‘the souvenir huuter in Loudon hay
been the collecting of these posters|to
sell In America, big sums belng asked
for complete sets. .

From the humble origin of one smallf
voster, Lord Kitchener's uppeal for
100,000 men for the war, more thao!
00 different kinds have been tewsed)
since.

One popular poster showed an as-!
sortment of headgear, wfth the query,
“Which will you wear?" the khakl cap:
belng In the center. One of these Wus
stuck outside u hatter's shop in the
Bust End, and the enterprising trades-
man, having printed the price under
.-;cn style, marked the khaki cnp *
“fre |

1t 1s not on record whether a certain:
blliposter had u sense of humor or
but the fuct remains that he pla
the Invitation, “Wuke Up, Engla
30in the Army N on u gravey
wall” which so tickled s ecertain

,that he insisted on it belng left thef
und part is there still. .
What will.always runk as the gregt-

Wax the ubeht of the king’s own app
when 40400 posters uppeared on Lan-
don walls between the heurs of 6 p.

and 6 uy s Foriy-five wen werv efn-
played. .
\ people have said, “\What|a -

waste!” but when one comes to cqo-
sider that the new armdes were raised
10 a great extent by this method jof
appeal ‘the question arises, “Was the
money spent on_posters that got, 8,000,
000 men ajl wast

Jim Was Ahead of Him.
““It's so strange,” sighed the om

start out with equal chances, one
them 15 bound to forge ahead. The
was Jim. He and: J were the best
friends In youth. But look at
now. Equal s our ehances were, J
is ‘ahead.”

“What s he dolng?" asked the gd
tleman sitting ness the door.

“He's the driver of this 'ere bug
came the answen. “Did I give ye 3}
ticket, please?"—London Answers.

Hidden rtment.
“You'll' like- this refrigerator, sir.”|
“Why so?*
“It ltas a secret drawer for a
bottle. -

¥

pt

But with the z ivor thefe

is in Grape- qbthdgnimn«-
| ent of finesy wheat and barley.
| And this inclydes the rich minerpl
. s

vy

AN

b2




