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Keds'

Trademark Reg. U. S. Pat. OF.

- the Shoes
the World’s Great Athletes

are wearing!

The winners of twenty-onme national tennis
championships in this and other countries
last year —

America’s fastest basketball team —

The champion hardball handball player of
the country— :

HE samequalitiesthathave

made Keds the Shoe of
Champions—have made them
the favorite of millions for all
sports use.

These and hundreds of other victorious ath-
letes make up a long list of great players who
wear Keds.

camping, for real foot-comfort
all summer long, boys everywhere wear

Keds.

And no wonder! Keds soles are full
of ‘life and spring. They give a sure
grip of any surface. And they’re so
tough they’ll outwear two or
three pairs of ordinary ‘‘tennis
shoes” or ““sneakers.”

Keds uppers help you, too.
They’re made of canvas not only
light and cool but strong—so
strong that they support the
ankles and protect from twists
and sprains. With their special
. Feltex innersoles, Keds keep

“Triumph.”” A4 creps-
sole Kods model. Distin-
guished for springy light-
ness, ground-grip and
long wear

The *‘Champion.’’ 4 Keds
ozford model—designed for
general wear as well as for
all kinds of sports

For hiking, climbing, fishing, e et

They are not Keds &
unless the name

Keds is on the shoe
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The ‘‘Sportster.”” A sturdy
athletic-trim Keds model — buult
for the hardest wear. Comes in
lace-to-toe style—whitewith black
trim and brown with gray trim
—both models with gray sole.

your feet cool and comfortable even on
the hottest days.

For all sports use—get Keds. But be
sure they arc the reel Keds. Look for
the name Keds on the shoe.

Keds come in all popular styles and
at prices from $1.25 to $4.50. They are
made only by the United States Rubber
Company, the world’s largest rubber
manufacturer.

This Hand-book of Sports free!
Our 1926 Keds Hand-book of Sports is full of
interesting information on games, sports and
many other subjects. Sent free if you address
Dept. 1150, 1790 Broadway, New Y ork City.

United States Rubber Company
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[ CRARLES LIVINGST oM DUEL

Ready for May
“A Bear Cat”

of an Outdoor Numbecr

Polar Bear and Whaler

HENA, the great polar bear, hadn’t wanted to visit
that whaler. But she made her visit a lively one.
The terrified crew were sorry they'd urged her to come.
Urged! They lassocd the swimming bear and swung
her up over the side of the ship. Then a rope broke, and
their snarling guest was free among them. Angryl And
hungry! She'd been out looking for lunch. No doubt
she preferred seul. But she seemed to think sailor might
do. 8o the sailors swarmed madly up into the rigging.
Chena was left alone below.  And the ship yawed wildly
among the ice floes—with no man at the wheel.
A desperate situation! You'll plunge into it next month
in Kenneth Gilbert's fine story, “Breed of the Floes.”
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Get Outdoors With the American Boy
When May Comes

BASEBALL: A Heyliger baseball story. “Whistling Jimmy” Gax-
nor turns coach. Uncevers plavers who eat up his scientific inside
stuff.  Then runs up against superstitione=and disaster. A two-parr

story starting in May. . . . Watch, too, for a valuable batting articlc
by Rogers Hornsby, greatest modern batter, telling you how to fatteu
your base-hit average. . . . More basebal{ steries i1 summer numbers.

CIRCUS: Another exciting story of Runn Braden's circus life, A
ten-horse runaway! A battle with a mob! . Other circus stories
later,

INDIAN SCOUTING: More of James Willard Schultz’s grippiug
fuct story about Williarn Jucksua, the daring scout wlho escuped death
in the Custer Massacre.

STIRRING ADVENTURE: Another big instaliment of “Seventy-
Six,” Reginald Wright Kauffman's story of u buy who faced stark peril
in Revolutienary War timec,

ABOVE TIHE EARTII: Russ Farrell, airman, brings a traitor to

- justic: in “Scatinel of the Sky’—a story of big risks and great fricad-

ship. . . . Spediul air features coming.

ON THE SEA: Plucky masquerading in Kenneth Payson Kewmpton’s
story of “The Decp Disgrise” at sea.

WFSTERN DETECTIVE: Ennamtuck, shrewd ludian chief of
police, is at his best in “The Tartling Crow,” a story of the far West.
. . . Detective Tieravy wilt be back in summer issues.

HIKING: Elmer Adams’ May arsticle gets u liker ready for the
trail, and raring to go.

YOUR DEPARTMENTS: [Interested in Stuinps, Puzzles. Contests
far Clash Prizes, Racio, Wondworking? Then grab yeur May maga-
zine and get ouit under a tree  en‘ay your special column!




25-jewel Keystomi: Stand-
ardiwhite &t greenroiled
plare caze of heantiful
design; aereactive  gif
bex; $15

F-iew:z1 Kzysioec Stand-
o pesciollsd
; 1162 vecade

white or green

you fellows have
wanted /

IT is not often that any maker senses and supplies a widespread
public desire so truly as Keystone has done in its new Standard
Waztches.

A thoroughly trustworthy movement—in a case of the utmost
character—at lictle more than che cost of the lowest priced watches.

This combination of qualicies and features, which long experience
and large resources have now achicved in Keystone Standard Watches,
is cvidently the combination which American men and boys have
wanted. Their purchases, throughout the Country, have indicated
clearly their quick and keen appreciation of this greater value.

The Keystone Standard Watch speaks quality, not price. It is the
latest expression of many years of development in the making of fine
watch movements and fine watch cases. Its owner does not think of ic
in cerms of the small amount he paid for it, but rather as a handsome
and reliable timepiece which he ts proud to carry. His friends do not
appraise it assomething of nickel, rolled plate or gold filled, but rather
as a personal posscssion of distinction and taste.

It 45 no longer necessary to sacrifice pride and reliance for economy.

The selection in the new Keystone Standard is wide, within a
range of $8.25t0 $16.50 in the 7-jewel movement, and $13.50 co $25 in
the 15-jewel movement.

This entirely new value is establishing a different attitude in the
purchase of watches. Your dad would be proud to have the Keystone
Standard Watch that you can now so easily own. Certainly, yvou are
not warranted in selecting a new. watch uatil you have seen the Key-
stone Standard Watches at your jeweler's.

THE KEYSTONE WATCH CASE COMPANY, Riverside, New Jerscy

KEYSTONE

Standard
WATCHES

15wl Keystone Standard
in the famous Jas. Boss 14K

cae; handsome gift box; §25
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old Aill=d

T-jewel Keystone Srandard;

bandsomzly desigacd nickel

€ase; raised numerals on dial;
$10

Z-jewel Keyveore Scandard;
plaia. stady oickel casc of
cxecllent proportions; satia
fioish meral dial; $H.75

Loek ia your jewelec’s wins
dow %o this dispiay. flz
will demonstrate o you ths
remaskable value of Keys
stone Standard Wasches.

JEWELERS

If yeu are not now carrying the complete
range of Keystone Standard Watches
needed to meet your customers’ require-
ments, write to us withour delay.
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Our Coneﬂ:o@a -wagon 1°caches Phtiade}p\\m.

SEVENTY

Another EXCERPT from the Chrenicles oftbe Rowntree Famil)/.

SIX?'

this one touching

upon thofe Plots which delayed and thofe heroic Actions which accomplifbed the

DECLARATION OF AMERICAN

Ford

INDEPENDENCE
1776 andof thefe UniTED STATES I, wherein was involved the Boy.

in the Year of Our

GE®FFREY ROVNTREE, as firft {ct down by himf{elf, and now tranferibed by
K‘A 'UfFJM c/fN

/o 1 N TP

The pictorial Embellifhments by Clyde O. De Land.

HF precise date I de not
remember, but it was ene
carly summer afternoon
in the Yeur of Grace
1776, snd a fine hot day,
that our Concstoga
{ wagon reached Philarlcl-
phia_aned that I, then a
Tud just turned sixten
sma]l for my age, yct
very strong for i‘—em-
barked upen those
traubled walers wherein the ship of my country’s des-
tiny bade fair to founder.

We had ceme all this distinee trom our home on the
Susquehanna for two reasons: the first. thut my father,
Mr. Frurk Rowstiee. was a delegate, returning after »
orotracted absence, to the Contmenizl Congress, here
in debale upen comvlete separation from the British
Crown; the secoud, that my mother, but lately recov-
cred from an illness, wus to go on with us yeung pee-
ole across New Jerscy, where the salt air of the Atlantic
would expedite her convaleseence. So, besides our par-
cnts, the party included my little sister Susunna, all
gelden hair and laughter, and my twin brother Stuart
and myself; sn wneh alike that, had he not known of

UNITE OR DIE

the tiny mele under Stuart’s left eve, even Grandfather

Nicholas Rownirce now an efficer with General Wash-
ington’s mysteriously silent army somewhere near New
York—would have heen unable tu te]l us apart.

“T wish Father was a soldier, too,” said Stuart as our
sweating heres drew up before the gray front of Mit-
chell’s Tavern in Chestnut Street.

Rabid for revclulion, we Boya—to whom our father
spoke little of public aifairs--did not think much of
civilians 83 a class and were as yet purcly ignorant of
the dangcrs besetting the Cengress and partly csllous
to them. T'o be sure, the Celonies were atipoe. Would
the represcntatives declure for independence? @r would
they accept the turdy concessiens of the mad King's
finally alarmed ministers?

Ope greup of Congressmen stigrmatized as false all
promises mzde by roysl emisxariez and were striving hard
for formal secparation. Yet sone members remained
frankly loyal to Britain, and ethers (none ceuld guess
hew many) were being d.ppr()ached by persuasien, flat-
tery—even briees—from wealthy Crown-sympathizers
and these British scorot-agents that thronged the town.
With such a state of affairs' current, and with wo knowl-
edge of how went the armed conflicls raging far north
und far south, it is emall wender that the interior of the
country fixed its tense artention upon these sessioms in
Philadelphia. Still, lads are ever lovers of physical ac-

W RI GH

J—The Birds ofBenjam.in

tion: Stuart and I thought most of the men in the field

“T wish we were saldiers!” said 1.

Fine talkl T little thought how spon my hope would
wear perilous fruits. Verjtable seldiering of strange sort
awsited us jusy around the near [utwe's curner; within
len wunutes of our Philwdelphia arrival, I had set un-
guessing feet upon the puth of adventure.

The thing began auietly enough. I left my mother
and Stuart at Mitchell’s and acecomnpanied my [uther for
some errands abous the city. It was then the second larg-
est in the Colonies, having a population of over 25.600:
veu may be sure ils
wights were marvels to

organized the militia, ewilt forts among the Indians of
northessiern Pennsylvanis—the man ibal, since his lal-
est return from abroad, went almost further than the
Virgininns in advoeacy of independence. And he was

ing terrible to see, either; a genial and all but boy-
ish gentleman whose pink checks and burly figure be-
lied his scventy yonrs. His sves were as merry and
keen, and his hans- -grip wus kindness itself.

Yet he was ull for business. He sald some smiling
werd to me, and then began to speak with rapid clear-
ness and sebriefy ubout Congressional affairs:

“You're none ton
soon, Rowntrec. We

my couniry eyes. I was
still unwearied and
eager when we fLurned
perth into Recond
Street frurn Marke! and
eutered the low door-
way to the office of an
unpretending  prinfing
shep, u plain and idis-
ordered room simply
furaished, a2mong the
billk on the wail of
whiclt but one esught
my anti-Kritish fancy—
the device of a2 broken
rattlesnake with the
metto:

Unrre on Ing!

Then | lenked af a
ppr«nn ri.«ing frem his

esk bencath,

“)r. Franklin,” said
my father, “this is my
bay Jefi

ERE stood an ox-

ception to a small
opinien of our politi~
cansl What he was to
the rest of the waorld
need not be told; to
me Bemjamin I'ranklin,
whom I thus saw for
the first time, was the
man that snetched

need sorely the in-
flnence of every Sep'\ra-
tionist dclegate.”

ANl lightness had eud-
drnly descrted the
apeaker’s face; his tone
azsumed g0 sombre a
gravily that wy father
paled to the roots of
his sparsc hair.

“Something has hap-
pened to the Army?”

“Werse,” declared
Dr. Franklin slewly.

“Jetf,” said my father,
“go yeu out upon the
street awhile.”

The doctnr inter-
vener. “ Nay: unfor-
tunatcly, thc sceret is
open. It is this: We
cannot tell what has
happened to the Army
— bececause somcthing
has happened to my
system of communiea-
tion.”

They did dvaw seme-
what aside; but I kncw
cnough of that systecm
tounderstand their
topic, and soon heard
enough of their talk to
picce togcther the ea-
wistrophe :

Among his multitudi-
nous activities, the doc-

lightning frem the
skies, compaszed “Poar
Richard’s  Almanack,”

I was atop, yer he was easily turning me, when Mr.
Johnson burst into the room.

tor, ag head of Colonial
postal afiairs, had leng
madc prcparation



D i

against this day when relations between us and England
would strain to the breaking point. He established
proper postal routes between important centers, but he
placed in charge of all postal centers men upon whom he
relied as devoted to Liberty—men that would divert
to him any communications detrimental to the Cause,
and transmit speedily and safely any news of import to
the advocates of Freedom.

And now, when worst needed, his system had mys-
teriously broken down! From the two places whence
news was most impcrative to the Congress, all news
ccased. Carriers could apparently get through to Balti-
more, the nearest relay station from the south—and to
the island of Manhattan, which was Washington’s head-
quarters—but none returned. At the head of an invisi-
ble organization, some Tory master of espionage was
suppressing every dispatch from New York and Charles-
ton!

“We know that Howe's Boston troops have arrived
off Sandy Hook. We know
that ships of the Royal Navy
reached Sullivan’s Island. And
we know nothing else.”

“Torydom,” said my father,

“‘wants to frlghten the Cougress
into submission.”

“And Torydom,” Dr. Frank-
lin replied, “seems in a fair way
to success. How can revolu-
tion win if Crown forces sever
Pennsylvania from New Iing-
land, Virginia from Georgia?
Our own delegation asks that,
and is divided over the issue.
So is Delaware. Yet geograph-
ical union is necessary, and a
unammous vote is necessary
also.”

“We shall ballot by delega-
tions,” my father pointed out:
“the majority of any delega~-
tion will decide what its wholc
vote will be.”

“Aye,” said the doctor; “but
can we expect the South Caro-
linians and the New York men
to vote for separation, when
that may provoke instant re-
prisals upon their respective
colonies perhaps alrcady under
an invader’s heel? And North
Carolina neighbors South Car-
olina: her delegates were more
than human were they not now
influenced thereby. Rowntree,
unless we get news of these in-
vasions soon—and good news—
the Anti-Separationists may
disrupt the Congress.”

My father asked if communi-
cation were clsewhcre un-
broken.

“Absolutely. But of what
use is that? We have to have
news from the Carolinas and
New York, where the fighting
is. I had one idea: I remem-
bered how the ancient Greeks
trained the birds of the air for
messengers. At that quiet New
Jersey place by the sea whither
your good wife gocs, the inn-
keeper-postmaster is one of my
best men. I'd thought of hav-
ing him send carrier pigeons
through to New York and Bal-
timore and then, in order to
save him unnecessary trips to

see once more, silhouetted by a feeble lantern ray, the
hand of the murderer groping toward my defenseless
throat.

II—The Creature in the Hall

T first, however, it seemed I did myself but an ill
turn by mention of my brother’s expert knowl-
edge, for now that I had mect the great doctor and

come close to the silent struggle he was so desperately
waging against those invisible enemies of liberty, my
sole desirc—since I might not yet join the army—was
to work by his side, whereas Stuart was chosen for such
duty. He was to lodge with our father, but pass all his
daylight hours at this printing shop of Franklm & Hall,
herc drilling birds: I must go on with’ my mother and
sister, apparently as far removed from Philadelphia’s in-
trigues as from the warfare of General Washington.
Thus did the doctor amend his plan. He had already

THE AMERICAN Boy

He pointed across the street to a low, flat-roofed,
rich-seeming building having about it, to my eyes, noth-
ing remarkable save a certain sinister alr easily ac-
counted for by the fact that its every window was
tightly shuttered.

“I see it, sir,” said I.

“It belongs,” explained the doctor, “to Edwin Talbot
—Tory Talbot’ they call him. But he finds himself
more comfortable, in these days, at his great estate of
‘Northcote’ along the very road that you are to travel
—and I sometimes wonder whether one of the deadly
battles I have mentioned is not being fought at ‘North-
cote’.”

I looked again at the closed house, this time with morc
interest. But Dr. Franklin brought himself about with
the round turn that. ever cnded one of his moods and
heralded another; he handed me a pamphlet with a red-
dish cover, and says he:

“Here is the latest ‘Poor Richard’ I have written
your name in it and mine. Fol-
low the maxims, young Geof-
frey. And keep in good physi-
cal condition: moderation, a
cold bath each morning—plenty
of exercise. Don’t forget that
no man or boy of us can tell
when his country may demand
the best he has to give.”

I say I remember those
words new; but I fear I was an
ungrateful lad when, next morn-
ing, I perched with Jahez John-
son on the driver's seat of his
open two-horse wagon, my
mother and sister on a loosely
nailed plank behind us, and be-
gan our journey through New
Jersey. Adventure, I thought,
stopped at the farther end of
Cooper’s Ferry, nor was I con-
soled when Mr. Johnson pro-
duced a pair of long pistols and
laid them, cocked and primed,
between his outspread feet.

“Now, my son,” he said, “let
the Pine Robbers try to stop
me, an’ by Benedict I'll larn
’em manners!”

E was the hugest man I
ever saw—a mountain of
flesh that left me, small as I
was for my sixteen years, scarce
any space beside him. He had
matted hair under his cocked
hat, and in the vast expanse of
his ruddy face his fat-sub-
merged blue eyes were incon-
gruously babyish; but his
mouth was wide and laughing,
his voice deep and hearty. He
must have stood six-feet-six in
his woollen stockings: an up-
roarious creature of enormous
strength.
I asked him what the Pine
Robbers were. He consulted
a watch three inches in diame-

ter.

“We had ought to be crossin’
their country soon enough, my
son,” said hc; “an’ here's hopin’
you don’t find out by experi-
ence. The Piney Lads be them
as makes these Jersey pine for-
ests unsafe for honest huntsmen
an’ these Jersey highways peri-
lous for any traveler. They’re
half convicts as have broke jail

and from Philadelphia, of ar-

ranging a similar service be-
tween him and me, building a
cote on the roof of this very
house. But, outside of books,
I know nothing of carrier pigcons, nor docs he—nor do
we know anyene that does.”

It was then that I spoke up.

“My brother, Stuart, knows a lot about them,” I
boldly volunteered. “And I know a little. Stuart has
two score such birds at home.”

”Jeﬁ ” said my father, “this is no matter for strip-

But Dr. Franklin bade mc speak on. “This strip-
ling has a clear eye, Rowntree,” said he, in his kind way.
“My lad, talk freely.”

And so it was that, from a knowledge of carrier pig-
eons, I started upon the way which was to lead me into
the first and worst perils of my carcer so far. I am a
grown man now, and have fought with General Wash-
ington’s army, as I wanted to, but no battle of our
glorious War of Independence ever contained for me
such terrors as I suffered at the hands of the Pine Woods
Robbers, on the crupper of the circuit rider’s horse, or
in that chimneyplace when I discovered the Manor
house Conspiracy. Here was the beginning; and as for
the end, there are yet nights when I hear again the
clatter of hoofs merge into horrible laughter and, amid
sweat-starting nightmares of the secret dispatch chest,

Dr. Franklin bade me speak on.

bought, but not attempted to train, a flock of pigeons.
Now my brother, as the more adept of us beys, would
educate half of these in the city, for the philosopher
himself to smuggle to New York and Baltimore by those
spies that could pass in, yet that our unseen foe kept
from passing out: these birds might bring directly the
tidings so sorely required. I, in New Jersey, was to
attempt a somcwhat similar school for Mr. Jabez John-
son to operate.

Chagrin incarnadined my cheeks. “I had rather stay
here,” said I to Dr. Franklin.

You are to picture me, Stuart’s.double, a wiry, freck-
led lad, with tow hair and a turncd-up nose and a vast
capacity for adventure and hero worship. “I had rather
work for you, sir.”

Well do I remember how that old statesman sympa-
thized with me, and the words wherein, bidding me good-
by, there on his doserstep, he sought vainly to comfort
me.

“My boy,” he said, “a country’s battles are not all
fought on the tented ficld or in the deliberations of its
people’s representatives, either. The deadliest are often
decided by private citizens at unlikely corners. See you
that house over there?”

“My lad, talk freely,” said he in his kind way.

—an’ t'other half is headed
there. They'd slit any throat,
no matter whether its blood be
Whig or Tory; but they calls
theirselves loyal to the crazy King.” He gave his fat
thigh a resoundmg smack. “God save the Congress!—
Gad-ep, Gad-ep!” He put his horses to their best pace.
“Too fat to fight I be; but not too fat to circumwent
the Pine Robbers.”

A clear sky shone above; on each side flat lands
stretched to the horizon, cndless thickets of dwarf pinc.
The road was rough, and the cavity underneath our
seat was boarded up, so that, while I might extend my
legs before me, I could not, as was my habit, tuck them
back. They brushed a padlock that seat was a chest.

“Aye,” said Mr. Johnson, “I've got them pigeons in
it now—there’s air enough comes through the cracks for
’em—but mostly I carries there such things for Dr.
Franklin as he an’ me don’t want inwestigated on the
way. Why, one trip this here chist was falrly bustin’
with that there congressional money him an’ his partner
are printin’.”

We passed few people and only now and then a poor
patch of cultivated land with a tumbledown shanty on
it and a sad-eycd owner; yet Jabez appeared to be
favorably known to everybody that was encountered and
would often draw up to exchange news. Horses were
changed at a miserable inn. Then, throughout a long
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afternoon, we rolled between yeb thieker forests of higher
piee and a dusty atmosphere of age-old silence. It was
well on teward sunset when onc side of the road was,
for quite a great distamce, bordered by a high stone wall
over which, even from my perch. sight proved impossible.

“That there’s ‘Northcete, ” Mr. Johnson answered my
question, “an’ I'l] tell you here amd now, my son, 'tis a
good place to e past of.”

Just as we reached ite far eastern bound, we flew by a
rider going west,

“An’ that there’s Talbot himself,” :wid the giant be-
side me: “Tory Talbot, by Benedict-—and Cod save the
Congresa!”

It was tee late to turn around, but I had had a quick
vision of a graceful rider, whose face was pule, whose
eves were cold and whowe. fhin lips were set in a
straight line. I thought I should know Mr. Edwin Tul-
bot if ever we met again—and the honr was to came
when my supposition preved correct.

Meanwhile, we were stopped by ne Pine Rebber—and
I was the deeper disappointed. Yet that country was
moraze enough far any desperadoes’ tasle, and wild
enough for any derd of violenée. On and on we went.
The somber woodlands reappeared.  Then thece gave
place to wide maishes, which in turn were followed by
as desolatc a sweep of sand dunes as ever was: nules of
them, 8o that the road had to ke built ef stenes between
and fenced againat the chiftivg sei'—and far oul ahead
of that an infinite sweep ol gray walers: my iaitial sight
of the ocean.

“So bhere we be,” announced Mr. Johnson, and palled
up at the fust dwelling seen for a pair of hours.

What a spot! My mother was a silent woman, but I
read disappointment im her face; my feelings matched
hers, und .’gus:mnu. stearted a waill of protest.

»

ESTWARD, the track we hud come by disuppeared
among those dunes; northward, it vanished as if
eager to escape such dreariness: far ag cye could see,
nething areund us except on this hand the gray sail-less
Atlantic, on that the grayer rim of the coast, and here

ore house, ramblng, mmbledowr, hlack in the cvening
and showing 155 solt: gicam from its toproom window
Therc were thrce floors in ascending stages of dilapida-
tion; there was a stable and a walled stable yard we-
hind: in front, a weather-wounded porch. The whole
building werc an air of resignation to death--appeared
ready to sink, at the next sterm, into the encroaching
samds. For moss infand- bred ].Ld-,, their introduction to
the ocean is an cvent of delight; mine proved the re-
verse, and scarccly was it accomplished tham an cvent
hefell that deepenecl first impressions.

A pothoy rame from the inn and moved silentlv to-
ward the herses, while my mother and sister sought the
interror of the house. I ut once dishked him. He was
a lanky fellow in his mid-twenties, und even then I
could see that his hair was dank and his eyex shifty. He
had a crooked inouath aond 2 ninddy eomplexion full of
hlsckheads. A mumbled oath cseaped him us he began
to unharness. To my thinking, his expression was all of
smouldering ill-will against the world at large, nor did
this belief lack confirmeation. for at his touch, one of our
weary beasts loszed its head, and Le, with the full
strength of swinging arm and clenched (ish, stnuwk it
cruet blow on the nose.

I cricd out. Mr. Johnson had been looking straight
at the animals, but without apparcnt okscrvation,

“What ails yow, my son?’ he inquired,

“Didu’t you see? 1 asked—and teld him.

Iustantly, his joviality left him; his big [ace was a
thunder clowd. “What » wool-gatherer I be!” he said
to me, and to that polbav-hnstler he bellowed: “Harry
Whiteside, you know I can’t shide no roughness to dumb
brutes! Let me kilch vou at that there sort o’ thing
agin, an’ by Benedict"—he seized the wagon whip—
“Tll lay the lazt to yout”

Whiteside gave him a muller and a green gleam out
of his shifty eyes, but went on wiill his work.

“He’s a good enough lad,” Mr. Johnson confided;
“only too impatient by half. "I'will lead him to the
gallows, one o’ these days, this here impatience, that it
will. Jim May!” he called—“Black George!”

May, ua athletic man with high cheek bones and oddly
puckered lips, which seemed Yo be keeping a lot te
themaselves, appeared, fellewed by u grizsled companion,
brenzed and scarred and weaving around his maiddle a
sash that, reade me think him a retired pirate. These
and the maid-of-a)l-work, Jennie—redelent of soap suds
—took the luggage up a flight of rickety stairs to our
rooms, and here, thortly, a somewbat comforting sup-
per was served us. We soon prepared for repose.

@ur rooms were two in sumber, and it is needful
vou should know the lay of them. That occupied by
Mother and Susanna ran along part of the ocean-side
and part ef the front of the house. Mine, which had
one door opening into theirs, partly faced Lhe front and
partly overlooked a porch roof to the stable yard, where,
in a loft of the barn opposite, Mr. Juhnson housed the
precious pigeons. Both rooms opened on the short hall
leading to the steep stairs.

I got io bed, but not =t once to sleep. The constant
beom of the surf was new to me, and all my welcome
had heen depressing. Far into the night, when haouse-
hold noises had fallen still, planks ecreaked in distant
floors and mice scurricd in fhe wainec Ling, Onee there
came the sound ef somcbody quictly unlocking the
stable vard door und genoly closing it behind him. I
toseed about, wordering if the Cengress would indewd be
frightcned away frem imdependence—ii we could make
a success of eur pigeen vest—il Dr. Franklin would ever
catch the mastcr spy so mightily scheming sgainst our
libertics. It must have been long past midnight when
I shut my eyes—ard near upon dewn when & new sound
made me open them.

Not thc occan, or the mice, could account for this.
It camc out ef the hall, and had sormelhing of the
harshness of a strangled snore.

I got me out of kud. I tiptoed across my dark room
and stealthily opened its hzll door.

There, facing me and collapsed against the opposite
wall—visible by = low light hung at the stairfoot, sut
sound aslccp Harry Whiteside, the sullen putboy. His
green cyes were closed, (Continued on page 43)




onroy of C-Bar Ranch

Henry Long, he fell heir to the

title of Bud, and had to listen to
endless jokes about “the kid’s big ambi-
tions.” But though his fellow cow hands
poked fun at him, they respected him.
Tall, gray-eyed, quiet and powerful, Bud
looked older than his eighteen years. He
had a sympathetic ear and he was liked.
Henry Leng—a dictatorial “old-timer”
—trusted him.

Unalterably, Bud had decided to be a
doctor. He knew he must earn his own
training, for his parents were dragging
only a slim living from their tiny valley
ranch ten miles below. But his resolu-
tion remained unshaken.

His parents had contrived to send him
to the nearest city for his high school
course. ‘“But that’s all I'll let you do,”
he had said firmly on the day of his
graduation. “I'll earn my own way now.”

Resolutely, Bud had faced the prob-
lem of financing six years or more of col-
lege and interne duty. He would have
to work a year or so to earn enough for
a good start. He decided to work for
some rancher. He would have more time
for study, expenses would be less, more
could be¢ saved. He set one thousand
dollars as his goal.

By virtue of his expert knowledge of
the wildly mountainous country, Bud
had sceured his job with Henry Long
at fifly per as cow hand and general
roustabout. The old bachelor ruled
twenty thousand acres, employing a large
crew of men in summer, and a smaller
one in winter. Bud was one of the
favored oncs retained for the cold
months, and in the long winter evenings,
he pored over his medical books.

Now, in September of Lhe second year,
Bud had increased his hoard to six hun-
dred dollars. But he was getting restless
---eager to begin his training. Once he
meditated asking the old ranchman for
a loan. Pride stopped him; Long was
not cordial teward his ambitions.

“Don’t be a nut,” Bud told himself.
“You can stay and earn the rest.”

But just as he had braced himself to
do this, he heard a disquieting rumor
that the “old man” was planning to sell.
If Long sold, would the new owner keep
Bud? The boy began to worry.

Bud’s forebodings were increased by
the arrival of a ranch guest, a burly,
slightly bald man by the name of Good-
man whom Long treated with marked
deference.

Long’s mcn looked at the stranger
askance, and gloom settled on the ranch
after Bill Whitney, Long’s foreman, had
let drop melancholy hints that it was
Goodman who planned to buy.

Goodman, swaggering, stated that he'd
been a cowman himself, but if he had,
Long’s men told each other, he'd sure
have to learn all over again. The thing
that aroused Bud’s indignation was the
way Goodman treated his mounts.

The first day of his arrival, he ener-
gctically toured the property. Long had
ordered for him one of his own pet riding animals, a
wide-awake, single-footing bay, and had ridden with
him. Absent all morning, the two returned with fagged
horses. Long, too, seemed fagged—unlike himself any-
way, Bud thought.

After the noon meal, the “old man” weni. to the corrals
where Bill Whitney and Bud were saddling for their
afternoon ride. The rest of the crew of five were down
at a line camp holding a herd of beef which was to be
shipped in a day or so.

“Boys,” Long announced, “I gotta git in my car an
drive to town to see when in thunder them cars is goin’
to bc ready. Goodman wants to see the rest of the
ranch this afternoon an’ somebody’]l have to go with

“ him. How ’bout you, Bill?”

Bill hesitated. “Well, T km " he grumbled, “but I was
goin’ over to Piney Cr ick an’ sec if we missed any crit-
ters that oughta be shipped.”

“Flum,” rasped Long drily, “I s'pose Bud here’s awful
busy, too!”

Bud grinned. “You were orating yesterday that I bet-
ter hustle those two stecrs you bought from those home-
steaders over to the main bunch.”

Long rubbed his chin. “That’s se. Well, Bill here kin
curve around an’ do that an’ you kin tootlec Goodman
around.”

LECAUSE LEugene Conroy was the
youngest cow hand employed by

He made out forms around the blaze—only two, unconcernedly chatting.

Bill gave a subducd chuckle. It helped to confirm
Bud'’s strong suspicion that Long was “fed up” with his
important guest and was evading the duties of hospi-
tality. Long knew that Bud haled guarreling—that he
would be civil to a porcupine, whereas Bill Whitney had
a hair-trigger disposition and brooked “high-toning” from

no one. So the boy would have to guide the overbear-
ing guest.
“All right,” Bud assented, “but I better give him an-

other horse, hadn’t I? The bay looks mighty tired.”
“Yeh,” commended Long, “give him that Judy mare.”
But when Bud jingled around to the_front of the
rambling log house, leading the Judy mare, Goodman
demandcd temperishly, “Where's the horse I forked this
[T

‘Why ” explained Bud, “we change ofl when we can.
Long said to give you this mare. Shes a nice one.”

Goodman swelled pompously. “Huh!” he doubted.
“Long’s gone. I bet you did this on your own hook.
You get me that easy bay!”

Bud flushed angrily—but held his tongue. Returning
to the barn, he saddled the weary bay. If Long were
anxious to sell to Goodman, it would never do for him
to spoil the deal. Long valued his holdings at more than
one hundred thousand. Times were dull, buyers few,
and he was desperately eager to test the fabled joys of

THE AMERICAN Boy

By F. L. Cooper
Ilustrated by J. Scott Williams

California, the promised land.

Goodman was no sooner aboard than
he lifted the fed and watered horse to
a lope.

Bud slid his beast alongside. “Don’t
you think, sir, we’d better be easy on
’em at first?”

“No, no, boy!” Goodman barked im-
patiently. “Long’s got lots of plugs. No
nced to save ’em. What's horseflesh
for?” And he gave Bud a glance plainly
intended to show the boy his status as
a mere, bumptious hired hand.

Inwardly, Bud seethed. Goodman was
a heavy man. The bay had becn rushed
that morning. Forcing the horse for
hours at this pace would certainly stiffen
him. Bud would get the blame.

Next morning, Long did blame Bud
vociferously when he caught sight of his
pet, gaunt and stiff, hobbling around the
corral.

“What in blazes—" he bellowed.

Goodman never came to the corrals.
As he had audibly and endearingly said,
whal, were hired men for if not to wait
on one? So Bud was able to tell just
what had occurred.

Long listened grouchily, eyeing his pet.
“Well,” he growled, “mebbe you couldn’t
help it. But if I’d been along, hed
never of got the horse.”

Bud turned and walked away,
mouth grim.

Bill Whitney, who had been listening
in silence, now rose in the boy’s defense.
“Bud did as well as anybody could, an’
you know it. You can’t talk reason into
a low-down hunk o’ dog-scrap that’ll
mistreat a horse like Goodman does.”

“Huh!” Long grunted. “I don’t care
what sort of cat or dog fodder he is if
he’ll produce funds to take this blasted
ranch off my hands! I'm gittin’ old an’
crippled, Bill,” he argued plaintively.

Bill snorted. “You jest think you are!
Why, if you sell you'll be the home-
sickest man in Montana! Me, I think
that guy’s tryin’ to slicker you. He'll
make a payment down an’ while you're
in Californy pickin’ roses, hell sell off
the stock for a wad an’ beat it.”

Long looked thoughtful. That could be
done. In his anxiety to depart, he had
rashly agreed to accept from Goodman
an unusually small initial payment. Once
papers were signed, even if subsequent
payments were not forthcoming, it would
take a legal war to oust the man. Xe
sighed. Trouble seemed to be dogging
him. An epidemic of horse and cattle
stealing had lately reared its ugly head.
Twice recently had Long missed stock.
Onee, roughly estimated, he'd lost forty
head of mixed cow-stuff; again ten head
of good, unbroken range horses mysteri-
ously vanished. The Cattle Association
offered a big reward for the capture of
the rustlers, whose lcader was guessed to
be a half-breed Indian—by name Jim
Blackbull—who owned s small, isolated
ranch far back in the mountains.

Long’s horse and cattle brand was a C-
Bar and the Blackbull brand was a Cir-
cle-F; a slilled hand could easily change
the former to the latter. And a wise rustler had plenty
of opportunities to dispose of stolen property.

Long sighed again, thinking of his rheumatism, and
shut Bill up m no uncertain terms.

“All right,” muttered the faithful Bill, “if you wanta
ride to.a fall, you do so. But if Goodman buys this
outfit, I know darn well none of us boys’ll be kep’ on te
work for him!”

Bill was correct. Goodman, alive to the hostility of
Long’s cowpunchers, was not slow to drop that when he
was owner, he was going to import from the south his
own crew of buckaroos. Goodman was apparently in
carnest about buying, and rodc much by himself into
the hills, in order, he said, to “lcarn” the country.

his

ALL shipments were finished and Bill’'s and Bud’s
work now consisted mainly in driving cattle down
from the hills and into near-by fields where feeding would
be easy when snow fell. Meanwhile they prayed fer-
vently that something might occur to delay the sale.
Part of their wish was granted. The day before Long
was to accompany Goodman to the county seat to draw
up papers, Bill took a notion to look up a band of range
horses which pre-empted a distant valley. When he re-
turned, late that night, he reported laconically that the
horses had been stolen.
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Long was mcredulpus. “Pshaw! They jest went over
to xome other range!”

“They wouldn't nn’ they ain’t,” opposcd Bill stolidly.
“l frailed 'em ten mile.s an’ they was drove! Some
good stuff there, too. This rustlin’ sncak’s figured he'd
take ’em up through the corncr of the: bedlandls an’ on
to where he holes np fer the winter Ihcn }z1l change
braunds. Come sprmg hz'll clenn 'un on ’em. Probably
break most of ‘om an’ swear shey're ol work nags. We
couldn‘t prove nothin'!'*

Long choked. “W¢'ll git after ’em in the morning on’
we'll stick tili—”

Interrupting. Bill opened the door. Outside was a
foggy, whitc swirl. Long swore.

Rut in the morning, the rancher stuck to his word.
They saddled their best horses, packed an animsl with
supplica.

“Wild vebbit chase now,” grumbled Bill despondently
to Bud. “Still,” amd a wida grin split his face, “there
don't no sale papcrs git sigwed to-day!”

Tearing after horse thieves looked like a glad vaca-
tion to Bud—until he discovered that Goodman was
resolved to accorpany them. Long curtly tried to dis-
suade him, painting a dismaying picture of the hard-
ships to be encountered. But Coodman was adamant,
bound to go and surprisingly jovial about it—eager as
any by te get slarter] un what he zeemed tu think a
big adventure. Bud kegan to wonder if he'd been
wrong in sizing up Goodman as a man who weuld wut
crealure comforts—shorl riding hows, good food, and a
good bed—above everything elge.

The little party hit the trail of the lost heises where
Bill had abavdoned i, and pressed on intw the “bad-
laxds”—a mean, deso]ate fantastic wilderness of sand-
stoue, scant water, and grassless. The day was overcast.
The snow lingered in patches. Toilsomely they followed
the trail for miles until the hoof prints became quite lost
in u region of bare stones and shale

Muny sauyons wandered lback iute the hills. The
party cast about ia wearisome circles without success.
When nighl caine, they hud to back-track miles Lo grass
and water. Over the supper and cheerful fire, Bill and
Long argued. Their discussion of routes and various
avenues of escape waxed fieree.

Uufortunately, Bud was not conlent to lislen. Ne one
knew the country round better than be did and he had
his own idea about where (he horses mighi be. Above
the lwme ranch—twelve, sixteen miles—were muuerous
yockete or small upland valleys which could shelter
and feed a hard driven band of horses for a fow days—-
logical spots fur u rusiler to chose becuuse they were
near home grounds and less liable to zuspicion. All day
Bud bad been thizking of (hese—visualizing oue pariic-
ular valley.

“NIr. Long,” he said excitedly, “T’ll bet those cayuses
are in one of the pockets above Cahote Creek.”

Long hooted. “Likely! Within ridiu’ distance? No-
sirec!  That feller’s done taken em on Lhe doublequick
around the e—(lgP of this mess—" he wased, * —up Smoky
Cznyon an’ on towards the Indiau reservation.”

All wrong. thought Bud. Mentally he saw the psr-
ticular vulley that lhad haunted him all day, tortuous
of entrance and smooth of exil into a country where a
rustler might. easily pasa as owner of his stelen Wand.

“T tell you, Mr. Lonug,” he picaded. “you let me go
sce, Thix guy and his puls have circled to get you
balled up. There’s a valley—”

Long’s old bones ached with rheumatiem. He flarcd.
“Shut up, yon young dunkey! Cowe murnin’ yeu git
yourself back t0 the ranch! I don't need yeur advice.”
He added surcastically, “You kin ride herd on the
cook. But--" heavily witly “—il you shwuld run across
them horses, Ull give you ten dollars a head fer every
one you find!”

Bud went scarlet with mortificavion. Goodwan gul-
fawed. Miscrably, young Conroy rolled into his Blank-
ets and let tbe fatigne of 1he day mercifully blot uvul
his humiliation.

ONG'S temuper was wowe, if enyvihig, Ly daylighi.
Moreover, Bud lcarned, to his dmmm, that he was
to have company back. Goodman had not enjoyed his
rough bed. Grosnirg humuronsly, he admibled that
he didn’t carc to go farther, after all. He'd relurn
with Bud. Then, said Long. Bnd should take back
the packhorse: he and Whitney, hardened cli-timers,
would pack what they rcenired behind theic sad-
dlex. All in all, Bud could have groaned aloud.

Only Bill gave the depressed hoy errouragement.
Bill, kindly and thoughtful, whispered, “Stifen up
yore spine, kid. I know that wacket yorc talkin’ of!
‘Don’t know but what yore right after all!”

Bud gave him a grateful smile and rode away haul-
ing the indignant pack animal afterr him—raplely
enough to keep the annoyingly jovial Goodmsan well
in the rear. And as thc bey rode, he roflcered dis-
gustedly that his first estimate of Good:mam had been
right—the man \vas too soft snd lazy to stick out a
hard trip. (\

Bud made no attempt to study that cvening. A
definite plan was coming to him. Coolly, he thought )
it out. Ile 1ossessed the steady firmness which
wag later to make him a splendid surgcon. The
humiliation caused by Long diminished.

IIe arose early, dressed warmly, ate, and had
the cook put him up o bundlec of food. He
strapped his revolver around bis bips. 1o his

amagzement, as he rade out of the corral
mcunted on hiz own horse, Goodman, also warm-
ly clad, intercepted him.

“Where Lo, kid?” grinnedl the big wan, still
exmasperatingly jovial.

To himself Bud thought, “None f your busi-
mess!” Aloud he zaid =hortly, “Up ia the hills”

“Well, walt & minute, I'm going with you”

Temper blazed in the boy. “I can’t wait!” he
snapped, pricked his horse and loped away.

A winute lauter, Bud heard the thud of
pounding hoofe and rcalized wrathlully that
Goodman, saddind and mounted in record time,
was pursng him.
The boy burned with

hot exaspera-
tiou. Jusl. Good-
man’s style — he'd

had a soft night’s
sleep, and now he
wae all ready to tag
Bud just to heckle
him. Flashingly, Bud
medituted  dodging
up a canyon and los-
ing the hig nuisance.
Then, os he remem-
herecl that he must
be reasonably wivil
to his ctuplovers
importanl. guest, he
checked hiz horse.

He was ungru-
ciously diplomatic as
Goodman rode
alongsidc.

“Indn’t krnow you
craved {o %n us bud
as all tharl

“Oh,” remarked
the other lightly,
“it's a gramd day.
And when [ take a
notion. I'm a whirl-
windin aetion.
Nothing to do till Long gets back.” He
added with a grin, “And yuu need a he-
man alomg when you go huntin’ rustlers,

sonny!” y
Bud’s lips, grew white. Goedmax
preseed ats his horse’s heelg, nuw and

then makimg joculnr comments to the
silent, wrathiul youth. Along dim trails,
threugh upland parks they rode. Net until two o'clock
did Bud stop to eat and giaze the horses. Goodman
had not weasted time collecting a lunch. Without u
word, Bud hamded him chunky sandwiches which the
man sceepted without thanks. Between bites, he con-
rinued iz maddening huuuning. Bud wanted to choke
him.

“What now, my gay buckaron?” jibed Goodwan as
Bud bridled bis horse, coiled up his picket rape,

“Well,” raid Bud, deciding that nothing was vo be
gaincd by aurlimess, “theres a little vallcy close here
with grass and watcr. If I were those rustlers I'd rest
the horses for u duy or two—esseeially if 1’d run ‘em =
fong way to get ’em there. From this side there’s just one
cntrance in. I stwwubled on it onee by aceident. And
there's a truil out. the other side—"

Bud breke of. He wished he’d not said so much.
Goodman was lislening with an aggravating air of tole-
rant good humor.

“Tukes 2 kid to get. notions,” chuckled the big man.
“Well," he yawned, “do we drilt. along?”

“Why do you ge ’long on what You think is a wild
goose chase?’ Bud uskeg squ]v

Geodman grinnedl sgain. “To sce thal you don't get
lost.”

Bud controlled his tempfation to crash his fist iato
that grin, ard started on. He was both wrathful and
ancasy. Bad cnough, to be trailing rustlers alone with-
out being trailed yourself by a fat joker, a helpless nut
for whom 3rou felt a certain responsibility. The boy
rode along glumiy. Tven when he suw in a tiny
drift of sand a single hoof print, and recognized it as
fair proof of the correctness af his theory he felt ou
thrill of trivmph.

They were praceeding up & narrow canyon. Cliffs
began to tower overhead. The two mren were foroed
to dismount and lead their horscs. During & rest,
kGUdUdman puffed, “Takin’ us into a blind alley, huh,

“Yuu didn't have to come,” parricd Bud tartly—
drmawing a wheeziug chuckle in reply.

More than ever the burden of his companion’s
presence weighed dowa the young fellow’s spirits. Ilc
looked arow:d at the (amiliar sccnery, noted the
brightness of the sunny afternocon, and chided him-
sell for his depressed feeling.

They came tu a arcular widening of the canyon.
Smaller canyons led out of the
crude amphitheaire. The suiface en
which they waveled was hard, water-
woria rock. No more hoof prints were
vigible to guide their civilized eyes.
B d was minded to take time to get
vid of Goodman, guide him up the

“Why do you go
’long on what you
think is a wild
goose chase?” Bud
asked.

wrong canyon and
on home by a cir-
cuitous route. But
he decided against
it. The rustlers
would probably
pull out in the
moruing. What he
had o do wmust be
done at omce.
Nuothung (o do but
let the humaa
handieap a ccom-
pary him. After
all, Bud told him=elf, his un-
easiness wae silly. Goodman
might wreve mighty useful in a
crigs. He would certainly want
to help capture thieves who
threalened hs luure prosperity
as vwner of the C-Bar ranch.
Precently Bud dismounted.
Goodiman (ollowed suit, his
rin ironical and questioning.
he . boy tied the two haorvses
by pu[lmg beavy rocks on their
trailing rems. “They’ll make
he expluined. “We'll go afont.”
“1 always
Ilow could a
He sur-

too much noise,”
Goodman grew sesthing zs they climbed.

thought you loony and now I know it.
man drive a hunch of wild horses up here?”
veyed the awful trail they wem ascending.

“Ome man couldw’t,” said Bud casually, “but two or
three might. The horses would be dead tired and
thereforc tame. One guy'd lrad s gentle saddle herse in
advance and thc other gny’d seare the wild oncs after
him,” Bud anticipsted a jcering snort, but the burly
man had no breath to sparc.

Ag the toiling pair climbed the fissure, Bud stepped
more cvautiously., JTe directed Ceedman to do likewise.
For a wonder the man ebeyed. “Don't aim to get shot
in the back,” he wheezed.

Well, ut last, theught Bud, he’s beginning to take this
seriously. And he’s sticking! Who'd have theught it?
The boy was conscicus of reluctant admiration and
genuine relief under his surprize.

The secret, ancient trail begam to emerge from the
rocks and twist through pine clumps. Bud saw, imn the
carth, the tracks of rnany unshod horscs. ¢ pointed
meaningly, Goodman eracked bis Lips in a purthless
smile.

Only once, long zgo, when rushed for time, had Bud
visited the hidden valley. Now. hesitatingly, he paused,
swung off omto the traclkless killside. A pratest checked
him.

“Where yvou goin'?”’ panted Goodman.

Bud's snswer was auw: “You don't wanta walk right,
up and salute those rustlers, do you“

No grin now on the older man’s facc. “Hold on here,
kid. Maybe ynu ve got cause to e mad at, me, but [
admit, now you're: right about the rustlers; so )Oll het-
ter mot sty mad. We gotta plan. Onc of na' have to
gel Long and Whitney to help us vorral those sneaks.”

Bul shook his head. “Won’t do,” he said. “I figure
the rustlers’l be due to push un some time to-morros.
We've got to catch ‘em. (C'omtinued on page 62)
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Traynor, third base star,
never stops practicing.

AN he stand the
pace?

C That’s the first

question that Bill

McKechnie, manager of
the Pittsburgh Pirates, will
ask me when I'm telling
him abouta promising
young player. It’s the first
thing Tll ask the manager of the club “owning” the
player. It's the all-important problem of the man whose
Jlob it is to turn out a succcssful baseball team. I'll
tell you why.

Two years ago there was, en one of the stronger

Clyde Barnhart, at first an
infielder, made himself an
outficlder, and a good one.

National League teams, a promising young outfielder,.

just up from the minors. This fellow was a beautiful
ball player in the spring. Hc covered his territory like
a jack rabbit, and often dug far into that of the man
beside him to make hair-raising catches. He ran bases
like wildfire, and he hit the ball with the strength of
a young glant In the early season thc newspapers all
devoted columns of space to the “find” this lucky team
had made. ‘“The most valuable outfielder since Ty
Cobb,” some of them said.

By June, when the season was well started, this
player had =topped scintillating. He was plugging along
as an averagc fielder and an average hitter. News-
papers gave up talking about bim.

In the middle of August came news that the club
had “released” him—sent him back to the minors. His
hitting was very low, his fielding average was sinking
with every game. He was written up again by all the
sports cditors—but this timc they weren’t so compli-
mentary. They couldn’t understand what it was that
had wrecked this player—what had blasted a career that
started like a meteor.

At the end of the season I was talking with thc mana-
ger of the team. Here’s what he told me:

“The fellow couldn’t stand the gafi. Sure—he had
everything at thc start. But he didn't keep himself
keyed to big league pitch. Taken one by onc, the things
he did don’t sound so bad — things like not getting
enough slecp, and ovcreating, and smoking enough to
spoil his wind—but he did all those miner things all the
time. The result was that his condition got poorer and
poorer, and finally we had to let him go. I don't think
he'll ever get up to the big league again.”

On one of my recent trips I had an opportunity to
look over this man—he was playing with a third class
Middle Western lcague tcam—and I camc to thc same
conclusion. Other players who knew him said that
he’d always becn brilliant potentially, but that from the
time he first started to play ball he’d refuscd to take
care of himself. When he went up to faster company
he had apparently tried for a few weeks to improve his
habits but because he’d let them grow as a youngster
he couldn’t uproot them.

So be couldn’t stand the pace, and had to be content
with third ratc baseball when he should have been play-
ing with the big timers.

The Biggest Consideration

THAT one question—personal habits, physical condi-
tion, lasting qualities—is the first thing a big league
scout must investigate. Irequently I've gone into a
town to look at a player, and when I've found out that
he’s a chap of good habits I've wired the good news to
Bill McKechnie at once. That’s how important we think
it. T’ll tell you more of it later.

Plenty of other things a big league scout looks for in
a player. Different types of players, of course, have
different qualifications. There’s a lot of ditference be-
tween handling grounders and hot threws around second,
and playing the outfield properly, and catching behind
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What Makes a Big Leaguer?

Scout for the World's Champions Tells You

By Chic Fraser

of the Pittsburgh Pirates

Chic Fraser, scout for World’s Champions,

the plate, for instance. ~Moreover, most fellows can
play one certain position better than any other, so it’s
up to them to find out where they fit best and then
learn their job thoroughly.

Tet’s see what a catcher needs. I remember particu-
larly how tickled I was when I found Johnny Gooch,
now one of Pittsburgh’s regulars, down in Birmingham,
Alabama, threc years ago. Gooch is a sturdily built
but not particularly husky chap. What took my eye
especially was his aggressive manner on the field. He
was on the alcrt every minute. He secmed to sense
what the batter or the runner was going to do; Gooch
wasn't caught napping when a man on first started for
second. He kncw when to call for pitchouts and wide
balls, too. He went after foul flies and gathered them
in just as regularly as a hawk does a sparrew; he
pounced on bunts in front of the plate and threw the
ball in a flash to one base or another.

Gooch also had a good arm—something that cvery
catcher needs—and pegged safely and surely to second.
As every high school player knows, that’s
an important part of a catcher’s work;
and although there’s not so much base
stealing now as there was a few years ago,
the catcher who can’t keep a runner from
taking a long lead off first loses a good
deal of his value.

» He Was a Long Hitter

NOTHER mighty attractive feature of

Gooch’s playing was his batting. He
had a faculty of making long hits and
making them when they were needed. A
long-hitting catcher is valuable to any
team nowadays, for, coming next to last
in thc batting list as he usually does, he's
frequently preceded by a fast base run-
ner. That means that, if he hits long
flics, the runner ahead of him will be able
to advance cven when the fiy is caught.

So Gooch was an ideal catcher. He
lived up to his promise when he came to
Pittsburgh, and his work both behind the
platc and in the batter’s box was an im-
portant element in bringing the Pirates
the pennant last year.

Of course, the chief thing a pitcher is
called on to do is pitch. Everybody knows
that pitchers are just about the weakest
batsmen in the gamc, as a rule. Walter
Johnson, great Washington twirler, is an
exception, for Johnson hit for an average

of 438 last scason, and was frequently
called on as a pinch hitter—more than
once he saved a game for the Senators.
Babe Ruth, too, was a pitcher before he
turncd outfielder; Joe Wood—they called

Glenn Wright, shortstop,
led his team in driving in
runs last season,

him “Smoky Joe” be-
cause of his speed — be-
came an outfielder so
that he could bat when
his pitching days were
over, and Jack Bentley
of the New York Giants
is a fine pinch hitter.

But theyre all excep-
tions. The average pitch-
er is a poor batter, and
we scouts don’t worry
much about that depart-
ment of the game when
looking over twirlers, If
you want to be a pitcher,
spend most of your time
Icarning to pitch.

What attracts a scout
in a pitcher? Well, let’s
take the case of Emil
Yde. Yde, before he
joined the Pirates, played
down in Oklahoma City,
in the Western League
team there. Yde was a
hard worker, and a man
who studied his game—
That's a good trait in any

Max Carey, veteran fielder,
always in good condition.

always trying te improve it.
player.

One of Yde's specific assets was a fine fast ball—a fast

ball that he could control. Most pitchers depend a good
deal on a fast ball, and the men who become winners
are those yvho can put it where thcy want it. The im-
portance of control can’t be over-emphasized; the
pitcher must be able to cut the heart of thc plate, or
“slice a corner, or hold the ball inside at the batter’s
knees, as occasion demands. And control is an ability
that can be developed. Any pitcher, high school or big
league, can put the ball where he wants it most of the
time if he spends enough time working on control.

Yde Knew the Batters

AS I say, Yde had this quality. He had other good
balls, too—a slow ball and some curves to vary his
assortment. Fooling the batter by this assortment is
something every good pitcher wants to do. . . . On
top of this, young Yde knew the batters. He wasn't
pitching blind. He had studied his men, and he studied
every new opponent. That meant that he knew whether
this man bit on low fast ones, or that one hit a medium-
high ball into the ground for an easy out, or that the
third could bunt certain varieties of pitching. He
watched a batter’s position at the plate; he noticed
whether the man seemed over-anxious, whether he was
choking his bat, where he was glancmg (often a glance
gives away a batter’s intentions). Yde was
a heady pitcher.

Yde knew how to field, too. He could
handle bunts in his territory like a vet-
eran—something that a pitcher must be
able to do. No matter how great a pitcher
is he can’t win ball games if his opponents
can bunt around him. In a game at De-
troit several years ago Herman Pillette,
going great guns that season, had a stiff
knee, and St. Louis, his opponents, knew
it. So they bunted, bunted, bunted—and
although Pillette was giving them his
best brand of pitching, thcy drove him
from the box because he couldn’t field
their bunts. As I said, Yde knew how
to field. He covered first when it was his
job to do so, he took hot liners, he kept
his head at all times.

Add to that the fact that he was a
fairly good batter and you'll see why I
figured he’d be a good man for Pitts-
burgh. We wercn't disappointed. He
jointed the Pirates in 1924, and in that
season he was the league’s leading twirler.
He won 16 games and lost 3, a startlingly
good record for any pitcher.

I don’t want to forget to tell you that
Yde kept himself in the best of condition.
Before he became a professional ball play-
er he was a school instructor in physical
training, and an all-round athlete. That
taught him the value of being fit, and he
never forgets the lesson.

One of the difficulties we old-timers
think we find in baseball to-cay is that
young players often spend too much time
on the bench (Continued on page 41)
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April, 1926

Hazard of the Hills

Messenger just. ax Liculenanl. Slim Bvans, his

fellow tesl mlol, landed his twu-sealer un the

brogd expanse of Wright, Field  \Wright was a
huge aulrdrnme mne miles north of Cenk Field, and the
fact (hat it was so big was responsible for Ihv-' Bollen
Bomber's  being
housed there.

As Slim taxied
to the linc, with
Mr. Cranc in the
back scat, the
red - headed Tar-
rell surveyed the
Sperry admiring-
ly. It was just
about the small-
est plane iu the
world, and could
land on =2 ordi-
nary highway. It
didn't z2em L:os-
siblc that a plane
ceuld fiv ou that
little Lawrence
motor of three
cylinders — but
it could. Russ
himnsell hLad just
proved it. Soon
aerial flivvers,
with m:otor cycle
motors, would be
flitting  through
the eky and land-
ing in back yards,
Rusts wue think-
ing to himaself.
Somchow the
tiny Sperry
brought even
more [oreibly to
his mind the
hugeness of the
Bomber ihat, he
and Slim  and
Cranc were to fiy
to Naghville,
"Tenneasee, and
then to Wazhing-
ton, where the
President  and
Congrass wou ld
look over a ship
that wcighed
fourtecn tons and
eould curry cight
tons more.

Some bunech
of bombs to drop,
at one swoop, op a city, say. Enough to make any
fellow shiver, just thinking whut another war would be
like—with bombs by the: fon; with that gas which could
be spread from plines and would kill every living thing,
even bugs and the grass they crawled on; and with spot-
light ammunition, ton.

Russ drew a deep brruth as he tried to drive sach
thoughts from his mind. Evans taxied to the Jine with
a flowrich. and in a sccond had shut off bis Curtin Z-12
metor and dropped to thc ground. 8lim was the origi-
nal humau flagpole. dwarfing even the tall, gray-haired
civillan cngineer who was walking beside him.

“Got some news for you, caballero!” stated Slim.
“Two of the gpetlight guns are missing at Cook Field,
my boy. and just about everybody, from C. 0. to gute-
keeper, 18 runuing avround in circles!”

The: asounded Farrell could only gulp for a minute.
LEven Crane had a curious Jight in his clear gray eyes,
but Furrell's blue ones held a blaze of pure excitement.

“How abour, wmnunition?” he said finally.

“Ahout two thousund rounds melied away,” Slim told
him. “And the only wman they can figure who had any-
thing to do with it is that chap Undervliet—-yon prob-
ghly don’t krow him. He camc to work at Cook «
fow months ago, with gaad relcrcaces, and he beat it
ewvay sbout four days ugo—resigned his pesition, se to
spcak. Looks likc enc of the U. 8. Air Service and ordi-

nance secrcts was now what might be called general
1nf01munnn, doesn't 77

It As they wulked toward the huge Bollen, a
quarter ¢f a mile up the line of white hangars, the two
dyers tslkod more or less inceherently about the mys-
tery, if mystery it was. Russ [orgol the tingling ex-
citement which had filled him for Iwe days at the
thought of flying that winged mountain ahead of hir,
with its six motors now creating such a din that speech
was_dificult.

“Great iellybeans of Jerusulen!” he said finally. “I
s'wese every scerct scrvice men in the veuntry’ll be at

work on that job! LEiversince I watehed that test last
week I've been cross-cved thinking—"

RUSS FARRELL clisbed oul ef hix little Sperry

“About. machine gun bulletz that explode as soon ax
lhe rear end of saune touch even se cihercal a rhing ps
it blece of airplane fabric,” 8lim finished for him. "Old
CGrenem wiggled his moustache at me und remarked that
one bullet passing through airplane linen, say hslfwsy

- between coekplt, €nd tudl, would explode with cnough

By Thomson Burtis
Illustrated by Fred C. Yohn

clignitariex of the vouniry. Tlhe theught of it was enough
to make the eager, eulbusizstiv pilet’s cyes snap with
excitecment.

In a morient Hazard shut off the motlors, snd be and
young Dan Carter clinbad ot of the ship. Hagard was
the civilian chief of the plane, und Curter, whom Russ
had met in Ken-
tucky some weeks
befare  and  res-
cued from 2 cur-

nival, wiis one of
his assist-
ants. Carter had
proved to be a
marvelovs me -
chanic.

He was a slim,
light-haired. thin-
faced 7el lo w of
cightecn, and the
fact that he had
been trained as
an acrobat shew-
ed in every line
of his lithe body.
He ran toward
Russ, his face
one wide grin.

“Thauks a — u
~- whole lot for
zctting me on
the trig, Lieu-
tenant!” he gulp-
ed. “Honest, I'd
o’ given my shirt
to gu, and you
lixed it for me!”

“Ididn’t fix
anything yon did
not deserve,”
laughed Russ. “T
dragged yeu up

. hore, Lut don’t
thinz I'd go out
of my wiy a foot
to do you nny
favors you didn’t
deserve!”

“Carter vells
mc¢  he reckons
he’s  a-gein’ on
this trip!” Haz-
ard said in his
slow, Southern
mountajin-
cer drawl. “How

Dan, head down, worked like fury, unwrapping the silk from scracs

force to blow the tail of a small ship right off. And then
cast yonr menlal eye, Rusty, my boy, over the fact that
those bullets’'d be sprayed from’ mdthue guis al yYou in
an acrial combat, and then think how gray that red
head of yours’d turn if you were fighting a ship that
shot ’em 1"

“It would not be pleasunt,” suid the precise Craue nu-
smilingly. “The question is, were they stolen for some
foreign government, or not? Almost certainly, yes.”

“Lots of funny things have happened around here in
the last nine months,” opined 8lim in u loud yell. They
were close to thc warming Bollen now, and with &ix
Liberty’s bellowing along, cven half-open, bedlamm was
let loose.

“NMy head sure would be grayl” shouted Russ. “The
next war is going to be the kind that neither side’ll win,
becausge everykody'll be dead on both sides!”

BRUPTLY the motors died to idling, and then one
mutor roared along wide open on its scparatc test.
“You bet,” Evans agrced. “But the only way to stall
off a war is to be so well prepared for it that nohocly’ll
dare to start one. And it looks now as though some.
body were stealing some of our stuff!”

They were so close to the Gargantusn monster of the
uir now that all cenversation must ceasc, even with only
one motor going. Russ almost forgot the theft of the
spotlight. muchine guns and ammunition as he remem-
bered thal, wilthin ten minutes he was te fly that great
triplane which towered twenty-seven feet above him.
four tracter molors and two pushers powered it, two
tractors and the pusher motors sct end to end, one
pair on each sile. IL would Sy ou only three of the
motors, if ncecessary.

The vastness of it made Russ gasp, although he had
flown clirigibles. . But, they were hal ba.lloou, anywvay—
while when fu!ly losded, this was twenty-two tens of
stecl and wood to be timgvd through the air. And he
and Slim werc to fly this sixty-five-feet-long monster,
with its wide wings stretching one hundred twenty feet
to show it to the penple of Nashville and the leadiug

comez it that the
newcst man on
this bomber gits
this hyar trip?”

Hazard was a gaunt, leathery-skinned, black-haired
(ellew, with turbulent brova eyes and w terrible temper.
But he was u mechucical wiserd, and a good sworker.

“Because Ban’s pui in about fiftcen houra a day for
two months, been a gnod wwn, and deserves it!” Far-
rell told Hazard calmly. “Yeager's wife deesa’t want
him to go, and Kerry i#n’t worth a hoot for anything but
riggmeg.

“1 dont see why a fresh kid gits all the berries—?

I‘ Whaddme mean [resh!” snapped the fery voungster.

“That'll bc all, Pan!” TRuss said swiftly. and his
young friend closcd up like a clam. “We'll tuke off right
awidy; 80 eve-ryborly climb in!  All the baggage is in-
stalled, eh I—

“T uin't carin’ t’ go, Licutenant,” drawled the lowering
Huazard.

“[t's your business to go, isn't 11?” snapped Russ, his
cyes suddenly very bright and very celd. “You get paid
for being ercw chief of this ghip, and chief engineer,
don’t you? Fly In 1t, or twn u your time!l”

Fer a moment ull the primitive swvagery of thc un-
tamed mountain people glowed in Haga:d's tempestueus
eves. Ile chewed his tobacce for 2 momenl, znd then
said softly:

“All right, Lieutenant. Hyar goes!"

and wires,

EN minutes later Slict Evans und Russ were sitting
side by side behind (be iwin wheels which con-
trolled the ship. Ahcad uf thewn, in the extreme nosc
of the ship, the guLaer’s cool\plt was empty, but two
thirty-seven-millimeter cannons were theve, wnleaded.

- Pirecily behind the pilots was the unexcited Crane, in

the commanding ullicer’'s seat, and beside him Jerrold.
the radio operator. Behind them, side by side, were
Haszard, chief engineer, and Carter, acting as fuel pump
operalor. Ranged on fwo sides of them weve the maze
of instrumenis which told the story of cach motor, and
separate controls for each motor. Altimcters, thermome-
ters, air pressure gauges, tachameters, gaseline gauges,
vollineters — there weare dovens of them Beside the

.
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casual, long-nosed, lathelike Evans and his young collab-
orator were master controls, handling the spark lever
and throttle control of all six metors.

@rdinarily there would have been two gunners in the
nose, one to man the uppcr canmon and another the
cannon which shot through a hele in the bottom. Like-
wise, therc would have been a third man in the cockpit
halfway beiween the engineers’ seat and the tail, where
still another cannon was mounted. They were not camy-
ing a full crew, because the men couldnt bc spared,
kut the ship wae fully equipped, even te the unleaded
cannon in their proper positiens.

Evans was to fly to Nashville, and Russ from Nash-
ville to Wushington next day. ‘With all these metors
to rely on, Slim laid his course direct for Narhville—
ever Davton, down the big Miami River and then acress
the Kentucky mountains south of the Ohio River and
Louisville. Neatly four hundred m:les, air line, and
that huge ship flew it at un cven hundred miles an hour.
Russ, gazing around him, had to lcek downward to
remember that he was in the air. The Bollen was an-
other achievement to the credit of the service tu which
he had dedicated all that was in him.

A hundred theughts flowed lhrough Rus#'s brain as the
mountains unreeled bebird thein. Hagard was a queer
chap—didn’t like Dan, evidently, Well, the carnival
youngster was preity fresh, but he was getting that
knocked out of him evelry day. Was IHazard yellow?
No, he'd served overseas im the war. He wondered
what Hazard was thinking of as he looked dewn on his
native mountains—those hills se zteeped iu primitive
feud feeling and the law of the elden days. Might was
right down there, and they conntedl the whole world
their enemies.

Speaking of enemies, there wis somebody—something
—working steadily against the Urited States. That spot-
light ammunition theft was unutterably serious—

Russ forgot where he was as his thoughts raced ahead
on that topie. Was it connected in any way with the
other things that had happened—all aimed at the de-
striction or theft of some valuable air servicc esuip-
ment, or secret inventions they had developed? It must
be. Czane back there, could tcll somcthing about that,
for the myaterious cogincering genius had had some ad-
ventures of his own, as had his helper, Rugs himself,
in combating the unknown orgamizetion which was try-
ing to steal the materiale with which America bade fair
to rulc the skies.

It was almost a shock when Slim poked him in the
side, and pointcd down at
thc city sesread below
them. The flying ficld was
at the eastern edge of it,
fringed by masscs of black-
loeking pygmies and toy
motor cars. They wcre

‘tanned airmen begged off after an

They were being shot at from these hillsides only
a few yards away.

over Nashville. Sim was just about the best big ship
pilot in the army, and he showed it plainly by the man-
ner in which he spiraled the majestic bomber dewn-
ward. Handling his six motors with the delicate
skill of the born sirman, he
dn‘)jpped the craft over the fence

the heads of thc pcople, and
brought it to carth. Russ did not
know, cxactly, just when they
landed.

One wheel of the four un each side
of the umdercarriage wus lower
ihan the uthers—the ship hit on
those first, the oil cushion in the
underuarrmge struts softencd the
blow, znd thenr the other six
wheels touehed the ground, another
0il cushion on cach side making
the shock negligible,
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ages. “Thesc two men who camc in certainly beat me
up—and robbed me. They simply knoclicd on the door,
and when I epencd it they got me without 2 word. And
they took the hundrcd dollars T had. They also went
through every one of my papers
—some of which are very ima-
portant. You may not know that
the reason I am making this trip
is not alonc to study the per-
formancc of the Bellen Bomber.
The other reasen is that I am
carrying certain data to submit
to the Chief of Air Service in
Washington. It was very wvalu-
able—but not to the thieves. I
se arranged it us to hme a strong
percentage of error in the plans
I carried, so that if lost or stolen
they would do the finder no good
without the key to the errers in

HEN came hours ef demensira-

tion to eager reserve officers,
who gaped at ihe fact that the
Bellen carried a ton of gasoline
alene and conld stay in the air
miue hours, for instance. There
was not a moment of free time
for Russ — a dinner for the crew
of the Bollen, and then a theatre
party, and then a dance. But the

hour of that—thcre was a long
flight next day, and they muat be
in shape. Crane, silent and aloof,
kad pleaded illaess from the fouc
hours in the air, and stayed in the

“¥What a wise hombre he is!”
opined Slim as they get their keys
at the hotel desk. “Boy, hc can
think faster and farther and with
less effert than a eombination of
Einstein and the boy who writes
such pmhy sayings as ‘A stiteh in
time is worth two in the bush.’”

“You mean ‘A bird in the hand

Coach”—

Baseball!

Take Jimmy Gaynor, (who
can’t cstch flies as well as he can
whistle), a tiny Eureka High
School {(which needs a coach for
its bascball team), and Dave
Landis, catcher (who is se base- thing; more than “Good night,
ball-superstitious that he walks sirt’
in a circle around the umpire)—

Take all those things and a lot
mere, and let William Heyliger
Botel: mix them up in his very best
style, with corking suspense and
plenty of baseball, and naturally
the result is “Whistling Jimmy,

A Whale of a Baseball
Yarn — Next Month.

design and formulae. They have
nothing for their pains.

“I have reported everything to
the wolice and hotel authorities.

“T {feel quite ill, Rusg. I think
I must go te bed. Guod night to
yau both”

8omehow neither Russ nor
Tvans felt inclined to offer any
assistance or even to =ay any-

after that polite, emotion-
less dismissal. Once eutside the
door, though, the elengated
Evans stated:

“Messed up the plans so whe-
ever gol 'ema would spend a for-
tune and a few lives trying them
out. He misses about as many
tricks as Babe Ruth daes straight
enes right over the platter!”

They said good night, ;und Russ
went to bed immediately, but not
to sleep until hours later, aud
even then phantoms of his cha-
otic brain capered ceasclessly

gathers no moss’,” grinned Russ.

“We could have begged off from

all this handshaking and stuff by saying that our dand-
rufi was bothering us or something—"

“Sure, Crane thought of that,” grunted 8lim. “Let’s
see_how he is”

They kmecked at hiz door, repeatedly.

“Maybe he's asleep,” euggested Russ, and then the
door opened.

“Great Guna! What's happened?” gasped the pilot,
and 8lim, suddenly serious, whistled softly.

For Crane’s face was o mass of bloed {rem several
cuts, and he was swaying on his
feet. IIis eves were clear and
calm, as always, and his thin
face, red with caked blood, was
streaked with white as he
smiled a twisted swmile.

“Come in!” he invited them
simply. “I just came to about
ten seconds before you
knocked.”

“Wait until I wash,” he an-
swered their question, and dis-
appearcd into the bathroom.

“So-o0-eme fight!” opined
Slim, looking at the mussed
bed, an overtnrned chair, and
a broken lamp. “And be want,
tell us about it until he gets
darn good and ready, either!”

Russ was pacing thefloor like
a caged wildeat. His freckles
stood out against a face that
was white beneath the tan, and
his eyes were two wells of leap-
ing light. For Crane was his
iriend — the man whe had
helped him o his ambition in
life—snd some damnable thing
that he had sensed shadowing
Crane, and himself,
and Cook Field,
and the Air Serv-
ice, must have
swooped down on
them again.

“ Apple sauce!”
said the incorrigi-
ble Evans with a

in as Russ put
s thoughts into
words. ‘“Probably
a little robbexy or
somcthing.”

“ Exactly,
smiled Crane grim-
ly us he came from
the batbroom. His
facc was now cov-

cred with band-

i

hrfore his subconscious self —

grotesque, menacing creatures of
his gverwrought imagination. There were dark shad-
ows under hig level bluc cyes when he went in to sec
kis fricod and technical superior.

RANE was still in bed, sitting up with a letter in

his hand. His face was bandaged, of course, and his
eyes seemed to have a feverish gleam in them as he
greeted Russ and said smoothly:

“Here is a lettcr from the Internal Revenue man for
Kentucky, supplementing a telephone conversation he
had with me late last night. Hc thinks I an the C. O.
of this trip.

“You remember that severs] wecks ago an unusually
bloody feud fght betwesn the Hadleys and thc Burn-
hams was fought in Ardin County. In connection with
the capture of Bob Burnham. the authorities got out
airplanes from Goddard Field, you remember, and therc
has been agitation sinec for using planes te patrel the
manlains, spet stills, and in gereral do what the gov-
ernment has never bcen able to do before in these
trackless woeds.

“Mr. Young hax iuformation to the cffect that the
feud is about to break oub into a real war, and that the
clang are gathering along Fyunkfort Creek. This creek
winds along through the mountiins, only slightly south
of our eourse to Washington. And the only fields avail-
able for landing are along this creek. That means little
with nine hours’ fuel and six motors on the chip that,
will limp alomg with three, of course.

“He wants you to fly the Bollen along that creek for
fifty miles, reporting by radio to Goddard Field any
signs of gathering clans or umnsual disturbanee. It very
possibly is a false alarm, of ceurse. I sce no reason why
the Bollen sheuld nnt. fly 1t abeul a theusand fecl along
that stream. axd do as he requested, do yuu?”

“No, sir”

“Then do that, settiny yeur course irom the head of
the creck for Washlnvton I am too sick to accompany
yon, Russ. 1 will eome on by train im a day or two.
Also, T should like to be here when my assailants are
capturcd.”

Russ was not surprized.  There was no time te lose;
s0 he made his adicus quickly, As he turncd at the
door to say “Good luck, girl” Cranc, bis hand smooth-
ing his orderly gray hair and his cycs unrcadnble, an-
swered:

“Good by.”

Slomehow it seemed that he was really saying fare-
well.

Ncither sickness nor misfortune, danger nor death it-
self had thc power to rufflc Crane. For the first time
Russ felt, in his fricnd, what persistently alienated those
who did not know him as well as Russ had learned to
in more then two yvars. Such cold reserve sometimes
became repelling when one had net seen how a saile
changed the inventor’s icy exterior.

Shim tosk the news philosowhically, and togcther they
taxied to the stubble field and singie hangar which took
care of the (Ceontinued on page 34)
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Tierney Meets a Millionaire

By John A. Moroso

Iustrated by W. W.

& HE Annual Picnic of the New York and New
Jersey Burglars’ Protective and Benevolent As-
iocl?hon will be held thiz year at Cresskill,

“Speeial contests for handsome prizes:

“Removing locks (voin doors; time limit, five minutes.

“Porch, wall aml trellis cluobing, Jfar second-story
workers only.

"Window forcing, ozen to uny and all.

“llundred yard dash ard fence climbing.

“Uncovering_hiding places of pearl necklaces.

“Cutting valuable paintings from frames and mailing
same 1o clearing house.

“Training watch dogs to wsg tails to members of As-
<oclat on with annual card and all dues paid.

“Duucing. Concert by one-eyed and one-armed vet-
erane.

“Positively no pickpockets allowed oa the
special committee will guarantee to all meml
for their valuobles.

“Not. responsible for hatz and coats and other valu-
ables of invited guests.”

With a final laborious flourish on thc word guests,
Bonchend Ticrney, the detective, retired from the New
York gpolice dcpartment. spending his later ycars in a
pretty cotiage across the Hudson from the great city.
put down his pen and carefully blotted the zheet ke had
filled with a seathing jest in the guise of an advertise-
ment.

“T'll get that printed in the Bergen Beacon if I have
to scll the housc,” he grumted. e cecked his hard-
beiled skiromer ov¢r his right eye and read ever the
anneuncement slowly and carefully. Indignation flled
him and his fat round [uce was red from exasperation.
His round eyes were like two blue marbles, his lims were
pursed in a circle like the letter “@.”

Setisfied with his production, he picked up a caopy of
the ceunty weckly newspaper and once more read the
itern that had threwn hit frems his Laze, and started
him preparing bitterly ironical copy for the press.

rounds. A
rs safety

HE item concerned one Thomas Hewctt Walsing-

lasrn, ialltionaire-philanthropist, whose wagnifivent
couniry house on the Palisudes had just been com-
pleted,

“An unusual fcature of Mr. Walsingham's great cas-
tle—for it is a castle,” rcad the story, “is that the
doors will never be locked day or
night and that the many windows
will no; have catches. This is all the £
more remarkable in consideration of ]
the fact that the owner has a priceless
collectien of art, paintings by Rey-
a0lds, Gainshorough, Valasquez, me-
diaeval silver and gold, ivory care-
ings, ete Of course, it is ressonable
te conjecture that no company would
place burelar insurance on his treas-
ures. But that does nol seem (¢
worry lhe aged and eccentric 1uil-
lionaire.

“When interviewed to-day by a re-
porter of the Bergen Beacon, Mr.
Walsingham said ;

“IL ix mersly an experiment, but
should it be seecesstnl, & new cult
will be established, & new cult that is
very old—Do unto others as you
would have them do by you. You

stances I would equip myself wnth e
frearms. But no, I dislike firearms.’’ E

Tierncy rippcd off his collar. He i
was choking, “Can you beat it?” he
mauired of the world al large. "Was
there ever an¥ larger nutv_shipped
from Hrazil? DBut maybe I've just
gone cmgzy in the head.” He [as-
tened his round eyes agen: eu the
type and read on:

“Mr. Walsingbam,” the interview
continued, “has his own ideas on
police methods and dctcetivies. He
believes that thera is too much hrutul
handling of burglars. that o burglzr
turprised at his work should not be
struck vver the head or shot. e be-
lieves in moral suasion. The pelice-
mun or detective should argue with
the burglar, showing him how foolish
it is te takc the thinge of ether wco-
nle and making him realize that if
his own property were heing stolen
he would not like il a bit and would

Clarke

bitlerly complin. ‘I under-
stand, said the millioaaire,
‘that there is living m tho
village a rctired detoctive of
wide expericnee, & man named
James Tierney. I have seru
the sign on his cottage offer-
ing to solve crimes at ren-
songble priccs. I should like
te meet him sometime and
win him over to our cause’”

Rereading this reference to
himsel! put the finithing
touches on Tierney. He read
it vnce mmore and murinured
us leads of sweal dropped
{from his brow: “Did anyone ever hear of a bird like
that? It's a pity some burglar didn’t drop him long
ago. But. maybe he's just playin' far publicicy. Well,
1'll give it to him—Ill come back at him with this ad
about the picnic!”

He got into hie coat, whistled to his old morngrel
Rover and started off to the office of the Bergen Beacon
to inscrt his announcemcnt.

THE county howled with delight at the announcement
of the burglars' picnic. The business manager of
the paper had added a line to the advertisement, read-
ing: “Paid for by James Tierney, Crimes Solved at
Reasenable Prices.”

In his splendid mansion atop the Palisades, remote
in the center of its many acres of woodland and fields,
Thomas Hewitt Walsingham’s secretary, Miss Briggs,
drew her employer’s attention to the wise crack of the
faithful Bonehead.

“I think he's jol\'im:, she swid, a little deubtfully.

“Read it apgnin”  Mr. W ulﬂmgh.un, a Liny bit of an
old man with bright gruy eyes, a line Terehead, and
silvery sile whiskers, leaned back in his chair.

The millionairc showed his treasures to the detective.
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Tierney cocked his hard-hoiled skimmer over his right eye and read the
announccmcot carcfully.

“Ha! The one exclamation rcpresented an outburst
of merriwent.

‘Don’t excite yourself, Mr. pleaded
Miss Briggs.

Walsingheau”

“Please, Mr. Walxingham, be calm.”

The millionuire friend of burglara leancd over, gave
one morc and very loud “Ha!” dried his twinkling cyes
and ordered his open carriage and team, for it was May-
time and the sun of a lovely day was dancing i the
fresh young leaves.

“I will go to seec Mr. Tierney,” he amnounced. “If
bis goat is loose, spenking in lhe vulgar tongue, I'll
bel® Lim catch it.”

“Does he raise goats!" askcd Miss Briggs absently.

“From what I have read of him, I believe he does.
Ha'n

HALF hour Jater Mr. Walsingham was undergning

the starve uf the round-eyed Tierney. After the usuul
exchonge of greetings und o scrics of cxplosions of pro-
test from the detective, Jim accepted an invitation to
lunchcon with his visiter, got into tbe open carringe,
and was rolled comfortably out of the village behind as
fine a pair nf harscs as ever covered a wile in Jersey.

The millionaire showed Lis treasures to the detective.
The glass cases contaiuing a collectien of priccless
objets d'ort had no locks. One contaived a collection
of priceless intagiioe; unother held wonderful emeralds,
beught from the collections of Indian princes and po-
tentates.

“There must be a half peck of pearls in that tuse,”
grunted Txemey “and n pint and n half of diameands in
this one.”

“I am going to lcave them to the Metrovolitan
Museum,” said Mr. Walsingham. “But my paintings
are my real treasurcs. But, Mr. Ticrmey, I fcel that
I am not a succeszful collector.” He sighed with
evident distress.

“How come?” asked Tierney. “I
ain't strong on this art business. The
only education I kad m pictures was
in tbe Rogues’ Gallery."

“There is a small landscape by
l‘urner, iwelve by twenty-two in-
ches,” pxplnined the millionaire. “I
possesscd it, once—the joy of my lile.”

“But you didn’t keep the doer
loeked,” sugeested Tierney.

“Tt was stolen and very clevetly.
A cupy of it had been made years be-
Jore X bought the original. Ths thief
first mwanuged to steal tbe copy from
its owner and then when he stole the
original he hung the atolen copy in
wmy gallery in my London heuse and
for years I thought it was my ewn

pletnre. A famous curator of the
British Museum pointed out the
fraud.”

“Some smait bird,” Ticrney chuckled. “But
what. about his stesling only the one plchn(‘
when he could have took a gunny sack full of
diamonds and pearls? He must have been a
picturc nut, too.”

“Nut, Mr. Ticrney?”

“Ych, o gentleman from Brazil”

“No, he was an linglishman. He said be
was Sir Richard Celverly.”

“Sir Richaed Calverly! Sir Richard Cal-
verly! A long thin fellow with a hook nose
and cves like & hawk?”

“Why, ycs. Do you know him?”

“Slickest crook on two continents, worka all
by himself, gets out of jail as easy as a cat
our of an open kitchen door. We bulle call
him ‘Silent Mr, Forrester! Hc'’s in this coun-
try now.” (Continued on paye 48)
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A Circus Feud

< 0O0OD! Cood boy! Fine! Once morc now, then

three dreps into the net, and we'll call it a

day.”” It was Eddie Ford speaking, and Rann

Braden flushed with pleasure. He was standing
alongside the famous acrobat on the “pedestal” high up
under the great big top of the Seliridge circus. Rann had
just returned from a long swing on one of the three trap-
ezcs, hanging by his hands, and the manner in which he
had regained the pedest. al—r eally a long plank-like ar-
rangement, on which the flyers of the Ford troupe started
their trapeze stunts—had called forth the
commendation of the tanned, museular
Ford.

Therc were a great many men around
the Sclfridge show whom Rann had learned
to admire and respect, but no one, as yet,
had carned a place in the young Southern-
er’s heart comparable to Ford’s. Rann had
been a property boy for three weeks, and
for two of them he had spent an honr
every aftcrnoon between shows under the
tutelage of Ford. The owner,
trainer, and star of the Ford
flying troupcs, famous in the
annals of the circus for years,
had seen Rann amusing hkim-
self in the back yard one day,
and after watching a beautiful
back somersault
bad entered into a
business conver-
sation with the new-
est and youngest
employee o f the cir-
cus. A half hour
later Rann was
showing him what
he could do as a re-
sult of years of gym
work, and from that
time on TFord had
worked_with him,

“You've got the makings
of a great flyer, hoy,” the
clear-eyed perfox'mer had
told him. “If you're will-
ing to swork, you can be
making extr: 4 money around
this show in less than a
year.”

And Rann was working.
He was just about the busi-
est man on the lot, from
early morning till late at
night. His regular work was
enough fo tire even his su-
perb body, but doggedly he
I\Ppt at his spare-time train-
ing with Ford, and when he
had a moment 1o himself he
was usually in the menagerie tent, gazing fascinatedly
at the animals and talking to the animal men.

He was tired now—it had been a strenuous session
thirty feet above the wide-spreading net. Nothing more
1o cdo but his practicc drops, now, and he was glad of it.
He rested a minute, watching Bert Hawkins training a
new dancing horse. Over in the end ring, on the oppo-
site side of the deserted big top, little Ilobbs, fourteen-
year-old scion of a famous riding family, was practicing
riding under the tutclage of his famous father. Already
the voungster was a good bareback rider, and with every
passing day he was getting his back somersault nearer
and ncarer to perfection. Soon he’d be doing it on a
horse’s back.

“Ready!” yelled Rann, and his body left the pedestal
as he clung to the trapeze with both hands. His body
was ag stralght as a string, from pointed toes to straight
neck. In a wide arc, Rann swept across the tent. At
the end of the swing he loosened his grip. His body
was parallel to the ground, and as he fell he kept it that
way. ‘T'wo seconds of thrilling, half-fearful sensation,
and then his hundred and fifty pounds of bone and
muscle plunked into the net.

“Good! But land a little more on your back and
shoulders next time!” yelled Ford, standing on the
ground alongside the net now.

Twice Rann climbed up the rope ladder, swung off the
pedestal, and dropped. Each drop was like a perfect
high dive, and the last time he landed directly on his

back.
“In a week we’ll be trying a somersault down,” Ford
promised him. “Take a sponge bath now. See you to-

night. Watch Ross's drop to-night—the double somer-
sault, and see how he throws himself off the trapeze.”

“Yes, suh,” returned Rann in his soft Southern dia-
‘e‘i)t'v “TI think I could do a somersault any time, now,
suh.”

A loud laugh sounded near-by.

“Watch out, Mr. Ford—in a week or two more this
guy’'ll be putting out troupes himself!”

It was Knight, one of the property boys and Rann's

With one sweep of
his hand he knocked /
the lanky property

boy into the berth.

much disliked berthmate. He was a tall, gangling
youth, with long, messy hair and very dirty clothes. He
never wore socks, and hence was called “Sockless” around
the show. His face was always unshaven, his nails al-
ways dirty, and he rarely wore underwear of any kind
whatever. He was a sloppy, careless chap who typified
just about everything that the fastidious Rann disliked.

Tord smiled, and ran his fingers through his closely
cropped curly hair.

“Dog-goned if I don’t believe it!” he chuckled. “I
never saw a fellow catch on so quick!”

ANN’S tranquil gaze rested steadily on Sockless, and

did not waver even when Hawkins rode up, patting

his nervous, sweating horse’s neck and crooning sooth-

ingly to him. Sockless XKnight was getting- on Rann's

nerves more and more, and he hadn't liked that remark.

“When you goin’ in the act, Peaches?” Sockless in-
quired sardonically.

Rann’s mouth tightened. Knight always called him
Peaches, and Rann hated the name.

“Not for a long time, yet, of course,” he drawled
equably, the wrath within him showing only in the hot
hazel flecks which suddenly came into his blue-gray
eyes. "Ill go in about the time you take a bath, I im-
agine.

Lean, bow-legged Hawking, ex-cowboy and bronco
buster with the old Comanche Bill show, chuckled as he
swung from his horse.

“If you scrubbed long enough, I reckon you'd find
a pair o' socks on yuh that yuh ain’t known about,
Sockless,” he remarked.

A circus is curiously democratic—the greatest stars
among the performers are often the friends of the low-
est canvasman. Once a showman, always a showman,
seems to be the rule of circus life, and oftentimes la-
borers and performers have worked on the same shows
for years. Sockless was an old-timer for a youngster,
although {ive years is not a long time in the circus
business.

Knight's wide mouth twisted into a sneer.

& T Ao

THE AMERICAN Boy

By Rex Lee

Hlustrated by Ernest Fuhr

“Is that so?” he snarled.
his eyes on Rann. There
had been instinctive dis-
like between the two from
the first day, and it had
been heightened by Sock-
less’, jealousy of Rann's
rapid progress. “Well, I
don't see how anybody can
take a bath around this
show! Peaches here uses
all the water. When yuh
git to be a kinker, T'll give
vuh a bottle o’ perfume,
Peaches. That there skin o’
yours has got, to be took
care of.”

“Dry up, Socl\lcs‘ 1!
snappcd Tord. “T—

“Thatl be just aboul
all out. of you, Knight,”
Rann cut in slowly, his
drawl now so pronounced
that there was a percepti-
ble space bet.ween each
word. “As far as I'm con-
cerned, if I never talk to
you again, itll be too
soon. Nobody asked you
for any advice about any-
thing, and where I'm con-
cerned you mind your own
business around this show
from now on. Do you get
that?”

There was an interval
of silence. The eyes of the
two property boys were
locked in a silent, struggle.
Rann’s duln’t waver, and
there was something danc-
ing in them that made the
lanky, gangling Sockless
drop his gaze. Ilc hesi-
tated briefly, his eycs dart-
ing from face to face. At
last they camec back to
Rann’s composed counte-
nance. Somchow the un-
kemptproperty boy re-
minded the young South-
erner of a cornered rat
looking wildly for escape.

Without a word more
Sockless wheeled and
started away. Then he
threw a snarled parting
shot over his shoulder.

“I've seen plenty of
First of Mays,”
spitting thc words out viciously. “First of May” mcans
an amateur in the show business. “And they don’t las
long. Yuh think your kinker friends’ll carry yuh through,
but—"

“Get out of here!” <napped IIawkins, and Sockless
waited not on the order of his going.

Ford’s square, stoical face did not change as his eyes
followed the gangling Sockless.

“Better watch him, Rann,” he advised. “There’re lots
of tough customers with a show, you know—and plenty
of things can happen.”

Rann nodded, and suddenly a sense of foreboding
came over him. The frenzied life of a show was still
strange to him, but he already realized that in the wild
struggle of putting up and taking down that tented
city, death itself stalked always with the showman, and
no enemy was needed to force a mun into watching
himself closely. Somehow the hundreds of kborers were
still more or less mysteries to him; they talked casually
of places and things that sent a cold shiver up his back.
There were many tough customers, as Ford had said,
and Sockless was worse than most because of the ap-
parently inbred sneakiness in him.

“Watch them center poles, kid,” advised Hawkins
jovially. “And the quicker Sockless and the rest find
yuh ain’t tuh be monkeyed with, the better.”

The tranquil Southerner nodded again. There was an
undercurrent of seriousness in Hawkins’ facetious advice.

“Well, guess I'll go ovuh and get better acquainted in
the cat house,” drawled Rann, and started for the me-
nageric.

LREADY the cookhousc tent was down, and packed

into the cookhouse wagon. Before the night show
started, it would be on the flat cars of the circus train.
The canvas men were starting for the horse tents,
which sheltered the hundred and twenty wonderful gray
baggage horses, and soon that, too, would ‘be on the
train. Before the night show was half over, the me-
nagerie tent would be down and the animal cages being
dragged to the runs and loaded. Eight hundred people,

he said,"
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more than ten tents of varicus sizes and kinds, three
hundred animals, and all the equipment needed {or the
pafermance and for living—all that was set up, oper-
ated, torn downm, loaded, and moved cvery twenty-four
hours. Rann could not yet comprchend the clizzying
magnitude of it, ner the organizing grnius that made if
possible.

He walked through the comneetion between big top
and “cat house”—menagerie—and walked slewly dewn
the line of cages. There were seventeen of them, limed
aleng ihe menageric top wall acxt to the big top. From
the middle cage a wouden chute fed under the canvas
walls to the sleel arena in the middle ring. Twelve
sleek while pelar bears, a dezen tawny Wblack-striped
l:igers, fourleen lordly male lious and ten females were
in these cages, und (he fuscinated Rann speut hours be-
forc them, watching the beautiful beasts which were
still things of wonder to him. Chained to stakes, fifteen
elephants were linsul up an the opposile side of the
menageric, munching at their hay conlentedly. A hip-
popotamus, a pygny hip, kengaroos, and monkeys com-
pleted the layeut.

As always, Rann finally weund up in front of Kaiser’s
cage. IKaiser was an ontlaw—a savagely vicious beast.
but the most superb lion of them all. His mane was
black, and in the sct of his huge head und the aupple-
ness of his tawny body there wus unutterable majesty.
His big eyrs were unlike the golden brown oncs of the
others. Thev were dark and hrooding, snd somchow it
seemed that all the ferocity of the jungle had been dis-
tilled inte their depths.

Mr. Bullion. assistant manager and a former animal
trainer, came through the tent, coatless, his vest swing-
g as he walked.

“Hello, Kaiser,” be cailed. and cume over to the cage.
Kaiser's great paw swept between the bars in an cn-
deavor te reach the (all circus mnn.

“Ripped a hundrcd and ten dollar suit off me in win-
ter quaiters” DBulliow told Ramn. “I got carcless. I
didn’t mind se much, beecause I'd had it dyed and the
blamed dyers had ruined it anyway.”

“YWhat’s the matter with Kaiser?” inquired Rann.

“Speiled!” declared Bullion. “These cats are just likn
r:eople.  Some of ‘em have good digpesitiens, others
bucl.  Wheu Kuiser was a punk’—all young amals
aveund a circus ure
“punks”— “he was
not worked, and he
got so he wanted
to do just what he
wanted tn, with na
argnzienl. He s
geiting worse
every duy. Some
time or other
Elliott’ll have lo
fight him off. He'll
forget to keep his
cy¥e on the brute—
and in thal sceond,
Kaizerlll go for
him.”

It wasn’t hard to
believe, looking in-
to the hate-filled
cyes that gleamed
from the cage.

“If he ever got
loose—" drawled
Rann, and Bullion
laughed.

“I don’t know,” he
admitted “Mast. of
‘era gare bewildered
when they ger lnose—
don’t know where to
ro ar what to do, and
thevre glad to get
Back into familiar
surroundings. Buv this
old heathen here
ne telling what might
happen if he got out
He can’t even get
slong with a single
other lion. They have
their Jikes and dis-
likes, same as peorle.

“Take Cora dowa
here. She leads a
tough life, and she’s
ue bad as Kaiser”

Ile led the wuay to
Cora’s cage. Each one
of thc cage wagons
was divided mto
three  compartments,
and Cora, notorious
outlaw who wnas re-
sponsible for the fact
that Chisty, the tiger
trainey, was carrying
his arm in & siing
right then, had one to
herself. And the: doncs
to the other cages
were not opened.

“You sec thesc five pusks there arc one family—get
along fine between themselves. These feur big ones
are anuller bunch. They gel along together. but not
with anybedy else. These two here, Jack and Jake, are
brothers, and theyre all right together. But old lady
Cora hates “em all, comes [rom a dilferent (amily alto-
gether, und she's scared all the time and wants v fight.
She's tough—hates the whole world, Cora does.”

Bullion rambled on to his silent, absorbed listener, as
he unfelded the lore of the animal man to Rann.

“There’s one thizg you cun paste in your hal when
vou get uround uni 1isls, which you probily will if old
man Ironley has his way. Elephants need ta know
whom to trust, in general, and rats need to know whom
10 fear. Old Emory Miles, our bass animal man, told
me that when I was a First of May over on the AL C.
Robiwson show twenty years ago, and I've hever for-
got. it.

“Well, how do you like the circus®”

“Tinc—although I admit I'd ratber sleep alone than
with Sockless—or anybody cise, for that matter.”

Bullion laughed, his lcan, strong fucc warming amaz-

m;

"Hes dirty all right,” he admitted. “Kind of an out-
u=t areund, but he’s a geod

assistant boss if he'd get wise to himself.
Horﬁe O'Dounell, the bosz canvasman, sajd to him the
other day? Yeu know Leonard, whe zells the live
chamelecns out. on the midway? Horze was talking to
Socklees, und all of 4 sudden he neticed Sockless' ears
or semetihing and he says: ‘VV¥ait a minute, Sockless,
Lemlmrd \»aue< to see you and pick seme lizmds off
voul'”

Rane chuckled, and vet. somehow, the fact that Seck-
fess wix repulsive ta him did not prevent him from feel-
ing a pang of pity for the dirty, snuarling, friendless
property boy who was a waif of the show lets. Prob-
ably he’d uever had a chancc to speak of, and didn't
have the backbone Io haul himeself oul of the wire.

bL BDENLY a heart-tightening roar seemed to fill the
deserted menagerie, und Iaiser was standing en his
hind legs, one paw through lhe bars between hix cown-
puriment nnd the pext one, wheve sleepy cld Sultan
wns dowing. Sultun roured back, took a swipe at the

Now Raan was standing, teembling so that he could scarccly remain
upright, two feet in front of Kaiser, shooing him with that red blouse.
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interiering paw, and spit out his distke for the Inrdly
outlaw.

“Anything for a fight—he'll cven play at itl¥ re-
marked Bullion. “Hello, seven o’elock. Doors are open.”

The main entrance led into the menagerie, whence
the people walked through the eanvas connection into
the big top after vicwing tbc animals. They came in
in streams. Out at the frcnt door, Bailcy, one of the
ticket takers, was starting his never-cecasmg pless and
commands: “Hurcy! Step lively! This way to the big
shew! Huiry! Step lively!” Inside little Joey Karr,
fust, of the reserved seat sellers, was velling raucously:
“Comfortabls high backed opera chairs! You don't
kave to crowd in the grandstand! Seats in frent of the
arens, where all the feature wild amimal acts take
place!”  The sideshow b:md was going full steam, ticket
#llers were yelling, and in a trice the peaceful silence
of big top and menagerie became a dizzy, whirling bed-
larn s 1he spirit. of 3 perpetual holiday filled it.

N heur luter the big show had etaed, the thirty-
pices band blaring loudly and the calliope helpm"
out. Rann was arrayed n a red corduroy blouse now, onc
of the ferty-four property beys who handled all the
rigging and treps for cach act. As fast as an act fn-
ished, the sr:ears, blankets, ladeers, or benches used were
rushed out ef the big top by the preperty beys and
packed in the proper wagon. The night shew was al-
ways a steady stripping down ef material. The second
that a thing bad fulflled its missien, it was got rid
of. and by the time tke show ended, much of the
complicated rigging would be on the train.

Sockless worked im Rann’s gang, but not a word was
exchanged between them. Once, when they, along with
twelve ethers, were handling a cable which pulled into
the air the rigging used by sn “iren-jaw” act, Ranm
stunabled and fell, 10 the great glee of ahout half of
the cight thousand swectiters. ITe flushed hotly, and for
& secomwd had all he could do to centrol himself. Sock-
less had tripped hiw. But Rawo could control his tem-
per. He did not refer to the incident in any way.

At ten-thirty the show was over. and sefere the peo-
ple were out of the huge hundred-sixty-foot top, Horse
O'Bonrell was rowsng orders to his hundred canvas
men, two teams of horses were pulling the quarter poles

loose, seat men were
loading the seats un
plank wugons diawn -
to the tent by six-horse
teams, and the process
of tearing down was
uncler way. An  hour
Jater the lot would be
bare —- the circus gone.
But, that hour would lee
one of apparent, mad-
neess, with hundreds of
men working fruntically
against time, and ap-
pedring Lo get nowhere.
Suddeuly the big top
would sall, be loaded,
and one would sec that
the show had dis-
apneared magically
mso the night.

The property
boys Fad to pack
some Jiaging, and
cursy the ring-sec-
tions and lead
theam, The rings
were of hcavy
sguarc wood, in
six-foot scetions
which fitted te-
gether.

Ranr stooped te
get his first sce-
tion, and tound
Sockless beside
him,

“Look out you
don’t, fall,” jeecrcd
Knight, pushing
hig long hair out of
bis eyes.

He was ztanding
abeve Rumn, his
section already on
his sheulder. Rann
came uprighs with
the ring-zection on
his shoulder.

“Oh, I guess'I
can stand upl” he
started te say, and
then tried to dodga.
Knight had turned swiftly toward the property wagon,
and as ke did so the end of his ring-sectiem smashed
against the side of the yeumg Boutherners hcad. Rann
dropped Jike a log, out for the ccunt.

He came to with big, black-haired, mahogany-faced
Hoize O’Bonncll bending over him.

“Tw leavin’ it to yen to lick Sockless,”
Irishman. “Be dore it. And meant jt.”

Raan nodded, getting dizgily (Centinued en mage %)

stated the big
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Chasin’ Mr. Clancarty

HEN the desk man of the City Messenger

service handed the blue envelope to “Rabbit”

Shanks, after summoning him from the bench

where he had been dozing with the other boys
of the night force, the Rabbit looked af the superserip-
tion and grinned.

“This went out oncc—'way out to the four thousand
block en Madison Street,” said the boss. “The new
Wilson kid couldn’t locate this Clancarty. If you ain’t
doin’ anything, Rabbit, you might look him up in the
directory, or somewhere.”

“T dont need to look  up Jim Clancarty,” answered
the messenger. “That’s his address all right, but he’s
down town right now—hc’s onc of thc freight tunncl
boys, and he’s on the ash haul this week, =0 he’s workin’
nights.”

“Say,” demanded the officc boss, “do you know every-
body in Chicago ?”

“I know: a lot of ’em that don’t get in city diree-
tories, and that some people never hear about at all—
like these fellers that work down forty feet. under the
Loop all the year around.”

“Well, the superintendent of a big office buildin’ wants
Clancarty to get this message right away,” went on the
desk boss.  “And . Rabbit, as you're a sure enough
Indian; you ought to hit the trail right. Find this guy
if he’§ in the Loop, but don't take more’n half an hour
at it

So Rabbit Shanks took the envelope and trailed out
silently into the brilliantly-lighted, night stieet life of
Chicago. He was small for his fiftcen years, lecan,
tough-muscled and brown of skin; and he could remem-
ber back to years, before his experience at the Govern-
ment Indian school, when, instead of the great canyon-
like streets of the city, his young eyes had developed
their wariness [rom watching down into the deeps of
Arizona gorges and across the dry yellow mesas of the
Rio Grande. Three ycars of work as a city messenger
boy in the down town station had not dulled his dreams
of “hitting the trail” some day back to the reservation
wherc his marauding Apache forefathers had been gath-
ered up and guarded by the soldiers of Uncle Sam,
while the boys of the tribe had been sent East to learn
the white man’s ways and knowledge. The Rabbit was
not sure that he favored all of the white man’s civiliza-
tion, but anyhow he prcferred the hurry and noise and
adventure of the business district of Chicago to the
irksome discipline and study of the Government school
—that was why he ran off and worked his way this far
east with the idea of somctime showing up at his tribal
home on the Southwestern reservation.

“Clancarty,” muttered Rabbit, dodging past the hood
of a big motor car in a traffic jam, for he never paid
any attention to the policeman’s signals if he could
help it. “Sure T know Mr. Clancarty, and T’ll get
Station No. 1 on the phone and they’ll let me know
just where he ought to be in the Loop tunnels.”

T DIDN'T OCCUR to the Rabbit that of all the

thousands of busy pedestrians and the people in the
hundreds of motor cars who poured like a tide through
the bright streets, hardly one would know that far down
under their feet and the pavements—deeper than the
last underground story of the skyscrapers—freight trains
were rumbling around curves in narrow tunnels that
were as silent, except [or their own busincss, and with
a temperature as unchanged in winter blizzards and
summer hcat, as if they were halfway around the globe
from the big city.

It was all in the day or night’s work with Rabbit, and
he hiked into a drug store and called up the tunnel office
out on the West Side with a brief reflection that he
would find Mr. Clancarty in ten minutes—quicker than
any city detective could find him, or any alert news-
paper reporter, because Rabbit knew the underground
system and its men.

“Clancarty?” came a hoarse voice over the telephone
from the night watchman at the Universal station.
“Sure, he works in th’ tunnel, but there’s no freight
moved after five o’clock; and besides you couldn’t get
down (o see anyboady anyhov» You can bring this
message to the office, and he'll gel it in thc mornin’”

“He's goin’ to get it to-
night,” retorted the Rabbit.
“Sux‘e,] know there’s no freight
movin’ at night, but the dump
trains arc. Clancarty’s on one,
and it'll be at some Loop sta-
tion about now. You call up
on your tunnel phone and lo-
cate him, and T'll spot him
down town—"

“No fresh kid like the likes
of you can get into the tunnel
no time,” grumbled the watch-
man. “Be:uie (,hnr'avfys got
a bad cold, an’—

“When did the last, dict frain
leave Station One?” broke in

By Charles Tenney Jackson
Itlustrated by W. W. Clarke

Rabbit impatiently. “T'll bet I can see Mr. Clancarty
in five minutes right from this'corner!”

“You'll do nothin’ ¢’ the kind. If Clancarty’s in thc
t.uunel he’s gat fifty feet o’ good solid dirt between him
an’ you—and besides you can’t telephone from the top
down to the tunnel stations except through me, herc at
the office, and a fresh messenger kid like you—?

The Rabbit hung up abruptly. He took a direct trail
across the street, dodging his way again among people
and aulomobiles, turned into the arcade of a business
structure, nodded to a cigar counter man, and went
down a little flight of stairs that led from the marble
lined corridor. Down some more steps where it was
growing warmer, and then he opened a door.

“Hello, Rabbit!” said a man, sitting at a desk in a
little, brightly-lighted room. Beyond came the hum of
machinery, a first glimpse of the busy underground life
of the big city.

“Hello, Mr. Givens,” answered Rabbit to the engineer.
“Dumped y'r ashes yet? I'm lookin’ for Mr. Clancarly,
who ought to be in ¢harge of the train”

“The boys just sent ’em away ten minutes ago, I
think.”

“Then Clancarty’ll be over. 'at the Trust Building,”
centinued Rabbit, promptly, and turned on his trail.
Up and out to the street again, down two blocks and
onto Monroe Street, which at this hour was darker

Rabbit hit the cinders with a bump, but on both feet.

and more quict. The Loop Indian was as sure of his
trail here as were his forcfathers on the Southwestern
deserts.” He went in the main corridor, found another
obscure little door and stairs leading down, and down
hc went. Two flights down this time, and past a watch-
msn who nodded to him silently. Then out into the
great power room of the skyscraper which also housed
a big department store above.

HE PLACE was a white-lighted wilderness of dyna-

mos, steam pumps, water pipes and whirring belts;
while still another floor down, through an iron grating,
Rabbit saw the boilers and furnaces and the dump from
which the tunnel freight trains supplied coal to the
underground city.

An assistant engineer told him what he desired. The
ash train was under the chutes now, and Rabbit could
catch the man in charge if he stepped lively. Being
lively was Rabhit’s specialty, so he went whistling down
the little iron curving steps to the hot boiler room. It
would be still another level below this where the ash
train waited to reccive the day’s accumulations.

“Hello, Sigel!” yclled Rabbit above the din, to a
fireman. Other men were working about a column of
asbestos-covered pipes, and past thesc and out on a
spur track of the railroad the messenger traveled lightly.
And he was just clear of the piping hy some yards when
he heard a wlld yell above the clatter of the machinery
above. Turning his head Rabbit saw thc workmen scat-
tering down the fire room, and the next instant, they
were all blotted out in a white cloud. A shrill hiss
which grew to a roar broke on his ears; and without
waiting for his scnscs to tell him what had happened

Rabbit sprang swiltly {rom the narrow track te
escape the steam cloud that swirled after him. He
felt its blistering breath even as hc was in midair,
but he went down through it, striking flat on his
back on a smooth, polished metal surface that slanted
downward at such an angle that Rabbit, frantically
c}p(;.chjng out in cvery dircction, could not stay his
slide.

Not that he wanted to, for the whole space above
was a chamber of whirling, opaque steam clouds that
spread after him. Down Rabbit went on his neck,
still grabbing vainly at the metal slide. Then his
shoulders and hecls both struck narrowing edges, his
body doubled up and he fell again—plop !—through
an opening and into a soft but suffocating bed that
nearly buried him. Ash particles and dust rained
after him, but above, through the opening of the ash
chute, he saw the pursuing steam demon settling
lower. A boiler pipe had bursted somewhere.

Spitting coal ash from his mouth Rabbit raised his
head.

“Well,

”

I went shootin’ the chutes,” hc gasped.
“Must be on an ash car, then. Hello, Clancarty!”
he bawled, struggling to sit up. “Clancarty!”

The ash bed under him was decidedly warm, and
Rabbit went scrambling about in it feeling this way
and that. He was about to slide off the ash mound
when he felt the train jerk for a start. And the next
minute his car went bumping out from under the
metal ash chutes and into the tunnel.

“Clancarty is up thcre ahead,” thought Rabbit,
“and I better catch him and then hop off and see
what’s goin’ on in the engine room.”

But when he stuck up his head, blowing ash dust
out of his mouth and rubbing his eyes, he instantly
ducked it down again. The line of seven cars had
swerved out in the tunnel and was rumbling on
faster and faster.

And the concrete tunnel, horseshoe shape., was
not more than six feet wide and scven and a half
feet high. That meant that the little cars, twelve
feet in length and four wide, allowed very little
space on either side, as they rushed along the curves
at fiftecn miles an hour. But worse than that, as
Rabbit saw, was thc stream of vivid blue light that
crackled back from the elec-
tric locomotive. The dcadly
trolley wire was so close
above his face that he could
have reached a hand to it
casily.

The instant that Rabbit
Shanks thought of that, he
flopped back full length on
his ash bed and lay still.

“Got to stick it out till
the next ash dump” he
sputtered. “Let’s see, meb-
be I can figurc out where
the train’ll go from here.”

He had ridden through
one section of the seventy
miles of underground rail-
road before, with his friend,

(Continued on page 51)



~

April, 1926

The Sioux had made
a heavy trail as they
went up the wvalley,
and the moon gave
us plenty of light to
follow it.
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William Jackson, Indian Scout

ELL we knew that somewhere ahcad we were
in for a big fight with the Sioux.

“Did I not tell you so even before wc left.

Fort, Rice?” grimly demanded Bloody Knife,

(General Custer’s favorite Ree scout and one of the best
friends my brother Robert and I ever had.

True, he had. Bloody Knife knew well both the ways
of the Sioux and the danger of an attack by a big band
of them up in that wild Elk River (Yellowstone) coun-
try. He had grimly foretold the big fight into which
we knew now we were surely riding. And he rode on
into it grimly.

Robert and I sfrove to appear as calm as Bloody
Knife and the other experienced scouts, and I think
no one guessed how esxcitedly our hearts were beating.
We were very yeung to have been permitted to enlist
as regular scouts in our country's army—Robert was
only nineteen, I seventeen—and this was our first big
expedition. Moreover, it, was with the famous Seventh
Cavalry, under General Custer, the Ree scouts’ beloved
Chief Long Hair. We were guarding a party of sur-
veyors sent to run the line for a railroad.

Railvoads to be built up in that great buffalo coun-
try! Small wonder that the Sioux, urged on by shrewd
.old Sitting Bull. were furiously detcrmined to drive
back the expedition.

But Robert and I—who had in our veins the blood of
a famous old Virginia family as wcll as that of the
staunch Pikuni tribe—pinned our faith to the premiscs
of the white men that all the Indians in the country
should be fairly treated, and felt fully justified in riding
on against Sitting Bull’s allies.

Chupter X

’ HE Sioux had made a heavy trail as they went up
the valley, and the moon gave us plenty of light
to follow it. Wec rode steadily all night, stopped

at daybreak for hreakfast

again took the trail.

We wanted, of cowrse, to make a surprise attack upon
the Sioux, for we were ouly aboul 450, and they all of
a thousand fighting men; so at noon, finding that their
trail was quite fresh, we went into a big grove of tim-
ber bordering the river, and remained there until near
sundown. Then, having gone only a few miles from that
resting place, we came to the shorc end of the river, and
the end of the trail; there the enemy had crossed over
to the other side, and only a few hours before. Had
we kept on instead of making a halt at noon, we would
have come upon them when they were preparing to
make the crossing, and so had every advantage of them.

We could scc no glow of lodges, no sparks of camp
fires on the opposite side of the river, and it was
thought that the enemy had gone from there on up the
valley. Wec went on up the river a little way, and
stopped for the night in a small grove, we scouts by
ourselves in the upper end of it. There Bloody Knife
came to us, much disgusted, and for the first time,
angry at the man he worshipped, Long Hair—General
Custer.

aml three howrs' rest, and

By James Willard Schultz

Illustrated by Frank E. Schoonover

“I told him,” he Qald pomtmg to an island out in the
middle of the river, “we can ride out to it, and from
there swim with our herses to the other side. He did not
answer me; he just gave erders for us to camp !

“Muybe he did not understand you," T said.

“I told him that not only with my mouth, with white
men’s talk; I said it also with hands talk! Of course he
understood!”

“It is very bad for us that he would not take your
advice,” said an older one of the Rees. “The enemy
camp must be within easy ride from here; we could
make dawn attack upon if, and oh, what a killing! What
a killing!”

“Well, what is to be will be,” said another.

“For me, right now, it is a good sleep,” saild my
brother, and at that we all laughed, wrapped our blank-
ets about us, lay down and were in no time dead to the
world.

The sentries awakened us very early, we saddled up,
and forded out to the island as day was breaking. From
there to the east shorc the river was famly swift and

‘about. two hundred yards in width, and Bloody Knife,

calling upon my brother to interpret for him, went to
General Custer and again proposed that we all should
get into the water at once and swim across; but a short
no was all the answer that he got. We spent all that
day in building a raft and trying unsuccessfully to get
it across the stream. Then at sundown a party of Sioux
suddenly came out of the brush opposite to water their
horses. DBut they never watered them for, at once dis-
covering us upon the island, they wheeled about and
were out of sight before a shot could be fired at them.
That of course cnded all thought of making a surprise
attack upon their camp, and the attempt to cross to
the east side was abandoned and we moved from the
island to the main shore.

Bloody Knife had been sullen all day, and now he was
furious, and so were others of the Rees. What was the
matter with these white soldiers? they asked. Were they
babies, that they could not plunge into the river with
their horses and swim to the other side? No, they were
not babies: they were big powerful men—with little
bird hearts! They were afraid of the river! Huh!

Robert remarked that a number of them could not
swim, and to that Bloody Knife angrily exclaimed:
“Well, at least, they could hang onto their horses’ tails
and so be towed across!”

The night passed without incident, but at break of
day a large party of the Sioux opened fire at us from
the opposite shore. Some of-the best shots of the com-
mand were ordcred to rcturn their fire, and while they
were doing that, it was discovered that other parties of
the enemy were crossing with their horses above and

below us. Bloody [Knife and I were two of the detail
of sharpshooters.

We tried hard to muke every shot count. Bui. the re-
maining warriors were already mounting their horses and
hurrying to join the great numbers of riders crossing
above and helow us.

ENERAL CUSTER, meantime, had sent Captain
rench and several of the troops to attack the In-
dians croszing below, and Colonel Hart to altuck those
crossing above, while he and the remaining officers and
Lroops looked oul for our center. Great numbers of the
enemy had already crossed and were guthering on the
bluffs in our front, preparing to charge us. The scouts
were about evenly clivided among the threc commands,
and when Bloody Knife and I {inally came out from the
shore, he went straight to General Custer, and I wus or-
dered to join  Lientenant. Braden—of Colonel Hart’s
force—who with about twenty men, was posted on a
small knoll out in the bottom.

I had no sooncr joined the little detail than about, a
hundred and fifty of the enewy came charging down ut
us. @ne of the furst shots that they fired pierced Lieu-
lenant, Braden’s thigh, whirling him about and to the
ground. But with never a c¢ry of pain, there he sat,
calling upon us to hold the knoll, and firing his re-
volver with carcful aim. But our shots did not scem to
have much effect on the enemy; they came on to within
fifty yards, and then, just as I thought for sure that
they were going to ride right over us, they swerved, and
went out to join a larger force preparmg to (hdrge our
front.

It was then that wc heard the band, back of us, be-
gin playing “Garry Owen,’ Ceneral Custer's signal for
the grand charge at the enemy. As he rode out, his
horsc and that of another officer, Lieutenant I\ctLhum
were shot down, and they each took a trooper’s mount.

As I have said, the Sioux were about a thousand war-
riors against four hundred and fifty of us, and few of us
thought that our charge upon them would succced, for
they were brave fighters. But to our surprise, they al-
most at once began to give way and retrcat up the val-
ley. Then, suddenly we understood: the main column of
the expedition was in sight, coming up the valley; and
at that a grand chase of the cnemy began and was con-
tinued for seven or eight miles, when the last of them
recrossed the river and were safe.

That night, the officers had somec talk about crossing
the river and pursuing the Indians, but decided that it
was more important to continue w1th the railroad sur-
vey. Accordingly, we moved on up the river to a butte
named Pompey’s Pillar, and from there out north to
the Musselshell River, from which point the Seventh
Cavalry, with the raxlroad engineers, and some of us
scouts, left the Infantry and the wagon train and pushed
straight across the plains to the Yellowstone opposite
the Stockade, and four days later the Josephine came
up and ferricd us across. A day or two later, we struck
out for Fort Lincoln, and without adventure of any
kind arrived there the 22nd of September, the rest of the
expedition coming in some time later.
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When we returned to J'ort Lincaln, Robert and T had
a pleasant surprisc when we found our mother there
awaiting our return. Wc at oncc built a little cabin
adjeining the scouts’ quarters, below the fart, and she
remained with uz all winter, returning to Fort Buford
on the first steamboat upbound, in the spring

The winter passed 4quietly enough, and with the ap-
proach of spring, werd was passed thut the Seventh
Cavalry was to go on a trip into the Black Hills to
select a site for a fort, and te leara if it were true, &3
had been whispered about, that prespectors had found
placer gold there, and were washing eut great guantities
of it. To us scouts, this was such good news we could
scarcely believe it; we had become very tired of our
meunelonous life al ihe fort.

“I am golng to Loow Hur right now and learn the
truth abeut this,” said Bloody Knife, and sway he went,
up to General Custer's hmdquartcrs, and soon returned
to us, bm?dly :mllmg

“Ttis truel”” he ericd.  “We are going out there! We
shull soon be leaving herel™

And at that all the Iices sprang to

Peremnber, and two duys later arrived at Standing Rerk,
where they let it be thought that their errand was te
recover sonme stolen horses. @n the following morning,
the Ree scont, Skunk Head, reported that he had just
seen Rauin-in-thi-Face and a ouuber of olher men going
into the trader’s store. As a detail of the supposed horse
hunters rode cusually out past the store, Captain Cus-
ter, with five of his man and thc scent, sauntcred into
it. 'The scout, as seon as he could de it witheut at-
tracting attention, let Custer know that a certain In-
dian, standing at the counter, was the man wanted. Cus-
ter sidled up bchind and suddenly seiazed hire. Rain-in-
the-Face had to drop the Winchester carbine which he
had concealed under his blanket, in order to try to iree
himself, Then two of the treopers scized his arms,
while the other three and the scout leveled their wea-
pons at the crewd and held them at bay. Already a
trooper standing outside at a window bad given Captam
Yates a sign agreed upon, and he and a number of h
men came in with a rugh, and in twn mmutvr Raln-m-
the-Face, well
trussed up aund

their fect and sang a song of war. =

heund npon a

At last the nxprdntlon was made up
of ten companies of the Srventh Cav-
alry, one company of the 28th In-
fantry, onc of thc 17th Infantry, a
few members of thc Unitcd States
Engineers, under Captain Ludlow,
Charlie Reynolds, white scout, 6l
Indian scouts, and a long train of
supply wagens, and we left, Fort Lin-
coln on July 1. Accomrpanymg us
were two geologists, Mr. Winchell and
Mr. George Bird Grinnell.

Day by day the expedition moved
south across a plain covered with
game, and we scouts had zll the
shooting that we wanted. Bloody

Reynolds rode with General Custer,
snd at night Reynolds uzually camped
with us Ind'un scouts. I had known
him for several years, and mow the
more I saw of him. the better I liked

Custer’s Last Fight

One of the epics of Ameri-
can history, that bold, de-
termined and at last dis-
astrous stand of General Cus-

of the battle on the Little
Knife always and seretimes Charlie ‘ Big Horn—read the accounts
- of historians who look at it
from a critical distance. Now,
in “William Jackson, Indian

horse, was being
hurried toward
Fert Linceln for
trial.

At the same
time, his friends
were hurrying to
the different
camps to ty to
organize a force to
pursue the seldiers

ter's troops against the Sioux. zﬁndtfre; him. Blf('{
You've read in your histories no o o i

mest of the able-
bodied :nen eof the
calr.ps were out on
a bufale hunt.
The command
brought him safely
to the fort, where
he was taken te

Lim. He was ahout thirty vears of Scout,” you can read the the puard houte
age, slender but ppwerl'u}‘ly muscled,; actual story of a man who and chained to a
He was eften called “Lenesome

Charlie, ecause he frequently went was there, who saw every

alone on long trapping trips; and all
the tribes of the Upper Mizseuri well
knew that he wag a man without fear.
Nope knew where he cams from, or
if Reynolds was his real name. All
the same, he was of happy disposi-
tion and geaerous beyond words. Lit- |
tle did I dream then that only Lwe
vears later I was to take part in a
great battle with the Sioux in which
Lenesome Charlie and, oh, se many
others of my soldier and sceut friends
and acquaintances were te meet their
end.

move of the stirring and heart-
breaking struggle. For Scout
William Jackson was through
the battle, and James Wil-
lard Schultz gives Jackson’s
own tale of it. Be sure not to
miss it—it is
In THIS Issuc

S we ncarcd the Black Hills, in the

middle of the menth, we bezan
to zee, in our fronmt, signal fires of scouts of hostile Sioux
camps, by means ‘of which they kept their meople in-
formed of our advance; and then, on several occasions,
we saw a few of the scouts, but never were able te el
within rauge of (lem. At last we arrived in Lbe hills,
where we found bread and fertile meadows, plenty of
water, slopes of heavy timber, and, actually, placer galid
in the old channels of (he blre.uub Our oflicers were
very enthusiastic about if, and in a roundabout way, we
learned that Geperal Custer, and the geologists, were
writing reports about the richness of the country.

Around our evening camp fires, we scouts had some
talk about that, and all agreed that Bloody Knife was
right when he said to us: “When the whitcs lcarn what
we have found in these mountains, they will swarm in
here like tlies around a carenss, nnd then there will be
trouble, great trouble. "I'his is Sioux and Cheyenne and
Arapahoe ceuntry; it is so written on a treaty paper
that the Creat Father’s chicfs and the chicfs of the
three tribes signed.”

We got back to Fort Lincoln at the end of August
Except for a little deer and antelope hunting, life there
vra3 again monotonous eneugh to us scouts. DBut in the
fall and winter we bad one bit ef excitement: the cam-
ture avd escape of Rain-in-the-Face.

In his reunds of the diferent Indian agencies along
the river. to feel the pulse of the Sieux tribez, as it were,
Bloody Knife learned that, at Standing Rock acency.
this Uncpapa warrior, Rain-in-the-Face, had bcen beast-
ing that he himself had killed Doctor Honzinger. and
Mr. Ba.liran, the veterinary and the sutler of the Yellow-
stone expedition of 1873. Gencral Custer at oace dc-
cided to have Rain-in-the-Face arrested, ®rouglt to Fort
Lincoln, and tried for murder. He "orderec! Capluin
Yates, and Captain Thomas Custer—his brother—to go
with their two companics of the Seventh Cavalry, te
make Uhe arrest, and urged upen them te be extremely
cautious in all thuy they did. A« nene of Llhe corumand
knew Rain-in-the-Face, a Ree scout, Skunk Head, weat
along to identify the man.

The onfit left Fort Linceln on a bitter celd day im

¥ 4 t0)d him aot only with
ny meuth—I said it also

with hands talk.”

white man, & citizen who had been
arrestcd for stcaling Army oats,
On the fellowing day, General
Custer sent for Rain-in-the-Face,
and questioned him a long time.
He finally admitted that he had
killed the dector and the esutler.
Then his brether, Iron Horse, came
to beg the general to free him, and
came again aad pled for him, &nd
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was premized thal the wrisener sheuld have a fair trial
For rome reason, the courl martial was postponed, and
while awaiting it, Rain-in-the-Face had many visitors,
sceuts, soldiers, cxn]lans, even wives of the officers, and
Le was kept well supplied with tebacce. Captain Tom
Custer was & [requeut vigitor, and on one of these oc-
casiana I interpreted for him. During the talk, the
captain told Rain-in-the-Face that he did nat think
that thers was wuch hope for him; that he woud
probably be found guilty, and be sentenced to die. And
at that, his cycs blazing with anger, thc Indian replicd:
“I'he soldiess will never sheet e hang mc! I shall live
te see you die, you who covtured mel”

The captain and 1, of course, thought these but idle
words, but they proved to be only too true. Of all my
memories of that long past time, that threat of Rain-
in-the-Face is ene of the niest persistent. Was it given
to him, wild man of the plains that he was, to read the
future?

The citizen oats stealer to whom Rain-in-the-Face
was chained, had friends, and on a night when a blie
zard was raging, they cut a hole in the log wall of Lhe
guard house and freed him and the Indian, and some-
where outside removed the chain that bound them to-
gether. In the merning, all uf Lthe Seventh Cavulry and
the Indiau scoutos were ordered ont to hunt for the es-
vaped prisoners, bul neither of them could be found.
It was reported later thut Rain-in-the-Iace, despite the
terrible weather, pever stopped gomg until he had
ernssed the Cunadian line. He remained there for some
time, until the search for him at the American Sieux
agencics cnded, when he eame back across the line to
Sitting Bull’s camp ef hostiles, in the Powder River—
‘I'ongue River country.

N 1874 and 1875, the survey for the Northern Pacific

railroad was pracucally at a standstill, owing to the
determiimed oppouition that the Sisux had made te its
extension. General Custer’s Black Hills expeditien had,
as Bloody Knife predicted, still further enraged them as,
fellowing his reporl. of the richness of {hal ceunlry,
it was being luvaded Wy prospecters. Sitting Bull was
constantly sending mezsengers to the Northern Chey-
enncs, the Arapahoes, Assinthoins, Yanklonpais, and
other Lribes ol Lhe Sioux, urging them to join his hastile
Uncpapas in preserving the last of their buffalo country
frem the inroads of the whites, The Government, on
the ether handl, was making
preparations to subdue them,
and in the summer of 1875,
as & first step in that dirce-
tion, sent men to make an
examination of the Yellow-
stone River, with a view to
building a strong Army post
s.mewhere up it, in the heart
o the hostile countrv

Nothing more was donc
that year, however, toward
establisking a fort on the Veal-
lowstone. But in the fall, Sit-
ting Bulls Unecpapas and
other hostile Sieux tribes and
the cqually hostile Cheyennes and
Arapahecs were notified that. if they
did 1ol return te their agencies by
the imiddle of the winter, and rcrasin
at them, the white soldiers weuld
muke them do se; if necessary, de-
prive ihem of their weapens and
Lorsex. Their rejly 1o that was that
they were in their own country,
pescably living upon their buffalo
herds, thal they intended to remaim
there, and thal they would not allow
a railroad to be built acress their
buffalo plains.

At TFort Lincoln, when word came
from Standing Rock of the defiance
of the hostiles, we scoutz get together
for a grand counal; and when Bloody
Knife stated that, in his opinion, we
were te have a big fight, in which
many of us would be killed, as well
as many ol the soldiers, we all agreed
thiat he was right.

We held that council in February,
and from that time until our terrille
losing battle on thke Little Bighorn, in
June, every ene ef us carried upon
our backs as it were, an ever in-
creasing load of uneasy suspense, of
dread of what the future held for us.

Chapler XI

T was irom Charlis Reynolds. the
white scout, that we other scouts
Icarned the Government’s plans

to capture the hostile tribes, deprive
them of their weapons and foree them
to retrn to their several agcncies:
General Croak, with about a thousand
treops, was to advancc upon them
from Kort Fetierman, south on the
Plattr; General Gibbon, at Fort Il-
lis, in VWestern Montana, was to come
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down the Yellowstone with his troops of about six hun-
dred men, and mecct General Custer with his command,
st Stanley’s Stockade. The three commands were then
to act in unison to crush the hostilcs.

General Crook’s force was first. in the field, but on
March 17, it was #o badly worsted by Crazy Horsc's
Sioux that it had to put beck ta Fort Fetterman for
reorganizstion. Increased to sumeil:ing Iike 1,500 men,
it again left for the north on May 2. Genmeral Gibhon,
with his command, had left Fort. Ellis on March 30th.

At Fort Lincoln, wc scouls were uneasy: Generul
Custer had been erdered te go to Washinglon, aml it
was whispered about that he was
in treublc there; that he might

to move down the former river, and on the morning of
June 21, the united command went into camp at the
wouth of the Rosebud. Across from us, om the north
side of the Yellowstone, was Gibben's command. Tbe
Far West came up with General Terry and his staff,
and the efficers had a gremd council ef war.

‘I'hat 2 ramp of hestiles seen on a tributary of the
Rosebud wzs the only one in the couniry, and thal it
numbered no more than, at the o.ost, 08 or 900 able-
bedied wuiriors, was the belief of the Crow sceuts who
had been oul over Lhe ceuntry. It was alse the firm
belief of the offiers counciling on the steambeat, and
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old frierd of ours, Frank Girard, a man who had once
been captured by Crazy Horse's band of 8ioux, and had
lived with them o long thal Lie had aceuired no little
of therr ways, and their religion.

ON the third day, we struck the trail of the hostiles,
the one that Rene had found several days before,
And what a trail it was; a trail all of three hundred
yards wide, and deeply worn by travois, and lodgepole
ends. We weat inte eamp closc to the trail, and coek-
ing our supper, we sceuts counciled togrthvr about the
outlook, All agreed that at lcast fifteen hundred lodges

of the cnemy had mude that

droad trail. Said Bloody Knife:

be dismissed from the Army.
We did not want to go against
the hostiles if we were mot to go
with him. Qur hearts were glad
wheo be returncd. We felt hurt
whem we learrncd that General
Terry, not he, was to be the chief
of the expedition. Mawever, be
wag still the rommanding officer
of the Seventh Cavalry, still onr
leader; we hurniedly prerarcd to
follow him. e were tn leave
the morning of the 17th of May.

Ox the eveming of May 16ih,
Bloody Kwfe called us scouts lo-
gether in our quarters: “I have
just had a talk with our chief,
Long Ifair,” be began. “He says
that his woman is terribly low
of heart, and that the women of
the other ofticers are also. So
Long Hair says that, when we
start, in the morning, we will
p.tr.ade past the fort, and, show-
ing the women that we are many
and stroog, quiet their fears. We,
my {riends, we Indiar scouts, are
te lead this parade; truly a great
honor.”

In  the moming, the line
formed Lelow the fort. First us
reonts, then lhe Seventh Cav-
alry, and behind them, two com-
yanies of the 17th Imfantry, one
of the Sixth Infantry, amd oue
cf the Tweaniieth Infantry with
three Gatling guns and the lorg
wagon train and pack train. We
led off. As we paseed the quar-
ters of the scouts, their women,
crying, sang o sad semg ef farc-
well, a song that chilled us. We
reccovered, snd passing the fort
and the officers’ women, we sang
the Arickarcc war song bravely,
in perfect time to the beat of
the four scouts’ drums. The wom-
en similed through  (bheir ters,
checred us, clapped their hands,
snd turned 10 walch (he suldiers
riding behind us, their band play-
ing General Custer’s z'avori‘m war
tune, “Garry Owen

General Custer’s wifc, and his
cister, the wife of Lieutenant
Cathoun, had theirr horses ready,
and accempanied usg that firsy
day out. We weunt but a little
way and camped, and that night
the troops and we sceuts were all
paid off, and the next morming,
Mrs. Custer and Mrs. Calhoun
went back to the fort with the
pasymaster.

We had not gone far west of
the Little Missouri when sceuts
camc to us with dispatches fram
Gibbon which caused us to
change our ¢ourse wore o the

west to Powder River. Striking
it about twenty m:les above its
mouth, we camped there several
days, whi!c General Terry end
sevieral nther officers, with a strong escert, went down to
the Yeilowslone and met Cemeral Giblon. I'rem this
Powder River camp, Major Reno. with a part of the
Seventh Cavalry and seme of the scouts, wemt south
and west to look for signs of the hostiles, and the vest,
of the command [inally meved en up te thc mouth of
Tongue River, which we struck on June 16:h, the
Steamboat. Far West arriving there the same day.

®n the following day, as wc learnnd later, General
Crook and his commend again had a terrible fight with
Crazy Horze’s band of Sioux, and General Crook.had to
lurn bacx to his main camp, send his weunded men en
to Fort Fetterman, and wait for fresh troops and sup-
plics from that poiat. The result was 1hat he did not
strike rorth again unfil August.

it was near night on June 19th. whea two of the
scouts with Majer Reno came in with word from him
that he had found a big trail ef the hostiles going west
from the Rosebud toward the Bighorn River. On re-
ceipt of this news, General Terry sent orders te Remo

Several hundred of the enemy went thundering past that outer end of eur line.

Jenaral Torry plannerd the ecampaign asguinst the hos-
tiles nccordingly. They were thought to be eacumped
on the Bighern River, nef, far ubeve its mouth. General
Crook, belivved to be neur the head eof the Bighorn,
would be able to head them of if they attempted to re-
tre:al gouthward. Terry therefore ordcred General Cus-
ter te go up the Rosebud to the Indian t:ail thav Rene
had discovered, and, following it westward, be pre-
pared to atteck the camp on June 28, when he would
Le zupported by General Gibbon’s command. The Iat-
ter was to move back at oace up the north side of the
Yellowsione to a point epposite the mouth of the Big-
hern River, ‘and theve the Far Weast would ferry it
across, and it would march up thc Bighorn and get in
touck with Custer’s cemmand.

Geners] Custer with kis Seventh Cavalry, & pack
train carrying 15 days rations and extra cartridges, his
own scouts, and six Crow scouls ucder Jehn Bruyer,
from Gibbon’s cownuiand. lelt Ihe meuth of the Rosebud
about noon, June 22. My Ubrotlier and I rode with an

“My friends, this big trail proves
what we l:enrd that the Ogalal-
la, Minneronjou, 8ang Arc and
Toton Sioux have left their
ageacies to join Silting Bull and
Crezy Horse; sut I am sure that
even tbis trail does not acceunt
for all that have lefv their agen-
cies. There surely are other trails
of them; and trails too of Chey-
ennes and Arapahoes.”

“Many Yanktonnais and 'Assin-
iboins have answered Sitting
Bull's call for help, and joined
hixn,” gaid Frank Girard.

“Yes. They too,” Bloody
Knife contimued. “It is as I
have told Long Huir: this gath-
ering of the cnemy tribes Is teo
many forus. But he will mot be-
licve mc. He is bound to lead
us ugainst them. They are not
far away; just over thie ridge,
they ure all encamped and wait-
ing for us. Crazy Horse and Sit-
ting Bull are mot men-without-
sense; they have their scouts out,
and zome of them surely have
their eves upon us, Well, to-mor-
row we are going te have a big
fight, a losing fight, Myself, 1
know what is te happen to me,
my sacved helper has given me
warcing that 1 am not to see the
set of to-morrow’'s sun.”

Sad words, those. They ehilled
us. I saw Charlic Reynolds nod
ngreement, to them, and was
chilled aguin when he said in a
lew voice: “I feel as he does:
to-morrow will be the end for
me, too. Anyone who wants my
little outfit of stuff’—peinting te
hie war ssck—"can have it right
naw” Ile opened it, began pass-
ing out, tobacco; a sewing kit;
geveral shirts and se en. Many
refused the presents; those who
accepted them, did so with evi-
dent relietance,

We had little appetite for our
coffee und hardtack, and the
meat, that we were broiling.
While we were eating, word was
passed from mess te mess to put
out the fires. That was quickly
done, and soon afterwards, Lieu-
tenant Varnum, whe was in
charge of us sceuts, came over
and said that it was General Cus-
ter's plan to attempt a surprise
attack upon the camp of the
rnemy. I'he ecommand was to
rest until sbout midright, and
then aguin take the trul; some
nf us scouts, meantime, were to
push on ahead and try fo losate
the camp.

Baid Bloody Knoife: “We cun-
not surprise the ememy! They
are mot crazy; without doubt
their scouts have watched every
move Lhat we hayve made.”

“Wel, Bloedy Knife, that is probably true, but we
must lry to surprise them, must we not?”

“Yes, o’ course. We try!” he replied.

“Very well. We will ge eut in three parties: Bruyer,
you take two of your Crows and go forward on the
right of the trail. Bloody Knife, you take the left of
the trail, with two of your Rees. You Jackson beys,
and you, Reynolds, come with me on the trail,” ordercd
Varoum,

We saddled our horses, mounied and struck out wll
together. We kept together for all of & mile, and then
Bruyer and the Crows aad Bloody Knife and the Rees,
branched off and left us to follow the trai. We moved
on cutitivusly, often stopning Lo listen for the barking of
camp dogs in ans'wer to the howling of thc wolves, and
to luok for the red gleam of sparks frem seme sick on=’s
lodge firc. So we went on and on through the night,
getling no sight nor sound ef the ememy. At dawn, the
conunand overtoek us, asd Lieutenant Varnum reported
te General Custer, {Continued on poge 55)
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Friendly Talks With
the Editer

John Alden

R. LONGFELLOW ence wrote & poem about u

man who didn't de it Limself but left it to some-
body else, and he said what might be called a poetic
pageful about the subject—-to the effect, that if you
want a jeb clicked through you ehould get et. it your
own petsonal self snd mwot huud it,over (o somebody
else.  Which is true.

Diflicult

IIIS it difficult, not to say impossible, for nobody

cam do everything, and ihere are heaps of jobs you’ve
ot to trust 10 comehody else. And that’'s what makes
life so difficult. After all, the main thing about any
job is getting it dene. Before you can finish it you must
start, it—and starting somebody else at werk is a large,
man's-sise, twe-fistcd, double-back-action piece of work.
Everybolly has an enormous stock of the thing we call
inertis. Inertia iz what a big rock has. That is to
say, 1% is nothing but heavimess which resists an¥ybody's
attempt to move it. Peeple are that way, They like
to sit clown, and fight against being shifted. They'te
harder to mave than 1ocks, because you can put a lever
under a rack and off she goes; but the imertia of a
human being is in his mind, and nobody ever discovered
a lever you could shave under that.

Do It Yourself

O, if there iz any" passibility of your doing the thing

yourself, why, get at it and don’t ask somebody else
to take it off your hands. Maybe he could do il a
lot better than yon—if he ever starled and finished it.
But by the time ¥ou get him under way you vould have
it done. Noi? so well ag he would, maybe, bul done—
and done is a fine word. You've wasted your time try-
ing to start him, ancl his time thinking over whether
he would start. Right there twice tie time required
to de the job is gone forever, and mothing has happened
ot ull. A job deme az well a3 you can de it—but densz—
i3 a whole heap better then a job not done at all—that
might have been done superlatively well if it ever had
got started.
We Know

D'VE just been en a piece ¢f work that could not
be done by us. We had to start about seventeen

nther fellows and make them deliver. Never in our
lifc have we worked so hard and been zo tired—and
actnally we haven’t done a streke of real laber. For
twe months we have talked und telephoned and tele-
graphcd—just to got there fellows Lo cormmeuce. In
that time, if wc could have been allowed to do so, we
could have donc the whole iob. It wouldn’t have had
the sparkle and vamety it will have if this gang ever
turn to, hur it would be a lot batter than what wil)
happen if the gang vever do avything

Self-conscious

@® you know why so many fellows maks idiots of
themselves? Well, we believe it ix because they wre
self-venscions, Because theyre shy. Ahmost everybody
is shy: We are afraid to mcet strangers; we are limid
about entering a roem ftilled with our friende It up-
sets us. So, in erdsr to protect ourselves we put on a
suit of idiotic armer. Maybr we act s if we were high
hat, maybe we make loud mnouses, maybe we blusicr.
iy be we Jugt ercet a burrier of silence. 'Chese thimgs

are not of our own true characters at all, any wore than
a derby hat is a part of your head. Self-consciousness
is natural, but it is uncemfortable, Most weople never
get ever it. Consequentily, have a litlle sympathy for
that Loy over there who is behuving like s half-witted
dode bird. He isn't being fresh. He isn't a emart Alec,
He’s really very uncomfortable zmd unhappy.

Why Is It?

HY is it that we find so oftem we like very rch

a fellow whom we did not like at all on first meet-
ing? The answer’s easy. It’s because he has grown to
feel at ease with us, te be his natural scli. IIc's lost
his shymess and self-consciousness. We are seeing him
for the first time—and not the quite different persen hc
was pretending to be.

Don’t Jump at Conclusions

) dor’t jump at ccnelusions rither way. It mzy be

some fellow fascinates You when yaa meet him firt.
You are all fer him. and he seems to be just the per-
son you've always wanted to know. Ifne—if he etill
looks that way in two months. Don’s be hasty—cither
with your suddem likes or your sudden diclikes. Get
acquainted. Remember there are folks who don’t cot-
ton to yeu at first, because yvou are like everybedy else.
Get nequainted and give ethers a chance to become
acquainted with you. Dern't have crushes and don't
have sudden hates. You lose money on either of them.

Mike

E have a parret by the namc of Mike who never

jumps at conclusions. And he's a bird abeut
whom You must not jump at eonclusions either. He
takeg nobody for granted. Ne sudden likes or dislikes
for him. What he demands is a chanee to look you over
and make up his min€. On first meeting we didn't
think we were going to like him at 21l for he came un-
pleasantly close to biting eff our thumb. That was his
way of telling us net te get familiarr en short acequaint-
ance. We took the hint and put in a weck getting ac-
quainted. After that we put our lsnd into bis cuge
again amd he stepped up on our finmer as gemtle as a

Little Lac Grenier
(Lake "Gren-vay ")
By WILLIAM HENRY BRUNMMOND

1 eetle Lac Grenier, she's all alone,

Right on de mountain ton,

But cloud sweepin’ Wy, will fin’ tam to stop
Ne metter how quncLIV he want to go,

So he Il Kiss leetle Grenier down below.

Leet le Lac Grenier, she's all alome,

Up en de rounzain kigh,

But she never feel leneseme, ‘cos fer w'y?
So seon as de wirter was gene away

De bird come an’ sing te her ev'ry da v

Leetle Lac Grenier, she's all alone,

Back on de meuntain dere,

But ce pine Lrce an’ spruce stan’ cv'rywhere
Aleng by de shore, an’ mak’ her warm,

Fer dey kip off de win' an’ de winter storm!

Leetle Lac Grenier, she's all alene,

tio broder, no sister near,

But de swallaw will fly, an’ de beeg moase deer
An’ caribou too, will go long way

To drink de sweet water of Lac Grenier.

Lccetle Lac (Jnmer. | see you now,

Onder de roof of spring

Ma canoe’s afloat, an' Jde robin sing

Be lily’s beginning her summer drcxs

An' trout’s wakin' up from bees long, long res”.

Leetle Luc Grenier, I' happy now,
Qut on de vle canec,

For {'m all alone, ma cbere, wit™ you,
An’" if only a nice light rod | had
I'd try dat fish near de lily pad!

| .eetle Ime Grenier, (1 let. me go,

Daon’t spik to me no more,

For your voice is stron lak de rapid’s rear,
An’ you know yeuse'{ ['m too far away,
Fer visit yeu now—lectle Lac Grenier!

From * Johnnie Comrsau,” bublished br G F2. Diwnant's Sona.
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pigeon. IIe had to be shown. aud we, ferlumately, did
not judge himi to be ill tempered because of that in-
troductory bite. We're rattling good friends now.

Conversation

® peorle ever enjoy talking any morc? We lika the
gort who do. DBut it docs leok as if west fellows—
end men and women—didn't have much conversation
w0 after. They're afraid to sit down together fer an
rvening of comvanionship witheut some artificial aid.
They have to play cards or mah jongg or ge to the
mevies or rig up seme kind of aid for lazy wminds. We
have found thc most reasonably priced amusement in
the world to be comversation. We have never found an
amusement to eequal it. . Here's where sell-con-
sciousness comes in again. We are all afraid we have
notRing to say that will interest the other fellow. Where-
a3 every human being in the world is a very interesting
creaturc. While yeu sre yvoung, get the habit. of con-
versation. It will bring you friends and it will ‘ering
veu pleative of a fme and high vaciety.
As to Thinking :
JIERE’S another pastime vou should cneourage. We
arc not surc an hour of plcasant reflection, of sif-
limg and dreaming, isn't abous as keen a pleasure as
there is to he had, Mest of the great things in the
world have come because somebody sat and dreamed.
It is loafing, of course, but we are all for loafing when
it can lse dene witheut its becoming lazimess. Cultivate
the pleaswre of sitting dowa and letting yeur theughts
o eut for a stroll. No telling what may come of it.
First. will be eujoyment, after thal may come some-
thing to equal the invention ef the radio, something te
charm the world like a great poem. something to ira-
prove the world like a great pelitical conception. The
mind will astonish you with the cerners it pokes into.

Psychological

HIST editorials have beeu a heap psychological this

month, and that's a heavy-weight word for a very
simple thing. Introspection is another word in the two-
hundred pound class—ut it is a siwple ene too, for it
means taking a look inside yourself te watch the wheels
ge around, We'll bet yeu kuow very little about your-
self. Some duy you've got to scll yourself to sn em-
plover. How arc you going to do it if you clon’t know
all abeut the goods you are offering? Get acquainted.

Nort “Apple Sauce™

UTTING genuiwme apreciatien into werds isn't, “ap-

prlc sauce.” Don't be alraid lo tell yuur varsity
captain that he’s doing a fine job of caplaining, if you
veally think he is; perhaps, im gpile of his courageous,
confident manner, he’s a little blve and nceds your
iriendly boost. Dowm’t be afraid to tell your young
brother that you thimk he has the mskings of a good
swituner, and thst you're proud of the gritty way he
keeps alter that, hard dive. Don’t be afraid to admirc
your mwther in her new hat; shelll give you back veur
vwn admiring grin, and you’ll both be happier all day.
A little uppreciation makes a Jot of happiness.

Slips and Sour Streaks

OU can put a sour sireak into 2 good time with

just one little slip of your disposition. Nét long
ago, we saw 4 young fellow do it. His mother asked
him to take her and some guests out driving in the car
one aftermoon when he had made ether pluns for him-
seli. Nethirg that ceuldn’t e sidetracked, but it niled
him to have to do it. And he let slip a remark that
showed it. In a few minutes he had himeelf in hand
and was an entcrteiming young host ag well as 2 good
chauffeur. But he had put a litile sour streak into the
afternoou—a touch of constraint, The gucsts knew he
didn’t want to go, and his mother felt rusful—no mother
enjoys sceing her son slip. We wish he’d lewrn when to
grab onta hLis disposition snd grin graciowsly.

Right There Every Time

E often walk scveral exira blocks to gel te nur

favoritc Wootklack. We pass other “shining par-
lors” on the way. Why don'l we gfep at them? We
have—we bave. And sometimes we got a good shine,
and then again we didn™t DBut our favorite never fails
fo give us an wrtistic Polish that stays put an astenish-
ingly Jong timec. No off days for himi. We alvays get
2 good shine. Se we walk blocks to get te him. And we
tell our friands about him. We suspeet, that, other pec-
ple do the same thing. fer he's always busy. He’s mak-
iag a big sueccess in hix line. Why? JBecause he’s right
there every time. Reliability means a lot.
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Jimmy Takes
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a Chance

‘ The Applegate boys, who had not been rated highly, finished only inches behind Johnstown staes.

curiously bitter undertene, camc out 1w the ath-

leiir, field and alammed the locker roem door be-

hind him. Why, he asked himseclf, couldn’t Ben
'l“{m.tch;r have told his troubles without that pledge to
silenca?

“Carter ought. t.0 know,” he mumbled, “and Ben’s got
me sewrd up so that 1 cau’n tell. It sno'l fair to Cart.”

A voice eried, “Gangway, Jim ! und a group of sprint-
ers, Palmer in the lead, swept past him om the track.
Up abead a stovky boy wilh abnermally long legs came
eut on the cirder path and begun to lmber up.

Jimmy’s eves brighftened. He liked to wateh Ben
Thatcher run, for Ben had that somcthing culled “furm.”
It was jm the way he swung his urms so that they car-
ried him along, the easy, springy manner in which his
legs came up, the long sweep of his stride. TBven when
forcing himself he scemed to be running with case.
8omehow it had gone through Applegate High that, un-
less the school took first place in the half-mile, it could
not hope L do well in the Johnstewn mect. And Ben
Thatcher was a hali-miler.

Jimmy began to whistle again, a. veguc mm of wn-
cerfain notes. He could picture Coach Csrter training
the Wwoy, counting en him, naver suspeeiing that when
lhe day of the meet came Ben might not. be able to
start.

“On yeur mark! Get set!”

Carter's voicc_came clearly to Jimn:y. and he euick-
cned his guil. He knew Carver's system of training for
the 840—sprints one day, a run of threc-quartces of a
mile under wraps anelher day, and every so often just
the right distance. Perhaps this was Ben's day to do the
exact half mile.

Thatcher was well on hiz way when Jimmy reached
the starting peint. Carter, eyez ruckered, his watch out,
sas staring after the s*\eedm" figure.

“No cffort to it, at ull,” Jmuuy cotutaented.

“Ugh!” Certer grunted absently. He was interested
in Tharcher!t

In & minutc the numner was coming down the trelch
on winged feet.  Adreiration stirred in Tlmmy This
was rumming! A dash of cinders sprayved agaimsi one of
his legs as DBea epurted across the finish Tine. and be
looked at the coach. A smile had momentarily flashed
acress Carter’s face.

Thatcher eaught a thrown buth rabe ‘1411 came walk-
ing back. “How was my time, Couch?

“Not at ail bad, Ben.” Carler gave 1o

JIMMY GAYN@R, whistling a dirge that carried a

figures—mwad

By William Heyliger
Illustrated by Coustney Allen

bugsiness to tell & man his time #o early in the season.
Thatcher took the total lack of criticism as a good &ign
and went off ta the locker roumn. He was satisfied.

Jimmy wasn't. That look on Curter’s [ace bad birought
him up short. He kad seen it before—uafter the last two
games on the baskethull schedule. It was Carter'’s vie-
tory smile.

/ind Thatcher might not run at all?

EN had said to Jimmy: “My Dad’s got some queer
notions about athletics. Hec docsn’t interfexrc with
my training, hut be won’t lsten to any plan to go out
of tewn to the Johnstown meet. I'll talk him areund.”
Jimmy ceuldn’t picturc Simon ‘Ibatcher “talked
around.” Men with axes to grind never found him easy
to beguile into turning the stome. e was a sct sort of
man. When the Ahimni Asseciation had tried to talk
the Beard of Education iato hiring a coach, they bad
appealed to him as a prominent citigen—they wanted his
approval. 8imon Thatcher had not srgued: he had
mcrely said, “No!® And Ben had predicted that he'd
talk him arouud.

Jimmy smiled & paimed and twisted smile, Carter’s
days were always full of trouble. Months ago his
rother Art, as president, had induced the Alumni As-
sociation te engagc Cavter ns bssketball eoach. I'hen
the Alumni Association had tried to dictate the game
t' & coach should teach, and had fred him when he re-
fused te accert their dictatien. Jimmy had talked the:
Atbletic Associatior into hiring Carter for what was left
of the seasor. At the end ef the Basketball scason the
agscciation, shaking the last coin out of its treasury, had
emgaged Carer to coach track amd do what he could
with basball. ‘The big hove was track.

Jimmy was whistling s-lemnlv as he came to Main
Street, his mind absorbed in this mew problem. Up
ahead was the black and gold sign of Simon ’I‘hatcher’
dry goods store. The whistling became just a vaguc
sound through puck-ered lips. The brain under that red
huir was al grips with a characteristic urge to dig in and
see if he couldn’t unseramble that mess. Perhaps—

He counted the snall coins that jingled in one pocket.

Twenty-seven cents! He sighed. He had intended to sce
Douglas Fairknks in a pictnre that night, hut he
couldn’t walk in om Simon Thatcher unless he masked
his errand. Douglas Furhanks or Anplegate High, =
picture against the track team! He made his choice and
walked in through thc doorway.

The store, at the moment, was [rec of customers, Mr.
Thatcher came toward him frem the rear. DBack there
the light was poor, and coming through the glooin he
looked taller, thinner, more unhending than ever. Jimmy
had a shaking feelimg that hiz cause was lost.

“Iwo ten-cent handkerchicfs, Mr. Thatcher,” he said.

The man took them from a glas3 case. “They are
cheaper by the dozen, Jim.”

The baoy grinned. “I can’t use more than one af a
time.” Then, ag they were being wrapped. “I saw Ben
do seme rumning to-day. Ile certainly can skim over
the ground. You eught to come down some asiternoon
and watch him.”

The man gave him a sidelong glance, and he knew
that he had been read. Tiwenty cents thrown away!

“I'm net keem abeuy Bew’s running,” the man said
duly. “He knows it; knows just where I stand. I have
an 1dea you krow it, teo.”

What was the use of trvimg deception? “Ben’s told
me,” Jimmuy adinitted frankly, “I can't usderstand it.
Running builds a fellow up, awd—"

“Is it necessary to make a study and a profession ef
athletics in erder to build up? Bovs were streng in my
day without all this tomfoolery ahcut authletics”

Jinmy tried a new tack. “Well, there’s the henor.
And jt’s doing something for Applegate. Every fellew
ought to do something for his school”

“Right.” said Mr. Thatcher. “It strikez wme that he's
doing sewething when he sets a good example by living
up to the rules, warking out his lessons, and graduating
with excelleal marks. That's what the scheols are for—
to give learning. What geod will runuing de him?
When he’s through with schoo!l he’ll come into the store.
Will he have to chase a man « half mile to sell him a
shitt? Nonsense!”

“But we're cetnting on him in ihc half-mile against
Johnstown,” Jimuny argucd degperately., “You don't
want to see Applegate High beaten.”

“In scholarship. no. In athleties? That’s someihing
else. T tell yon frankly. Jin, that T don’t approve of
boys runnmg areund to other towos. It's a dangerous
game:. There’s ahvays the chance of temptations and of
mectiog hurd characters. Il Ten feels that he must do
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“How was my
time, Coach?”
asked Thatcher.

some running, what’s the matter with the track on the
school grounds? That’s as far as I'll go.”

“Carter's always with the tcam. You forget that.”’

“Carter’s only interested in winning,” Mr. Thatcher
said shortly.

Jimmy felt that the man did not understand and
could not be made to understand. Another customer
came into the store, and Jimmy left, his handkerchiefs
crushed in his big hand.

Ben talk that man around? Short of a windfall of
luck, Jimmy knew Ben Thatcher would never face the
starter at the Johnstown meet.

EACHING home, he went up to his room, sat down
at his study tallc, squared his shoulders and reso-
lutely attacked the next day's assignments.

“It’s not my funeral,” he said half angrily.
going to let it werry me.”

But he was Jimmy Gaynor. Pmsently he shook his
head and pushed Cicero to one side. He couldn’t get
Ben Thatcher and Carter out of his mind. The coach
counting on an impossibility, dreaming a dream that
could not come true! His lips drew up. The whistling
that breke out in that room was fierce and agitated.

He knew that he would have to tell somebody. The
secret was becoming too big for him to hold. Ben had
pledged him to silence, but reason told him that Ben had
meant only the school. He was still struggling. with a
turmoil of thoughts when the call to supper brought him
downstairs.

“Art,” he demanded abruptly, “arc you still sorc at
Carter?”

His brother’s face flushed hotly. “That basketba.ll
fight? What are you trying to do, rub it in?

“No. Carter’s in a mess, and he doesn’t know that
he’s in trouble, and—"

“T bear Carter no ill will,” Art broke in a bit pomp-
ously. “What. happened was a straight difference of
opinion.” Pride would never let him admit that the
Alumni Associalion had been wrong. “You can count on
me if Carter needs any help. What is it—track?”

Jimmy nodded. “I don’t think anybody can help,”
he said gloomily. He told of Ben’s secret, of the hopes
that Carter was probably building on the half—miler, and
of his visit that day to Mr. Thatcher. “Now,” he finished,
“I made Ben a pledge, but how about the school’? What
am I to do? Tell Carter? Break my promisc?”

“Hm!” said Art. Hec had something of a _ludlcldl air
as he sat there debating with himself. “I'd keep my
mouth shut,” he said at last.

“Why?” Jimmy flung the question at him.

“Because for all you know Ben may convince his
father. He may have seen signs that tell him he can
do it if he keeps at it. Besides, what good will it do
you to tell Carter? He'll worry. He’ll speak to Ben,

“I'm not

and that will upset Ben. If Ben doesn’t show up at
Johnstown, Carter’s in a hole, but at least he’s got the
other men because he’s been able to train them without
a shadow on his mind. If he knows about Ben the
worry and uncertainty may affect his work with the
whole team. One way he loses only the half-mile. The
other way he may lose almost everything.”

Jimmy, ardent, intense, felt a distrust of the logic—
but had no arguments with which to meet it.

Somehow, in the next ten days, the sentiment swept
through Applegate High that the track team would win
the Johnstown meet. Jimmy, trying to analyze
the situation, felt that the hope was due to
the running of one Ben Thatcher. The Apple-
gate Acern came out with a boom story, “I’'m
Going to the Meet and Root the Team to Vic-
tory,” and followed it with forty-eight names.
Within twenty-four hours half the school had
signed “I'm Going to the Meet” pledges. There
was talk of hiring busses for the trip, and a
rally was held in the auditorium one afternoon
after classes. Jimmy sat in a rear seat and,
amid all the uproar of shrieks and yells, whis-
tled dolefully, softly, and plaintively.

“How about it?” he asked Ben that night.

“T'll swing him around,” said Ben

“You've got only eight days.”

“Don't I know it?” the runner snapped in
sudden irritation. It was a straw in the wind.
It filled Jimmy with fresh fear.

Again came that burning desire to do some-
thing, to drag all this uncertainty out into the
light, to tell the coach just where he stood.
But a new dread stayed him. Supposc he told
Carter, and suppose the coach did worry, and
the whole team suffered? Suppose Art’s reason-
ing was sound? The responsibility awed him.
He dared not risk it.

He had kept away from track practice. It
stired within him too much of unrest and
soreness. Yet, the day following the
rally in the auditorium, he was drawn
back by a hunger he was no longer able
to resist. Ben was halfway through his
practice run and beginning to let him-
self out for a driving finish. Jimmy stood
metienless, as hypnotized, his breath
coming softly, his whole spirit fascinated.
Not until Ben, hecad up, legs driving
superbly, crossed the finish line did he
move, and then he walked over to Car-

ter.

“Cetting faster all the time, Coach, isn’t he?”

“T think he’s about ready,” sajd Carter. When Ben
came back he dug him in the ribs with a friendly fin-
ger. “Yeu ought to get your Dad down hcre some day
to see you do your stuff. I think you'd shake him out
of his calm.”

EN gave Jimmy a quick loek, his face grew red.
“What's the matter?” Carter had caught the glance.
“Doesn’t he think much of athletics?” .

“Well—" Ben left the subject in the air.

Carter laughed. “I’ll run in some day and try to con-
vert him.”

The promise threw Ben into a panic. , “Oh, I wouldn’t
do that. He might think that I—that T—oh, you know.”

Carter didn't know, -but it didn’t seem to/him to be
serious. He Jaughed again. “All right.- You run -at
Johnstown as you did to-day and I'll keep away from
your father.”

Ben's face showed his relief—and Jimmy walked home
scowling, and kicking pebbles in his path, and whistling
terrible things.

The bitter truth was on him.
And everything was shiot new!

He didn'’t g0 back again to track

Ben would not run.
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see light. Ben had been afraid the coach might look
upon him as an improbability and turn his attention to
other candidates. To Jimmy’s blunt way of thinking
the half-miler had not played square.

“And I'm about as bad,” he told himself wrathfully.
“I let him bottle me up and make me a party to it.”

He knew now that he should have carried his news
to the coach. Carter was not a weakling; Carter had
courage, and resourcefulness. And that very resource-
fulness would have helped him to frame new plans, to
try to develop a substitute for Ben in the half mile, to
make the best of what he had. That was the business
of a coach—to take upsets calmly, to set an example of
courage to his men, and to rise superior to tides of dis-
aster. But the making of new plans, the development
of substitutes, took time, and the element of time was
past. It was too late.

Miserable and sick at heart, Jinmy went to bed. In
the morning he had to dust and put up some summer
screens. The team was to leave for Johnstown on the
11 o'clock train. As the hour grew near he could pic-
ture Carter waiting with growing uneasiness, and finally
dispatching somebody to hurry the tardy half-miler. He
wondered if Ben would hide away to avoid embarrassing
contact with the coach’s messenger. He wondered what
Carter would think as the train pulled out.

At twenty minutes past eleven Billy Wimple, captain
of the old basketball crowd, came down the street and
stopped outside the house.

“Well,” he said, “they’re oﬂ'. The whole kit and
boodle of them, and full of pep.”

“The whole—" Jimmy almost dropped a screen. “Did
you say the whole team?”

“Sure! What’s the matter with you? Did you ex-
pect any of them to miss out on this?”

“No, but—but I thought Ben might have to help out
in the store this morning and go over later.”

Billy Wimple laughed. “Ben was the first fellow to
show up. We’'ll show Johnstown some track work to-
day.”

Jimmy’s answer was a jubilant whistle. The clouds
were gone. He took note, for the first time that day, of
the sunshine and the melting softness of the spring air.
His torment of self-reproach was at an end. His silence
had not plunged the team to defeat. Ben had done the
impossible and talked his father around. Everything
was all right with his world.

The busses were to leave Applegate at 1 o’clock. He
raced with the sereens, gulped his lunch and was off with
a megaphone under his arm.

He had almost come to Simon Thatcher’s store when
the man himself came out of the doorway and stood
looking up and down the street. Jimmy’s warbling
spirits wondered, at the moment, how he had ever
thought the man hard and set. Evidently he could be
reasoned with, argued with, and led to a change of mind.
The boy waved a gay greeting.

“Good afternoon, Mr. Thatcher. You ought to be with
us to-day.”

“With you? Oh! The meet.” The man’s voice was
dry. “Unfortunately my business expects me to take
care of it. Are you on your way to the busses?”

“Yes, sir”’

“If you see Ben down there send him back. I’ve been
looking for him for more than an hour.”

“Ben!” Jimmy was struck with a cold thought. “Didn’t
he go to Johnstown with the team?”

id he?” Mr. Thatcher’s voicc was sharp.

“I heard he did. 1 thought you had agreed—"

“T told him 'last night he could not go. He under-
stood me perfectly. Carter took him along, of course.”
The man’s face had grown dark with anger.

“Carter didn’t know you Lad any objections.”

“No? What difference would that have made? He
wants to win. That’s the curse of athletics—win at

. any price. Knock over anything
that stands in the way. That’s an-

practice: - The night -before the
meet he went hunting for Ben, and
found him outside' the store. There
was no need to ask questions. The
runncr, sitting on a packing case,
presented a figurc of complete de-
Jection.

“T could win that race to-mor-
row,” he said, and moved his hands
nervously. ;

“You' can’t win a race you won’t
run,” Jimmy answered shortly.:

“If my father—"

“You should have let Carter know
just where he stood.”

“T thought I might spoil my
chances, and I didn’'t want to have
him hanging on a hook—"

“He’ll be hanging on a hook to-
morrow. He’s counting on you.”

Ben’s shoulders went back. “May-
be he'll be able to count some points
Tl take' His face darkencd. “I'm
not through yet.”

It scemed a strange speech born
of recklessness and bravado. Jimmy
refused to take it seriously. As he
walked home one of the sentences
struck him. “I thought I might

That Weck-end with the teém."’ Mr.
‘Hike—

Looking forward to a
Saturday-and-Sunday
hike, or a real long-dis-
tance tramping  trip?
Like ‘to walk the side
roads, far from the odor
of gasoline? And when
you plan a hike, do you him.”
know just how to pre-
pare for it, and what to store.
take, and how to get the
most fun out of it?
Elmer C. Adams, vet-
eran outdoor man, who
wrote ‘‘Painless Camp-
ing,” is going to give
you a lot of hiking tips
in an amusing article

NEXT MONTH “Yell, you sorehead!” he ex-

"~ other of my reasons for wanting

Ben clear of it. . . . So he went off
Thatcher
sucked in his thin cheeks, stared
hard at the ground, abruptly swung
around and strode back toward the
store doorway.

Jimmy followed a step. “Mr.
Thatcher, that isn’t fair to Carter.
If he had known—"

The merchant paused an instant.
“You think that would have made
a_difference?” His face was grim.
“You're going to Johnstown. Tell
His tall, square form, stiff
and unbending, disappeared into the

And Jimmy went on toward the
busses with the sickening knowledge
that he faced that mocking problem
once more—should Carter be told?

EFORE the busses were halfway

to Johnstown, big Langer, the
basketball center, who was in charge
of the noisy caravan, was belabor-
ing Jimmy for his glum silence.

claimed. “You and your megaphone

spoil my chances.” He began to

are about (Centinued on page 38)
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Efficiency

ER decks were the lubber’s limit of disorder az

Ensign Wallace Radnor stepped itom the power

gig of the mine sweeper Peeurt in (Gloucester

Harbor to join his new ship. Mines, anchor
boxes, rusty wire rope, antennac, just as they had been
dragged up out of the practice mine field the day before,
cluttered her deck frora fantail to supcrstructure. A foew
disconragol mulora svere pnttering at re-asscmbling the
niines nn Lheir sachor boxes. Wally made hig rat-squeak
by way of cheering bimnsclf up, and he needed te.

“Initiative phg disciplino—(bat’s what gets you Effi-
cicncy L2 in this men’s Navy!” was the moito he had
pinned up in his Jwt after he had failed so dismally to
rank up with his pal, ’Stangney Brooke, as a submarine
commander. Weak disci-
pline, no ctlicieney, caused
]n’s removal. Well, he had
a long way to go to the
Efficiency E here! He
must have been a swine,
that junior officer of the
Peewrt whose resignation
had been recently aceepted
by a thankful Navy! Still,
it was a grand school for
the young officer, Wally
perceived, for the junior
on & SWCCPCr Was ¢Xcc.,
gurnery officer, navigator,
snd paymaster, all in one
—everythung it captan!

Wally went forward
through the steel corridors
and up to the stateroom
country behintl the chark,
Louse, where he deposited
his baggege anc Junrd
case. Bcefure e had time
to shift and repert for-
mally, old Arily, the skip~
per, a former bosun and
Navy tug-captain vated up
to lieuteuant, appoured at
his stateroom door—in o
ragged hlouse with half its
bultous wanting and its in-
signia ef rank all verdigrs.
Evidenlly the rigid punc-
tilios of the dreadnoughls
were far, far from the
sweeper service |

“You’ll be the new
junior, I'm thinkin’?” ju-
quired Arth in a rich Irish
brogue.

“That's righ t!” smiled
Waliy, taking the gnarled
fist. He would have to use
carloads of mct. to gct, on
among these “ranker’” of-
Bcers without friction. It
wia up to Annapalis to sct

the example, but not by
preaching. “Say nothing;
just do it!1”

“I'm skipper, sec?” sl

Arth. “Ye roon the rest av
it. She’s o howly mess. It'll
he two dayx before we kin
lay egain, I'm thinkin’”

“When’s the next prac-
tice ou the sclredule?”
asked Wally in his thick
and belligerent growl that
meant nothing to those
who knew him.

“To-night; but it can’t
be did at all, at all. "Tis
three o’clock now.”

Wally said nothing as he
went below. He had his
work cut out fur hival
Those mines were a yard
in dizmeler avd weighed
half & ton. Each one would
have to be disentangled
from ihe cobles of iis ncighbor, set by the crenc on it
own box and rolled back into position on the laying
track. Thecn cach cable had to be wourd back on its
drum in the anchor box, its plummet had to bc od-
iusted, its antennae wire coiled and securcd by its bydro-
static release. And finally all the marking buoys had to
be fyked down on their ropes atop each mine. He had
just eix wen Lo du it with, and the fleet went out for
practice at sunsct, Arth had teld him!

”IALLY went Lo work, “ITere’s where a felier neods

a friend ! he growled as the men snapped into
the mess under his ecders. He wag stll getting the
hang of if, and vol waking much progress, at that, when,
an hour later, the ship's hoat came ulongside and Wally

left his mine mess to receive a new oflicer. He lanked
somechow familiar, though Wally could not at frst place
that round, sunhumed apple frec and firm chin ond
those hard blue eyes gleaming wpon him under the black
visor of his cap.

‘“Bummy!” gasped Wally as they gripped hands.
“What you doin’ herc?”

“Reporting for training, sir,” said Pnummy succinetly.
“I live here. There's no hnttle-wagnn this year for
me!”

It all came back in big flashes; Dummy, the Reserve
officer who had saved the battle line when the drizona’s
marker buoy went adrift in fog! He ca.mc from Glouees.
tel, the very eradle of aeafuring folk in the United States.

A teim schooner passed thern on her way out to sca, and Dummy stopped a mement to wave at her.

As Wully lovked around at the iron and rock-Bound
soasts, all gnashing with white foam, end then at the
zolid and silent and dependsble Dummy, he saw that
the man belonged here. There was Norman’s Woe;
«nd Big Misery where a whole ship’s company were
wrerked for s week in a winter gale; end The Whale-
back which had broken the back of many a tall ship;
and Brace's Rock with Lhe gaunt ribs of still anether
onc in its claw, The Cow mooed dismally down on the
reafs helow Cupe Ann; and dayng! dayne/ cang the fog
bell on the Breakwualer most of lhe time. The Cradle
of the Sea wae Gloucester, and Thummy wags born amd
nurtured in il !

“Knew anything ubout miues?” chirped Wally when
Dummy had shifted and reappeared on deck to leok
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over the Peewt?, which resembled a huge, gray, oceian-
Zoiug tug.

“Not a thing.”

“Stick around and watch,” said Weally. “We're as-

sembling them now.” The work went on speedmg up as
Waully grasped its details and set about organizing some
sorl of orderly procedure in it. :\ trim schooner passed
them on her way out to sea, and Dun.tay stopped a ma-
menl (o wave al those aboard her,

“Nice little nr:ft”’ geid Wally,

“Yes. 8be’s ming,” said Dummy. “Round for Georges.
Riwondfish.”

He did not add that he was giving up the captain’s
share of Lhe catch, but Wally understood,

“Cood old Poachecd
Eggl” he said. As a Regu-
lar he appreciated the sac-
rifices the Reservists made
to get in their duty. *

And about themn Arth
came bustling down among
them out of his chart
housc, gave one look
around, shook hs head and
started to go back.

“What's up, sir?” chal-
lenged Wally in his rough
growl.

“Flagship’s signaling us,
Radnor. It can’t be done,
I'm thipkin'{” They all
looked down the harbor to
where the big mine-laycr
Massassoit was semaphor-

g.

“P-P-P—can Yo lay by
iz to-night?”

That was Commandcr
Goold testing him out al-
reedy! Wully squared
around end faced his old
hosun skipper. “Sure! Tell
him ®. K., Skipper!”

Arth eved the mess of
ropes and mines without
enthusiasin. “An’ ye with
only six mea! T'll not be
made a fule of, Mister,”
he growled truculently.

Wally stripped off his
uniform coat. “And one
more muker seven,” he
suid enengetically. Arth
raised his brows -— a com-
wizssioned oficer pitching
in to help the m=n wi
his own hands! Iv wasn’t
donel

“And one more makes
eight!” #aid Pummy, tak-
icg off his Reserve blouse.

“Good old Poached
Egg"’ chirped Wally, giv-
ing his famous rat-squeak.
“That’s the berries! Go on,
Skis! Tell him we lay, all
right!”

Arth turned and
scarchked Dummy’s eves.
He had no confdencz in
Wally and his enthusiasm,
but he knew a brother-
captain when he saw ome,

“Surel” said Dummy,
“It'l tuke two hours
stcaming from here to the
Rockpert Fields. That's
four hours; and we've only
got ninc mincs left to do.”

Arth went back to the
chart house and signsled,
“Can do.”

Wally and Durmmy did
not wait to see that sig-
nall With soats off and
heads poked into weedy
anchor Bexez they tolled at winding drums and plum-
mets. Each took a helper, and the three gunner's mates
the rest of the mine gang. Rores crawlcd out of their
tangles. Ozne by one the mines left their places under
the crane and were trundled back along the track io
join Lhe steadily-growing line of thcm umder the super-
siructure. Six o'clock came and Arth got under way.
Wally did not stop to stand at szlute as thcy sassed the
Massassoit! He was flat on his back under a mine,
wrestling with a rusty plummet wire. Dummy gmnted
and swore at a sticking drum pawl bchind him. They
had no time for the sumset over the Cape, nor for the
twin lights of Thatcher's, where a family had frezen to
desth one winter'a night, cast asherc—aenly the littlest
boy, kest alive by the bodics of his father and mother
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Thea they burse threugh to che surface, into the blinding white glare of a searchlighe.

and sisters, had survived (o camy on the nume of
Thatcher. A grim coust thi=! but Welly was busy ad-
Justing the hydrostatics of his sntennue wies and hardly
sow the awful heudlands of Rockport.

DARKNJ_'LSS was upon thcm by the time the mine
fields and the wajling wmopire destvaysr have in
sight. All their lights were eul now. The Pzewst had to
sneak up on the destreyer in the dark, skip by her, and
sew her thirty mines without detection. If a single
light was eeen, it lest them half thelr score. Wally and
Bumimy went about ameng their mines, trembling with
fatigue, but ready. Tiny flashlights muilled with black
guauze they winked wpen each hydrostatic in turn, ad-
Justing wilh & serew driver its delicale brass plunger so
it 1l would relmee Doth anteunge and phuumel at
2y twenty TFeet depth. What an salmost. huinan
mechanism a mine was!  Under them was hallom, np
and down, all deptbs; yet thiz mochanical deviee an-
chored all mines at the same depch below the surface
regardiess of oticma! And whet a mysrerieus, stealthy
business this laying devil-egzs in enemy rtoiritory was!
Thm tlack apparition over to uort there—was it the
ing destroyer, or only somc phautem of the
un'}g.r ation!

“Carring on the range!” whispered the order frvm
man to man down the long line of mines.

A great hulking seamon standing beside the: firaf, sy
bea -d mine to go overboard stumbl ed, nervous with the
temsion of that erder, Instantly there was a click as its
hyvdrestatic rcleased and then carc the spill of eoiled
amtennse wire down the deck. .’\nd as instantly Wally
hed dashied for the chm( kouse. “For cat’s sake take her
off Lh~ raage, Skipper!” ho hissed. “®ne hydrastatic’s
gone!

Arth swung the wheel himself. “Cive yau five min-
utes, aviek!” he grunted. “’Tis o hoodoo crew!”

Wally heard no more. He raced back Lo the wine. te
find Bumimy awnd bwo gunuer's muules {uriously coiling
the antennue wire buck. Cawl'u]ly they rt'ul]umed 1he
rclease, and then Wully run for the chart house again,
1t was risky businas, playing hide acd seek in the dark
with the destroyer this way; the sooner they gof on the
wange and laid their mines the better! One imeautious
light. one sparz from the funne! . . .

“Comainfz on the romge!”

“Station!” whispered Wally, flasblight on his wrist
watch, “Starbord, lay!”

Crash! went 3 mine ever the sicrn

track, and "“Port,
l’w'” ordered Dummy en his side.

‘Cresh! A spout ei white in the boiling wske. Men
toiled and shoved as the Pcewri fled on dewm the
range. The destroycr had said nothing so far. They

were not aware yet that the Peewdt was here and ai aer
deadly work!

Oue by ene, szlowly the lwe of mines advanced amd
plopped overloard. The last ore went—and then Wally
blew his whistlel The Peeuwtt's hearse bellew roured
into the night, and instantly thc long beam of her searvh-
light shot out astern. A long line: of white buoys, at
regulae intervals in a parfectly straight line, shawed an
the inky water. ‘The destroyer whistled in answer and
turned on her lights. On hoth shifs partics of excited
men wers coumting, ceunting those buoys. Fach ove
represented a perfect lay.

“Tive gaps,” sald Wally. “One was that bum hydro-
stabic. The rest—well, )Lu‘nmy we got to jack up this
crew! Eighty-lhree pec cent.”

They shovk buuds on thal. Ib was o fuir begianiug fun
his first report to the Comunander-in-Chiel.  Bul .
Commander Cioold (honght 8 par cert, for (he firsl hznu—
eut and the ship m a mess was pretty woud he swd
wothing abeut it next day! Wully get his reward in the.
brlghtenmg of old Arth's syes amd the response in
alertness amd emthusiasm that ceme ever the crew. It
develeped that they bad never made any such score
under the cstimable Bliggs, the former mmor “Ther
rwipe. bl av let ‘the bum thro go an’ called it #
dud!" said Arth next mornimg. “Ye byes will make a
ship of this yel!”

Wally thnught it strange talk for the captzin of a
ship, but reflected th.lr, nce a tugboat caplzin, alwuys
a tughost eaptain.” Dizcipline, ginger, the spmt of “do
it, darn yeu!”"— that would bc his and Bummy’s to in-
still into this crew. Se thcy hung up Lfficieney ¥ for
their m:en to shoot at, and the Peewdt labored as they
vever had before. It had Ween sheer luck that had pot-
ten them hat 83, Wally knew, And the other three
sweepers of the fleet, and hath degtroyers. were camped
rvight. on their fantail, too. The sceres varied, all high, a
matter of decimal points lo win. It would take Disei-
plinc with a big D to ait that Efliciency wilk a big 12!
Day after day they took up the mince, nsscmbled them,
laid when there was & darls nigkt, umpired the other
rivals. The Magsassoit herscli was taking imtorest, now,
for her 87 per cent was in davger.

She took the umpire tioa the night the Pcewit

laid fue record battle pmu,w It was a hender of
a night; fog like soup. The Cow mnoed diseonsoltely;
a pewer hem blatted en Bir Misery, znother on
Thatchers, bell-buoys clanged like lost ghostsA The light-
house beanns were like red cigarette tips in the murk

Wally wont, e Avth with a twinkle in his eye., “Ask
flagship permission ta lay, Skipper,” he grewled 11\1(’1\_1\{

Arth loeked af him aghast. “Rawly auints—in a night,
like this?”

“Sure! This is war, win't it? You'dzs
ter ‘or an enemy harbor!”

“"Tis suicide,” said Arth, scratching his head

“Buicide sarvice!” agrecd Wally. “Bosides, we've got
Dumoy. |- Ic doest’t have to see tho*e lights and buoys,
he smells 'em. 'S war, my boy!"

k nathing bets

ESIDES it was a challenge to the Masicsseit herself,

and Arth krew ir. It tickled the Ivish in hin “B'gob,
if we iver git the B Iwill ke fo-night, I'm 2hiclan’” he
Jaughed. “ "Li all in our favar”

He wlarfad o man an the signals, for the weather was
toa thick fov semaphara.  Typical Gloucester pea-soup.
Dummy wus breught up on it! Wally thought he ceuld
almost hear the chucicles om board the M essesseit. This
was knecking the chip ef the flagshiy's sheulder to a
farc-gc-well!  She would take them up, or Cumnmuander
Goold would wart te kuow why not!

“O.K. Massessond will winpire,” came the signazl

“Tal" Annapolis Tamidy party, eh? — with good old
Panched Tge in reserve as nswal!” carolled Wally, “Here
1s where we tear eut their insides, bays!”

The crew endorsec that: “Tcar *cm out an’ kraid ’em !”
said the chicf gunncr’s mate,

Out into wceather as vile as cover afflicved mariners
steamcd the Messassedt, The Peewit waited and looked
over thelr mines, The thirty & them stoed in two long
rows on greazed trachs, every last detail about themn
top-bole.  Whal a vontrast (o the mmesws of two weeks
agu, thought. Wally us he completed his inspecticn. He
and Bummy had licked 1 crew into shapc that simply
needed prachice and enthusivsm. That was sl there was
to it. He would loec Dummy to-raorrow, for the Re-
seevist weuld have combleted his ycarly term eof duty
and gonc back to that epick litle schoorver thal he
owncd. Good eld Poached Egg! A real scaman there!
Without him no ene weuid have dared risk the rock-
ribbed coasts to-night.  Jt was he whe had simply
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forced the Massassoit to get out and umpire! 'Com-
mander Goold was not the man to take a dare—and
wasn't this war?

The Peewit stole out past the Breakwater, locating it
by the fog bell and the moo of the Cow. Past sinister
Brace’s Rock she stcamed, and then picked up the blat-
ting horn on Thatcher’s. And then they felt their way
along. There was a bird of a reef off Rockport with
an unfinished Government breakwater on it. They found
it—by Dummy’s nose and ears, Wally and Arth had to
admit. This fog killed all lights dead! Then, like a
grey ghost in a jet black fog, the Peewit steamed for
the mine fields. There were bells and boos and blats—
impossible for Wally to get their exact bearings, but
Home Sweet Home, to Dummy !

“Were on the range, now, sir,” he said to Arth.

“Mebbe,” grunted the skipper. “I'll shteam aisy, an’
ye kin give 'em eight seconds between mines.”

Dummy and Wally pitched below. “Stations!”

And then they dumped the mines, slowly, methodi-
cally. They had all the time in the world. No hustling
over a black sea, afraid all the time for a give-away
light with the mines plopping over cvery six seconds!

“Pie!” said Wally, and blew his whistle when the last
of them went over. Arth blared out the Peewit’s siren.
A hoarse grunt over to the east told them that the
Massassoit had got here, anyhow! Then came the beam
of the secarchlight. It showed just two mine
buoys, and beyond them white blankness.

Wally told him about Dummy’s part in it. “Made it
easy for us, sir, you see.”

“Oh, well, that's war, just the same, isn'f it?” de-
murred the commander. “Glad to know I have Reserve
officers like that to fall back on!”

He left Wally to go to the bridge, while Wally sought
his observing station. I was already dark as he picked
his way down the long ’tween-decks corridors, with hun-
dreds of mines on the tracks and sailors standing by to
shove them aft toward the trap. Mearns and the junior
gunnery officer were alrcady at the trap, with muffled
searchlights turned nervously on their wrist watches,
then at the nearest hydrostatics that could be looked at.
Wally went out onto a tiny oak platform guarded by
a hand rope. It hung out over the narrow pointed stern
of the ship. The great gap of the trap yawned close
beside him; underneath was thc foaming white wake
of the ship as she scurried along at twenty-two knots
on her way to the mine fields. It was a fairly black
night, the lights ashore distinct, blobs of phosphorescence
bubbling up in the white wake.

“Coming on the range!” hissed the whispered order.

Both flashers traincd on two wrist watches. The
brawny gunner’s mate operating the trap braced himself
to pull on its heavy wrought-iron lever. The Massas-

“Two, anyhow!” chirped Wally and made his
rat-squeak. “We’ll have to steam back over our
own lay!”

Arth brought her round ,and they counted
buoy after buoy.

”Twenty-elght twenty-nine — thirty! Sure
no gaps?’ howled Wally ecstatically.

“Sure thing!” said Dummy steadily.

“Efficiency E! Efficiency E!”’ yelped Wally,
and they hugged each other like bears.

HE Massassoit had put out a launch, and
her they showed the miracle. Mearns, the
crack gunnery officer of the fleet, was on her and
he went over those thirty buoys critically before
he raised his cap: “Have to hand it to you,
boys!” he said. “But we'll get you to-morrow
night! We’ve got a fog-smeller aboard, too.”
They chugged away, but there was riot aboard
the Peewit that night! Wally went to bed in a
daze of bliss. He had made a crack ship of the
little old Peewit! Down in Washington nobody
cared, but there was one man who did care, a
whole lot, and that was Ensign Wallace Radnor!
He would like to meet 'Stanguey about now,
just for the pleasure of mauling him. And be-
tween them they would wear Dummy out—sim=
ply wear him out! Pestiferous old TPoached

Egg! . . .

%%ext morning he observed that life had a way
of just going on. The sun got up, as usual, and
there was no discoverable change in anything
save that a painter in a bosun’s chair was put~
ting a big white E on the Peeuxt’s funnel. The
flagship was not congratulating them any; in-
stead she was semaphoring them orders!

“Massassoit lays. 102 umpires. Peewit ob-
serves,” said the tiny forked blue figurec waving
flags.

“They’re out for blood over there,” laughed
Wally. “We sure did put the hook into ’em last

night!”
“‘Peewtt observes,”” mused Dummy. “That
means you, old skin. She only needs one ob-

server, and he’s out on the trap overhang. Good

”

Everybody Bats!

There’s only one pitcher on a team, and one
catcher, and three fielders and so forth. But there
are nine batters—and, in a pinch, the strength of
the team isn’t a bit stronger than that of the
weakest batter.

Whether you’re a good batter or a poor one,
you’ll get fun and profit from reading what the
strongest batter of them all, Rogers Hornsby,
advises. Hornsby has led the National Lzague
and his team, the St. Louis Cardinals, for the last
six years in batting; his lifetime average is .363,
and many call him the greatest hitter of all time.

And he’s going to tell you how he does it—how
he swings, and steps in, and judges a ball. He’s
going to tell what he thinks of “‘guess-hitters,’” too,
and a lot of other interesting and helpful things.
His tips on batting will be in the MayAMERICAN
BOY. There’ll be a baseballstory, also, and a
lot of tips on other kinds of summer athletics, as
well as some corking sport fiction, in later numbers.

Watch for Them!
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tion. Then he saw Mearns pitching down headlong into
the wake after that mine! The trap handle had struck
him a terrific blow and knocked him spinning into the
sea. :

In=tantly Wally yelped, “Cease firing!” He vaulted
the hand rope in a complicatcd twist and dove head-
long after the vanishing officer. He had seen cnough in
that onc sccond to send the blood whirling to his head
—for Mearns was sprawling on that fyked buoy rope as
he struck, and it would inevitably catch him in its coils
and drag him down wrth the mine!

Wally hit the wake with hands sprawling, grabbing
desperately for one coil, one bight, anything of that
rope! Its buoy hit him a smart crack on the shoulder
and he snatched instinctively for the end of rope that
must be attached to it. Then the vast thrust of the
screw spewed him headlong in a rush of multitudinous
currents. Wally hung desperately to his rope. It was
his one chance to get down to Mearns! The rope
brought up short and for a moment he had to hold his
grip like a bulldog to keep the rope in his hands.

Then, with fierce haste, he took a long breath and
went down it hand over hand. It could not be more
than twenty feet to the end of it, for that was the depth
the mines were laid. And somewhere along it he would
find Mearns, caught in a loop, and being held dowh like
a drowned rat.

He found him. Wally felt himself being
clutched with the grip of despair. His own lungs
were bursting now, and panic came at the
thought of being in the power of this insensate
man. But he kept his head. Rapidly his hands
felt down Mearns’ leg. Yes, there it was, half-
hitch on his ankle holding him!

Wally gripped Mearns’ kicking calf fiercely and
shoved down to ease the strain while his other
hand slipped along the rope and cast off the
hitch. It took but one second, but a second that
meant life and death to them both! They were
free! He felt them rising with the natural
buoyancy of the human body. His lungs had
got control of his will, now, and drew in a stream
of salt water that choked him. He struck blindly
at Mearns, punch after punch, with the last rem-
nants of his strength. Mearns was too far gone
to do anything but cling to him like a vice.
There was only one man down here who had his
senses left—he must use what he had to save
them both!

And then they burst through to the surface,
into the blinding white glare of a searchlight.
Wally did not hear the shouts of command, nor
see the white figures of sailors diving off the
M assassoit from her trap and her rails. He re-
membered a lot of  violence, as rough hands
grabbed and tore at him, and remembered the
inexpressible relief of bemg able to continue
breathing fresh air in enormous gulps; and then
he seemed to have somehow fallen asleep.

L * * *

HREE men were gathered in the leather arm-
chairs of the Army and Navy Club in Wash-
ington. One was Rear Admiral Haley Hough-
ton, commanding the 6th Battle Division of the
Atlantic Flcct; one was Captain Norman Brooke
of the U. S. 8. Maussachusetts; and the third
was Commander McCraken, now fleet gunncry
officer. The admiral laid down a newspaper that
he had been perusing: “Well, gentlemen,” he
said with a grim smile, “I see that One of Ours
has been getting himself into the papers!”
The others looked up with interest. The ad-
miral kept pretty close tabs on Those of Ours

thing for me! I get back to the Clara H. to~
day. TI'll go over and get my detachment orders
and draw my pay this morning.”

“Sorry to lose you, boot,” came back Wally with
sympathy. “This man’s Navy needs a real seaman out
of the Reserves now and then!”

“Aw!” said Dummy. “I didn’t do nothin’—anything!”
he corrccted himself. “We would have smeared ‘cm if
it had been starlight, just the same.”

Wally shook his head. Too many chances under a
bright sky! They could see you, and would be looking
like cats for a light! He reported aboard the Massas-
soit for observer duty. Lieutenant Mearns received him
brusquely, war in his eye. The orders were sharp and
ringing down her long mine-corridors. No one had any
patience with fumbles this day! The poisonous Peew:t
had hung up a record that would takec some shooting
down, and here was the man who had done it! They
chaffed him mildly at mess about taking advantage of
that fog, but each time Wally gave back as good as
they sent.

Toward evening the destroyer showed up and an-
chored at her station. The big Massessoit got under
way and departed for parts unknown over the horizon.
In the darkness of night she would sneak in past that
destroyer and sow the field with mines, 180 of them in
a row—and no mistakes or Commander Goold would
say something with celerity!

Wally heard a rich laugh behind him as the com-
mander came up from final inspection. “Rather forced
my hand last night, youngster!” he chuckled. “But
you're entitled to it. War conditions, you know! Glad
you had spunk enough to go out!”

so0it’s mines were not shoved overboard like those on
the sweepers, but tumbled, so they would fall true with
their anchor boxes under them, by the trap mechanism.
Wally looked carefully at the first mine waiting in the
trap. His duty was to cheek up the timing in scconds
and see that every mine went over with its buoy prop-
erly fyked down and its antennae and plummet held in
place by the hydrostatic release. One glance was suffi-
cient.

“Commence firing!”

The gunner’s mate heaved at the trap handle. Down
into the boiling wake plopped a mine. “Port lay!”
croaked Mearns’ junior. The trap tumbled as Wally
checked the scconds. “Starboard, lay!”

They were timing well, he noted. A black bulk
passed them to port. The umpire destroyer, dimly
visible against the light from on land. On down the
minc ficld the Massassoit raced, dropping a mine every
six seconds. They had to go some to plant every one
of them perfectly, but they were out for blood! They
were sure against any rival but the Peeust’s phenomenal
score, for they could lose one or two and yet drop
hardly a per cent. The “port lay!”—“starboard lay!”
sang monotonously in Wally’s ears as mine after mine
rumbled aft and tumbled through the trap.

So eager was Mearns, so intent on making a perfect
score against the Peewit, that unconsciously he was lean-
ing more and more out to watch his mines go overboard.

Wally was scrutinizing the hundred and fifteenth
mine—when he hecard a dull blow and a sudden exclama-

who did that; he and General Macpherson of
the Army were keeping a sort of score on it, and
there was Army-Navy rivalry between them

“Kid on a mine sweeper, Congressional Medall” an-
nounced the admiral, smiling

“What! In peace times?” questioned Captain Brooke
incredulously.

“Seems it was in the line of service,” said thc ad-
miral. “Went over after Mearns—you remember Mecarns,
specialist in the mine service—who got knocked over-
board and was caught by the buov rope of one of his
own eggs. Kid got him out of the fix, somehow, and
was laid up for a spell. They gave him the C. M.”

“By George!” barked Brooke as they looked at each
other, imagining that scenc below the waters. Being
Navy men, they could sce all its perilous details.

“I’d like to know his name, that’s all!” said Captain
Brooke in his tigerish voice.

“Radnor,” said the admiral. “By Jove, he is One of
Ours!” he exclaimed referring to the paper again. “Acad-
emy 1924.”

“Why, I knew him!” exploded Captain Brooke.
“Chum of my boy, Norman Jr. Gave me a whale of a
calling down, once—and I deserved it!” he chortled.

“And I know him, too!” spoke up the fleet gunnery
officer in aggrieved tones. “That was the kid the detail
office stole from me, Admiral! Stole, I say! Ordered
him to some darned spit-kit, when he was just a
natural-born G. O. That for Efficiency !”

“What I want to know is,” mused the admiral, “what’s
he doing in the Sweeper Service anyhow—"

“I want my money back!” bawled the F.G.O. “I've
becn robbed! horuswoggled! (Continued on page 31)
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Tricks That Win Track Points

HREE things go to make
up a successful track ath-
lete. They are form, con-
dition and fighting spirit.

You have to develop your own
fighting spirit—the spirit that
makes you plug and work, takc
defeats with a grin and fight
harder next time. If you can do
that, yeu can always get a lot
of knowledge about form out of
study and practice, and you can
put yoursclf in top-notch condi-
tion by obeying a fcw simple
rules. The thing I like about
track is that it’s a sport for
everybody — a sport in which
every fellow I've ever known
who has gone about it as if he
meant it has been able to im-
prove himself.

T'm going to tell you some-
thing about form and condition.
Then, if youre phvsi(:a]lv fit and
1cally want to do it, you cun
make yourself a point winner.
Perhaps you're too light for the
football team, or not equite big
enough for the hasketball five.
That doesn’t mean that you’re
not just right for sprinting, or
middle distance running, or hurd-
ling or jumping. Learn what to
do, then do it—and you're likely
to wake up and find yourself
possessor of your school letter.
It be all yours, too—it won't,
depend a bit on somebody else’s
interference, as in football, or
somebody else’s pitching, as in
baseball. Track is a sport where
you rely wholly on yourself.

T St. John’s every boy who

comes out for track is start-
ed on the sprints. There are
plenty of reasons for this. One
is that sprints are much the most
popular of the races in this coun-
try. Another is that no younger
athletc — under sixtcen, say —
should attempt a race longer
than 220 yards. Running longer
distances for training is fine for
him; but he shouldn’t try compe-
tition in the middle distances.

. Another reason we like to
start fellows on the sprints is
that sprinting form is used in so
muany other events — hurdles,
broad jump and so forth. The
fellow who knows how to sprint
can always go into longer races
(when he’s past the age limit)
if he doesn’t seem to have sprint-
ing speed, or into hurdling or
{ield events.

How does a track man start
work in the spring, when hc gets
outdoors? He should spend the
first two weeks in limbering up,
getting the kinks and soreness
out of his muscles and develop-
ing endurance. He’ll jog around,
and do some cxcreiscs, and some
light distance running. Then he
should work on form in the
sprint start, particularly if he’s
a short-distance man. For the
third week a sprinter ought to
work on forin only, getting cvery
tiny movement correct.
shouldn’t try hard starts at first
—he may hurt himself if he
does. He can vary his work hy
alternating starting practicc with
easy running and jogging.

A sprinter should devote three
days a week, from the start of
the fourth week straight to the
end of the season, strictly to the
start. Remember never to make
a hard start or to run too fast
on an cxtremely cold day, and
that you must always warm up
properly before you do anything.

Here’s a suggested sprinter’s
schedule after the fourth week.

By J. E. McFarland, Track Coach, St. Jobn’s Military Acadeny

carries it above your
head, and a backward
ught kick turns you
over, face to the bar; you
ckle into the Jacl\-
mee position. The final
movement is a violent
push with the arms
which carries them above
the head, to give clear-
ance. Land in relaxed po-
sition to avoid injury.

<

‘/’l:he Broad Jump

Speed makes distance here. First e»tahlxsh
a mark which will bring your jumping foot
exactly on the take-eff board; then strike the
board with your heel (right picture) to con-
vert forward momentum into upward. Spring
from the foot as your knee swings up; swing
your right arm arv the same time. In the air,

The Pole Vault

Speed makes height. At the start, carry the
pole horizontally, pointed toward thc slide. {Vhen
the pole runs into the slide, the right foot hits
the round and the right hand slides up against
the % kick with the left leg and a spring

with the rhrht lielp you to swing like a pendu-
lum from the pole; you pull up with your arms
‘The left-leg kick

until chin and hands are even.

o~

bring left arm and right foot forward; as you X S 1
near the ground, reach forward with arms and legs as far as possihle, keeping feet high. As
you hit the ground, buckle your knees and swing arms back to carry you over.

the bar with bo
and left hand hanging over.

landing.

The High Jump

Run at the bar from a 45-degree anple, strile
with the foot nearest the bar dbont a yard frum
it, and swing the opposite foot vigorously up. As
you risc, throw both arms over the bar and shoot

your leading foot out straight.
hips and Jumpmg leg with a fast snap and clear

y perfectly straight, back down
Swing the free right
arm_and roll the body over to eflect a safe

Then straighten

wr

SRR R

The Sprinting Start

First position is at the right—toe holes should be
three mches deep, with perpendicular rear walls. At
“Get set!” move forward with head lifted and weight
evenly distributed between hands and front foot;
keep your back close to horizontal. At the gun, lash

A

The Discus

Grasp the discus with fingers spread wide and
curled at the first joint around the disc’s edge, Stand
with right foot against rear of circle, and swing the
discus back as shown, starting the whirl by pivoting
on the left foot. Second position puts the right foot
about at the circle’s center, discus swinging hori-
zontally. Pivot now on the right foot, left swinging
backward to third position; here the shoulder lcads
the hand and applies a pull Then reverse, feet
changing position, and whip the forearm viciously
across the body. Release the discus between thumb
and forefinger just before it reaches the front ef the
circle; a cemplcte follow through gives the final
position.

o/

your rear foot forward, and apply front leg drive;
straighten this leg out just as the foot originally to
the rear strikes the ground about as far ahead as it
was behind. Gradually lengthen yeur stride and
raise your body as yeu run.

The Shot Put

Setting yeur right foet at the circle’s rear, with
your weight oun it, hold the shat in your fingers at
the neck and shoulder joint. Jump to the sccond
position, right shoulder dropping very low and feet
spread wide, weight still on the right leg. Make a
reverse, so that the right leg drive throws it against
the toe board; push from arm and shoulder, and
flip with wrist and hand. Coordinate drive, push
and flip, and send the shot off at a 40-degree angle.
Make a complete follew through. Remember that
the arm must make a straight push, that the hand
must be cupped and that the throw must start with
the sheulder as low as you can get it.

Monday: Warm up, calisthen-
ics, jogging. Run a quarter mile
taking alternate bursts of speed
and slow jogging. Rest. Jog an
easy quarter.

Tuesday: Warm up with
stretching and quickening cxer-
cises. Starting practicc. Run a
fast 50 yards. Run a 100 with
fast start and finish. Rest and
jog an easy quarter.

Wednesday: Form starts only
without, speed. Light jogging.

Thursday: Four er five fast
starts, after properly warming up. -
Run 220 at seven-cights ~full
speed.

Friday: Complete rest.

Saturday: Warm up thorough-
ly. Two starts. Rest. Competi-
tion or time trial.

A sprint calls for little judge-
ment or headwork, sut for much
adherence to principles of start,
form and finish. The finish, I
teach my dash men, should be
made by running straight
through the tape, without any
sort of lunge, jump or raising of
the hands. Maximum specd is
gained by maximum push, get-
ting the leg out to full extension
cach time. Tt is pushing hard
with every step that gives speed,
rather than moving the legs rap-
idly.

Distance Work Similar

HE middle distance runner

spends his first two weeks in
much the same manner as the
sprinter, jogging and exercising.
A long swinging stride is to be
cultivated in this period. During
the third week one day is given
to starts and some sprinting and
another to a jog extending over
onc and one-half times the dis-
tance he plans to run. The fourth
week is similar, with a time trial
over the full distance on the last
day. The distance runners’ sched-
ule for the rcmainder of the sea-
son Is as follows:

Monday: Warm up.
fast 220. Jog a quarter.

Tuesdey: Warm up, jog one
and onc-half distance.

Wednesday: Warm up. Three-
quarters distance at racing speed.

Thursday: Full distance at
easy stride.

Friday: Complete rest.

Saturday: Warm up. Run race
on time trial.

A distance man should spend
some time on his finish, being
careful to wind up every work-
out and race in form with head
erect and knees high. Most run-
ners make the mistake of do-
ing too much endurance work
and not enough speed work.

Pace judgment will win every

race between men at all evenly
matched. There are two ways
to run, each suitabkle to certain
types of men. A stecady pace
throughout which enables the
man who sets it to get enough
lead to counteract a lack of fin-
ish sprint is nsed hy many greaf
runners—Paavo Nurmi is one of
them. Others use a slow pace
and a driving finish, which be-
gins 100 to 250 yards from the
tape.
Perfect relaxation throughout
a race will enable a runner. to
tinish fresh and to avoid the dis-
astrous “tying up” which occurs
when the warming up has been
insufficient, or when the runner
keeps himself tensc.

The distance man, more than
any other, needs that fighting

(Continued on page 80)

Run &
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RapioLa 20, wrtH Five RapwoTrons, $115

- The power tube

makes it a corker/

Fivetubes can de alot inradio. Four
tubes and 4 power tube can do a lot

more!

That’s one of the things that make
this new Radiola 20 such a corker!
The last tube is a Radiorron UX-120.
Hook up your dry batterics—tunc
in—turnupthevolume. Andyouget
clear, brilliant rone—unmuffled—
undistorted! That last tube takes the
strainand gives youvolume—d/early.
Tunc in! Just turst a single control

Am

and rell the stations in. Want dis-
tance? There are other helps for
very delicate tuning. But-for ordi-
nary listening, one turn will ge't the
station!

When Radiola 20 was designed, it
was planned to vurdo—at a moder-
ate price—any previous five-tube set.
Uni-control and the power tube are
only two of its improvements. To
get the inside story, write for the de-
scripeive booklet. Teknow all abouc

its performance-—just go tothe ncar-
est RCA dealer—and tune in! You'll
find it the sort of set that satisfies a
boy’s mechanical mind—satisfies a
fathes's purse—and a mether’s de-
mands, too. It's so easy to work that
Mother can tune in, during the off
houts, and leave the set to you when
school is over.

Where you see this sign, you buy ot
nerely o radio ses~—but
cood radio reception.

MADE ‘BY - T

HE - MAKERS + 0

diola

-RADIOTRONS




HANDY PACK

WRIGLEYS
P. K.

CHEWING SWEET

Up the hill for

water ... Or on
any errand — for
work or play have
WRIGLEY’S
with you.

It’s the treat
that aids  teeth,
appetite and di-
gestion,

THE AMERICAN Boy

Radio Frequency Amplification

ANY fellows who are making and
improving their own gets arc turn-
ing to radio fresuency amplifica-

tion as a means of attaining bctter reecp-
tion. You koow, radio frequency ampli-
fiers have been used, to any great extent,
for only a few years. The first broadcast
stations operatcd on only 360 and 400
meters 3o that the problem of radio fre-
quency amplification was comparatively
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simplc—a fixed instrument could be de-
vised to cover both wavr-lengths etfect-
ively.

But since the range of broadcast stations
now runs from 220 to 550 mcters, the
problem is different and the old style
tramsformers are not satisfactory, So now
you will find these eld instruments sup-
planted by new ones which are tumcd by
mezus of lew capacity variable comdensers
to a certain peak on each wave-length and
ean be adjusted to suit the wave-length
of the station desired. Thus a wcak sig-
nsl i1s greatly amplified and s certain te
actuale Lhe detector.

These transformers arc composced of a
primary winding of n fcw turns and a
secondary winding of many turns, the Iat-
ter being tuned by the varmble condenser.
Now there are as many different shapes
of transformers as there arc styles in
clothes. Some fellows prefer those spider-
web effects, others fancy those that look
like a basket or those that resemble a.
cruller. But you swill find the old cylin-
drical coill mighty effective and casy to
make. So thats the kind ol tranaformcr
we'll use.

Figure 6 shows how this is made. The
outer coil is the secondiry and pontains
about sixty turns of wire. The inncr coil,
shown by the broken line, is located in-
zide and at ume end of the sceondary coil.
This inner or primary coil contains from
eicht to ten wvurns of wire. Both coils
must ke wound in the same direction and
with either Ne. 32 or No. 24 insulated
wire. ]

Now loek at Iigurc 1. Here is shown
a typical one stage tiumed radin frequency
amplifier. It is.all ready to be connevted
between yeur aerial and ground and the
rest of Your prezent sct. If you have one

By Millard F. Bysorg

ol these “cansries” of radio known as the
regenerative outfit, this unit placed bLe-
tween the regenerator and the aerial and
ground, will slop those whistles and grewls
from passing eut ef your aerial—and you
can again beenme friends with your peigh-
bors. Naotie that the primary, A, is con-
nected dircetly between the uerial and
ground while the sccondary, B, is ven-
necled to the vacuum tube direct through
a parallel connection with the tunipg ton-
nectien. The wire shown at I, musc be
used enly on the first stage. Using it clse-
where will burn out the tubes.

Netice that the variable condenser
across the secondary has the statienary
plales counected to the “G” or grid pest
of the vacuum tube. The rotary dlates
are shown by the curved lne. This con-
nection is important. If you bave it re-

e
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versed the set will be bard to tune gnd
vou can expect it to whistle if you just
loek at it

N this same drawing, D is the¢ amplifier
tube and E the rheostat. The two
binding posts G and G should be con-
nected to the aerial and ground post on
your resent get, For a back view of this

A

i
PLIZR
~ L

when used with the coil shown in Fig-
ure 6.

Ii your tube should still oscillate er
whistie, either turn dowms the rheostat un-

til the tube’s filament is less brilliant or,
Wbetter vet, add a potemtiemeter as shown
in Figure 2. This circuit is exactly the
same as the one shown in Figure 1 exvept
for this additien. By adjusting this po-
temtiometer you can stabilize your set.

New glance at Figure 4. This shows a
five tube set consisting of two stages of
tuned radio fresuency, detecter and two
stages of audio frequency amplification.
Use an aerial of from 80 te 180 feet in
length and you will have all the volume
you want both on local and distant sta-
tions. Figure 5 shews thiz same set as it
will appear when completed with every
wire in place. The panel and baseboard
arc shown flat to picture the wiring.

L
ZF'E"EQ

unit lonk at Figure 3. The A and B lat-
teries af the regnlar set, inay be nsed. The
rheestat E should have the vyroper re-
sistance for the tube used and the variable
comndenser C is .08035 micrefarad capacity
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Looks difficult doesn't it? But, you can
do it. Here's how,

Furst look ut Figure 4. See anything
(amiliar about that? Bure. The first two
tubes are the sxpe as shown in Figure 1.
The third tube is the same with 2 slight
varisation—the grid-leak and coudencer.
That’s |he detecluor. Nutice, also, thal lhe
audie amylifiers are practically the sime
except for the absence of the {uning con-
denser. The letters still correspond with
Figure 1 except where additions have heen
made. You will also nutice that suto-
matic rheestats have taken the place of
the rheostata controlling the radio fre-

ng. &

These are marked “L.”

The only rheostat left .is shown at E and

this is used to control the detector tube.

Automatic rheostats are used also on the

audio amplifiers.
In Figures

TaP"

quency tubey.

(Continued en page 53)
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IME AND HARD USE furnish an acid test for
a motor car. Will it stand up and stay good
through years of service!

A Buick will, because of the way it is built. Buick
design pravides surplus stamina and then protects it.
Buick road tests are carried on constantly, 24 hours a
day, to keep on finding ways of improvement, to
develop units that will accept even more punishment.

Only Buick has the ‘‘Sealed Chassis” and the ‘“Triple
Scaled’ engine. ‘I'he ‘“‘Sealed Chassis”” places every
operating part inside a dirt tight, oil tight, water tight,
iron or steel housing. The ‘“Triple Seal”’ (air cleaner,
oil filter, gasoline filter) keceps road dust and grit eut of
engine parts.

Buick provides full pressure lubrication to ezery part of
the engine. Not pressure lubrication to some points and
hit or miss lubrication to the remainder, but a constant
film of il wherever metal touches metal.

Nowhere, at anywhere near the Better Buick’s moderate
price, will yeu ind a car built so well, or so thoroughly
able to deliver rhe same loyal scrvice through years.

There are more than a willion Buicks in daily use today.
100,000 of them are more than cight years old!

BUICK MOTOR COMPANY, FLINT, MICH.
Dizidsion of General Motors Cor perarion
Canadean Faaorics: McLAUGHLIN-BUICK @shaue, Untaris
Pivaeer Builders of
Valve-in- Head Motor Cars

Branckes in ail Priaciral
Cities—Dealers Bverywhere

WHEN BETTER AUTOMOBILES ARE BUILT-BUICK WILL BUILD THEM

29
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10-Day Test FREE. Mail the Coupon

In College '

They keep teeth white
this easy way

Tvy it free!

\’ ZRITE your name and acldress
on the coupun lictory and send
it to use We swill mail you [ree a tabe

of the tooth paste they use iii college.
It will last 10 days and at the end of
that time vour teeth ill be far whiter
and hrighter.

College mwen  and  athletes take =z
great deul of pride in their teeth. Feol-
low this new method now. Yo'l
thank us for-the white teeth it will give
you when you leave for school

Film must be removed
T his wey ts easy

look al nour teeth. H they are not white
it is becausc of 2 film. Yon can feel it
by running your tongue across the teeth.
That im is often a danger sign.

Fihn is a viscous coat that clings to
teeth. gets intn crevices and stays. It
makes pearly teerh ugly, discolored—
diegy. Many a natucally pretty child
is handicappcd i this wax.

Film also holds foed substance which,
ferments and forms acid. It holds the
acid tn contacr «ith the teeth te causc
decay. Germs by millions breed in it
They, with tartar, arc the chicf cause
of pyerrhca and gum troubles.

New Way rentaves it
And Virms the Guors
b .
Now modern seience has found o safc
way to combat film.  Super-gritty sub-
stances are judged dangerous Lo the
teeth, Soap und chulk are inadequate.
This new method, embodied o the
tooth paste called Pepsodent, provides
the scicutifically proved combatant that
is being adopted by the people of some
S0 nations. Tis action is to curdie the
film, then harmlessly to remove it.

Coupon briugs free tebe

Cut out the coupnn.
and address on it
Pepsndent Company.
figat rou.

\¥rite your name
and mail to the
The test will de-

AL W AL

Tricks That Win Track Pomts

(Continucd from vage 26)

resaurcelulness.

The Hurdles Demand ¥orm

THE traming of a hurdler is similar to

He must build up
not only speed, of course, but aleo form
histetcions

that of a sprinter.

in hurdle clearance. The

show what is meant by form. Usunlly o

loose limbed, graceful athlete is better
suited for hurdling than the more power-
Strength is
necessary in these evernls mors than all
cthers, however, and the man who com-
bines the dblhty tw handle himself well
with driving power will make the grout-

ful, sometimes awkwatd type.

est success as a hurdler,

“The good hurdler takes thrge or five

%

[ Tand on lhe right (s leit,
sstoral) foot seven feel frean the
g the left hnee high

3. Ceurleie the forward hend with a vigor

huretle, rais

oX 7ight arm sving, which atca helhs to bring
| up the trailing foct.

irit T spoke of—deterwinalion. courage,

if ar's more

Low

bar, to

the

Taking the High Hurdle

sneed and A long,

GG uires
even step; you don't need to sliim clese to the

hurdling

ean ferward nor to lend close,
high hurdle,

as n

4

you leasc the round throw ihe leit

rnreles up and bend forward 2t the waist, to
ard forward impetus

1.
frol
swing

Rring the right knee forward with the
nut

directly behiné and turmed Don't

ilocut tee far

—

tChop the left leg downward, keep the b The dovenward chap o the left leg makea
right Durallel te the ground as 11 comes actass  vin land «loss 1o the hordle, As you kit Lhe
the bar. The right arm starts bBack, the Jell  Lresmd, et 2 stride with yoor vigh (oadt.
frrvaacd.
steps betwernn tive highs, and seven slridex xeeess i the field events. Quite as mch
betv-een the lews, thus bringieg him w  o- on the cinder path. it is speed thot
with the sume foof euch time. A fow es-  wins the shot put, the discus, fhe pole

veptionally 13t men who Jack the leugth
ot leg 1o takc geven strides in the lows
have wed pire with success, but thew
pumber ie not large and they are excep-
tions to the genoral rule.
hwdler must be
warned against wearmg

vault and the broad junp. Perhaps not
always speed uver the ground, hit speed

of movement, that thing we call

or

"

“drive

“whip.” It 1 the speed that the arm

gives the shet im its initial shove that gets

the distance, and the

himself eut with tmenn-

lash the jumper gives
his leg that produces

ingless rushes over the
sticks. @ne day a week
mayv l)E d(‘!V’ﬂlE(i “ funn
work, without speed.
Wednesday makes a
good day for this. Then

two sprints over half
distance highs an Tues-
day and one aver 120

that aidS g teeth, Mnh aof Iuw:{ on 'Thllls-

appetite and di-

gestion.

C16 €108,

g
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duy makes enough work
ufter ferm has been
onee mastered. Condi-
tion imay be maintained
by sprnl work and jog-

{ i3 not necessarily
that  brings

Sprinting and Running
Form

Sprintere and runners
ROTH muke sl movemerts
directly torwasd, point tacs
straight ahead, keep Leac and
veck erect ard relaxgd —
never back or tensed. Speint
ers run high ce chelr tees
I:ft Xuees high snd leaa f:
forward, jerk arms  ulw
and dowaward to get forward

roll, give al their sirenxth
over lhe whole distasce of
their races. Ruuners move on

the Wballs of their feet, take
loag, swinging stridcs, swing
arus smoothly at their sides
and suil then' pace to the dis-
tance of the race.

beight. Iv always re-
quires 4 terlain amount
of strength to rroduce
this drive, but' in all
praeticc and crelimi-
nary work the aim
rust be toward rapid-
ity in the necessary mo-
tions that produce the
push to win.

Keeping Fit

EN taking part in

field events should
devote one duy 4 week
to sprinting and should
finish up with a short |

{

THE AMERICAN Boy

New Model

WRIST WATCHES
(Tonneau-Shape)

ILLUSTRATIONS can’t do:
justice to the new model
Ingersoll Wrist Watches.
They can’t show the real
character of the design nor
how the watch and strap
shape themselves to lie flat -
on the wrist.

WNo Strep Beneath

Radiolite
Telis time
wn the dark

NOW in addition to
the Wrist Radiolite at
$4. 50, hereisa mew]
dial model witheut
the luminous feature,
priced at 84 %

It casts with the case
of a tournament rod
. perfect balance

uousual strepeth and
ﬁexxhuhty That's what you’ll iod in every

Pearfect casting action . .
. light weight .

Richirdsan Steel Rod. Fer Richardswam Roda
ure desigued by cxpeils of natonalreputation.
To secure the finest product . - . Richardson
tests every rod 26 times beferc its final test.
Pays a 22% premium for speQal tempered,
sping steel. Bfanufactuses with anideal .

8 determination to pive the greatest dol!ar fm-
dollar value fishcrmen have ever koown.

Worite for catalog

Richardson’s new 24 page cataiof is ready-.

It fully describes and illustrates every type of
Richardeon Rod. You'll tmad one to fit your
needs . . . asd Your purse. Also describes

popular Harrimac Lasdiog Neta. Sead for
. teday.

your COpY . .
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jog on two other days. Most men prac-
tice too much on their specialties and
do not devote enough attention to the
development’ of condition. High jump-
crs, pole vaulters, broad jumpers and
javelin  throwers would do well to
work on their event only once a
week. If thcy compete on Saturday, a
few jumps or throws for form and about
two for height on Tuesday will make up
the week’s specialized work. Light ex-
ercise on Monday, hurdling or sprinting
on Wednesday and light exercise on
Thursday is enough to keep these men fit
once they have attained condition.

In the three jumping events a correct
take-off is of essential importance, and
should be laid off with mathematical ac-
curacy before every competition. The
take-off is best secured by adopting a
trial mark about the correct distance from
the pit. In the high jump this is about
35 feet, in the broad jump about 70 feet
and in the pole vault about 55 feet. After
the mark has been made the jumper steps
back a few paces and crosses the mark at
full jumping speed with the take-off foot
hitting it. If proper results are not ob-
tained the mark must be moved forward
or backward until the correct distance is
found. This should then be measured and
the distance kept in the mind for fu-
ture use on strange fields. Achigh wind
or soft runway will often call for corrce-
tion in the length of the run.

Save Strength

OMPETITORS in the high jump and
pole vault must be careful to con-
serve their strength while the bar is Jow
in order to be able to give the maximum
cffort to clear the greater heights. Broad
Jumpers and competitors in the throwing
events do well to give their best in the
early trials on the principle that the best
effort can be made hefore becoming -tired.
Speed and form are to be emphasized
in the shot and discus along with strength
and power. Most practicing should be
done in the ring, to get accustomed to
its size and to aveid fouling. In the shot
put, with the toe board, it is acdvisable of
course, to use the entire ring, but in the
discus, it is often well to leave a slight
margin of safety.

Field men are prone to negleet those
fine points of conditioning which are so
essential in the running events. They make
a great mistake when they do it. Perfect.
condition and a well regulated digestive
and nervous system are abselutely neces-

sary for a record breaking performance in |

any event on the track and ficld program.

In training, sleep is the most important |

single asset. Nine hours each night. be-
ginning and ending at the same hours
every day, is the best conditioner known.
Eating should follow comumon sense rules,
with this general admonition—never ever-
cat! A light noon meal is essential when
practice and races are held in the after-
noon. Plenty of green vegetables and
milk, except on the day of a hard work-
out or race, are part of every diet

Efficiency E

(C'ontimeed from page 23)

out of a perfectly good youngster! And
here he goes and wins a Congressional
Medal—"

“Our kids are supposed to learn some-
thing about ships—-" said the admiral
feebly.

“You don't get this at all, Admiral!”
vociferated his fleet gunnery officer, who
was not to be stopped once in full career.
“This kid’s a shark on director-firing. He
wrote all the confidential dope on it, in
words of one syllable so that the ether
kids could get some glimmerings of it into
their heads. He's wested, anywhere elsc
than with me! Any one can run a ship!
But a gunnery shark is only born once a
century, and there are only two of them
in the Navy now, and one of ’em’s me—"

They sat on him in a roar of guffaws
“Oh, well,” surrendered the admiral, “I'll
look into it, McCracken.”

And, a week later, Ensign Wally Rad-
nor, whom all this was about, gave three
rat-squeaks in a row as he read:

“Ens. W. Radnor detached U. 3. 8. Fee
uit, te F. G. O. Atlantic Battle Fleat.”

Chrysler “58” Sedan,
3005, f. 0. b. Detroit

PERFORMANCE—-APPEARANCE-AT
ELECTRIFYING NEW LOWER PRICES |

Since the Chrysler “S58” was an-
nounced last June, nearly 10,000
men and women have testified
every month by their orders that
this wonderful car gives most for
the money.

Such striking performance advan.
tages as 58 miles an hour, 5 to 25
miles in 8 seconds and 25 miles
to the gallon of gas—combined
with many other outstanding
superiorities—won for it instant
acceptance which caused it to
outsell competition everywhere in
its own particular price group.

Now the electrifying new lower
prices make Chrysler “58” more
unmistakably than ever the value
supreme in its class. In the ac-

complishment of these new prices
there has been no change in
body quality, comfort or style, no
change in the high quality design,
materials and workmanship
which won spontaneous and
widespread preference and ad-
miration for Chrysler “58”,

Your nearest Chrysler dealer is
eager to show you that at these
new lower prices, Chrysler “58”

continues to offer precisely the -

same quality—precisely the same
performance—precisely the same
fine appearance—precisely the
same beautiful bodyand chassis—
which those who know motor
car quality agree have placed
Chrysler “58” on the topmost
value pinnacle.

NEW ‘‘58'" PRICES

CHRYSLER **58"'—Touring Car, $845; Roadster, $890; Club Coupe, $895; Coach, $93s: Sedan, $093.
Disc wheels eptional. Hydraulic four-wheel brakes ut slight extra cosc.

- -

- -

CHRYSLER *'70"'—Phaetorn, $1305; Coach, $1445; Roadster, $1625; Sedan, $16gs; R'uynl Coupe,

$1795; Brougham, $186s; Royal Sedan, $1995; Crown Sedan, $2005.

isc wheels oprional.

CHRYSLER IMPERIAL *80""=Phaeton, $2645; Roadster, (wire wheels standard equipment; woad
wheels optional) $2885; Coupe, four-passenger, $3195; Sedan, five-passenger, $3393; Sedan, seven-

passenger, $3505; Sedan-limousine, $3605.

All prices f.0.b. Detroit, subject to current Federal excise tax.
Bodies by Fisher on all Chrysler enclosed models. All models squipped with full balloon tires.

There are Chrysler dealers and superior Chrysler service everywhere. All dealers are in posi-
tion to extend the convenience of time-payments. Ask about Chrysler’s attractive plan.

All Chrysler models are protected against theft by the Fedco
exclusive with Chrysler, which cannot be counterfeited an

without conclusive evidence of tampering,

tented car numbering sysem
cannot be altered or remove

CHRYSLER SALES CORPORATION, DETROIT, MICHIGAN
CHRYSLER CORPORATION OF CANADA, LIMITED, WINDSOR, ONT.

CHRYSLER

‘58

{

/
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A THOUSAND THINGS MAY HAPPEN

IN THE DARK

To tend the radio—
v use your Eveready!

BUY an Eveready because
it’s the best flashlight a fel-
low can get his hands on. It
has features found nowhere
else. It will last longer and
work better because it’s built
better from start to finish.
Solid, one-piece brass
barrel with ribbed grip in
either nickel or black finish.
Hinged metal ring in end-
cap for hanging up flash-
lightwhennotinuse. Octag-
onal, non-rolling lens-ring.
Safety-lock switch, proof
against accidental lighting
and wasting of current.
Portable light in its most
convenient form. Safe and
dependable light when and

A Enercady
ong-
lasting
it O
¥
No, 2671—Ever- Bright-
cady 2-cell Focus- [2
ing Spotlight with Bueready-
ihe 200-foot Mazdo
Lamp

where you need it, Insist
on getting the genuine Ever-
eady, for only in Eveready
can you get the newest fea-
tures. Keep it loaded with
those powerful, long-lasting
Eveready Batteries.

There’s an Eveready
Flashlight for every purpose
and purse, and an Eveready
dealer nearby.

Y .

Eveready Unit Cells fit and improve
all makes of flashlights. They insure
brighter light and longer battery life.
Keep an extra set on hand. Especially
designed Eveready-Mazda Lamps, the

bright eves of the flashlights, likewise
last longer.

Manufactured and guaranteed by

NATIONAL CARBON CO,, Inc.
New York San Francisco

Canadian National Carbon Co., Limited
Toronto, Ontaria

tVERFADY

FLASHLIGHTS
& BATTERIES

~they last longer
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The Circus Feud

(Continued from mpage 15)

to his feet.

“Get down to the cars,” ordered O'-
Donnell. “You might just as well fix your-
self around this show right now. Don’t
let any of ’em get t’ pickin’ on yuh. If
yuh do, you’re gone. ’Night.”

And the next second his voice could be
heard reverberating over the lot:

“Speed on these stringers! Come on
there, you jack men—snap into it. All
right, Perry! Move up ten feet with that
plank wagon! Shake it up a little. every-
body !”

The cars were spotted a mile and a half
away, and Rann trudged along wearily,
following the flaring torches set at each
corner to guide the never-ending line of
wagons, drawn by six and eight horse
teams, which were carrying the show to
the runs.

He realized that the feud between him-
self and Knight must come to a crisis.
Sockless had something of the snake about
him—the more dangerous because he'd
stop at nothing that he thought he could
get away with. And, as O’Donnell and
others had intimated, it was strictly up to
the young Southerner to fight his own but-
tles and survive or perish in his new sur-
roundings by his own efforts.

Yet, somehow, as he plugged along down
the street Rann could not find any real
hatred for Sockless in his heart. Right
then he felt sort of sorry for the prop-
erty boy--disliked by everyone, filthy,
penniless, picked upon as fair game and
retaliating in his peculiar underhanded
way.

“Guess I'm too sick and tired to figure
anything out,” Rann mumbled to himself
as he stumbled up the long line of white
cars and got into Car 40.

The car was like an oversize Pullman,
except that the berths were permanent
and could not be turned into seats at any
time. Two men slept in each berth. The
cars were always spotlessly clean, but the
same statement did not go for all the
workmen, by any means. To-night, though,
Rann didn’t think of that. He was asleep
in the quiet car almost before his aching
blonde head hit the pillow.

HAT was all he remembered until

morning. It had been a ninety-mile
run, but he never knew when the train
started or stopped, or when the hundred
men had come in and gone to sleep. For
once he didn’t have to shrink when Sock-
less came to bed.

He was dreaming about Kaiser, and it
seemed that the great lion hit him with
his paw. He felt a stunning blow—and
awakened out in the narrow aisle, his body
prone among dozens of legs. Everybody
was getting up—

“Tune t’ git up, Peaches !” grinned Sock-
less. “I'm callin’ this mornin’ fur the
boss!”

Rann bounded to his feet. For the sec-
ond it would have been a plcasure to
wring Sockless’ scrawny neck.  With one
sweep of his hand he knocked the lanky
property boy into the berth, and an in-
stant later was on top of him. The jost-
ling, mumbling crowd of men stopped talk-
ing, and necks were crancd to see. Every-
one knew what had been brewing between
Sockless and Rann.

“Now vou listen to me,” said Rann,
talking very slowly and very quietly.
“That’s the last time you ever put your
hands on me with this show. I've taken
all you've given and said nothing, but by
the mighty, the next time you make a
move in my direction I swear I'll send you
to a hospital. Now, you dirty rat, what
have you got to say?”

Sockless had nothing to say. From some-
where back in the car, though, a voice
carried clearly :

“Listen to the First of May talkin’ big!
The little darling—"

Rann was on his feet, now, outwardly
cool and inwardly aflame. Semehow he
knew it was a real erisis—his test_of might
and ability to get along with this strange
new group of showmen.

“I'm not opening my mouth too widec.
In one second Ill pull in my neck and
keep it in. But before that I want to get
one remark into the record. There's been

considerable ragging around here, and if
anybody doesn’t like me around I'm sorry.
But what I said to Sockless goes as it lays,
and it goes for everybody. 1 can take
care of myself, and will from now on. And
whocver made that little speech just now
can step right outside the car and find it
out!”

Not a word in return as he stood there
in his pajamas. Then he caught the eye
of Fred Loman, boss usher. That stocky.
thin-haired veteran of old wagon-show
days allowed his left eye to droop in a
portentous wink of commendation. There
comes a time when a man must declare
himself,

There was a_curious tensity in the air,
and right then Rann unconsciously did the
thing that “set” him forever with his com-
rades. He relaxed, and laughed. .

“Gosh, I'm glad nobody took me up!”
he drawled.

Sockless got to his feet—his d ng
consisted of putting on pants, shirt and
shoes, which had been done already—and
shoved his way down the crowded aisle.
There were tears of frustrated hate and
disappointment in his eyes, and like a
pack of wolves the rest leaped on him with
seornful remarks, such as, “Peaches don’t
agrec with you, do they?”

No one called Rann Peaches though.
Any doubts as to his right and ability to
be one of the gang had been quieted—
and Rann was hoping, as he followed the
others up to the new lot, that Sockless
Knight would never again enter into his
existence in any important role.

But he was wrong, and it took no longer
than the afternoon to prove it.

The afternoen show was starting, and
the big top was packed to the guards.
Both “blucs”—unreserved seats—and “yel-
lows”—reserved—were crammed with hu-
manity. Rann was standing next to the
steel arcna, watching the big spectacle
which opened the show. All the horses,
elephants, and nearly all the performers
and workmen were used in it, dressed in
flowing Oriental clothing. It was a beauti-
ful sight which Rann always enjoyed. As
soon as it was over he, along with Sock-
less Knight and a half-dozen other prop-
erty boys, would put together the wooden
runway which led from the cages across
the track and into the arena. The sections
leading across the track were down now to
allow the spectacle parade to go on.

The runway led past the bandstand,
which was directly opposite the arena. As
the last of the clephants was disappearing
through the back door of the big top Rann
started across the track with the others,
prepared to help carry the last sections
into place.

Suddenly his eye caught a tawny shape
in the runway, coming toward the track.
They had let the lions out a little early—

Then he heard a wild yell of fear from
Sockless, and the half-dozen property boys
climbed up the sides of the stecl arcna
in a panic which Rann could not under-
stand. The runway was always closed at
the end until the final two sections across
the track were set up—

Only it wasn’t. That was one of
Knight's jobs—and the runway was open.
The next second Kaiser’s great head poked
forth from the end, and then the huge
lion walked slowly out on the track and
stopped in front of the bandstand, within
ten feet of the unprotected audience.

A thousand things whirled through
Rann’s reeling brain. Pounding ceaselessly
through his head was Rullion’s statement :

“They’re always bewildered when they
get out of a cage, and can be muuded up

with zmythmg that looks like a barrier or
cage—"
But Kaiser was an outlaw. .{e was

crouched now, his unholy cyes flashing
around the tent. Fred Ledger, the cques-
trian director, was shouting somcthing as
he ran from the other end of the tent.
The audience was still silent, as though
paralyzed with fear. DIrobably they
thought it was part of the show momen-
tarily.

Then o shriek rang out, ard the next
second Rann's voice was reverkerating
through the tent.

“Don’t move, anybody!” he shouted
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clearly. “There's no danger!”

In a flash he'd stripped off his red cor-
duroy blouse. Never in his life had he
felt such deadly fear, and yet something
drove him on.

His eyes on Kaiser, crouched there as
though wondering which way to leap,
Rann walked toward him, holding his
blouse in front of him, so that it just
dragged the ground. What would the old
outlaw do? Bullion had said no lion would
try to get you while your eye was on him
—but Kniser!

Ten feet, five, and Kaiser was looking
around wildly. Performers and animal
men were coming now, but they were a
hundred feet away. Suppose Kaiser lcaped
into the crowd—

Now Rann was standing, trembling so
that he could scarcely remain upright, two
feet in front of Kaiser, shooing him with
that red blouse. Kaiser snarled, and it
secmed that his great eyes were looking
wildly for a way of escape. The tent was
silent as death as eight thousand people
were held in the grip of fascinated horror.

Now the animal men were coming
slowly, so as not to excite the lion. In-
distinguishable words of encouragement
and advice—

And Kaiser gave way. Not step by step
nor slowly, but in a flash he had whirled
around, his back to Rann, and in, one great
leap was back at the runway. He dived
into it, and like a brown streak sped back
for his familiar cage.

Rann’s legs gave way, and he found
himself sitting weakly on the ground while
bedlam was let loose in the tent.

There was no time for delay, -or con-
gratulations, though. The acts in the end
rings were started, and the show was in
full swing as Rann got to his feet and
went to work with a hundred compliments
ringing in his ears.

But during a lull in their tasks big,
keen-eyed Jack Farrell, manager, cume
over to the group and there was molten
flame in his usually cold gray eyes.

“Who left that runway open?” he
snapped. He had just returned from town,
and heard about what had happencd.

For a minute the property boys were
silent. Rann knew that it mcant dis-
charge for Sockless—and Sockless was
broke, without cven clothing enough to
cover him. And he’d be stranded in this
strange town— Possibly Rann wouldn’t be
discharged because he had recaptured
Kaiser without any harm’s being done—

Farrell's eye lighted on Rann, and, prob-
ably because Rann was the newest man on
the show, he snapped:

“You, I suppose!”

And Rann did not deny it—did not say
a word as Farrell’s blistering tongue fairly
flayed him  alive.

“You’ll get. one more chance to be a
showman—and that's all, you dummy!”
was his parting shot.

The subdued property men went to
work again, and said nothing. The skip-
per was still standing in the doodrway,
watching them. After he'd left, Sock-
less Knight came over to where Rann was
sitting, alongside the arena, during a brief
lull in the never-ending duties.

“Thanks, Pcach—Braden,” he mumbled.
“They'd o’ fired me sure.”

“All right, Sockless,” nodded Rann —
and thought that was all.

But it wasn’t. Late that night, with the
whole company sitting along the railroad
tracks waiting for the time when the 55-
cur train was due to start, Sockless sought
out Rann. And somchow or other, onc
thing led to another until finally Rann
was telling Sockless frankly a few of the
things he didn’t like.

“Why in time don’t you save your
money instead of gambling it away, take
a bath once in a while, dress half decently,
and act like a man instead of a pig?”

“I—ain't never had no chance,” mum-
bled Sockless. “I—"

“Bosh! You've got it now, haven't you?
Well, you're going to buck up if I have
to drive you to the water with a snap
whip! I'll be dog-goned if I'll have a berth
mate that—"

“I'll do her!” promised Sockless. “I'd
kind o’ like to be like you,” he went on
shyly, as though dragging the words out.
“And—we’ll have a new deal, huh? T'll
try, Rann, honest.”

And Rann was to see the day that very
season when Sockless was his boss.
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Study the Sixes—
Then Back to the Hupmobile

You'll know why the public is clamoring
for more and more of these Hupmobile
Sixes the moment you press down the
starting button.

If ever there was a six that sprang into
action like a live thing, it is the new
Hupmobile Six—whose sales success is
crowding the generous capacity of these
great new plants.

Here is real six engineering born of 17
years’ eminence in engine building—a
virile, vigorous power plant whose per-
formance is the very incarnation of live-
liness and flexibility.

There’s a zip and a zest to the get-away
that makes ordinary engine-action crude
by comparison—an instantaneous readi-
ness of power for every need which ren-
ders the day-long drive a delight, no
matter what the road or traffic conditions.

HereisHupmobileexperience crystallized
and climaxed—all the old sturdy sound-

ness of chassis with a new quality of
brilliance which has taken the public
by storm.

Study all the sixes if you care to go to
that length of inquiry—brilliant superi-
ority of performance willirresistiblydraw
you back to the Hupmobile.

More than twenty thousand of the new
sixes delivered now, and four buyers
waiting for every one that Hupmobile
can build.

Not just a Hupmobile harvest of sales in
a generous market—not just the old high
Hupmobile standing— but a new and
rapidly-spreading vogue, for good sound
reasons which anyone can recognize in a

half hour’s ride.

Here’s a six you must reckon with if
performance means a thing to you—a
six that is bound to win you if you care
oneiotafor the veryutmostand at thesame
time the most economical in six motoring.

The New

MOBILE

NEW SERIES HUPMOBILE EIGHT—There is not
an eight power plant in existence more soundly engi-
neered; nor a performance program which can surpass it.

e >
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. _He writes

Detective
Stories

from
Real Life

OHN A. MOR®SO was a New York

reporter for years, and knows the
New York pelice force as few men have
knewn it. He and his Corona have
pounded out many a story from real
life, including the humerous detective
stories of “Bonchcad” Tierney, the
Jatest of which appears in this issue.
Read what be says about Cerona.

“My Corona simply get .starced on a
story about the ‘Benchead’ and his
new friend, Mr. Walsingham, and it
wouldn’t step. Nsnc of the rough
treatmentthelirclemachine has received
in the years I’ve had it has been tough
encugh toputitoutof commission. I've
found it handy because I can use it
cxther when I'm traveling or at home
—1t s so light that I wouldn’t think of
gomg ona tl’lpWIthOut ityandwhenit’s
not in ust at hewcit’s completely out
of the way. I couldn’t get along with-
vut a Cerona.”
Successtul writers
use Corona

Mr. Moroso 3 onc of the many authors
who swwear by Corona. They like it
N for its cenvenience, its pertability, its
big-machine feacures, but most of all
they praise Cerona’s durability. An
anthorneeds a typewriter that will stand
hard, everydayuse, andone that won't

he put out of commission by the knocks
and bumps of lruvc-|ingh

No ethwr portable has

all these Teatures

Corona has the standard feur-row key-
heard, just like any big office: machine
it has a ten-inch curriage; a twelve-ya-d
wwo-color ribhon, sclf-reversing, with
throwout fer stenciling; a new adjust-
able paper guide; 2 real variable line
spacer; margin-release and back-spacer
un the keyboard; a big, self-spacing car-
riage-recurn Jever and 100% visibikity.
See 1t and try it at the ncarest Corena
store.  Used typewriters accepted in
crade. Mail coupon new.

Corona Typewriter Co,, Ine,
{03 Mazin St, Greeon, N. Y.

Please send
Corena literature.

me the latest
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iceless freezing mixtures, firclcss ymekze, s¥mlherie
perfumes, dyes. pi gments and 7efins. mosaiv guld,
Fharoh’s SerDente, luminous Paidt and many
others described cleariy hew te prepare. A bigh
class eellection of fagoinating phenomens, written
by = Bacheler of Scieuce and Collcge Teuchker,
| 8nitabletor novices amd experienced in science.
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137—Black 1o mose snd win, 138—Black 1o move and win
AFTER you have worked these jour
| £ A problems [I'm ccrtam you'll be grin-
ning from ear to car. Jlor instance in
Number 140, & single white picce is given
a complete round trip across the board
weiore black even gets started collecting
wen—but black swely causes a stampede
in the while rank: vchen he gets going.
You'll like thix ane.
Don't laugh al the
whitcs %0g sesn In
Number 139, An ex-
changc is nceessury In
the very last stuge of
the game for black to
get the advuntage.
Numbers 137 and 1338,
though not hard, will

o
zqm 23,

e

I o lfgﬁ "ﬁ b
u% nﬁg m:i% o
i “%‘ b |

Here’s how the

keep you guessing, 1»  board is num-
Number 138 feur bered.
white pleces remsin

en the board with only one black but
black wing! Try to figure that out.

There are still a number of AmEerican
Bor checkers booklets left. You'd find
these a big help in solving checkers prob-

Tenressee squadron of reserve flyers,
They found several hundred people there
fo see the ruke-off —gnd Hazsrd and young
Dan Curter in sn serimonious argument.

‘T don’t, give n haot who yeu are—
when 1 say that pusher prop’s tight aod
shipshape, she isl” Dan was raving, his
slim bady ss tant g9 a string. “And don’t.
eall me a big-headed baby, either!”

“TI'm aizpin’ t' spank yuh, right hyar”
came the slow, raspimyg tones of Huazard,
and there was savage wrath in every word.

Russ was just w time (o hold the ragiry
youth from lcaping at hiz durk-faced chief.

“What's the malter? he demanded
while Slim Evins siniled treaquilly at the
enisede, for the benefit of the ¢rowd edg-
ing through the guarding repes.

“WWVho's soss @ this kyar plane;, me or
this smuirt?” demanded Hazard, his furious
eyes farng inta Farvells.

“You are. What’s he been up ta?”

“He wold me twice to see t' thal pusher
prop, an’ I did, and then he'd eend me
back again because he zaid I didn't lovk
long epuugh " raved Carter. “Honesi—"

“I{Lep still1” snapped Russ. “You obey
orders, Dan, and say usthing sr T'll sena
you into o guardhouse that'll make your
curnive] tent lcek like a palsee. As far
you, Huzerd—vou don't like Carter, and
I know it. and if 1 catch you trving to
rag hrn llJ do a good jeb of that samc
on you!

“T'm quittin’'—now1” stated fhe moun-
tainees.

For u moment Russ's temper flamed. He
couldn't cenceive of u man's leaving his
ship at a time like that, and the spirit of
pettiness behind it goaded him into a
white-hot ragc.

“Hazard, you’re nut yellow—1 don't
think. Rut if you leave thit Bomber un-
til we get back to Cook Field 'l see to it
that vou're 2 marked man from now en—
you won’t bz able to Jive anywhere they
read a mewspaper, and you can go kack
and squat i the mountains you came
from t”

The mechanic guailed a bit befere the
blue eyes that were suddealy so black aad
hard. Then his bouy shoulders straight-

ened.
“I'll see this hyar thing throvgh,” he de-
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More Fun and Tricks in Checkers

By Newell W. Banks,

Match Checkers Champion of America.

140—Black ta move and win

130 —RBlack 0 move and wi

lems and 1m,proving your play, The Check-
ers Kditor, carc of Tne American Bevy
5350 West Lafayettc Blvd., Detroit, Mick.,
will mail you onc of these booklets and a
checker spinner if you send hun four cents
in stamps.

Answers for Last Month

No. 133—Pasitions, Black 20, 22, 23, 26.
White, 18, 28, 31, king 19. Black to move
and win. 22-25, 31-22, 25-30, 19-26, 39-14
Black wins,

No. 134—-Positions, Black 3, 9, 11,
king 23. White, 12, 22, 30, kings 4, 1D.
Rlack to meve and win. 9-14, 10-17, 23-
18, 22-8, 13-22. Black wins.

No. 135—Positiong, Black 15, 18, 22, 23,
king 30. White 28, 31, kings 11, 17. Black
to move and win. 15-19, 17-26, 19-24, 26-
19, 13-23, 19-26, 28-19, 38-7. Black wins.

No. 136--Positions, Black 1, 3, 10, 15,
18, 22, 23. White 6, 12, 24, 28, 29, 31, 32.
Black te move and win. 22-26, 31-22, 18-
25, 29-22, 15-18, 22-15, 10-19, 24-15, 1-19.
Black wins.
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Hazard of the Hills

(Continued from poge 12)

cided sullenly, “And when I git back to
Cook Field I reckon thiz hyar Carter’il
never forgit the day, I promise yuh that!”

“Shut up, Dan!” Russ intercupted the
start of Dan’s comeback. “Duan, you say
nothing and do as wyoure told. Hazard,
mind Yeur own business and if Carter says
a werd, let me know."

The hot-headed carmival youngstcr
drepped his eves shkamefuccdly. Then
Russ explaimed their new plans te the
whole craw.

And in Hazard's fuee he saw a romark-
able change. The mun was afraié—evi-
deutly had been afreid ull alemg, and new
wss In the next thing to a pamic. No
sooner had Russ got through than Hasard
#2id deliberately :

“Lieutencnt, yuh ain’t gonna. fly at a
thousand fect, nir yub, above that crick
with the hills higher'n we are—”

“It's got to be: dane.”

Twice Hazard's mouth epcned, but boih
times the look in Russs cyes seemed 1o
step the man froro saving a werd. With-
out anether word he wairmed the metors,
but there was u drawn look on his lined
face as he disappenred inte his seat.

“What's he scared of?” Ruw was thiuk~
ing. “He's flown in this before”

But. the pilot hud to forget all preblems
as he took the great llollen off. It took
main strength and awkwardness eu the
greund, but aftcrr the nose was down il
wag easier, and after the ship was moving
solidly tbrou"h the air tlie muscles n Lis
broad shoulders rlaxed and he ceuld take
1t easier.

UHALK¥ hour of fiving found them

eight hundred feet high ever Ken-
tucky. Soon they were above the meun-
taing, and then their course cressed the
Frankfeit Creek. Ruszs turned southward
to follew it, and he and Slim glued their
eyes te the gerge which the little atream
followed. Occasiomal cabins and cleared
fields were all that hroke the Wbarren
mouotony of hills and elii(s and foresi.

A quarier of an hour of fiying brougat
them to a settlement cousisting of a
crooked main street lined with a few dezex:
ramshackle heuses. Two fivvers siood at

(Consinved on wege 36)
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When you’re stepping out’

do your stepping
in shoes you can be proud of

WHEN it’s springtime and the world looks
rew again . . . when all Nature seems bent
on stepping out in new togs . . . €in you
blame a fellow for wanting to keep in step?

We know just what you are ordering from
Mother or Dad for Easter: New suit, new
hat, new tie, new shoes.

And speaking of shoes, maybe we don’t
know the kinds of shoes that are wanted by
forward-looking, red-bleoded chaps! We
make them—-Endicott- [ohnsen shoes.

In fact, we make more than twelve mil-
lion pairs of boys’ and girls® shoes a year.

That shows how keen young folks are for
Endicott-Johnson footwear—made by one
of the lurgest organizations of tanners and
shoemakers in the world.

You can by these shees most
everywhere
Near you there’s almost sure to be one of the
50,000 stores selling Endicott-Johnson shoes,
Goover and take a look at them. You can tell
Endicott-Johnson shoes by the trade-mark;
you'll ind it on the sole.

Never in your life have you seen shoes like
these for so little money! There’s snap and
swank to 'em. They'venifty shapes. Natty
style. Deautiful finishes. Anybody can see
these are pedigreed “dogs™ . . . shoes that
register pride with their owner and envy
with the chaps whoaren't such smart pickers.

Note particularly the leather in these
shoes—how smooth and strong it is. We
tan it ourselves, by special processes. We
make our own rubber soles and heels. You'll
particularly like the sporty crepe soles you’ll
find on some of the models; the rich new
shades of leather; and all the other swagger
touches we put into the different patterns.

Boys® and girls’ shoes as low as $2.50 to
$3.50 (none more than $5), according to size
and grade. Smaller sizes still less—$1.50 to S2.

Scores of styles—for school, dressand out-
door sports. Here are three of the latest:

1. Ceo. F. Jonnson—Smart calfskin Oxfords for young fellows
who want the very ltest. Swagger “Blimp™ last; and the po
new shadea of leather.

2. HiKiex—Bogs' knockabout ghoes made from sturdy goiden elk
leather. Nothing like *em for steady, every~day service, or for
solid comfore,

. Bveryooy—Boya' sport Oxfords. Rich goldes leather; and crepe
soles that make your feet believe they're an balloan tires. For
schoel, dress and sport wear.

w

If you don’t happen to know where to find
anearby store selling Endicott-Johnson shoes,
we'll tell you, gladly. Write to Endicott-
Johnson, Endicott, N. Y.; New York City,
N. Y., or St. Louis, Mo.—Largest manufac-
turers of boys' and girls’ shoes in the world.

ENDICOTT-JOHNSON

Better shoes for less money



“He’s the Honor Scout
of the troop”

“He saved two lives last summer,
and he’s an ‘honest.to-Pete’
Eagle Scout.

“Everybody likes him, and
when there’s anything doing
Bob is always there.

“He says he’d rather lose his
right arm than be without his
bicycle, and his good old New
Departure coaster brake.”
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It’s the same story everywhere.
In your town—in all the towns
—the real fellows are the kind
who know what a wonderful
help the bicycle is in everything
they do. You, too,ought to have
one—equipped with a New De-
parture, the brake that is as
strong and sure as steel can
make it.
If your birthday comes this
month tell Dad the best
present is a New Departure
equipped bicycle.

Send today for the amusing
New Departure puzzles.
NEW DEPARTURE MFG. CO.
Bristol, Conn.

- ) e i
oy RS :

= e

i NEW DEPARTURE

\ THE BRAKE WITH THE MICHTY GRIP

AT 2

\ et this book
sy J, OIgl fishing ‘JSent

Tells how to eatch bass, fﬂi[

peneer Magazine Carbine

ill, etc. Leveraction, [) shot, caliber £0 rim firo. Weight 7

Ti;‘éh:;:b:irc}:siiig Inter- ibe., 37 inches long; barrel 20 inch: in good order.

ingly il ted. Every bo Price, $4.80 eac! all cartridges $1.50 per 100.
Y e e T A Poscal A 15 Acros Army Goods. Catalom 1925, 6Oth
should have it. Free! A Postal Anniversary issue, 312 bages. fully illustrated,

contalns pictures and informatien of’ all American
military guns and pistols since 1775, also rifles,
rovolvers, nniforms, tents, knapsacks, saddles, war
raedals, etc. Mailed S8c stamps. Special New
Circular for 2¢ stamp. Est. 1865,

Francls #nnnerman Bons, /01 Rroadway,

gets it !
SOUTH BEND BAIT COMPANY <5 -
8507 High St., South Bend, Ind. L5/

ki CLASSRINGS&PINS
) f Largest Catalog Issued—FREE

& Samples loaned class offi-
¥

f cers. Prices $.20 to $8.00

& |each. Noorder for class, society, club

) & emblems too large or too small. Special
/ / Gesigns made on request,

New York City

METAL ARTS CO., Inc. 7737 South Ave., Rochester, N.V.

Oilyourdressorworkshoes
; ‘with Bergmann oil.It’sgood
,{ forleather. Keepswater out.
[ ; Dress shoes shine after oil-

/ /, ing. Why wear rubbers?

p, Send 35c and name of your shoe
/7™ dealer for Full-size 8 0z can post-
/ paid (or send $1 for three cans).

= i
¢/ FEasytoDrawCartoons

! When Shown in the RIGHT WAY
\ Home of the cleverest cartoonists and coivic artists
f learned how to draw when they were young by following
[ Cartoonist Evans’ Simmple and Easy to Learn Method.
{ Send one of your drawings. either an original er
I cepy, and let Mr. Evans see if you have ability and
\ receive the Portfollo uf Cartvons and full details about

‘Address Bergmann Shoe Mfg. Co.,
891 Upshur Strect, Portland, Ore.
Highest quainy o made. Deudess wmite!

BERGMANN

\ the course. It ie not expensive,
', THE W. L. EVANS SCHOOL OF CARTOONING E
n 812 Leader Building Onlo
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Hazard of the Hills

(Continued frem page 34)

-the curb, and several horse-drawn vehi-
cles. That was the notorious Burnhams-
ville, near which the Burnhams and the
back-country Hadleys had fought their
bloody battle.

Five miles further on the rugged hills
rose to a height which brought their crest
even with the plane. Bctween the moun-
tains on either side there was an interval
of perhaps three hundred fcet.

Russ, watching on one side, and Slim,
on the other, had so far seen no sus-
picious gathering along the river. An oc-
casional Jonely horseman—that was all—
and a hunter or two.

Russ had almost forgotten his duty as
he flew along. He was thinking of Haz-
ard and Carter. The kid was trying hard,
but had not yet shaken off the cocky at-
titude of his carnival days. Undoubtedly
he had forgotten himself and by his flip
attitude and wise remarks angered Hazard,
who resented Dan’s youth anyhow. Then
Hazard had been goaded into reprisal, and
so it had grown into a feud. Neither one
wholly to blame, and neither one alto-
gether right. But Hazard was a bad man
to fool with—that was certain.

He looked around, and down through the
enclosed cockpit behind him. Ilazard was
not at his motor instruments—he was back
farther, looking out of the door in the
side of the huge round fuselage, scanning
the hills anxiously. Maybe he was afraid
of being shot at—

Russ turned like a shot as Slim’s fingers
dug themselves into his shoulder. He
turned, and followed thc long, pointed fin-
ger of Evans. For a moment he could see
nothing in the thick growth on the moun-
tain side; then, as though by magic,
smoke floated from the bushes and trees
to mark the spot, and he saw at least
twenty-five men.

Then there came a dull explosion above
the motors’ drumming rear, and the great
ship shivered like a mortally wounded
thing. Russ's face went white as his
head jerked around, and he saw a jagged
hole in the top stabilizer at the right end,
as though a small bomb had exploded.
One clevator and at least two rudders
were gone. They were being shot at from
those hillsides only a few yards away.

“They’re shooting at us, and they’re
using spotlight ammunition!” Slim roared
in his ear.

Before Russ's stunned mind could quite
comprehend all that had happened to the
reeling ship, he saw a great white umbyella
whip out in the air, close to the Bollen.
The next second it had caught on the
great damaged tail surfaces behind. Haz-
ard had jumped, and opened his ’chute
too soon! He was hanging there on that
crumbling empennage.

“Undervliet brought the guns down to
usc—must be one of that clan!” Slim
roared ngain. “Will she stay up?”

“I can’t get her out of this dive!” yelled
Russ, after he had cut the motors. “Hall
the elevator surface is gone! Hazard’s
hanging to the tail there!”

The Bollen was in a shallow dive, and
Russ, with the wheel back in his stomach,
could not bring the bomber level. It
would inevitably erash, but if the empen-
nage did not go to picces the dive was gen-
tle enough so that the wreck would not
be complete, probably. Part of the great
ship could be saved.

He scarcely thought of that, however
When they did land, crash or no crash,
Hazard would be crushed to death, inevi-
tably. He looked back again, just as the
grim-faced Evans shouted:

“T.ook at the kid!”

The young ex-acrobat was crawling down
the top of the round fuselage like 2 mon-
key toward those shattered stabilizers
thirty feet away from him. Russ, his
freckles like mlotches on a white back-
ground and his eyes narrow and bleak as
they foresaw the tragedy ahcad, sat for
a moment like a man turned to stonc. The
parachute was wrapped all around the end
of the stabilizer; it did not seem possible
that it could be extricated in time to save
the invisible mountaineer swinging below
it. Maybe he could be hauled up, if the
stabilizer would hold—but Dan couldn’t
do it alone. . 7

“Take her, SHm!” he yelled. “If she
doesn’t dive any faster, maybe we can
make it!”

IKE a flash he was out of his scat, and
crawling awkwardly back. His seat-
pack parachute bothered him, but he
snaked along thc rounded top with all the
speed he could muster. The dive was not
very steep, but even so the air blast was
very bad, and the ship had a tendency
to tip up in a bank.

Dan was working desperately, his legs
gripping the creakmg, loose stabilizer. The
boy’s facc was whiter than Russ’s, but in
his gray eyes there blazed the indomitable
spirit which never would die in the young-
ster’s heart.

“She’s caught underncath!” he yelled,
and in an instant Russ had made up his
mind. )

“I'll let you down. If we fall, pull your
’chute !”

Lying flat on top of the upper stabilizer,
holding himself by his feet and knees, he
took Dan’s feet and swung him under-
neath. He could see Hazard's agonized
face looking up at them as the man tried
desperatcly to haul himself up. Dan,
head down, worked like fury unwrapping
the silk from struts and wires. The Bol-
len was going down with ever-increasing
speed, it seemed—and then Russ, his mind
too confused to see things clearly, had a
wild idea that the Bollen was leveling out
a bit. The speed, plus the extra weight
on the tail maybe—

He forgot his aching arms and shouted
wildly as he saw Hazard drop clear and
go swinging downward. His ’chute was
open; so he was safe. Now could he get
Dan up? He had never thought of that.
The shrill of the dozens of wires and the
creakmg of the ruined stabilizer seemed
the voices of doom as he strained to lift
the lithe youngster back. And he could
not. They were only two hundred feet
high—

It was the indomitable Dan who worked
out_ his own salvation. With those long-
trained muscles of his, he bent his body
at the waist, and lifted himself until his
hands were gripping Farrell's wrists.

“Take one foot and one hand!” he
shouted through pale, strained lips, and
Farrell did.

It seemed that every muscle in his big
body was limp with utter exhaustion, and
that his arms were numb. The dive was
terrible now—had Slim lost control? Only
a hundred feet or so to go before the
crash— 3

In a split second there came to Russ one
of those moments of white-hot compre-
hension—in an instant when it sccmed
that his mind was clear and calm and un-
utterably keen. He knew what he had to
do. A second to gather himself, and he
swung the boy slightly to the left. On
the reverse swing he gave a mighty heave
—and one of the boy’s hands caught the
edge of the stabilizer, close to the fuse-
lage. A wild scramble, and he was safe.
Russ saw the small ploughed field leap up
to meet them.

At the last minute the ship came nearly
level. That master pilot up in front had
dared fate by getting @ world of speed,
and then gambling that the terrific air
stream, plus the weight of the two men,
would make the one elevator effective.

And he won. The ship did not nose up,
but went plowing through the soft earth,
and continucd on through a fence and
into a rough, stump-filled pasture lot. Bus
it did not crack up, and they were safe.

For the moment, that is. There was
no time for mutual congratulations.

“T suppose those bozos are on their way
after us now!” Russ said swiftly. “Got the
guns for a feud fight,'and when they saw
us decided to wing us because they thought
we were government men after them. And
we're not armed. All we can do is wait
and hide. They’d put bullets into us in
a moment if we stayed by the ship.”

They scattered to the woods, talking
about Hazard. Evidently what he had
feared had come to pass. But where was
he? He had landed just around the bend,
and it did not seem as though he could
have been hurt,
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For a hall hour they wuited. To the
frery Fareell, the wait seemed  unen-
dorable. Tt was not netaml for him ta

await aiction. He felt az though he could
wnde into a2 hundred men to save that
ship—

Then Hazard, alone, walked into the
field from the woods. Russ shouted to
him, and they went cut to meet him. In
responge to Farrell’s question he answered
stowly:

“You-all made me right ashamed o’
myself. I was scairt because I krowexl
Undervliet was a mountain man, and fig-
gered maybe themi guns was down here—
and I knew what the Burnhams'd do with
'em if a ship come across, after all the
troublc thcy had with uinyplames when
Bob was captured.

“So I went to meet that bunch, singin’
loud to warn ‘cm, and mct up with ‘em on
their way hyar without gettin’ killed. Un-
dervliet did bring 'ens down hyar, but he
teld the Burnbuwms we was cemin’ with
the Bollen and louded cuvnun to wipe ‘em
out.  Fyven soid weld dy up this hyar
erick.  ‘That wenns thit, there lelter and
prhone call Mr. Crane got was fakes—and
that somebody's after ns an’ that Tinder-
vliet was workin’ for ‘em. Yl¢'s not around.
but he’ll come back jor the guns.

“T got it 81) fixed up, me be’ a Tepnes
see Huzard with kin hysr. They wen't
hurt us, end to make up as wuch as they
can fer what they done, they'll all git to
work and fix up these ficlds so’s we can
take ofi. We got spare prerts in the shiyp.
and can take off to-morrer if we're luchy.

“They'll be here in a minute. There
wasn't no feud fight on 2t all.

“I want ¢’ thank yuh, Lieutenant, and
as fur you, Dan, yuh can climb around
my ship any timel”

Master mechanie and bright-cyed ap-
prentiee shook on that, a8 man to man.

They took off next day. the precious
guns ond ammunition with them, and
feund Crane in Washington. It was evi-
dent, to both Rusy and Slim and Crane,
that the same forees which they ‘thought
had bcen scetched long before were pgain
in opcration—with dilferent human tools.
They had evidently planncd te get the
guns for their own study and use, and had
plotted to destroy the Bollen merely foe-
causc it had cest the United States a hall
million dollars and was the most advanced
ghip of its type.

Crane lisiened (o the story calmly, as
was his wont. Then he said crisply:

“f knew (he leller was a fake u few
hours after you left. Likewise the phone
call. The destruction of the Bollen was
prebably an afterthought. duc to the coin-
cidence of Undervliet’s being a mountain-
cer. They were willing to use the guns
that way for a couplc of days to destroy
the ship—and you and me, Russ, becausc
they think we have ideas that will help
the service—and then take them awav.
They probably conccived the idea when
the trip was advertised.

“Please say nething about thia. I have
a full investigation under way, and I my-
self am now a secret agent, temporarily.
and shedl devote the next month to clean-
ing Cook Ficddl—and the country—of this
menace.”

He shnwed the astounded {lyers his tiny
gold badge.

“Undervlict will surely be caught, no
Ynntter how long he wunders in the woods.
My two assailints huve bLeen traced to
Chicago atmady, ind will be in our hands
in a couple of days. Within a week we'll
have them all where we put Frank Do-
nent—behind the hars. And we'll get u
full confession out of them.”

Thus it came about that no newszapers |

got the story—~and few peorle exeept those
high in authority had an inkling of it. As
Rus said to Slim after leaving the
equable, self-contained Crane:

“I'd hate to be a crook he was after, in
prrson”

“Me too,” grunted Slim. “So now hc’s
a tempory secrel sgent, eh? [ shouldn’t
be surprised if Lie turned up to-morrow as
the Pope!"

Nezt Month: Groves, funows 8e-
cret  Bervice man, wnvovers bleak
treachery and demands Ruxs Furrells
help. Asles for co-operation tul thrusts
the voung wilal info a desperate fight
with o friend, into a thrilling struggle
in o witdly hurling plane. 4 big con-
cluding atory-~“8entinel of the Sky.”
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1Take a Kodak with you

On the walk, at the game—wherever
you go there are sure to be chances for |
pictures.

And 1t’s al
Kodak or Br

continues to offcr preci:sély the -

same guality—precisely the same
performance—precisely the same

ne appearance—precisely the
same beautiful bodyandchassis—
which those who know motor
car quality agree have placed
Chrysler “S§" oun the topmost

Autographic Kodaks, $5 up
Brownies (Eastman—madc) m a wide price range.

Eastman Kodak Company,Rochester, N.Y ., 74 kout ciry

At your dealer’s
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Trains Unruly Hair —
to Stay Neatly Combed

Il‘ your hairisdifficult tokeepin place,

or lacks natural gloss and lustre, it is
very easy to give it that rich, glossy, re-
fined and orderly appearance, se essen-
tial to well-groomed boys.

Just rub alittle Glostora through your
hair once or twice a week,—or alter
shampooing, and your hair will then
stay, each day, just as you comb it.

Glestora softens the hair and makes it

low can,

has femztle of Glostora coat.s O
else. Ih trifle at any

work F/dra store.

pliable. Then, even stubborn hair will
stay in place of its own accord.

Tt gives your hair that natural, rich,
well-groomed effect, instead of leaving it
stiff and artificial looking as waxy pastes
and creams do. Glostora also keeps the
scalp soft, and the hair healthy by re-
storing the natural oils from which the
hair derives its health, life, gloss and
lustre.

Try it! Seehow easy it is to keep your
hair combed any style you like, whether
parted on the side, in the center, or
brushed straight back.

If you want your hair to lie down par-
ticularly smoeth and tight, after apply-
ing Glostora, simply meisten your hair
with water before brushing it.

A large bottle of Glostera cests but a
trifle at any drug store.

A generous sample FREE wpon request.

where you need it. Insist
on getting the genuine Ever-
eady, for only in Eveready
can you get the newest fea-
tures. Keep it loaded with
thnge powerful loanelosting

with the self.contained
* ball bearing wheels, the
truss frame constructien
+and the ‘‘rocking-.chair’”
wovement are—
* Young America’s
e { First Chotiee”
KoKoMo Stamped Metal

i T Co., Kokomo, Indiana

2k ye
aealor for ;
Apicrptt Steel Trend
wi th the
RED DISC. Bubbe'

Tires

EARN

ivery home needs picture hooks and
tacks. Become our agent. In your
spare time, earn a wonderful Crosley,
Arwater-Kent or Radxola Radio for all
lhe famlly to enjoy.

stal for free book explaining
.Dur er and showing other valuable
premiums,

The'SHELTON TACK CO.
) Dept.[]JShelton, Conn.

“World’s Oldest Tack SManufacturers”’

FILMS---BOYS---FILMS

Largest and Finest Stock in Country
M --HART---CHAPLIN
and all the BEST Movie Sta
Comglete Stories of 1000 feet. ONLY $5, 00 ostpaid.
200 foot lengths $1.60 postpaid. gixg List
FREE, We Sell Mazda Globes, too.

MONARCH FILMS po.D55: Yo,

INDIAN GOODS

Scneca Indian 40-in. triple curve, deer killing
bow 82,50, Steel pointed arrows 75¢ enc
Send 10c for catalog of 1500 Indian art ticles,
S ENDIANCRAFT A. B. CO.
466 Cannecticut 8t. Buftalo, N. Y,

DRAW CHART@Ns

TURN YOUR TALENT INTD MONEY
Cartoonists earn from to $300 per
week—some even more. emarknble new
Circle System of Drawing teaches you
m h ll‘ the nsual tlme Send for

KLE' LESSON
PLAYE exylumlng mll details of the
Course.

THE NATIONAL SCHOOL OF CARTOONING
424 Park Building, Cleveland, Ohio

SuAw MoTOR ATTACHMENT
MAKES YOUR BIKE A MOTORGYCLE!

high tor attachmenta
e mdezm Eﬁ-l:m'?(’sée%mmmﬂenﬁuﬂ

chments and the

SHAW Cumplete Mntotlncycle.
“esu W MPANY

s
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Whistling Jimmy Takes a Chance

(Continued from page 22)

as much use as a pair of clams!”

Jimmy was in no mood for the joyeus
turmoil that rolled from bus to bus. The
knowledge that he would have to tell Cuar-
ter—and that decision had come to him

almost immediately—didn’t lighten his
worry. There was Applegate High to
think of. Carter, too.

“Cart surc is keen to win to-day,” he
heard somcbody saying in the seat behind
him. “Says that if we trim Johnstown it
will be the making of track at Applcgate.
He'd do almost anything, I guess—"

The words trailed off as a new fear took
possession of Jimmy’s tlangled thoughts.
How much would Cart do to win?

Jimmy had often heard Art say that
you couldn’t count on a man’s thought
processes. Cart believed that a viectory

| would mean a lot to Applegate; might he

not decide, with Ben right there on the
ground, that those five mpoints in the half-
wmile were more important than what
Simon Thatcher desired—particularly as he
believed the older man to be wrong?

Fiercely Jimmy shook the fear off. No
matter what the outcome, he had to find
Cart—and tell him.

The bus began to slacken speed—they
were approaching Johnstown Field. Some-
body cried that the team was just going
in. Jimmy elbowed his way to the exit
platform and swung to the ground. The
track men, grouped about a narrow door-
way, were making their way into a field
house. Jimmy broke into a run. He
passed the first bus, and there were shouts
of, “Hey, Jim, what's the rush? Where’s
the fire?” Then he was up with the team
and through the doorway on Carter’s
heels.

“Mr. Carter.”

The coach looked back.
Something on your mind?”

Jimmy plunged.

“Mr. Thatcher doesn’t want Ben to run.

There was a moment of silence. “Does
he albsolutely forbid it?”

The boy nodded.

A muscle in the coach’s cheek twitched.
“Rather sudden decision, isn’t it?’

“He's always been against Ben’s running
in this meet; told him all along he couldn’t
come, Ben kept hoping he’'d be able to
talk him around. Last night he knew he
was lost, and this morning he lit out and
came with the fellows. I met Mr. Thatch-
er on my way to the bus. He told me to
tell you.”

“So he forbids it absolutely!” Carter
seemed to be talking to himself. His eyes
went out to where the stunds were be-
ginning to fill. Suddenly he swung around.
“It strikes me that you must have known
sommhing of this for quite a while.”

“Six or seven weeks,” Jimmy said with
a gulp.

“What was the matter? MBid you think
I was lost? Couldn’t you find me?”

“Ben—"" Jimmy mastered the tremble in
his voice. “Ben sewed mc up to secrecy
before he told me anything. He seemed
so sure he’d talk his father around that
I thought he'd do it. And I didn’t want
to worry you and perhaps have every rhm
turn out right in the end, anyway. g
not know what to do. I wanted ta do
what was best and—"

“I know.” Carter looked out at the field
again. The Applegate students were fil-
ing in, confident and boisterous. He shook
his head with just the shadow of a motion.
“We need that half-mile,” he said.

Did it mean that he planned to run
Ben, or did it mean something else? Jim-
my’s throat grew dry. Had he come here
to-day to see an idol fali?

“We’ll have to talk this over with the
crowd,” said the coach, and left the
window.

Jimmy followed him down the room. A
warmth and a light had gone out of the
boy. He had expected Carter to act with-
out hesitation; instead, the man was quib-
bling.

“Hello, Jim.

HE team seemed to feel some change.

There was a whisper, a rustling hush—
and all dressing stopped. Alex Tetor, who
ran the hurdles and captained the team,
sent an anxious glance around the, semi-
circle of faces,

“Ben,” said Carter, “does your father
know you’re here?”

The  half-miler’s face blanched. “I—I
imagine so.” The look he gave Jimmy
was black with accusation.

“Meaning that he didn't know you were
coming to Johnstown when you started?”

“Well—I sort of hinted it, but—"

“Does he want you to run to-day?”

“No, sir.”

“Can’t he run his
manded.

* “What’s to stop him?” cried Palmer.
“Isn’t he here?”

It came to Jimmy that Palmer was run-
ning true to ferm. Last winter, when the
basketball teaw: had faced a crisis, he had
favored throwing Carler ov exbomd ignor-
ing the coach’s instructions. Now he was
prepared to flout Simon Thatcher. *

“I don’t know how Ben’s' being here
changes things much,” Tetor said a bit
uncertainly. “If his father didn’t want him
to come, and wouldn’t permit him to run
-~ On the other hand, why did he let him
go through with all thc pmctlce" ITow
docs it look to you, Coach?”

“It looks to mec as though we've got
something here to talk about,” said Cur-
ter.

Jimmy's spirit went down another notch.
Carter wasn’t even quibbling; he was
dodging.

The story came out in jerks, with the
coach telling it one minrute, and Ben tell-
ing it the next. He tried to justify his
silence.

“@h, never mind that” Palmer suid
roughly. “You've spilled the milk.”

“We're not throwing up our hands, are
we?” Tetor demanded sharply.

It looked that way. They had counted
the half-mile as the deeiding event, and
it took the stiffness and go out of then: to
see 1t fading. Three or four of the boys,
who had been standing, sank dewn upon
the benches.

“I'm not throwing up anything,” Palmer |
rapped out. “The rest of you seem to
want to throw up the half-mile. How do
you knew we have to? Ben must have
told his father something this morning.
Didn’t you?”

The runner nodded.

“What did you tell him?”

“I said, ‘We’re going to whip Johnstown
at the meet this afternoon’”

“And what did he say?”

“He said, ‘Good! I hope you do’.”

“There!” Palmer faced the squad in
triumph.  “Doesn’t that mean he knew
Ben was coming and wanted him to win?
Of course it does. Of course he can run.”

Carter made no comment.

“I don’t know about that,” said Tetor
“I think Mr., Thatcher was just speaking
generally. How about you, Ben? Do you
imagine he thought you were coming?”

“Well—"

“Do you?”

“No,” the hulf-miler said reluctantly.

“Of course Ben’s here,” Tetor went on,
“and he could run. But he’s here under de-
ception. The thing is this: Are we big
enough to play this thing out the way it
ought to be played?”

The boys who had dropped themselves
on the benches began to stand up. An
electric substance, unseen but none the less
real, had come into the dressing roem.
Jimmy felt it.

“I think—” he began.

“Where do you get the right to think
for this team?” Palmer interrupted hotly.
“You've done enough damage for one day.
This doesn’t concern anybody but the
track gang. You shouldn’t be in on this
discussion at all.”

“You'd better go, Jim,” said Carter.

So Jimmy walked into the hall. The
street door was open, the outdoors was
warm with sunshine, and he was tempted
to go away. Yet he stayed. If he went
into the stands he would have to wait
until the clerk of the course called the
half-mile before he would know what the
decision had been. He leaned against the
wall, and whistled under his breath, sur-
rendered to the dejection of melancholy
chords

Ten minutes later the door opened.

(Continued on page 40)

race?” Tetor de-
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T'ry it one of these fresh Spring
days.  Get some of the tellows
together—perhaps members ot
the Club. Take old Towser
along, too. A dog is always a
great pal, vou know.

And be sure your bike s equip-
ped with Fisks. This is import-
ant because you don’t want to
keep thinking about punctures

Boys, It’s the Life!

&

or skidding. I'isks take most of
the worry out of bicycling.

Test them on the roughest
roads—watch how they stand
the strain Your dealer will
give you the choice of several
slylcs. If you do not know the
rcgular Fisk Dealer in your
town, write direct to us and we

will send you his namec.

You know about the famous Fisk Bicycle Club, of course?
If not, simply write for free booklet “How to Form a Fisk
Bicycle Club,” to Fisk Club Chicf, Chicopcc IFalls, Mass.

The Fisk Tire Company, Inc.

Chicopee Falls, Mass.

I i

Here Is
Proof

Helow is a list of
the well known
bicycles that come
esquipped with
Fisks. Isn't that
initself proof
that Fisks are the
best?

\micrica
Cleveland
Cotumbia
Crescant
Crown
Indin
Iver Jchnson
Pope
Rambler
Snyder

Tribunc

BICYCLE

R
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Wide World

Are they geing to cheer you or razz you?
A brilliant play may be turned into a glaring
error in the fraction of a second. Make a
sensational catch and you're 2 hero, drop it
and you're a bum. That's Base ball! Perhaps
you are not using the proper kind of a glove,
It may be a handicap rather than a help, but
that doesn't let you out. It's up to you to
get a glove that's RIGHT.

The Big League Stars take no chances with
inferior equipment. They know from ex-
perience that B&’M GLOVES and MITTS
are there in the pinch. That's why over
90% of them use these famous goods.

WALTER
JOHNSON

Take a tip from
WALTER
JOHNSON.

Get a

D&M
No. G40
GLOVE

Your local D&M Dealer can supply you wtth this and other medel
D&M GLOVES and MITTS used by famous players. He can equip
your team with UNIFORMS - GLOVES - MITTS - BASE BALLS
MASKS - BATS - etc. Look him up and get acquainted.

THE D&M OFFICIAL LEAGUE BALL is made in conformity
with the latest official rulings. Guaranteed for eighteen full innings.
A very hvely ball. When your bat meets this ball squarely it travels
those add:tional yards that mean extra bases.

Send today for our Spying Catalog, Official

Rule Book and iltustrated folder “HOW TO

PLAY THE OUTFIELD and STEAL BASES™
By Max Carey, Captain Pittsburgh Pirates.

They're Free
I} chere 1s no D&M Dealer handy write direct to us

THE DRAPER-MAYNARD CO.

- Department A
PLYMOUTH, N. H,, U. S. A.

This is the glove that theS peed-
ball King uses in all his games
and one of the most popular
gleves in base ball,

THE AMERICAN Boy

Whistling Jimmy Takes a Chance

(Contirued from page 38)

“I thought you m:ght be waiting,” said
T'ctor. “He won’t yun.”

‘I'he captain made an eloquent geslurc
with. his hands: “There was noihing else
to do. We'll have to forget we counted on
him and fight a little harder.”

But, Jimmy thought, Carter had not
fought at all. 'The coach had placed vic-
tory frss.

PPLEGATE lost the Johnstown meet,

46 to 44. The amazcment of the Ap-
plegate delegation when Ben Thatcher
failed to face the stavier in the half-mile
was only equalled oy the sight of Apple-
gate hoys, who had net been rated highly,
finishing enly inchcs bchind Jehmstewn
stars. Jt was by one point for a third
plase that the meest was lost. Truly the
team had fought a little harder; and Jim-
my, who had expected to see them dispir-
ited. marveled at their fortitude.

Langer had seemed to suspect that his
sudden desh from the bus bad had seme-
1hing te do with Ben’s failure to run. For
an kour he had had to ward off questions
that madc hi:n squirm. With the meet
aver, he lest himgelf in the crowd. He did
nat, want to go Lack in the bus and sub-
ot bimeelf 1o more cross-examination,

8o the bus relled away without him, and
he went dewn to the railroad station.
When (he 1rain pulled in o he climbed
glumly info a coach up frent, prepped his
elbew on the window Iedge and stared eut
at a scenery that he did nec see. The bit-
ter drift of his thoughts lay in the fact
that Simon Thatcher had been right. Car-
ler had fuiled him.

Somebady fook the ather half of the
lrwn seal. Jimny poslied over albeenily
to make room.

“I theughl I'd cxughn a glimpse of you,”
came Carter's velce.

He lurned quickly, thinking that perhaps
his ewrs weee playing err,]u No; the ceach
was there. Jimmy Lad forgotten that the
team. leo, weuld take ihe train. Imme-
diately he was overcome with embarrass-
ment. He was a poer actor; in the hon-
exty of his character he could nol dis-
semble; he knew that e would give plain
preel of his disapproval.

“You were disappointed in me te-day.
Jim, weren't yeu'”

Se Curter kmew.
1uade 1l easier.
“T was.”

Carter’s quizzical smile was net the rmile
of a guilty man. “Always the idealist,
aren’t you? But youw've also got to bc a
bit practiczl.”

Jimmy stiffened. *“And surrender—"

“Ne; surrender nething. Had I gouc te
the team and told them that Ben was out
of the meet, every man of them would
huve sagged. We wouldn’t have scered
twenly points, and track at Applegate
might have died right there. But if they
could see the problem themselves, make
their own decision and, no matter what it
cost, make the hard decision, they would
be saved. They would have been stifiened
by their own sense of honor. That's what
hapremed. I had to take a chance that it
would happen.”

“And if it hadn’t happened?” Jinamy
held his breath.

“I would have had te overrule them and
bar Ben. That would have beem a tough
doee. But they came threugh, Jim; they
came through. That’s a blgger thing than
winning the meet.”

“Gosh, yes!” said Jimmy.

They parted at Applegate station with
a h&ml—gmbp that meant everything. Jim-
my's watch warned him that the supper
hour was at band, and he hurried home
and upstaus to wash. He was in the bath-
yoom whistling cheerily, whea Art orened
the fronl deor.

“Hello, there!” his brother’s veice
boomed up through the hall. “Sounds as
though the team won”

“We lost,” Jimmy called back.

“Ek?” Art said blankly. But the blank
loek left his face when Jimmy came down
and teld the story. “Good stuff in Car-
ter” he said.

“You bet there is,” Jimmy said with
enthusiasm,

IIe wondercd hew DBen had fared with

Junmy felt 1hat (wt
“Yes,” he zall blunily ;

his father He didn't see tie hulf-
miler until Monday. Ben met him out-
side the school looking zelf-censcicus and
shamefaced.

“Will you run down to the store this
aflternoon? My father wamts to sce you”

“Wants to see me? Oh; all right. T'll
wait for you.”

“Ne; he wants to see you alone.”

Jimmy went down to the &tore that af-
terneon wondermg what the summons
might mean. The merchant, leoking thin
and grim, leaned across the counter amd
surveyed him closely.

“Tim, just what happened av Johnstown
Raiunla\'l Ben'’s story has been a bit cen-
fuse

They wouldn’t let him run.”

“I know that much. Why?

“Because he didn’t come with a clean
slate. When they found thal eut they
wouldn’t have him in. There was neth-
ing else to du.”

“Carter was willing he should run”

“No; that'a not se.” Jimmy was at wan
again for the truth. “Carter didn’t wamt
le dictate. He wanted them 1o see it for
themselves; he wanted them to have their
own idea of the swuare thing. e could
have let Ben yun and have said nething to
them.”

“I see,” said Simon Thatcher. He be-
gun o drutn en the ceunter with his bony
fingers, and presently the hollews in his
cheeks cracked inte a diry smile. I un-
derstand they say I'm @ hard man.”

Jirtny [ldgeted uneasily.

“A hard man,” Mr. Thatcher repeated
“Yel, even a hard man must change his
mind when ihe evidence runs againgt him.
There must be something in athletics when
a team will bar a boy because they do not
like ihe color of his action. Ben says the
hoys figured they’d lose without him?”

“Yes, ar.’”

The merchant’s body straighiened. “In
other words, the leum had a cleaner idea
thun Ben. Perhaps Ben will find it later.
Ie'll get the chance. Te-morrow night,
when the Beard of Education meets, I'm
going (o find eut why they don’t employ
Carter uy coach”

“Mr. Thatcher!” Jimmy was almost
speechless. “You don’t mese—"

“l mesn I'm clways willing to buy a
moduu that’s n;ht’ the man saict testily,

“afer Tw sure 1v's right.”

He Flies His Own Plane

T'S easy,” suys Farnam Parker, 14
yewrs old, of Anderson, Ind., said te
be Lhe youngest licensed flyer in the world.
Farvam recently flew to Washington
where he told the mwilitary committee in-
vestigating tha aireraft situation that avia-
tion holdg great opportunities for Ameri-
can boys. He learned flying from his
father and now has a plane of his own,
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Faster, smoother skating
than you’ve ever known!

“CHICAGO”
Rubber Tired
ROLLER SKATES

Spring! Clear sidewalks, balmy aic
and sunav skies. It's time te roller
skate—have you got yeur “Chicages’
yet?

You'll want ** Chicagns” whan you
see them. Large rubber tires, disc
wheels, ball bearing construction, bright
corrugated steel frame. Talk ahout your
1926 madels—here’s the last word 1a
skate design.

Learn whal fun smooth skating
really s Uhis year. Know the joys
ol a shock-proef, easy-riding, skidless
skate. Break speed records. Get Chi-
cago Rubber Tired Roller Skates.

At yeur Hardware or Sporting

Goods Dedler, or shipped direct

for $400 P. @®. Money @rder.
Established aver 20 years

Chicago Roller Skate Company
4444 W, Luake St., Chicago, I1l.

RADID FANS & 5100 v e 1,
outrrionms, (\uzd!aznces, Has fre tinws the |

Touger.

centact surface of other erystals, Price 50c prepaid,
€.0.B. sCc. Order today. The Star IGing Co., 200 Davis
St, San Francisce, Cal,

!‘nrma snd the iest
“Our &any” are
cvd-thwoded yung-
“crgand during their
pay tma can be seen.
dushiny arvund the
udio yard en their
Oréairial Broke

Sceclers.

TWO FAVORITES!

Here ig Faring, fuvorite mcmber o “Our Gang.” the
famons movie comedy kids. And Furina shows himeell
tobe just like othiex »oumgsters. in cheeaing the @rigi-
nal Brake Scooter—tha favorite with chitdren every-

lo‘ llllkc the Oziginal Brake Scoater. tou, with ity bls
all.bearing, ryobhor-tirail wheols, the patented braki
nohnie]ﬁ stand in tear. and the allgtee! wnlttuwmn

Just send yort namo aud address for ocomplete descrip-
tinn of L he handsoma, eaay-running Scooter.

JUNIOR WREEL GOODS CORPORATION
Kokemw

Indiono

What Makes a Big

Leaguer?
(Continued frem wage 10)

when they might be eu? learuing baseball.
It’s easy tor & chap, euce he's chewn a bit
of ability and wan a place an a team, fa
slongh off—to Inse his Fmergy ard give up
trying o improve himself.

This Man Woulda’t Practice

HAT'S just the caxe of a corking geed

first baseman I was watching out in
the Western League recentlv. He had
ability — covered lois of ground arcund
first, stopped everything in his reach and
batted abave 300. But I meticed that he
was not Jn evidence during practice ses-
siens. While other players were eut bat-
ting the Wall and plaving catch, going
through flelding practice cn the diamond,
<liagging llies uod deing all the hundred
and one things players can do, this fel-
low was en the bench, watching. When he
did get in, he slumped areund in a man-
ner that said, “I'm pretty good -~ why
should T work my head off?”

Su when I wrete to McKechnie and Bar-
ney Dreyfus, Pittsburgh president, about
hiru none of us was enthusiastic.

The man whe wants to be a ball player
is never toe good to practice. Yeu've

OR more than 30 years Chic

Fraser basbeen watching young
ball players come up to the major
leagues. Fer nearly half that time
Fraser has made it his business to
evaluate promising young material |
—te discover players’ virtues and |
weaknessés, todecide whether they’ll |
make a go of big league baseball. |
Seteral eof the brilliant young
athletes with the World’s Chasnpron |
Pittsburgh Pirates last seasen were |
Fraser's '“finds.” He tells you here
what made them big leaguers.

As a pitcher Fraser joined the
Minneapolis team in the American
Association in 1894. In 1896 he
went to the Louisville team, then
n the old Natisnal League. In 1899
and 1900 he played with the Phila-
delphia Natienals; in 1901 the
Philadelphia Americans: he went
®ack te the Phillies in 1902. In 1905 |
he pitched for the Boston Nationals,
in 1906 for Cincinnati and from 1907
to 1909 for the World's Champion
Chicago Cubs. Fer the next three
years he played semi-pro baseball in
Chicagn; then, in 1913, he became a
scout for Pittsburgh. Ever since
that time he has spent his suminus
on the road, leeking over ball clubs
to find promising young playess for
the Pirates.

read eof yeung “Pie” Traynor, the third
bascman on the Pitisburgh club. “Pic”
was somcrhing of a scmsstion when he
joined the team. He had a throwing arm
that shot the ball across the diamcond like
a steel-jacketed .45, axd hands that a ball
ceuldn’t scem to get awsy from. He cov-
ered a tremendous lot ef ground therc
around third, he was death on bunts, he
played with his head as well as his hands,
studied batters, rarely made bore-head
meves.

But Trayner wasn't satisficd. Tommy
Leach, a veteran who played third basc
with Pittsburgh hack in 1901, wag helping
coach the Pittsburgh leam when Traynor
came up, and every day “Pie” took Leach
eut there ond started learning things. He
wanted to add to his own zhility Leach’s
experience. The result of his hard work
is well known--he’s censidered one of the
fincst third basemen eof recent years, right
aloog with Bluege of Washington end Joe
Dugan of thc New York Yankecs.

Incidcotally, practice workouts may do
more toward player-development than
agtual games. Last year, after the Pirates
had “cinched” the pennant, we had
three-day layoff before the last series of
gemes. We were mighty glad of it, for
we aoaches knew that oftcn a tesm in
practive session will get mure worthwhile
exercise thun it cen 10 a game—particu-

NEEPING your “B’ batteries
full of pepy, without frequent
renewals, Is simply a matter ot
using the right size Evereadys
for your particular set with a
“C’" hattery*.

The rule which determines
the right size “B’ batteries to
use is so simple no onc can
makc a mistake, and ence
learned it definitely settles the
question of “B” battery ser-
vice and economy.

On 1 1o 3 tubes—Use

Lweready No. 772,

On 4 er mere iubes—

Use the Heavy Duty

“B” Bartteries, either

No. 778, or the even

longer-lived Eveready

Layerbils Ne. 486.

Onall butsingle tube sets

—~Use a“C” battery.

When following these rules,
No. 772, on | to 3 tube sets,
will last for a year or more,
and Heavy Duties on sets of
4 or more tubcs, for 8 months
or longer.

These life Agures are based
on the established fact that

*Note: 1In addition to the increased life
u.hl(h an Dversady “C" Tattery gives to your
B hatteries, it will add a quefity of reception
unobtainable without it.

“Your radio is always top notch.
What do you do to keep it
so full of pep?”’

the average year-round use of
a set is 2 hours a day.

A pair of KEveready No.
772's for a S-tube sect instead
of 2 Eveready No. 770’s or 2
Fveready Layerbilts No. 486
—looks at first glance like
an economy because nf lower
first cost. But ina few months
the 772’s will be exhausted
andhave to be replaced. After
the same length of timc the
Fveready No. 770's or the
Evercady Layerbilts No. 486
will still be good for many
more months of service.

We have prepared for your
individual usc a new booklet,
“Choosing and Using the
Right Radio Batteries,” which
we will be glad to send on re-
quest. This booklet also tells
about the proper battery equip-
ment for the new power tubes.

Manufactured and graranseed by
Narionvar Carrox Co, Inc.

New York San Francisco
Canadian National Carbon Co., Limited
Torento, Ontario

Tuc,day vizht nmeeans Bvereudy Heyr—9 P. M.,
Eastern Standard Line, tireugh the followrng
stations:

WEAF—New York  wac-Bifalo WCN—
wIaR~Providence wCA=Pittsluroh. ch—-)almzm!
WERI-Lsten W6AI=Cincimmoti L ;! 7inne
wrAc-Wercestar  wpae-Ciceclemd WUCO0 ) B Damt
WFI-. Pmlnxolphm WWJ-Detroit xs»—&t
-

Pacific (‘wll!l Treresds I’m:‘mm
xc@-8un Franciwco, 3 20 9 P. A

Lepr-Ne. 486,
Jor 4, S a7 more
tubes, $5.50

RiGHT — Bvesr-
cadyy Bry Col?
Radio “A4” Bat-
tory, 1% volts.

eVEREADY

| Radio Batteries

~they last longer
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Sizzlers!

No matter how fast---hold
no terrors for a Spalding
glove! As forthehigh ones
...and the grounders...
they're second nature!

Spalding gloves are made
ofhighestgradehorsehide
especially selected for
sough, durable qualities.
The cotrect construction
of a“Spalding”also elimi-
naees all possibility of the
padding from “bunching-
up”. .. and prevents te-
bounds from the palm.
Another featute is the di-
verted seams between the
fingees. Where two seams
are joined there is bound
%0 be a weakness. Thisis
overcome in a Spalding
glove by diveniing the seam
from the point which re-
ceives the greatest strain.

FRANK FRISCH, Captain
and Second Baseman of
the New York Giants, and
STANLEY HARRIS,Man-
ager, Captain and Second
Baseman of the famous
Washingtons, use and en-

dorse Spalding gloves.
Let us forward ouycatalog[nocharge] |
¥llustrating these~and many
otherwmodels.
& alota s Y7900

NEW YORK CHICAGO SANFRANCISCO
and all largo citics

' NAT[UNSESPURTS

Pudllsbedbo A G, Spalging & Bres. in tae ioserest
af Atalctiz Spor:

HOW TO PITCH

Px'rml.\'r. requires first, a natural swing in
delivering the ball. This bedy swing is
the timing ef the wmotions accompanying
delivery of the hall so that the greatest
amount of ovropelling force iz urging it
The ball 1nust “have ihe bodv bchind it”
Tn addition to the momentum lent by the
arm swing, by working the body in rhythm
and piveting properly on nne foot, ths
shoulder and back muacles and the weight
of the bedy are in the combination for
SUCCESS.

Pitching the Drop

A good drep curve is hard for a boy to
aocquire. It i delivered with the ball held
in the samc pesition as for the eutcurve.
Tn fact, with a majority of pitchers the
drop is merely the outcurve thrown ever-
hand. The arm is b.caight straight dewn
from its top position, the ball rolls out over
the index finger as in the outcurve, the
wrist imparting a downward snap te the
Totation, just as the ball leaves the hand.

Left- handet’s
cusvchall geip

The Outcurve

Almost every schoolboy can throw the
eutcurve. The arm, from its top position,
is swung outwards and downwards across
the body, finishing well sreund toward the
left hip when the “follow through” has
been completed. At a point rlirectly in line
with the batter, the ball is released from
the hand over the index finger and a snap
imparted at that moment which rauses it to
epin away from tbe batsman as it ap-
preaches and around an axis that is be.
tween 45 and 30 desgrees angle, with
reference to the ground.

Lefi-hander’s
fact ball

The Inshoot

The inshoot, as sometimes pitched, is
little elsc than the fast ball delivered with
a (ull, sidearm Mmotion, or with any snap to
the delivery that can cause the ball to
Totate in tewards the batsman.
1olls off the tipz of the first two fingers as
the last point of contact. The Jall i¢ de-
livered with the sawe motion as the fast

ball—straight forward with the downward |

“follow threugh,” with Lhe exception that
the arm finishes with a slight cuve toward
the right leg instead of toward the left.

The Slew Bull

‘The slow ball is just an unusual delivery,
accomplished without tampering with the
feather. It enables the pitcher seemingly
to put all his powcr into a dclivery—thus
deceiving the batter—hnt allowing only a

" fractien of that power to be applied in pro-

peliing the ball, which is held in such a
way that the grip is relaxed. The slew hall
esnt be delivered with the ball held in the
usual menner as for any curve, but at the
moment the ball is released, the enclosing

The ball |

larly when the team indulges in good-
natured horseplay and fun, as the Pirates
always did

Raw Material That Made Good

HARLIE JAMIESON, the great laft-

fielder with Tris Speslers Cleveland
Amerivan League team, is an outstanding
example of the player who has been
“made” since ke was discovered by Cleve-
land scouts. When Jatwleson came {n (e
Indians he was rothing but raw materid
—»0 raw. some eritics thought, that hed
never shape up proyerly.

But. Jamieson worked, and worked hard.
He learned to handle fliss in semewhat
the same maxmer that Speaker deez—te
play fairly close te the diamond. aad to
start with the crack of the ball for a po-
sitien where he coulid catch it. He truiued
himself to judge the ball, to shift with
the batier—ever toward conler for a right-
field bailer, toward the foul line for a left-
field batter. Ha learred to krnow hatters
peculizrities, He leayned to catch a ball
with his khands high, whenever possiele;
to make chances as exsy as possible for
himself by getting set vroperly and by
avoiding any tinge of “grandstand” play.
He learaed to throw far ard straight. And
he developed into one of the leading bat-
ters in his league.

Bpeed is a particularly valuable euality
in an infielder, and because the shortstop
has so much ground te cover hc neceds it
almest more than the others. That’s one
of the reasons why Wright, the 23-year-old
shortstop with the Pirates, has been stuch
a genzation.

Wright was as pre-eminent a perfermer
in the minors as he has been in the big
leagues. He was with the Karsss City
team of the American Association when I
first seeuted him, ard it was hiz dazzling
speed, largely, that drew attention to him.
Wright was worth his weight in geld to
the Kaws. Here ave the reasons:

Hec bad a spleadid throwirg arm-——an
armm that cmabled him to ziw the ball
ncross the diamend frem deep short fisld
in time to cateh'eff firsn the speediest
runner, if he had bLalf a chance,

Wright Used His Spced

wen;, after balls like a rabbif—
didn't wait until the ball reached him,

but dushed up on it, caged jt, and set
himsell for the throw at the same time.
There was where his speed counted; he
wag off with the crack of bat and ball,
and be went in on grounders whenever
possible. He often made successful wlays
oul of what at first seemed immossible
chances. His wotrk held down the bat-
ting averages of lots of dungerous hitters.

He started a lot of deuble plays—the
kind where a runner coming from first is
forced st second, then the batter is put
out at first. “The shortstop who ean o
that is mighty valuable.

He was good et cuttimg hack onte the
grass, goimg far into the field, to tuke fies.
And when he got them he was 8 demon
thrower. I remember particularly the play
that made it certain last summer that
Pittsburgh would take the Natiomal
League championship.  Pitteburgh was
leading Boston 2-1, but Boston had a man

Tye American Bov

on third and a dangerous batter up. The
batter hit a fly into left field—a chort hit
of the kind that is usually out of every-
body's reach. It meant, that the batter
wauld score and tic up the game if it weny
gafe-—and ncither Traynor, at third, nor
Banhasyt in foit could reach it.

Somchow—uaobecy knew how-—Wright
wag under the ball when it cume down.
lle’d eprinted from his positienn clear
across short left field to the foul line te
make the cateh. Then, in the same meo-
tion, as the runner on third cut, for home,
he miide the threw. The ball flashed like
a bullct toward the plate, and when the
ruoncr 5lid in Gooch was waiting for him,
ball in hand. Pittsburgh won, 2-1.

He Stood the Pace

IKE the orher men I've fold yeu about,

‘Wright knnws thas he'll be a zood ball
player orly as long as hiz muscies and
bramn are working their best, as hizs energy
ard stiength hold out, as he’z able to go
at top speed in every depariment. And
so he trains all the time, in scason and
out. I can’t emphasize the necessity of
that too strongly.

Every one of thesc fcllows about whom
T've told you was unfinig cd preduct when
I—or some other scout, tirst saw him.
They all had zlenty to learn whea they
came up to the big lcagucs.

That’s what I want young playvers to
keep in mind. Give we, every time, the
yeurgster who's not a star, who hasn’t
even spectacular abilily. in preference to
the one-in-a-million Bbazeball genius—if
the geniua thinks he kas nothing more te
learn, while the ordicary player is willing
to take advicc and cager to imorove his
gare. That, kind of man 1uakes the
Wrights, Trayvaors, Geeches ind Ydes

And remember that baseball, like every
other sport—end like most Lnsineszes and
profesrions and jobs you'll run up against
m school and out—takes quick thinking,
keen intelligenee, ability to stand the pace
duy after day. That young player of twe
scasons ago I told yeu about sioply hadu'y
scheduled himself te the kind ef life tlal
would make him of lasting value. Neilher
had the pitcher I scouted in 1931 in
southern Obio-—a man who invarably
started games lixe a seconnd Cy Young or
Dazzy Vanee, but wlwiays ended hy hlow-
ing up Wefore the gama crded. I discov-
ered that he wouldn't. keep in trajning and
wouldn't practice. Another pitcher T
watched had big league promise — Mbut
stuck a cigarette in his mouth the instant
he got off the mound, between innings. An
infielder in Illinois semi-pro baseball in-
terested more than one big league club:
interested them, that. is, until they learned
that he was on the sick list half the time
kecause of carcless euting.

So. unless you're willing to live sanely.
to take good adviee and to work hard,
vou'd better not try to be a ball player.
17 you are willing, half the battle’s won.
Yeu may net be a majer leaguer, the star
of your school team, or the best second
sacker oOr pitcher or fielder in your town;
but you can improve your fielding mightaly
and your batting a geed deal.

It’s the player who thinks streaight and
lves straight that gets on.

AstericaN Bov:

fingers must be relazed. Advert

Tse this ballot (or make one io avoid quttinf your mugazine) to tell us what
kind of rcading yeu like dest. It will help

My “Best Reading” Ballot

“Best Reading” Fditor, Tur Americ.ay Boy,
550 W. Lafayette Blvd., Detroit, Michigan.
I like best the following short storics, scrials and articles in the April

U'd like more stories and articles about

MAIL YOUR BATLOT TO-DAY —s

to bring you more of the szme.

IAtE SR et BRCSAEIY  o
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k. Seventy-Six!”

(Continued [rem page 7)

but his gaping mouth and the disorder
of his dank hair made him &s evil a sight
as when first I had seen him—and across
his knees lay a long seaman’s cutlass, bared
of ils sheath.

1II—Cold Sieel
Y impulse was all to seize that
weapon, waken the lout and send
him, ut the steel’s point, about his

business. | taak anc quick step forward.
Then, hawever, [ recollected my morher

snd Susanna: any altercation ount here
would infallibly aliutn the latter; the for-
mer, still in delicate health, it might

frighten to thc point of scrious illness.
Perhaps this hulkisg icllow was merely
overcomc on his way to bed by a drunken
stupor—at werst, his ymrnase eoulel »e but
some smister espial: prudence demarded
postponement of explaunations.

All wmy self-command, of which I never
rossessed a great store, was required to
comwe! a retrcat. and yet I made it. I
went back, shut the deor after mc as gin-
gerly as I had epened it and prepared to
pass in sleepless ward the romaining hours
of darkness.

Whereupon I dozed! Indignant, sonm-
what afraid, seated en this stde of those
frail panels with an armed watcher on the
ether, 1 meverthcless swrrendercd to a
fierce axsault of that slumber which had
refueed to come ut my call when danger
zeemed sheerly fanciful. The sun was up
ere I woke—and the hall was empty.

To my wonieniolk I resolved to say
nathing, but immediately afver a gleemy
breakiast, T ran down to the tap yoem.

Whileside was swabbing it up,

“Where's veur master?” I demanded.

He rested his warty hands on the end
of his mop stick and grinned at me out
of hs crooked mouth. “I don’t hold to
no master, Jawbez had to go somewheres
lag’ night, if that’s your meanin’”

“When will he be back?”

“In a minute—to-morrow—next weck:
that’s 123 business.”

I guessed the hulking ercature to imply
thal M. Johuson's secretservice for Dr.
Frankln could 6x no schedule for his
cominge and goings. but this waz not an
cxense for Whiteside.

“Then you'll do,” said 1. “T'll thank you
not ta s, outside our reoms any more
with # sword on your lap.”

His muddy cheeks vwent the color of his
eyes. Whether from chagrin at my de-
teclion, or from some climax of dislike
for me equaling mine for him, rage scized
him. He uttered a foul oath and swung
the mep at me.

But I was ready. Rusnning under it, T
graspcd him around the waist. He was
much my suwerier in size and strength,
yet to me was the advantage of aglity.
The mop fell—he after t—I after him.
We struck the floor with a crazh that must
have set the rows of pewter nings to
swinging on their hooks against the wall.
®f course, it is not difficult to surmise
what would have happened: I was atop,
yet he was easily turning me, when the
dust-sprinkled Wulk of Mr. Jobnson burst
wlo that tap roem, two mighty hands tore
us apart and swung us upright like a pair
of quarreling puppies.

“What's this here agoin’ on in a re-
spectable house o’ call?” His face was
again u (hueder cleud. “There’s vever
been no biewlia' iu Tent Tavern — an’
there won’l e none now, by Bemedict!”

Whiteside's response was a2 venomous
glance. I poured out my complaint.

Mr. Jehngen released me, but twirled
my enemy in front of him. “Is tham the
fuc’s ?

“He was lookin’ out o' windy to where
yuu put the pigeens,” mumbled White-
side. “Nobody had ought to know where
the pigeouns is. So T waiched hin.”

Whereat, if you please, the big inn-
keeper Burst out laughing; his fat belly
shock with it, and he slapped a thigh.
“You inweterate patriot, is tkaf what's ail-
i’ you? Why, it’s Master Geoffrey Rowu-
Lree here a8 18 tu ératn them pigeons! He
i & special friend o’ Dr. Frauklin, an' he
be workin' for Independence the samme us
you” The huge man put an arm aveund

the shoulde: of each of us. “My mistake:
I had ought to introduce you preper last
night, but that I was called away so sud-
den. Shake hands now, an’ make up. We
can’t have diwision in the ranks o’ loyalty
—an’ Cod save the Congrass!”

Well, we did shake hands, I rather
shamefacedly, Whiteside as if he weuld
have preferred a whipping. I can’t say I
liked him any the better, but I liked my-
self the less; so there was patched up a
nominal peace~—and nething further of
nole happened thal day.

NDEED, tke next mnoy dnys sccmed
eventless. Even MNr. Johnson’s re-

turns from his frequent and nneven ab-
sences brought, us little information. We
did hear that on June 7th fiery Richurd
Henty Lee, from Virginiz, as the oldest
member of his delegation, submisted ite
plan for independence, which Lawyecer
John Adams, of Massachusctts. sceonded.
‘Theze things cheerad my hopes far Separa-
tion; but then came the announcement.
that, after a few days' dcbate, the motion
was put aside on the specious plea of
“public unpreparcencss.”

“They eall it postroncment,” said Mr.
Johngen, heavily, “but in thesc here de-
liberate bodies, mv son, postmonement is
just a soft word for murder. All them con-
servatives wants is to gain time till the
fires o’ freedom has got cold.”

Aud this was the extent of our news.
Tent Tavein stood at the lenclicst spot
along that almast unfrequented road:
there was no ether heuse withim three
leagues. Because the British rmaintaixed
strict blockade well out at sea, it was
rarely we saw a sail betwixt us and the
sky line: far ns they reached, blue water
and gray duncs made a narrew wrisen.
Whiteside sulkily aveided all enceumters;
Jie May's purzed lips preserved their
present secreis, and I Black Gearge had
any memovies cf past piracies, he never
rehearsed them for my amusement. My
mother’s strength, allheugh on the In-
crease, requircd muech ef her care. Both
for recreation and to salisfly an older
brother’s nagping ecuse of duly, T was
fairly driven to companionship with Su-
sanna, theugh—if the truth must be ad-
mitted—I fouad her a very exasperating
little girl.

She showed me little of the respect that
I felt was an older lbrether’s right. and
did not sccm to appreciate my kindness
in (ryimg to keep her amused.

T {ound ler a dreadful tease and some-
thing of a talebearer. Whenever I con-
descended to pluying with her in those
desolate beach sands whereon no feet save
ours #et mark, she would soon begin taunt-
ing me with Stuart’s hawwier position, or
poking fun at my habit of sneezing at un-
taward momeats—an afliction owing to
some obscure injury incurred lous befere,
when a horse threw me. Our hide-and-
seek ended with my discevery of a con-
ccalment beyond her finding: a tiny half
boarded-up and forgotten compartment at
the renr of the pigeou left. When I cume
across, and ale, a wild fruit. which we
now call the tomato, she lold, and my
wmother insisted on a physic, lest T were
woisoned. I rigged a Franklin-rod on the
stable yard porch roof to protect the inn
from hghfmng my sister showed it to
Jim May, and I had to lower my pride to
pleading, else he would have torn 1t down.

My wark I welcomed, speading ss muny
hours amang the pigeons us 1 dared spend
short of tirmg them. For steadily longer
and longer flights I released them from
the flat barnyard roof before waving the
pcle that eslled them home. But I knew
that 1ime pressed, and progress was slow.
1 chafed through tedious days of experi-
mentation and huogered for news, whereas
our host’s missians took him tverywhere
seve cityward.

At last, however, Mr. Johnson an-
neumccd himsclf again bound for Phila-
delchia.  Hre carried my best “h()mc’rs
with him and came back of un evening
hringing other birds—lor me to dispateh
to Stuart. Bul he brought alzo news in
the repetition whereof even lis moen-face
lengthened gruvely.

He bad had, he said, not a whele hour

happiness . .
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To every ‘thinking’
American Boy!

“]TIEN you were a lhittle
chap, yourparcntsscttled
allmatters concerningyourwel-

fare. But you’re older now. You
must make your own decisions.

There is one question in
particular which concerns you
deeply, because it means so
much to you in health and
. and so much to
your futurc success in life. Put
simply, the question is this—
“Should I, or should I not,
drink coflee?” It may seem of
minor importance. But read
on ...

Coffee, and also tea, arc arti-
ficial stimulants. Consider this

. . a cup of coffee contains
from one and a half to three
grains of a harmful drug stimu-
lant called caffein. Caficinoften
causes sleeplessness, indigestion
and headaches. It irritates the
nervous system; and deadens
the warning dangecr signals of
fatigue.

It’s no drink for a chap who
expects to keep a healthy,
physically fit body—a body
which will carry him to victory
on a hard-fought gridiron
—a body which will per-

hot mealtime drink. And you
can have it—without danger.
Postumn is the auswer. Here
is a delicious, wholesome
drink which has proved its
value te boys in over 2,000,000
American homes. ‘I'hey pre-
fer its rich, full-bodied flavor.
I'hey realize its hcalthful
qualities.

Postum is madc of wholc
wheat and bran, skillfully
reasted. A little sweetening
added. And that’s all. There
isn’t a trace of a drug in that
combination. Made with hot
milk, instead of the usual boil-
ing water, you'll find Instant
Postum a particularly fine
drink. ltgives youall the body-
building qualities of milk, plus
elements of wholcsome wheat.
Even if you dislike milk,
you’ll take to this great drink
instantly!

See for yourself what a splendid
drink Pestum is. Tryit for 30 days—
a fair time te prove its beneficial
qualitics. Your grocer has Postum,
or, if you wish, we will send yeu your
first week’s supply—free. Just clip
the coupon below—and mail it now!

MAILTHIS COUPON NOW!

mit the highest achieve-
ments in manhood.

Postuu Czreal Ce., Ine., Battic Creck, Mick.

P.—A. 8.328

Of course you want a

@ 1926.7.C.Co.

‘I)omm is one of she Post Heslth Products,
which include alsotsrape-Nomwe, Post Toastiea
{Double-thick Cem Flakes), Post’s Bran
blakes and Post's Bran Chocolate. Yeur
gtecer sells Pastum in two fooins Instant
Postum, made in the cup by addiag beiling
water, is ete of the easiest drinke in the
world to preparc. Postum Cercal is also easy
tomalke,brtshould be beiled 20 minutes.

I would like to try Postum. )’lcasc acod mc, witbout cost
or odligation, oae week’s supply of

Ixerant PosTua

""""" heck
(reoarzdinstantly in the cup] e
Pestun CrRzAL .o l;ilceﬁr you

{prepared by boﬂbns)

Name

Street

Ciy. State.

In Canada, address Canadray Postum Crrear Co., Ltd.
i ront 5t, Euz Toronto 2, Ontacio
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With the
slotted
sprocket

A Morrow Helps You
Enjoy Every Minute

PRING just over the hill—warm breezes
blow from the Soutliland—Nature wakes

to life again. What sport you can have aftcr
school with your bicycle these days. And with
a MORROW Coaster brake, you'll enjoy
every minute, for the MORROW pedals
easily, and coasts far and fast, because of its
manyball-bearings. You can stop quickly, too,
because ofthe 6 3-10 square inches of braking
surface. And the Slotted Sprocket—an exclu-
sive MORROW feature—saves time and labor
in replacing spokes in the rear wheel. All
dealers sell MORROW.equipped bicycles, or
will install the MORROW on the bicycle you

Ride a Bicycle

ECLIPSE MACHINE CO., Elmira, New York

now have,

SUMMER

Ohey VACATION

i A listle effort in your spare

time selling Gunson Flower
and Vcegcteble Seeds will
enahle you to earn money or
valuable premiums. Gun-
$on seadn are good seeds, the kind growers buy
jor their own use. Fvery neighbor is a prospect
and will be delightec! with then, Act now, Sell
these seeds in time fcrspring plantlng. Get the
ball gleve, carmera, or watch, yeu have wanted
s0 long. Cash if you prefer. Send no money.

Menrcly write for outline of our propusition and
application blank.

L. P. GUNSON & C0. - S Anbrose Streel - Rechester, K.Y,

IT'S THE TOY FOR THE EBOY
SCOUTS'
DELIGHT

Patantad
Juiyd. 122
Fun and Order
This toy handenf¥ is strongly made, highly nickel
plulul aml atleactive, mated |m!mll§ anywhere
B Price 50c. Money order or stamps.
Ganlner Screw Corporation, Gardner, Mass,

iree, o barn—ar auywhers
1hat’s handy, snd keep in
'rruun shavting goals.
Teld weewrely by Hour
bolts, Eegulation eireams
ference. Fine for consoli-
dated schaals, for pia,
srémuiscgr Just. for f:{e
ga

PAYSON

TIEARS of fun witn

this  Ehort goal

ring. Fasten |t to o
e

A1 II Eharl& Sons.
313 ¥alley 8., Burlingtan, la.

THE
ORIGINAL
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in tewn and, so, small opportunity to ac-
quire authentic details, and nmthcr Dr.
Franklin nor any other person in auther-
ity had spokcn te him of cveats current;
yet he did gather cneugh to make ceriain
that thcy were going perilously wrong.
That invisible siege still left Congress
ignerant of whet occurred in fighting New
York amd South Carolina; so a draft of
our independence-declaration submitted to
Mr. Thomas Jeffersen on the 28th of
June was being debated witheut sany ac-
tien in view-—unleas it was negatnea

As to Stuart's euccess in training pig-
eons, other than that Mr. Frunklm had
banded him those birds, say»pg my brother
would dispatch mc ene of minc in repiy
to any of his that rcturned te him, Mr.
Jeknson krew
nothing of hew
the task was pro-
cecding. T

T was night,
remember,
when I heard all
this and was
given the basket
of city- trained
igeons — the
ast night of the
month — and [
lcave yeu to im-
aginc with what
impaticnce [
waited for the
dawn. I slept but
I dreamed a foolish dream
might sometimes contrive
erouzh to carry them high
their enemies: and, at the
pink eut at sea, I was u
reef with :ny rether’s bin’ﬁs.

My bhand Wendeled as I wrote a line
asking further news—irembled =0 that
I could rarce roll the note into ite tube,
or ausch the tube to its carrier. T had
gelected thut homer most promising in ap-
pearance, and I did ab last toss him into
air. He creled uncertainly, but higher and
bigher.

Would he go? He found his sense of
direction and winged straight into the
weat !

Throughout all the course of the sum, I
did net leave the roof for more than ten
minutes at a time, and thzf althangh
there once appe‘ir(-d a satl out at sea to
attract my speculations, and althengh I
knew no reply pigeon could meach me un-
til well on to twilight. Still just as twi-
light deepcned, came my rcward, Mr.
Johnson had gens right away again on one
of his secret missions; IHarry Whiteside
disappeared soon after—most likely, I
concluded, seizing a truant bolidsy. But
Jim May loungsd in the stable yard and
walched me with purscd lips, and soap
suds Jennie and even the sterm rook,
Sarah Nicalls, Iooked ont-of-window at me
as T stood up there with burning eves
fixed on an approaching bird that at Iast
sank into my outstretched arms.

Our trans-Jersay cxperiment was a sue-
cess—ycet in all other respects beavy dis-
appeintment awaited me, for Stuart’s pig-
con-note hrought information that indi-
cated imminent disastzr: The votes of
Anti- Sepamtmmrts were a3sUming ominous
and increasing strength because of com-
tinved silence from beleaguered Charles-
ton and warring General Washington. Br.
Franklin had got some spies through te
New York and Baltimore, but ncither
those spics mor thc pigcons they carried
camc back agam: Mr. Thomas Jefferson’s
Bcclaratien of Independence faced defeat,

“Is it bad news you've got?” asked Jim
May as I climbed down the ladder to the
stable yurd and he saw my facc more
ncarly.

In a very ragc of sorrow, I smapped: “It
ig net for you!’

Mr. Johnson did not come lack that
night—nor did Whiteside, for that matter
—and I hcld my peace even fren. my
mother. I sat glumly in my room, supper-
Jess, and watched the shadews deevem and
the dark deseend, and wondered what
would happen new to my father and Tr.
Franklin and those other patriols in Phil-
adelphia—and what would happen to Gen-
eral Washingten’s Army and iny Grand-
father Nick and my soldier-uncle if they
were deserted by their Congress while they
faced the British regnlars in the field.

Bird— )
but he turncd out te be a disappointer.”

of how men
kites stroag
in air above
first bint of
or the barn

“Thcy beught this dog for 2 pointer

THE AMERICAN Boy

The lights went out, and the heus:s grew
still. Thc moneteneus brecakerz rolled
against the shore. moon was up, but
racing cleuds weuld cvcry now and then
ebscurc it. I was thinking it foolishness
te lct my treubles rob me of all my rest
when, through the sound of the surf, I
thought, T heard the scream of an 1ll-
greazed earlock.

Now, as has been said, sails were rare
of cur stretch of beach—and yet there had
keen one to-day. Rowing boats theee was
none at ll--and yet, as I Jcancd out of
my casemcnt, that acream was indubitably
repeated. Here was somcthing of an event
in such an unvisited place; if itz unfewurd
heur had any significance, it was an event
mcant te be scerct.

Immediately I tingled with excitement.

That British
squadron eut
there bevond the
horizon block -
aded the Jerscy
const: was what
1 beore the ap-
proach of spics
that it 'scnt
ashare:? T thought.
first of waking
Jim May or
w Black George:
but I thought
ncxt of koeping
te myzclf the
pessible hener of

dizcevery. Exact-
Iy in order ret te waken anybedy, I zofily
climbed eut ento the perch reef, slid
down my lightning rod and thex, hawing
surmounted the stalsle yard wall, made to-
ward the shere.

Cleuds were again hiding the moon;
the night was az blaclk as crows’ feathers
Moreover, when I paused to listen, the
noise that I sought for my guidancc hsad
either ceused or wus drewned by my
pearer approach to the surf. I fumbled
and stumblcd; the tonguc of & sprent wave
wet my fect, which sank in dampened
sand.

This was felly indeed. Fer aught 1
could tell, I, going south, might e mov-
ing i1t an opposite direction to the boat—
if boat it really was. I staod still and
waited for the clouds to pass,

They seemed long in the going, hut go
they did. Luna swung elear. I turned to
the sea, us bright as a sheet of tossieg
silver—ind out there, rising and falling
with the swell, beyond the breakers and
too far for moise of her to travel to me,
rode something that must be a boat. Now
I would have to warn the inn’s menser-
vants. who might launch the old jizser-
magted cutter that, leng unused, lay high
and dry up near the tavern. I turned io
run there.

I twumed—but not at, once did I move
any farther. Scare fen paces away, be-
tween me and my destinatieo, stood the
figure of a man.

Coming hither in the darkness, T must
almost have collided with him; in that
sudden light, he appeared as a spectre this
moment, risen from the grave. He faced
me, znd the meen fell full upon his blue,
wide-skirted coat-—set ki3 brass buttons
agleam—bathed his Hellenic face: a man
lithe and straight; mouth smiline, yet
firm, and eyes like fallen stars—an utter
stranger.

My tengue clove to the roof of my
wouth.

“Come yhere,” said he in a seft drawl
that nevertheless triumphed over the
clamor of the waves,

Kctreat would send me into the eea; if
I courted escape by a dash up or down
the beach, he would soon overtake me for
he was obvieusly built fer running and his
legs were much longer than mine. There-
fore, though slowly--and you may gucss
hew unwillingly !'—I advanced.

“Bon't eall {0’ help,” he drawled.

T went on forward. He remained smil-
ing, a young fellow and undeniably hand-
some--smiling and still, until I was within
arm-reach of him

And (hen, with the suddenness of =
hf,hlmmg bolt, he Wh’{.‘pm[ out a piscol
Enddu.pped its cold barrel against my

28),

Looking along that tube of tempered
steel, I could seec him well. Tlis sandy
bair was drawn back, probably inte a

:i'f\’ln-_;m
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pigtail at the bage of his neck. His fere-
head was high, his face browa from sun-
exposure, and his gray eves were keen: my
very conception of a haughty Tory spy.

“YVhat 1 want,” said he in kis soft, slew
veice, “is fo’ you to amswer a few ques-
tions about this neighborhood.”

D’'—In Hiding

OW, I cannot explain it, but al-
| \I though the ghestly quickness of his

appearance, when he seemmed un-
armed, had frightened all resistance out of
me, yct the pressurc of that highly ma-
terial pistel against my brew, which ought
to have euhanred my terrors, actually ex-
pelled r,hem “You will get ne answers
from me,” I vowed—"and if yeu kill me,
tlie noise will fetch the memservants frem
the lavera.”

He snupped the f[ingers of his free hand.
“Why, thut itsell tells pie parl o’ what I
want to know! “Twas Tent Tavern I came
ashorc to find. Is this i¢?”

Hew I bit my lips for thcir indisere-
tion!

“Ts it?” he ineisted—and pressed the pis-
tol clogcr.

But I would not sPe

“Look you yhere, he said: “I've no
mind fo’ to hurt you—1I like your pluck—
but I take no chamees. I've been tol
there’s a plenty o Crown-loyal folk along
this bit o’ coast. By, are you fo' the
Congress?”’

Scarce belicving he would risk a shot,
I was yet =@ angcred by my tonguc slip
as to care little whether he fired or no.
“I am for the Congress,” said I, foldirg
1y arms after the manner of my history
heroes en like occasions. “And T'll not
traffic with any svy of King George.”

The result of this sveech proved clean
outside of my calculations. He pocketed
his weapon with the same celerity that
had produced it, grasped my arms and,
drawmyg nic close. studied my face with
his keen gray eyes.

“Is that the truth?”

And T said: “Yes.”

What he saw seemed to convince him
even more than what he heard. He hesi-
tated a long half-minute, but, at the end
thereef, released me. “I have te trust
somewed,y,” he said seftly as if te him-
5e]f4“u.nd vou've found out mah presence
yhere.” His gaze was again concentrated;
hc addressed me direct. “I will trust you:
1 alsn am fo’ the Congress”

My heart leapt, for he was thc sort ef
man one waled lo sce serviug iu the
good causi, and I now realized “thal my
anger toward him had been parily rebel-
lion against a sneaking admiration of his
gallant carringe in circumstances nigh as
perilous for him as for me. Nevertheless,
caution mmust nof. be foregone zltogether.
Doldly I asked:

“Cam you prove your words?”

He drew out a tinder box. “’Twon’t bp
safe to show a light. Hold the skirts o’
mah coat aroun’ this, and T’ll let ya' see
something.”

He exhsled the atmosphere of romance;
I wauted to believe him; so I obeyed,
The flint clicked; its sparks ignitcd the
carbonized shrcds of linen bencath; the
sulphur tip of a spunk was hcatcd te bluc
flame.

“Now, sir, read that.”

He handcd me a papers:

he demanded.

Pass: Coulesworth Pinckney.
Benjamin Frunwklin.

There was no mmwklng the signature
and its long-tailed “n;” 1t was ﬁtmal
with the one placed by the doctor in my
copy of “Poor Richard’s Almanac.”

“I am a spy,” the hnlder of that paper
admitted—*but a sp¥ fo’ the Congress, and
I carry impo’sant news. I took smack from
Baltime’ becesc land-progress thetice to
Philadelphia was batred. Then there was a
pesky é;LtlS}l sloop-e’-war off Delaware
Bay; we had to run the blockade and
ceme Yhere. I had mahself put ashote to
find Tent Tavern. Those were reah in-
structions {0’ such a case: I'd been to!’ this
Jabez Johnson was a good Separationist.”

ONLY for a morment I clung to the laat
rag of my deubts. “How am I to
know you came honestly by this pass?”
He smiled once more; he seized my
right hand in both of his. “You will have
to tauke mah word there, as 2 gen'man’s
aud su officer’s, lak I took yours fo’ your

loyalty to thc Congress.”

A fuir hit! Clouds, covering the moon,
hid my pvmtcnt biush while I completely
surrendered

“Your news!” I gasped. “Has that
British ficct bembarded Charleston?”

“Not quite so fast, boy.” Though more
gently, he upirmded mc as [ had up-
braided Jim May. “Mah news is fo” D
Frapklin, and I'm to h-n.e yo' Mistah
Johnson gmr{e me to him.”

“Mr. Johnson i Is from home, but T'll tell
ene of his men.’

Coatesworth Pinckney, however, would
have none of that. “I'm’a soldier, and a
soldier cyan’t exceed his orders. I'm
strainirg ‘mine enough telling yon what I
have tol'—bul there [ had no ehoice. They
don’ suy anything about any servants.
Mah mission’s secrct and has to be kep’
30. When will Johnson be back?"

I guessed tbe worrow, and then Licu-
tenant Pinckney-—for so he ranked in the
Colonial Army—teld me hc could risk no
wait after next sundawn. His smack had
beea pursued off the month of the Dela-
ware: he feared his purpose was guessed
and that warning to waylay him was scnt
the Pine Woods Robbers. Mr. Johnson,
koewing this wild country, might guidc
bhim safe through the woods to Philadel-
wbia, but il Mr. Johnson were longer away
than the coming evening, thc spy must
[eml for himself. Meanwhile: "Boy yo’
jes’ got to tuck me in some sort o hid-
ing placc.”

Well, I theught it splendid to know
zemething unknown to tacitura Jim May
and Dlack George, and would he glad of
an epportunity Lo lord it, later, over Hare
vy Whiteside. Mureaver, the suggestion

fired my inzgination. Rfmrmbcrlnz that
compurtment at, thc rear of my pigcon
loft, whare I had successfully hidden from
Susanna, I lcd my mew friend toward the
inn.

Together we stealthily scaled the stable
yard wall and climbed the ladder to the
birds’ compzrtment. Those feathered folk
flapped ubout a little, but from the black
tavern there came no response. When I
offered to smuggle up 2 blanket for mat-
tress, the lieutenant replied that be was
usr’d to r-ugh (QUATTETS.

“Get yo' to your own hed—iund quiet-
ly," he cuutioned, with a snapping of his
slim fingers—“fo’ it will soon bc sun-up.
Fctch mc a bitc o’ breakfas’ if yo' can
manage that seeretly; but, above all, don’
let anybodv know I'm yhere till you can
bring Jabes Johnson himself.”

The spy rolicd up his coat as a pillew
and lay down with his pistol in hand, I
think he was aslcep crc I had desecnded
the ladder.

Sleep there was none for me, however:
I was too proud and excited. I regeined
my room—tack off my clothes—but did
not close nn eyc. Had not Dr. Franklin
said that somc of a country’s battics were
fought by private citizens in uslikely
places? Here, then, was Geofirey Rown-
tree on active scrvice for the Colonies!
Stuart could not equal this; it could not
be greatly surpassed by Grandfather Nick
and my uacle in the army.

With the first budding of dawn, there
even camc to mc a plan for vct morc ac-
tive help, and I upbraided my tardiness
in thinking thereof, although it could net
be launched beiorc broad daylight. Lieu-
tenant Pincknev feared word ef his sur-
mised course had gone ashore along the
BDelaware and been transmitted frem
Tory-nest to Tory-vest until new the Pine
Woods Lads guarded the Philadelphia read
against him; hurried as he was, he must
cither wait for Mr. Johnson to guide him
by roumdabonl. trails through the forest
and brush conntry, or else make whal
shift hc eould alone. 8o had he spoken.
But, if the innkeeper delayed too long
his return to Tent Tavern, why should
net the spy's message be borse overhead
by one ef Stuart’s birds now housed in
my pigeon loft?

T was hard to wait the customary hour

for rising. Then my women folk chose
this day ef all othcrs to oversleep, and I
dared not cxcite them to questions by
waking them. [t was elght o’lock ere
breakfast was served. And when at fasi, I
could secrete some hread and bacon and
start across the stable yard, it wus to find
Jim May loitcring there, with Black
Geerge, legs outstrctched, seated on a

There’s a catcher’s mitt
in these packages of seeds

TuE Way to get it out is to plant
the seeds and sell the vegetables
you raise.

You'll find that fresh, sound,
flavorful peas, beans, corn, carrots,
bects and other vegetables will be
bought up by your
neighbors at top
prices as fast as you
pick them. If you
canharvestyourcrop
early, so much the
quicker will yeuhave
the money you need
fer, your catcher’s
mitt.

But you mustplant
the best seeds, other-
wise your results will
not come up to your
expectations. You
wouldn’t have much
of a catcher’s mitt if
it were made of can-
vas and sawdust.
And you won't get a
Paying garden if you
plant seeds of doubtful thty

Plant Ferry's purebred Seeds.
They come from ideal parent
plants and are clean, fresk and
testied. The name “Ferry” en a
seed packet stands for quality like
the name of a famous sporting
goods munufacturer on a bascball.

Right now you should send for
our big catalog — Ferry's Seed
Annual. It tells how to plant

seeds. When to expect your crops.
What the color, size and shape of
the different varieties are. Italso
tells about Ferry's purebred flower
Sceds. A boy in Ohio sold eight
dollars” worth of asters he grew
himself, in one after-
noon last year.
You can buy
Ferry’s purebred
Seeds ‘“‘at the store
around the corner,”
in the big Ferry Box.
Before you forget,
fillin this coupon and
send for your free
copy of Ferry's Seed
Annual. D. M. Ferry
& Co., Detroit,
Mich.; 8San Fran-
cisco, Cal. s Windsor,
Ont.

FERRYS

purebred

SEEDS

D. M. ¥ERRY & €O.
Detroft, Mich
I want to have 8 Rarden thls >ear.
_1 Pluass woad me Perwr'e Seod Adnual,
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New.

the ATHLETE”

A Shoe of Sensational
New Features!
ONE outstanding point of differ-

ence is the servusized top! This
exclusive process (servusizing) makes

it waterproof, mildew proof, d ay
frocf ! Think what that means in

THIS NEW SHOE

WINS Hands Down

in Any Comparison
You Can Make

ong wear,
1 Servusized canvas top Designed by the Famous Coach,
rendering it proof against Dr. W. E. Meanwell

perspiratien and ret. This
makes the “Athlete” eut-
last the erdinary shee.

To every well informed athlete Dr. Mean-
well’s name is 4 pledge of worth and supe-
rior performance. Dr. Meanwell is a noted
specialist in foet troubles as well as a suc-

cessful basket ball coach.
Put the “Achlete” to Any Hard Use

It is our belief that it wil eutlast and cut-cerfona
aay shoe at anywhere rear its price. FPor all eperts
and outdsor activities. The“Athlere” will give you
a sure footing— feot comfort and leng wear.
Thousands of pairs will be wanted this spring and
summer. Up-to-date dealersareready to supply your
needs. If Your dealer hasn’t yet put in his stock of
“Athictes” send us your name and address. We will
sce that you are supplied.

These Economical Prices:

Men, $2.75 Women,$2.50

Boys, $2.50  Ycuths, $2.25

FREE! Sead for Dr. Meanwell's book—
“The Making of an Athice™

2 Sole of pure crepe gum,
the same guality as in
the higher priced Meanwell
basket-ball shoes.

3 @rthopaedic heel with
arch support—and aci-
entifically designed lasts
which support instep and
foot muscles.

Stubber toe guards (pat-

ent applied fer) to give
utmost protection against
toe knecks.

SPORT SHOES

DrRW.E.MEANWELL'S
“ATHLETE"

SERVUSIZED TOP

GERVUG

CREPE COLORSOLE
=
FARITE TRIM

ARCH SuPPORT
e

COUNTER.

FERFECT FITTING LAST
AND CUT

HEAVY SCUFEER TOECAP &

ROCK

TIIT SBRVUS RUBBLER COMPAXY, ISLAND, ILLIN@IS

(Continued from page 43) 3
beach under the kitchen window. The
usually silent May accosted me:

“You're late fo-day. Muasier Rownlres.”

Most uncommon it was Lhas this pair
should be idle at such an heur. I wanted
te say that, if I was late, they secmed tn
have been carly with their chores—and |
wacted to ask what that was which 1
s@aw Jin, with 4 catlike metiox, tucking
under his ceat. Neverthcless, soimc in-
forrnalion muwt e got—if they bhad any
—=o they were giver: a pulite Teply.

“Do you chance Lo know,” I ingnired,
“when Mr. Jehusou will be coming
home?”

Jim pursed his lips and sheek his hcad,
but Black George throst his hands in his
breeches’ pockets and grewled: “Always
tukin’ shore lesve, he is. I heered him tell
that lubber Whiteside
he woauldn’t cetne

THE AMERICAN Boy

under his right shoulder. Boy, since sun-
up they’ve been watching thiz loft.”

He had clean taken all the breath out
of me. “But—but,” I stammered, “Dr.
Franklin—Miv. Johsson—who'll be back
to-morrow—they both—"

The lieutenant closed my mouth. “Dr.
Franklin's Mistah Jehmson is surrounded
by spies in his own household! He's got
about as moach chanee against them as we
have. I yheard thut pnate down there
tell yo' yeur po’ befovled Jabes wouldnt
be home till to-morrow — and yhere they
have me tresd Jzk 2 coon on a eypress,
Two pistols zgguinst one: they'll tak’ theiy
shots at mc on sight—and if yo're not
playing mto thcir hands, why, theyl
value your life nary a mite higher'n they
value mine!”

A single scpsible gucstmion remained in
mec: “What have they
weited for?”?

aboard till to-roor-
Tow."”

Then thc pigeen
plan could be at-
icropted | I was mov-
ing on when I noted
May's face. Ile wss
smiling as broadly as
his tight mouth per-
mitted. Plainly, he
tock pleasure in
Black Geerge’s an-
swer. “Theve was a
nower of neise in your
loft last night,” said
Jica. “I 'taest called
vou. Thought the
fewls might ha’ ceught
the pigeon cholera.”

I would see about
tl:at nosy, I told him.

“Want any belp?”
he leered.

*No. I thank yeu.”

I sterted up the lad-
der. Habit teiued my
glance skyward; I saw
a pigeon making iis

trouble."”

An Old Crew
Tattled!

“Caw!” said the crow, up
there in the tree.

““Hiyuy treuble!” said Eunam-
tuck, chief of the Indian police-
“Crow him talkum — hiu

So Eunamtuck went abeut
finding out what thc treubic
was. Eunamtuck has a method
all his own—a methnd that
makes law-breakers fear him
and others respect him. There’s Peril
mystery in this newest yara of
the West by George RBruce
Marquis, and plenty of smiles.
A surprise when yeu learm the
cause of the caws, too!

Be sure you don’t miss—

“The Tarttling Crow”
Next Menth

But to that came
immediate and crush-
ing answer. Keeping
tight held of one of
my wrists, Coatsworth
Pinckney re-applied
eyes te a crevice:

“Youl” he whisper-
ed. “They’'ve been
waiting fo’ yo’ to get
into this loft. And
new yhere come your
two Celeuial ‘vatriots’
up the ladder!”

V—From Peril to

HERE {ollowed

I perhaps ten sec-
onds of silence
wherethrough pierced
but two sounds: in-
side, the deep-drawn
breath of my eepter-
companion — aud a
serapiug outeide,
which I knew must be

rircled descenmt for the
roaf: (here could ke
but one esplanation. Another of my birds
musl be bearing me news irom Philadcl-
phia!

Yeu may readily fancy with what haste
I finished my c¢lime and flung back the
loft doer. You cannot gucss thc two as-
tounding events that fellowed.

I was full of my superior knowledge
and the manner in which I had tricked
those dolts to feed it-—haughty ever my
plan for sending the spy’s news te Dr.
Franklin. Pushing wide that loose por-
tal, T slammed it behind me. seized my
signa! pole and rushed through the other
door which gave upon the stable reef.
Well, there was no need te direct that
bird: the poor thing fluttered straight for
my arms. I recogmized him 4s ope of my
favorites amoneg the let sent Stuart—-I saw
that, he had been cruelly wounded, though
by no bullet—and, when I lore at the
message-tube that he bore, it was only Lo
find it empty. Somebody had discovered
our secret means of communication and
found a strange method of robbing the
pigeen post!

I staggered back into the lofl--te an-
other revelatien. A pair of strong bands
clutehed me. The eyes of the man-in-
hiding searched mine likc terches:

“One sound aleve a whisper and ye’ are
a dead boy!"”

I struggled in his grip. Ii. was useless.
By his nod at that 2ll too rickety door
with which the ladder coummnicaled, I
knew he had been watching the stable
vard and its occupants through a crevice.

“Why did yo' tell those wolves I was
up hem'?” he demanded.

“I didn't tell anybody,” T sputlered and
solemnly vewed my innucence.

“Fhcy’ve been there since dawn—and
they nre armed.” sald he.

“They’re anly Mr. Jolmsan’s servants,”
I protested-—but, T recalled Jim May's mo-
tien of conccalment made us I passed him
in the yard “They must ke loyell” I
nevertheless protested.

“Inn felk they may be,” retorted Pinck-
ney, “but if I didn't once see that close-
mouthcd one in roysl unifo’m at Jemaiea,
I'm a Dutechman. He was full o’ rum, hur-
rahing fo" King George and consigning the
Colonries t0 the devil. We fought over it:
Il wager yo’ ean find muh sword scar

that pair of precious
rogues climbing the
ladder. Thea. also from the open air, a
voice-—Jim May's it wos—<came auietly
through to us:

“Master Rowntree?”

Pinckney dragged me cleser.

“Answer!” he whispered,

In a tone all new te me/ I said: “Well?”’

Jia's voice, a litile cleser new, came
again,

“Kin yeu see u» there?”

“No,” breathed the lieutenant in mey
ear.

“It’s pretty dark” I vouchsafed mere
boldly. “Why?”

“Me an’ Black Geerge, wc don’t waut
to disturk the womenfolk, but we think
there's a thied hidin’ amemg your birds.
Help us git him.”

The deer swung open, letting in the day-
Vight. Jim May jumped up after it, and
his crony fellowed close.

Not close enough, however: that which
occurred, occurred blindly. The epy's grasp
upon me tightened and immediately re-
laxed as he hurled me, no better than a
stone from his haunds, sUuight aguainst
Jim. I clutched that fellow’s bedy even
in the striking of it—heard the door slim
— fell, the redescended darkness — and
somehow understood that Pickney was
at grips with Black George—all while I
and my thus suddenly des’gnated encmy
fcll wildly to the {loor.

I remember, oddly enough, the startled
squewking and wing-clatterings of the pig-
eons. I remember {hat I struck the rough
planking first, with Jim atep of me, and
that my head split from its concussions.
I remember blows raiming upon my face
until the twilight was sbleze wilh stars.
And all that I remember for long mo-
ments thereafter is how my fingers found
that bully’s thin throat and how, for dear
tife, they dug iulu it-—as the stars went

ut.

What next I knew was Lieulenant
Pinckncy saying: “Mist’ Rowntree, I mak
vo’ mah apologies fo’ any doubts I may
‘2’ had o’ your loyalty.”

He wae standing over ioe in the un-
ccrtain duske of the loft, snapping his fin-
gers. Everything else was very still. I
got me dizzily to my fect:

“Where are (hese—those—?”

“Safe bound and gagged im the hiding

i
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We hear a great deal
about close harmony
thess days—on the
stage, in the movies,
over the radio. But io
music and sentiment,
eppreciationandunder-
gtanding, nothing can
equal the close harmo-
| ny enjoyed by those

who play the Hobner
ﬂ Harmonica.

Hohner Harmonicas are
i a Joy to play end a joy to

listen to. Played alone, or
‘L in eonjunction with other

musical instruments, they
b arecapahleof interpreting
all that {s best in music,
whether it be popular,
elaraical or operatic com-
position,

Anyonecanlcarotovlay
a Hohner with the ald of
the Fres Instructlon Boek,
aveilable at all leading
dealern. Ifyour dealeris
out of copics, write to

Ask for a Copy!
Thieinteresting'and
helpful ingtruction
book, containing
charta,plctorer,and
muskcal selections,
will enable you to
play a Hohner Hlar.
monlca with anease
that s most surprise

ing. Askfora copy! 114East 16th St NowYork

PAcx}:D 13ins hardybagtor 3125
4847 ¢arrying. Lightoewwd, g1 fdper
eneily pucked. siron gnod made '_2 in.
in one pinen, Noloose booketo
break clor besome misplaced.
“Ihroe l-n;v}:;z-P. #nd \s los.
O~ R oie Fo.007 Bre

Blsrers Hetal $0oplog Corp.
Dept. 701, Bingurn Falls, N, Y.
SELL 233w foSTORES

BIG T will put Sou in business ae my Dirvet F“m!
PROFITS ful

Acent and Jobher, to fuke orders for my
line of candies, chocolate bars, mints amd che

o

Gord,

GWEN plan. Free Samples Fres i-'-'ln!

elusive territory, AGT QUICK.

Jr;g gum. Urlimited opportunities for hustlers.
MILTON GORDON, 1416 Vine St., Gln'tl, 0. Deot. 1015

rlente  nesdad, furnish  everythiog,

store everyl uys. Work spare time

or full Lime. Wrile today for mml'ai w11
] Ford Offer.

the World |
\on BOATSZ 990

Andacomplete line of other boats at real
money-saving prices. shipment
from either of our two factories fo you.

e
cluding non.
Rowbaats o

Improved models. Safe and seaworthy. Strong and
durable. Easy to row and handle with cara.
S

N

The most complete line, including Outboard Hydro-
plane, with official record of over 16 miles an bour.

Withorwlthout engine. 38 to 26 fi. 1ong. For lakes,
rlvera, shailow water and weeds,
CATALOO fREE—ASAVl MONEV —ORDER BY H?IL

Fla - 1T b 10
——D TWO LARGE FACTORIES € ——
THOMPSON BROS. BOAT MFG. CO.

2 Ay W 1212 O SAr,
suantiao wie, (sitkoBiom) GORTUAND. A3,

M. Hoh ner, Inc., Dept. 151, |

place y0’ choee fo' me. Are yo' quite
eure it’s unbeknown to the other ser-
vants?”?

“Nobody knows about it but me, and
the other scrvants that aro here—even if
they sympathize with these villains against
Mr. Johnson—ure only a cook and a wench
of all-work.”

He snapped his fingers again—the sole
audible Loken he ever gave of ex:itement.
in all my brief experience of him. “I've
reeonnoitred—through the eracks. Your
cook seems to ’a’ been Luo busy avsh her
gtove to luok once out o' the kitchen
window, and there's nobody else. at the
back of the tavern.”

“Then our prisoners are safe” said I
“We've only to wait upon Mr. Johneon's
homecoming.” i

“We# he nsked, and I knew that he
was smiling ot me 1n his kindly way. “It’s
yo’ must nttend to that. ‘I'he night 1 kave
to wait fo'; but I don’ want to wait a
plum twenty-fo’ hours, Boy, I'm starting
alone when it's evening.”

N’EED I say that I pleaded to go with
him? Nced I eay that hc long re-
fused me? 1 pointed out to him how,
since he must avoid the probably watchced
road and teke to thc bewildering woeds,
his judgment umong them wonld need the
help of mine. When he was flattcring
erough to suy I had ineured his victory
aver our lute attackers, I hrazenly told
him he could adeyuately reward me only
by introdusing me to further perils. But
[ helieve, at the last, it was bribery that
won him. He happened to confess an
overwhelming fondncss for cold veal pie.
As it happened, 8arsh Nicolls had baked a
hot one for laxt night’s meal—end I
promised to purloin what now remained,
for his loncheon, on the sole condition
that he lel me joursey with him that
evening!

The which was accomplished. I passed
a tense three hours, pretending to enjoy

| childish gatnes witb Susanna on the sands;

| kitchen door stood undefended—and

but cook would never turn from her gacred
occupation oncc dinner was on the fire, o
at noon the pantry shelf just within her
that
pie’s disappearance was later charged to
the discredit of Messra. Black George and
Jim May, no lese, who, fortunately for me,
were assumed to have followed Harry
Whiteasde’s example of a truant holiday,
Myself I excused on the ground that my
cauge wae ac much Mr. Johnson’s as my
own; and, a3 there was alweys a pistol of
excellent Spanish metal kept in the now
empty bar, I pocketed that for good meas-
ure, together with a hand(ul of cartouches
reposing among the pennics and six-pences
in the till.

How Licntenant Pinckney gorged upon
that mcat and pestry when I finally got it
to him!? Kor a eliin young officer, he was
a marvelous trencherman.

“Rut aur prisoners,” I inquircd: “will
not they be hungry?”

He get down the tankard that I had
also filled and smuggled to him. “Belike
they are hungry,” said hc—"and very cer-
tainly they will rcmain so.”

Somehow I came through that long af-
ternoon without the uunatural brightness
of my cycs cxciting my m.other’s anxiety.
I disliked the thonght of how she would
worry when she found e missing nexl.
morning, but boastfully told myself that
such things must have no weight against
the Colonies’ welfare. Fearing she would
prevent my departure did I anyways fore-
warn her, I compromised between my con-
flicting emotions—penned and pushed un-
der her door a nole which sh® must find
at breakfnst time: it infermed her a lit-
tle ambiguously, that I had set out for
the city on private business cennected
with Dr, Franklin. Then I got me early to
bed—this time dressed—eand got out of it
—down my Franklin rod and at thc loft
ladder’s foot—as eoon as I could make sure
that Tent Tavern was sleeping.

There Coatesworth Pinckney awaited
me. It was but a fcw minutes later that
we were scurrying through the sand dunes
toward the marshes beyond which lay
those miles and 1niles of peril-infested for-
ests separating us from distant Philadel-
phia.

I had visions of our left-behind prison-
ers dying of starvation and general hard-
ship in that hole back of thc pigeon loft.
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“It Certainly Does Help with My School Work!”
HERE-’S how fathet's Remington Portable can do double
duty! It comes into action, of course, whenever he has zay
\ business or personal writing to do at home in the evenings,
and it can help you with your home work, besides.
\ You can do your school work more neatly and quickly on
i the Remingron Portable—and you will: soon bccome expert
! in your eyping—a skill which will belp you cvea morce as you
Emw up and go to coliege, and later when yau're lin the
i usiness world. ‘The Remington Portable is an ally of the
! whole family; i's mechanically right; it's quick; it’s easy te
operate; i’s dependable. :
If there’s not already a Remington Portable in your home, i
get Dad to buy one. Tell him how helpful it will bc to him.
You'll be doing him a favor—and yourself, too. :
‘ The Remingtun Portable cun be purchased on termsas low
as $10 down and §5 monthly. Write today for our illuserated |
booklet,“Fer Y ou—For Everybody.” Address Department 6G.

- REMINGTON TYPEWRITER COMPANY
374 Broadway Branches and Dealers Everyu'hers, Necw York
Reming'xon Typewriter Company of Canada, 68 King St., West, Turonto

Remington

TYPEWRITERS
A machine |
for every purpose

ETANDARD
TYPEWRITERS

Remington-made
Par:gon Ribbons
&Red Seal Carbon Pa

@always make good impressions TYPEWRITER AMACHINE

MACHINES
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Any boy can carry a Johnson.

here)

et 38 o S ey )
T weghe 19100 2h b

Yo

% Clhe Boat motor for
Boys-s the Johnson

ASY to start and steer—enceedingly simple to
wontrol—the lightest weight ontboard motor
made=—that’s why the Johnson appeals ta boys.
Johnson engineers have built in the Light Single
and Light Twin a sturdy engine with every power
and speed advantage, an outboard thatll take a
rowboat or canoe anywhere on the lake, and let you
have the best times you've ever had.
Write for our caralogue —have all the informa-
tion about Johnson Full Pivnt Sseering— Quick
Action Magneto — Shock Absorber

other exclusive features,

rive and

You can pay for'a Jobnson while you enjoyit. Ask
your-dealer, He enll alsolet you take one for trial,
JOHNSON MOTORCOQO., 208 Sanple St, South Bend, Ind.
Eastern Distributor and Export:

New York Johnson Mosar Co., Inc.
4 West 615t St., New York, N. Y,

Johnson

Catadizn Diceributor:
Peterbureugh Canoe Co.
Pocerborough, @ntario

Outboard s, Motors

i

WORLD’S

“Let’s pitch eur tent on that wusland”

“Twrri's a peach of a place
to camnp,” said Tommy, point-
ing to a wooded island. “Let’s
make for that preup of pine
trees just ahcad.”

Easily and swiftly the “@Id
Tewn Canoe” sped over the
water. A minute later it was
beached upon a mossy bank.
Soon the tent was pitched
and the two boys were seated
befere a rearing campfire,

“Old Tewn Canocs” arc
ideal fer every camping or
fishing trip. They are remark-

ably light in weight—casy to
handle. “@ld Towns” arc
patterned after actual Indian
models. They are graceful,
fast canoes and — they are
wonderfully steady.

“Old Town Canoces” arc
lew in price too, $64 up. From
dealer or factory.

The 1926 catalog is heauti-
fully illustrated with all mod-
els in full colors. Send for your
free copy today. Ouip Town
Carioe Co.,1694 Middle
Street, Old Town, Maine.

"‘Old Town Canoes”

(Continued from mage 4%)
“What, I ussked as we hurried on,
them?”

Well, the licutcnant was, it appeared,
not near 80 hard-hcarted concerning those
fellows as he had at first scomed. Some-
what shamefaccdly he confessed that, more
tender perkape than prudcemt, he had once,
fora minute, removed the gags sufficiently
Lo give each nan a little water and food.

“But il was rewlly jes' to revlace those
gags mo’ securely alterwards,” Pinckmey
apologiaed.

Nevertheless, 1 fell lighter minded on
the rognes’ account, and pressed with bet-
tet heart npon our journey.

The first part of onr plan was to skirt
the highway through the dunes, and then
opealy traverse it across the salt meadows.
Those virtually deelired suspicions of Jixa
and Black George had convinced the lieu-
temant that a Tory-wamning had indeed
gone out against him, and it was of conrse
this maim track that our enemics nust
have: an eyve on; but we were compelled
to risk following it over the swamps,
which, with iheir pools and pitfalls on
both gides, were even miore dangerous to
life_than any Pine Robbers.

Bowever, once upon firm land, we in-
tended to sfrike straight into the forests,
for—though there the country would be
a$ strange to me 4% to my companion—
he went ever provided with a pocket com-
pass, snd we might (ravel due west, at
some distance from the road, with a cer-
tain degrec of assurunce. Thus we be-
lieved that our worst bit of territory would
come just after our first.

THAT night of July 2nd had fallen very
still. The tide was ont; there was
no wind crossing the heaveny; the moon
rode fair over a field of indigo, and its
illumination made the silver sands as
brilliant as they were hy day, while I
guided the spy in and out through those
white hillocks whose ramifications my
hide-and-seck with Susanna had made
fumiliar. Safely we geined the road where
it was inlersected by the first inlet.

“Now beud double,” said Coatesworth
Pinckney ab my ear: “we don’ know what
eyes may be watching. ¥leep close to one
side o' the way.’

He set the example, and in such fashion
we wenl forward. My heart hammered so
hard that it must visibly have meved my
jacket, and there was not a shadow in the
marshes, not a clump of stones along our
course, hut I mstook i, for an ambush.
Once, a big fish jmoped clear of the water
in some neighhboring siream, and I near
died of alarm—und yel there was no mo-
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ment of that long crossing when I really
wanted lo abaadon the adveature or
wished mysell abed in Tent Tavern,

Nor did anything untoward befall us
during all this stage of our journcy; we
uined the woods, cascd our cramped
odies by a resumption of man’s proper
postute and, cvery little while censulling
compass by the carefully guarded flame
of the licutenamt’s tinder box, [orged ahead
as quietly as might be, but much relieved,
for what must have been ten miles of
progress,. We were zbout to pick our way
over the gully of a dricd-up stream, and
the moon was seiling, cre there came the
true alarm.

“Stop!” Coatesworth Pinckney’s out-
stretched hand Tell heavily upon wy shoul-
ler.

I looked a question. Refore he could
frame amy answer, there arrived enc morc
convincing.

During the last fiftcen or twenty min-
utes, we must unconsciously have swung
a good distance foward the road. which
lay on our right, to the nerth of us. Qur
westward pregress we could determine and
maintsia dircetly, but the beads of that
highway we could mot of course detect
becauee of the woods that we kept on our
flank for & sereen: now. ftom over there
beyond the trees, issued a sound of many
footfalls,

My lowest tones inquired: “Shall we
hide?”

“Stand perfectly stilll” tbe spy com-
manded.

I mecant to do so, but fortunc would not
havc it, I was at the very cdge of a lit-
tle declivity where we had come to pause;
es my body stiffened, a projccting lump
of carth gave way beneath onc of my feet.
I lost my balanee and, with what seeumed
2 tremendous noise, roilcd head over heels
down the gully’s side.

Dehind that tree-screcn, the footfalls
stopped. A miowment’s ominous silence--
the choking silence of startled men—en-
sucd. And then 1ose. rancous voices;

“D'ye hear?”

“VWhich way were it?”

“Thin way!"”

I scrambled back to Pinckney—hut to
what purpose? Whoever these men might
be, they seemed to have been on the look-
out fer somebody: they were already
charging toward us. Nol yet could we
see them, for the underbiush was dense;
still, it crashed before ihgir advance, and
their unbridled shouts! drew  instantly
aearer.

(To be continued in the May num-
ber of THE AMERICAN Boy.)

Tierney Meets a Millionaire

(Continued from page 13)

“My, my!"” cxclaimed Mr. Walsingham.
‘Perhaps I ceuld rcform him and make
him give me back my Turner.”

“Perhaps vou could” Tierney twirled
his hard-boiled iid ncrvously and stared
delly at the miliionaire as an idle butcher’s
boy would stare at a dead fish, “Perhaps
you could get up early some morning and
move the Palisades across the Hudson.
There's nn tellin’.”

IIE butler announced that luncheom

was served and Tieruey was intro-
duced to Miss Briggs.

f:_JPIeased to meet ya, Miss Riggs,” he
suld.

“Briggs,” said Mr. Walsingham.

“Hriggs,” cchoed Tierney. “You know
Miss Spivis, ma’am—Sally Ann 8pivis?
She pliys the melodjun by note. She's a
little deei bnl, she can certainly claw the
ivories.”

“You sre a musician, Mr, Tierney?”

| Miss Briggs asked, dewurely dropping her

hsnds in her lap after she had.raken her
scat. 2t the tuble. And as Tierney sar
down, thc whele mansion was flled with
the scftest and most beautiful music he
had ever heard. 1t came like a colorful
cloud seemingly from nowhere. He looked
to Mr. Walsingbam, marveling.

“Just the pressure of a little button
undevr the table,” explained hig host, tuck-
ing big silvery side whiskers into his vest
es the soup was scrved. “The organ

manual and the barps and violins are in
the music Toom on the top floor, but the
radio transmits the selection to every cor-
ner of the house.”

“Wiil you have some celery, Mr.—Ur-
wh'?” usked Miss Briggs.

“Tiemey’s me name.  Yee, ma'am.”

“Ha! laughed Mr. Walsingham.

icyney rcached for the cut glass tray
but couldw’t gquite make it.

“Will yeu push it over, Mr. Waltz?” he
zsked, for the butler had rctired.

“IIclp yoursclf.” Tictney was amazed
to bchold the dish of celery move toward
him, neatly dodging his Mread and lut-
ter plate without bcing teuched by a
hand.

“Magnews.” explained Mr. Walsingham.
“Clever? Another little button teuched.
Tray has steel bottom, you know. Can
move anylhing in the room anywhere. De
it for amusement, you koow.” 2

Ticrney was pop-eyed. “That’s going
seme,” he admitted. 1le yvas raising a
fark laden with cold turkey to his mouth
when Lhere was a sudden rattle ef pistol
shots. He jumped te his feet and reached
for his hind pocket.

“My mistake,” shouted Mr. Walsing-
ham. “Pressed the wroag button, got the
rccord, Memories of Bull Run.’"

A scrving table moved slowly, steadily,
from the wall of the dining room, closed
up o the table, and the soup dighes moved
o=,
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“Cripes!” said Tierney, as the carrier
rolled away and the pantry door opened
for it.

“I get a group of big inventors together
every month or so,” explained the host,
“and we work out some new electrical
jigger. Hal barrels of fun!”

“I never see the beat of this, Mr.
Waltz,” panted Tierney. “Ain’t you afraid
this electricity’ll bust loose during a thun-
derstorm or sumpin’ and hurt somebody ?”

“Maybe,” said the millionaire. “I never
thought of that.”

“Oh, about the burglars’ plcmc, broke
in Miss Briggs curiously. “Do tell us
about it, Mr.—Ur-ruh. Do you really—"

“Oh, yes"' shouted Mr. Walsingham, ex-
citedly. “T alinost forgot. I want to offer
a prize of ten thousand dollars in gold for
the burglar that makes the least noise get-
ting out of a house. They can use this
house. It’s equipped with microphoncs that
will make the records of the contestants.
They can hold the contest any hour of
any night. We won’t sit up or be dis-
turbed 1n the slightest. None of the doors
or windows will be Jecked. The micro-
phones will register and show just which
burglar gets out the most quietly.”

“And you'll all be asleep while this is
going on?”

“Why, of course.

“But suppose a hurg]ar doesn’t bether
about the prize when he can pick up $200,-
000 worth of gems and carry off a million-
dollar painting?”

“I'll trust them, Mr. Tierncy. Remem-
ber the old adge, ‘Do Unto Others’”

The repast was ended

“T got to go now,” said Bonehead. And
when he was again cafe in his cottage, the
kitchen stove shaken down and Rover fed,
he threw up his arms and shouted:

“Apple sauce! Apple saucc! That’s what
that )bozo is handing me. He’s crazy as a
fox!'

HE baseball season had not yet started

and news was scarce in the offices of
the great New York newspapers. City
editors were scrambling frantically for
some feature to fill up their columns when
commuters from_ the pretty villages of
Northern New Jersey began sending in
copies of the Bergen Beacon with the
ironical announcement of the DBurglars’
Annual Picnic and the story of the inter-
view with Walsingham.

Next to a good murder mystery the dis-
covery of a new kind of nut brings the
greatest cheer to the hard working slaves
of the press. Here were two nuts, Wal-
singham and Tierney, engaged in a com-
bat of wits just a few miles from the big
town. Reporters were hurried to the
cottage of the detective and the mansion
of the burglars' friend.

One enterprising cditor hired a well-es-
tablished burglar to enter the Walsingham
castle and stroll through it after mid-
night. Not a door or window was locked.
No alarm was given. Mr. Walsingham
and his household slept the sleep of the
just. But, in.order that the editor might
not be guilty of compounding a felony,
the hired marauder of the night was not
allowed to remove anything from within,
a detective being placed on guard to see
that he did not steal.

Thousands of half-baked reformers in
the great city were gripped by unjustified
\excitement and Walsingham was hailed as
a man with a great humane idea. The
old question of whether crooks were not
mercly mentally sick people came to the
fore once more.

At police headquarters the inspectors
and detectives went about their tasks of
protecting the public with queer strained
looks. They began to feel as if they
themselves should be in prison and the
crooks enjoying life.

In a handsome bachelor apartment on
Riverside Drive, with study windows over-
looking the Hudson and the pleasant dis-
tant shore of New Jersey, Mr. Stuart
Bromlcy Bertwhistle, gaunt, narrow of
face, piercing of eye and with the beak of
an eagle read all of the papers, morning
and afternoon, and roared with joy.

“Whiffen,” he called to his valet, a
thick-necked person with shoulder mus-
cles so heavy that he looked a hunch-
back. “@h, Whiffen!”

“Yes, sir.’

“As soon as the excitement across the
river dies down, we will get husy.”

“Yes, sir. Meaning Mr. Walsingham?”

“Right-o. And meaning that small but
wonderful gem of the painter’s art, ‘Spring-
time,’ by Corot. I crave it, Whiffen. And
there Is also a certain emerald, a scarab,
and an intaglio that I must have if I am
to die in peace.” He stroked a drooping
blonde moustache, dropped the monacle
from his right eye and gazed contentedly
toward the promised land of thousands of
flat dwellers.

“Whiffen?”

“Yes, sir.”

“It’s Walsingham's great age and his
enormous amount of money. He has soft-
ening of the brain. We'll just run over
there in the fast car and take what we
want after the papers have tired of all
this silliness. This Ticrncy person may
not have softening of the brain. Perhaps
he hasn’t enough brains to get softened.”

“Shall I get out our old mob, sir?”

“Mob? Hardly, Whiffen. I will do it
myself and you will merely drive the car.
Have you ever heard of Silent Mr. For-
rester’'s splitting up with any common
burglar?”

“No, sir.”

As the sun went down beyond the Palis-
ades and the far-off hills of the Ramapo
Mountains, Silent Mr. Iorrester sat and
mused, happy over the prospect of get-
ting a few rare objects he desired. A man
of keen intellect. but without the remotest
trace of a sense of right and wrong, he
did not fear prison. He had been caught
and sent up twicc but each time had man-
aged to escape. To him it was casier to
get out than to get in.

The unintellectual of crookdom, he de-
cided, would stay shy of the Walsingham
invitation to come and rob the custle.
They would look on it as a plant, a trap.
But Forrester knew the old millionaire as
an eccentric. Stealing his Turner paint-
ing had been as easy as taking a lollypop
from a child.

The baseball season opened and Cres-
skill, N. J,, disappeared from the map as
far as the news went. Tierney dug in his
little garden and Mr. Walsingham pot-
tered around his electrical playthings,
making of his splendid mansion a habita-
tion for witches and wizards—and never
drawing a bolt or turning a key to win-
dow or door when night fell.

Y the passing of summer, Tierney and

“Waltz-me-Again,” as the old detec-
tive jocularly called the rich man on the
Palisades, became chummy. Mr. Wal-
singham was never driven to the village
that he did not stop by Ticrncy’s cottage
for a chat.

“Performing any new miracles?” asked
the Bone one morning as the two stood
on his front porch watching the first snow
dancing in the dark boughs of the leaf-
less trees.

“Working on levitation now,” chuckled
Mr. Walsingham.

“What's that?”

“Destroying gravny.”

“Shoot again.’

“Well, for instance, 1f I could make your
old dog jump in the air and then press a
button and keep him up in the air, that
would be levitation.”

“Yeh? Turn him into a bird?”

“Not exactly. Of course I could man-
age it with magnets, just as a trick. You
have heard of Mohammed’s coffin being
suspended that way, haven't you?”

“I knew a Turk named Mohammed. He
kept a restaurant in Washington Street
but the only thing he suspended was pay-
ment when his bills come in. Turks are
foxy people.”

“Ha. But, say, according to all the
stories I've read about police work—and
I've read about all of them—this is about
the time the burglars and safe crackers
get busy in the country towns, isn’t it?”

“You're right for once. The people

close their windows at night, and no-
body heuars the noise when a safe 1s blown
or a neighbor yells for the cops.’

“I'll tell you a secret, Mr. Tierney.”
Mr. Walsingham’s eyes "twinkled as he
smoothed out his side whiskers. “I'm ex-
pecting a visitor almost any morning Jjust
before daybreak.”

“It’s a wonder to me you don’t have
them every morning and that you’ve even
got a hat to wear”

“I was thinking T would let you in on
an experiment on burglar reformation and
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The best part

of

Ever figure out why

a Lifebuoy shower
peps you up so?

AFTER a stiff ball practise or a
gruelling match of tennis— ey,
doesn’t a shower feel good?
You're hot, sticky, sweaty, all
tired out—you want to get
cooled off. Butdid youever
stop to figure out just wiy
it makes you fecl so good?
Perspiration and dust have
clogged upall the pores in your
body. Your skin is smothered
—agood,soapy Lifebuoy lath-
ering all over opens up the
pores again—Ilets the skin
breathe.

That’s the idea of the Life-
buoy every-day bath. Perspi-
ration and body waste are
clogging up your pores, not
only during violent exercise, but
every hour in the twenty-four.
This clogged-up condition is
enough in the long run to pull
down your vitality.

Yourcoach will tell you there’s
nothing better to keep you in top
form—yvigorous— healthy, than
to keep clean—flood out all these
poisons every day with Lifebuoy.

You'll like Lifebuoy. It's a
real he-boy soap— the kind big

training

s

athletes use. The first time you
try it you'll see why. Its orange-
red is the color of pure palm fruit
oil. Lifebuoy has a kick to it—
a fine, clean anziseptic smell that
disappearsinajiffy. It makesyou
feel better—peppier—more alive
than any soap you've ever used.

Ask your mother to get some
today, or buy a cake yourself.
Start the Lifebuoy daily bath
habit tomorrow. And, by

the way, millions of the fel-
lows are using the Lifebuoy
Wash-up Chartas a check-
up on training
habits. Send
g forit. It’s free.
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Lever Bros. Co., Dept. 11, Cambridge, Mass.
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“Every Boy Should
Learn to Shoot”

says General George W. Wingate

Founder of Creedmore. In-
treduced rifle training in the
National Guard. Member of
the First U. S. Rifle Team
to go abroad. Founder of the
Public Schoels’ Atchletic
League.

“Not only because it develops
steadiness of nerve and body and
is an interesting sport, but because
in the day when our country will
callupon her youth to defend her,
if the boys have learned to handie
a rifle the nation can defy an ag-
gressor.”

General Wingate is but one of
many leading men who urge boys
to take up this valuable training.
Many prominent sportsmen, athletes
and trainers say that the boy who
learns marksmanship with the Daisy
Air Rifle is not only having a world
of fun, but is getting a real training
that will help him in any form of
sport or work he undertakes. Ask
your dealer to show you the Daisy
Pump Gun, a 50-shot repeater for
$5.00. Other Daisy models $1.00 to
$5.00. Any Daisy model ¢ent on re
ceipt of price, if your dealer does not
have it. Illustrated circular sent free.

DAISY MANUFACTURING CO.,
Plymouth, Mich., U.S. A.

BOYS!

Get Your Free Copy
of the Daisy Manual!

Go to your nearest hardware or sporting
goods dealer and ask him for a free copy of
the Daisy Maaual.

(Continued from pnge 49)
restitution of stolen goods.”

“I'd like to be there with a good .38
calibre jgun and a blackjack to help in the
reform.”

“You might spend the evenings with me
for a few weeks. I could send the car-
riage for you at sunset when my man
comes to the village for the last mail and
he could bring you home in the morning.
How’s that?”

“Could I bring the mutt?”

“Oh, no, no, no. He might frighten my
visitor and I wouldn’t have him fr ightened
for the world.”

“All right, I'm game.”

“Tll have two cots placed in the labora-
tory. You've never becn in the laboratory.
You'll see something.”

“I believe it.”

“He has arrived. He's in the hall. He's
in the reception room. Ic's going into
the art gallery.” The two watched the
telltale lights, while through the micro-
phone came the soft touch of feet on rugs
and even the breathing of the visitor.

The red light flared and a button was
pressed.

“Ow!” came from below. “Ow! Ouch!”

“Give him a little more,” urged Ticrney.
“Shake his clothes off, Wultz.”

Added pressure resulted in a yell.

“He thought he had my Corot,” chuck-
led Mr. Walsingham. “But the Corot has
got him.” He lifted his finger and they
heurd the rush of feet in the gallery. There
was a frantic tugging at the door and a
dash from window to window but the
heavy outside shut-
ters, painted to re-

That night Tierney
fed Rover plentifully,
locked up securely,
and rode in state to
the castle, high above
the Hudsen and the
Northern Valley,
where he got his first
glimpse of the million-
alre’s play room, as he
called it.

Little lights, each
numbered, like the
signals of a telephone
operalors switch-
board, twinkled upon
a painted wap of the
plan of cuch floor of
the g|eat mansion.

“See,” explained
Mr. Walsingham,
“that. light shows that

First,

And then

The Schooner That
Sailed by Itself

old Dan’l
skipper these many years, had Hal
to sail the Sylvia B home E
alone—“dratted crew got sick.”
Then, he had only his son, it
Dolph—Dolph the forge-boy,
Dolph the landsman,
the amateur actor—to help
him. That wasn’t much better.

prising thing that happened to
old Dan’], and to the Sy/via B,
and particularly to Dolph the
landlubber! It’s all in the salty
sea yarn by Kenneth Payson

semble oak, were of
steel.

There was a crash-
ing sound.

“What's happened?”
gasped Tierncy.
“Oh, nothing much.
1 just shot a
chair in front of him
and he tumbled over

Barnet,

“Try something else
Dolph rough ” pleaded Tier-

A volley of pistol
shots rang out, min-
gled with the sound
of upsetting furniture
as the visitor tried to
seek cover.

“Help! Help! Mur-
der!” shriecked the

the sur-

Miss Briggs is in the Kempton, “The Deep Dis- burglar.

library and this twink- guise.” “As I live,” shouted
! 3 . . ««
ling light is telling me In the MAY Mr. Walsmgham it's

that she is taking a
book out of the his-
tory shelves. Now

American Boy

my old friend Sir
Richard Calverly. I

recognize the voice.

watch.” He spoke in-
to a silver mouth-
picce. “Go into the painting gallery, Miss
Priggs, please,and touch that Corot treas-
ure of mine.”

Lights danced in record of her passage
from room to room. Then a large red
light flared and a yowl of protest came to
them from a dictaphone plate somcwhere
in the laboratory.

“Tt’s all right, Miss Driggs,” spoke Mr.
Walsingham, pressing a button. Then,
turning to Tierney: “Bo you remember
thosc old-fashioned electric batteries you'd
catch hold of and not be able to drop?
Samc thing. Only it has been greatly im-
proved. I could turn on enough current
to shake the clothes from a person touch-
ing one of my pictures.”

ROM below came the voice of Miss

Briggs. “I can’t get out.”
“Pardon 1me.)” Another button was
pressed.

“Boy, I got yah!” exclaimed Tierney.
“You let ‘em in but you don't let 'em out,
huh?”

“Exactly. And my system of micro-
phones lets me hear the faintest movement
and locates it for me. You see I can
practically rope and tie an intruder with
electricity, lock him in and then sit here

and read him a lecture on ‘Do Unto
Others! Ha.”
“Two ha’s,” laughed Tierney., “It’s some

dose you could give a guy. But suppose
you’re sound asleep when the bird strolls
n?”

“Here” Mr. Walsingham showed him
the lining of his pillow. “At the touch of
door or window I get a mild shock, just
eneugh of a shock to awaken me and the
map shows me just where the gentleman
may be standing. 1'll wake you up if there
is anything doing.”

The snow was deep on the western
slope of the great rock wall that shuts
off New Jersey from New
York before Mr. Walsing-
ham received the mild elec-
trical jolt behind his right
ear. It was a fine night for
burglars, heavy clouds ob-
scuring every star, a high
wind driving the white
flakes in great whirling
clouds.

Mr. Walsingham poked
Ticrney in the ribs.

We'll be right. down.
Have a chair. Go
ahead, please. Sit down in a chair. That’s
right. Now try to get up. You can’t? That
is very good.”

They strolled down thLe broad stairs lcis-
urely and entered the picture gallery,
flooded with light. Silent Mr. Forrester
sat in a gilt chair, helpless in his invisible
bonds.

“I thought you would reform your
ways,” said Mr. Walsingham. “You are
going to return my priceless Turner paint-
mg. Just where is 1t now’

“In my apartment.” Torrester, an old
hand in the game of taking other’ people'’s
belongings, did not turn a hair. His only
chance was to bargain for his liberty. “Let
me go and TN send it to you.”

“You get it here and I'll let you out,”
was the return offer. “What is the ad-
dress?”’

“I Il take you there.”

“Start some more steel hail,” suggeat(-d
Tierney. “This is a tough blrd

Forrester hurriedly blurted out his ad-
dress.

“Oh, Riverside Drive!” exclaimed Mr.
Walsingham. “T’ll get the police up there
immediately.”

An hour later Mr. Walsingham was in-
formed of the recovery of his precious
painting, and of the uncovering of stolen
jewels reaching into the hundreds of thou-
sands of dollars. He then turned to Tier-
ney in unstinted appreciation of his assis-
tance.

“My friend,” he cried, “if it hadn’t been
for the publicity you gave my humble en-
deavors to reform the wayward, I might
never have got my Turner back. You
have played a great part in an entirely
successful experiment.”

“Huh!” grunted Tierney, deftly slipping
a pair of handcuffs on Silent, Mr. Forres-
ter. “Experiment is right. But I'll wait
with callin’ it entirely successful till I've
turned this bird over to our
brave guardeens of law and
order.”

He prodded Forrester
ahead of him to the door,
and turned there to send a
parting shot at his erratic
millionaire friend. “Say,”
wheezed, “if I see unyone
looking for a nut already
cracked, I'll send him up
here to the castle.”
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‘The Louisville Slugger Bat can’ 't
give you a “batting eye™, but it can give you
confidence and increase your hits. Its driving
power, its wonderful balance and feel, the knowl-

edge that 9o%, of all great uluggera use it,
1ams  will help make a slugger of you. Autozraph
% models used by these twelve leading hitters,
\\, and many other models, at your dealer's.

/The Knack of Batting FREE

4 Written especially for amateurs. Write
for free copy today. Know the gens
uine Autograph Louisville Slugger
&\ Bat by facsimile signature of the
player burned in the barrel end,
and by the Louisville Slugger ova al
i\ trade-mark. HILLERICH &
RADSBY CO., Incorperated,

iy Dept. A., Louisville,
Kentucky.
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STUDY
ART at
HOME

Reliable Instruction
by Professional Artists
in Commercial, Cover a:.d.
Story Lllustration in all meu-
Juwi Color, Design.  Fary.

to- nndorttnud lessons. . Per-
sonal erilicism by Franklin Booth, L. M_ Phoenix.
¥. E. Schoonover. Gayie Hoskins. Wm H. Gerth, and
others. Individual instructionat ourstudios in various
cities. Write for Bulletin A-B.

THE PHOENIX ART INSTITUTE, Inc.
Spectalizing tn the Training of Professional Artists
350 Madisan Ave., New Yurk City  1200-2nd Ava. Sa., Minoeapalis, Minn.

Power Without Powder

Crosman Pneumatic .22

Greatest .22 rifle ever made.
Invented by West Pointer. Air
under tremendous pressure gives
plenty power in field, adjustable
for indoor or yard practice.
Noiseless, smokeless, never needs
cleaning. Most accurate .22 on
the market.

Used by Explorers,
Army Men, Etc.

Sutton took it on African hunt.
Lieut. Quackenbos says, “Amaz-
ing accuracy.” Puts bullet after
bullet through same hole. @ut-
shoot your friends who use pow-
der guns. Saving on ammunition
soon pays for gun. Not mere air-
gun—a real man’s arm in every
respect. Pride of America’s
sportsmen.

FULLY ENDORSED BY
AUTHORITIES

Free booklet tells all about it
—letters from experlenced marks
men giving their axperie.
pleins  wonderful sclf clcmmg
feature — astonishing aecuracy —
shows new-shaped bullet-—other
startling new features, Write for
your free copy at once.

Crosman Arms Company
392 St. Paul St., Rochester. N. Y.
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Chasin’ Mr. Clancarty

(Continued from page 16)

Clancarty, although this was strictly
against rules. But that was on a ten-car
train hauling merchandise from a railroad
terminal to a great department store, and
he merely sat by the engineman’s side on
the motor’s seat and watched the head-
light on the wet and rocky track under
the narrow rails.

There were about thirty-five big build-
ings in the Loop that got their coal and
disposed of their ashes by the underground
tunnel, at night, when the merchandise
traffic was off the routes, and Rabbit
couldn’t guess where he was traveling next.
The ash train went roaring past tunnel
intersections and by passes which were
marked by faint elcctric lights in the
gloom.

He rolled over on his stomach, put a
hand out to the metal side of the car as
the ashes settled lower, and wondered if
he could crawl forward, squirn over the
connccting couplings and reach the loco-
motive. But one glance at thc cement
curve above his head scared the Rabbit
out of that idea. The trolley wire was a
dancing lightning flash, and thc bumping
of the train seemed to heave him right
up against it every now and then. -

“This old bus was ncver madc for pas-
sengers,” thought Rabbit. “But bein’ one,
I better lay close. Clancarty’ll slow down
for the next ash dump to fill somec cars
behind, and then I'll vamoose and run
ahead and catch him with this message.”

ANGING his head over the side he

saw the dim long tunnel stretching
forward and back. When they passed the
cleetric three-way switches, wherc dim
tunnels led to either side, Rabbit was
treated to a great display of snapping fire-
works so close that it made his hair stiffen.
The ashes weren’t exactly a pleasant pil-
low in which to burrow one's head, but at
times he jammed his face close down on
them to shut out the blue lights.

Up over his head, forty or fifty feet, he
reflected that thousands of night prome-
naders were passing and the night-workers
in the sub-story engine rooms and base-
ments of the big buildings were all on
their jobs, while he, Rabbit Shanks, was
being bowled along without any idea of
either direction or destination. Mr. Clan-
carty would surely bring up under some
other ash dump pretty soon, and Rabbit
could hustle off cre the deluge descended
on the empties.

Then he felt the train roaring down an
incline, and he caught a glimpse of the
dim clectric lights that marked the steel
gates of the river section. There were
electrically-operated pumps here to take
care of any seepage, but the little train
went carccning to the lowest level and
then up the incline without Rabbit getting
any glimpse of more than cement walls
and roof. He knew it was the motor
engineer’'s busincss to stop and throw
switches when necessary and to look out
for the electric signals at the by passes,
but at night there were no other trains
running.

There are three thousand freight cars
and a hundred and thirty electric locomo-
tives cngaged in the busy unseen traffic
of the deep tunncls, but Rabbit on his
ash car joy-ride had’ the road to himself
this night.

“Why don’t Clancarty stop somcwhere?”
he muttered. “This is gettin’ fierce—
can't hardly breathe! The way the dust
comes siftin’ back on the wind this old
train makes, is a fright! Hi—Mr. Clan-
carty!”

But Rabbit might as well have shouted
at the wcather man twenty stories high
over Chicago as at thc cnginecr who,
snuggled down on his low seat in the front
of his motor, was roaring on his way
through the dim passages.

Once the outfit slowed down, and Rab-
bit caught glimpses of an elevator shaft
over his head. He knew that the little
open cars were frequently lifted many
stories up through the big business houses
to unload on different floors, and at all
the terminals they came to the surface
level for the transfer of frcight. Again
the train shot past a great timber chute

opening on the tunnel, and Rabbit knew
that here the dirt from the decp founda-
tion of some new building was being
dumped lower still for transportation out
of the district. Deeper than anything in
the city, save the driven foundation sup-
ports themselves, ran the freight tunnels,
but the cliff dwellers of the high buildings
knew nothing of the underground workers
who were as busy and as important in the
city’s lifc as they.

Rabbit Shanks with the blue envelopc
buttoned into his ash-reeking coat lay on
his back staring up at the weird light of
the snapping trolley polc ahcad of his ash
car. He had given up the idea of escap-
ing in any such time as half an hour, for
he knew the train was far outside the
Loop district now and hastening on.

“Say,” he exclaimed to himself sud-
den1y| ““this dog-gonc train is headed for
the dump away out on ‘Thirteenth Street
and Grant Park! And out there there’s a
big derrick that takes these dirt cars and
swings 'em forty feet in the air and dumps
’em out where they're fillin’ in to make
the new lake shorc! Got to find Clan-
carty before that happens!”

The blue-lighted spccial was thundering
down a long straight stretch of dim tunnel
now; then it seemed to be slowly ascend-
ing. Rabbit was clear out of his hunting
grounds now, he reflected; and there was
nothing to do but keep on with this mys-
terious trip. Then—almost as suddenly
as he had been catapulted down through
the ash chute from the Trust Building
boiler room, he was swiftly jerked out into
the open. Clear air, fresh air and cold
lake breezes began to fan the dust up and
over his face.

“Well, say—" gasped Rabbit. Then he
saw that now the trolley connection was
much higher, and that he could sit up
and stare about. But if he had been
speeding in a Pullman across his native
deserts in the Southwest, he couldn’t have
been more puzzled. There was rough,
frozen land about him, while away off to
the north lay the towers and peaks of the
city, all briliant with lights. Staring ahead
he could make out the cold rolling waves
of Lake Michigan. The roadbed was
mighty rough out here, for it ran over
improvised trestles and around miniature
hills made by the stuff excavated in the
city and thrown out here on which to
build the park upon which the city chil-
dren would play some day.

ABRIT sat up higher and dusted him-

self again. “There’s the tunnel dis-
posal station and the big steam crane, all
lit up like a jeweler’s window, and it'll
grab these cars and— hold on, here’s
where I get off! I've had plenty of rail-
roadin’ with Mr. Clancarty !”

The rattling, jerking line of little cars
was slowing, coming to a halt on an un-
finished switch just under the great der-
rick arm. Rdbhlt hit the cinders with a
bump but on both feet. Instantly he was
running on alongside the slowly moving
ash train, dusting himsclf vigorously with
both hands, spitting out dust and trying
to get his eyes wider open.

“TI hope this is some important mes-
sage,” gasped Rabbit. “Next time I won't
get chesty and brag that I can lay my
hands on anybody right in thirty minutes!
No, sir—I—" he had stopped alongside
the throbbing black little locomotive. On
the other side were the bright lights from
the disposal station whose crew were al-
ready preparing to hoist thc cars and
shake them free of contents down in the
twenty-foot fill.

But Rabbit had caught sight of some-
one descending on that other side. He
raced around the locomotive and reached

im.

“Hello, Mr. Clancarty! Gee, I been
chasin’ you all around under Chicago, and
you been jerkin’ me full of more ashes
than I ever want to see in my life again!
Say, here’s a message—and because it was
vou I volunteered to deliver it—in thirty
minutes! Bet I ain’t more'n fifteen off
at that!”

“Clancarty?"”

(Continued on page 63)

The thrilli

experiences o

Real stories of

ing

victories won by

sure-footedness in tight places

F EVERY one of you boys could only read the wonder-
fully interesting letters that we received in the Grip
Sure Prize Contest! You would get a thrill out of the
stories of exciting moments in close-fought games—
stirring races—daring climbs.

“The suction-cup soles of Grip Sures gave me the sure-

footedness and confidence I needed to win.

”»

“These live,

springy soles with the suction-cups helped my speed.”
“I felt safe when the other fellows were afraid of slipping

—they didn’t have Grip Sures!

i

The writers of these letters know by experience that
Grip Sures give a surer foothold than any other shoe for
starting, running, stopping, climbing, without danger of

slip or skids.

“Also,” they wrlte,
certainly know how to

“Grip Sures last longer. You
make them tough and serviceable

without being heavy. Light and comfortable, they never

tire my feet.”

Grip Sures are the shoes you should have for outdoor
wear this spring and summer. Be sure you ask for them by
name. The suction-cup soles are patented—you can’t get

them in any other shoe.

If your shoe or sporting goods

store hasn’t them, write us.

The Beacon Falls Rubber Shoe Company

Makers of Top Notch
Dept. A-10

and Canvas Rubber-Soled Footwear
Beacon Falls, Conn.

First Prize ($100) Hamilton P.

Sixth Prize ($25) ‘“Mickey’® De

twinners ofthe $10 and §5prizes.
mailed to ail the ducky boys.

Winners i $500 “Eo¥TEs

Second Prize ($50) Howard W. Lannin
Thicd Prize ($25) William Casper

()
Fourth Prize ($§25) Floyd A. Waby,
Brookings, S. D.
Fifth Prize ($25) Juan A. Crug,
Manila, P. I.

Detroit, Mich.
Space does not permit us to pudblish here the forty
Checks have busn

The
il Easton, TOP NOTCH
ontiac, Miclk. L b
Massillon, Ohio . worary
Iwaukee, Wis. 4 pocketsizebooks

on The Strategy
of Baseball, Training
That Wins, Manual
of Camping, and Ten
Tricks in BasketBall—
mailed for 10 cents.

Burger,

2
W hat
“TOP NOTCH"
means on any
canvas shoe

Grip Sure is only one style
in the complete line of Top
Notch Canvas Shoes, which
include suction-cup soles,

soles, crepe soles.
All popular styles: prices to
fit any pocketbook. No
matter what style you buy,
the Top Notch name and
mark assures long, satis-
factory wear.
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a rolid shank (or
tha butven hele.

Emblem Yet?

Jeoin the Diogenes Club
Now and Get @ne FREE

HERE'S a handsome emblem that
every American boy should wear.
It's an emblem of Honesty— offered
hy Diogenes¥®, to fellows who want to
be honest with their shaving career.

Jein the Junior Diogenes Club and get yours
now. The membership cests only a quarter and
entitles you to a regular Durham-Duplex razor
and ope of the Blades Men Swear By—Not At
H you already use the Burham-Buplex you con
get an emblem free by sending in two red Bur-
ham-Buplex blade wrappers,

“Picgenes, the aocient phi-
losophcr, searched all over the
carth for an honest man and
after many centuries discov-
red him making the famous
Durham-Buplex Blades.

o

,,,///H W

Diogenes—take a last lnok ot
his geliskers Liefure he shaves
them wath his henest Duyiem
Puplex.

NBEW DURHAM-DUPLEX SETS
Iancluding two 50c. packages of Durham-

Duplex Bliudes $1.50. Interchangenhle
blades S0c. fer packaie of S.

PURIIAM-DUPLEX RA70R CO.
Jersey City, N. I

APPLICATION

Durhain Duplex Razor Co

Be.n.d rmaor, blade and amblem,

Jarsey Cit
1 enciose 250, for membueh iv in the !;:onngu Clab

Bafety Type

Fuctorier Jersey Oity: ‘ihemeld
Wpg.: Parss, Franoe; Toromso, Oan.
Julea Rop 2 1 inall X
-l
BLANK_,

I prafer long handled typo

I saciose twe bLlado wrappers.

Plause send membership emblem

't
¥
i

Name
1
]

Y ZIP-ZIP
Here’s a Joy
Bringer

for the Boys

 We h.\hsns cw26 Loy~ euziat

%3 b ha Zip-Zip
00t has mads lhoumhdn

and thousands buppy It Your

sportiug guola dealer happens

nottobavethem

order from us.

2(P-2IP SHOOTER

35¢ or 3for $1.00

AUTOMATIC RURRER CO.

Dept. 87 Colurabia, S. .

Your unruly
hair hasn’t a

™ ARCHERY TACKLE

We make bractical bows, arrows, arm guards,
aad quisera for boye and girta, Bowd 83.90. &.90
aud np; Arrawa 50 and 75 cents.

Writesor price l{st end Archery Comes.
R. W, Jacabs, 42 Cushing Ave.. Compells. Mass.

chance!

BEAR won’t talk back to a

high-powered weapon . . .Nor
will your stubborn hair—to Stacomb.
Is your hair unruly? It hasn’t a
chance when Stacomb gets into action.
Stacomb keeps it smoothly in place—
all day. Counteracts dandruff too. In
jars, tubes and liquid form. Any diug
store,

Bt ort

B FREE @FFER-----------

Standaril T.aborutories, In

ne.,
Dept. R-28, 113 W. 18th St. N. v. C.
Please scud me, free of cherge, a gener-
038 samplc tuke of Stacomd.

Nume

Build and
Fly Model

Aeroplanes

Every Boy's Airplane
The nlmpl:lﬁ-m- make o ,.w
Medel Afrplane; ail purte

the JN4 D2
'rmmmg Plade: Camphoti:
Constractian o«m $7.00

IpEAL qmm D:—nwlmn anid
Ln;!ﬂ::l.!uﬁl
)y

rendy ta pat together with-

oub_naile i

Anyans can fa it fa 2 hra. "““.;::“’“"“-' w ‘:_'r‘;"ll“““

Beautilul Monoplano Mo'  Sians n,.{‘m?a,“,- il o

del; 3l t; wlnu aJ\rMi we.ufnlrrg Fiver: NC.d

a eriat,

o uusf' Niedport or"ra".ﬂa Moo

Poatpail, plane; or Cacil Peali Racar.
(Sclof 7. Bt 25 poatpai;

Complefe 48pp. Catalog of

Auclels, Parts, Suppites, 5¢.

1deal Aeroplane & Su|
410 W. Broadway, Na

JK ANSWEEING ADVERT(SDMENTS. D SOLH TO GIVE
YOUR FULL NaAME AXD COMPLETEADDRESS,

CORRECL LY
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For the Boys to Make

By A. Necly Hall

Author of “Boy Craftsman,” “Homemuade Games,” etc.

A Desk Lamp

FLAT-TOP desk, like
the one I told you
how to make in a
recent article, is not cem-
plete without a lamp. The
photegraph shows my
humemade model. Tt is a
prictical lamp, easily bullt
of inexpensive parts. A tin
bread pun forms the shade,
iren gus pipe amd ﬁtting:s
form the upright and
»rackel, and a rowud block
and a lard pal cover
weighted with lead make
the besc,

Ihgures 1 to 6 in the
accompanying diagram
show the parts of the
lamp ready for assem-
bling. First, cut a eircu-
lar base block 5% in-
ches in diameter (A,
Fig. 1). Bore a hal: 15
inch in dizumeter throngh its center {or the
end of the pipe upright C. Make a slight
bevel upon the wpper edge of the block,
as shown im the photograph, with a file,
and sundpaper all gwfaces siwooth.

The upper part of the base (B) is a
lard pail cover 4% inches in diwmeter.
Locate ils exact venter, and eut 2 hole at.
that peint 3% inch in diameter, by making
a ring ef swall holes with a nail, then cut-
ting away the tin between the heles. and
smoothing up the edge with a file. Threc-
auarters of an inch inside of the rim,
punch feur heles. for screwing the cover
to bleck A. The Lin cover must be weight-
ed with leed, to make a heavy base so
the lamp will not upset. You can get a
piece of lead pipe from u plumber. Melt
it in a tin can, placing the can in the
furnace or over a gas bumer. Stick the
pipc cnd through the center hole, and
plug thc sercw holes, to keep the lead
from runnimg through. When the cever
has kcen pourcd full of lead, cven the

Pk
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Y

L L

1
woop !

BASE

I

== S "NtPPLE

surface, if ncees-
sary, with a fle.
Drill out the screw
holes, and screw
the lead-filled cov-
er to the Mase
kleck with round-
head screws.

pienc of 1/'
4 pipe C (-
ineh outside measure-
ment) can be obtained at
amy plumbing shop and
most hardware stores. If
you do not ewu a Fipe
cutter, stock und dies, the
cost for threading the
cnds will be between 10
and 15 cemts. The lower end of the
pipe must be thrcaded a distance
of 1’4 inches, to take the pair of
lock uuts B and You can
easily bend the upper end of the
pipe as shewn with a hammar.
The gooseneck bend s not ouly
for ornament. 1t helps to balanece
the iamp, throwing part of ike weight of
the shade and bracket ®ack of the center
of the base. A hole must be drilled in
one side of the pipe near the bottom, as
shown, lllruugll which o pull the cord.

Rlack iron pipe fittings will cost about
5 cents apiece.  As you will see Ly Fig.
3, you need one Y-inch T (F), twa %-
inch by § inch nipples (G), two Y-inch
by 2 inch nipples (I), four ¥-inch Ls
(H. and J), and two Zi-inch bushings, 17
vou canmot obtain lock muts to fit the pipc,
»uy two ¥i-inch bushings and hack off the
hexagonal nuta.

With the fittings in hand, asserubling the
lamp is a simple matter of wielding a
wreneh of the Stillsen type. First, screw
the T, nipples and Ls together, thcn the
T to the end of pipe C. Screw lock nut
D onto the lower end of pipe C, as far as
it will go, stick the pipe threugh the base,
and screiv on the second lock nut E. That
the base may set evemly, cut away the
woud around the cemter hole of block A

lamp.

B
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so lock nut E can be countersunk. If the
end of the pipe projects, file it off flush
with the block.

The shade is a tin bake pan 5 by 9%
inches across the rim by 2% inches deep
(K, Fig. 4). If you use a pan of dif-
ferent proportions, a different length of
nipples will be requircd. Punch a hole in
the center of each end of the pan, just
large enough to admit the end of bush-
ings L. The bushings serve as lock nuts
in attaching the pan, and the smaller open-
ing is of the right size to screw the lamp
socket into.

Wiring the lamp requires little or no
explanation, as no doubt you are famil-
iar with assembling drop cords. To sim-
plify fishing the cord through the goose-
neck and fittings, it is a good plan to run
a piece of strong cord through the parts
as you make them up. Then, by tying the
cord to an end of the electric cord, it may
be pulled through in a jiffly when you are
ready to wire. Use a standard pull chain
lamp socket (M, Fig. 5). Silk covered
lamp cord (O, Fig. 6), and a separable plug
(P) are generally used for table lamps.

You may finish your lamp in one of
several ways. You may apply onec of the
radiator bronzes sold at paint stores, or a
verd-antique finish obtained at an elec-
tric fixture housc; or you may give it a
coat of medium chrome green oil paint, as
I finished mine. Another suggestion is to
fill around the pipe fittings with gesso,
and stipple all surfaces with the same ma-
teria,, then apply a green bronze.

A Concrete Base for a Flag

INCF most of you probably belong to
an organization of some sort, and most
organizations can boast of a flag, if of no
other equipment, you will probably be in-
tercsted in the homemade flag base shown

in the sketch of Fig. 1, a block of con-
crete that is a very solid support, and
looks well.

There are several ways to make a form
for the base, but about as simple a form
as any is a dish pan (Fig. 2) or a kettle.
In addition to the utensil, you must have
an iron pipe nipple of a trifle larger diam-
eter than the flagpole, and 5 or 6 inches
long, according to the depth of the pan or
pot. The pipc nipple forms the center
corc of the mold (Fig. 2). It must be

exactly centered, and verticle. 1f the
utensil is an old one, the nipple can be
stuck through a hole cut in the bottom;
otherwise, you must wedge a stick between
the nipple and the basement ceiling, or in
some similar manner support the nipple.

With the form set up, it is a simple mat-
ter to pour concrete into it, and when the
block has stood for at lcast twenty-four
hours, to remove it (Fig. 3). Instead of
mixing the small batch of concrete needed,
visit a building site where concrete work
is being done, about quitting time, and
the foreman will gladly give you the rc-
mainder of his last batch, which will prob-
ably be more than you will need.

Chasin’ Mr. Clancarty

(Continued from page 51)

A tall young man in overalls stood
staring incredulously at Rabbit.

“Say, where the dickens did you come
from—off my train? I ain’t stopped since
I slid out from under the Trust Building
ash dump!”

“I ain’t either,” grinned Rabbit. “Came
down the dump myself, or I'd never made
this Pullman and got the message to Mr.
Clancarty. Where’s Clancarty?”

“Clancarty? Why, he’s home nursin’ a
cold. Came down and reported, and then
I took his train as substitute. Clancarty
said he was goin’ home an’ soak his feet
in mustard water, an'—"”

“Hold on!” yeclled the Rabbit. “Don’t
ever tell me I'm beat yet! Got a phone
in the station, ain’t you, Mister?”

The dump boss pointed at the office,
and Rabbit went racing for it. At cvery
step he raised and left a cloud of dust so
his course looked like that of a burned-
out skyrocket.

“Just see that skinny kid streak it,”
grunted the boss. “What's the racket?”

Inside the office Rabbit sat on a high
stool with his dirty ear jammed to a tele-
phone recciver.

“Hello—hello!” hec yelled huskily at
last. “Oh, is that you, Mr. Clancarty?
This is Rabbit—got a special for you—
kid we sent out couldn't raise anybody at
your flat, and—"

“I guess he couldn’t,” came back Clan-
carty’s voice. “I was toastin’ my feet in
hot mustard and readin’ a book, and I
just wouldn’t answer that, bell for any-
body!”

“QOh, shucks,” grunted Rabbit. “I guess
you don’t know what a smear you got me
into, Mr. Clancarty! I guess you don't
know what trouble a mecssenger boy can
get into tryin’ to help somebody! T've
a big notion not to open and read this
spccial to you when I think of the cinders
in my ncck and shoes and lungs and
everywherc—"

“Oh, sny, Rabbit,” broke in Mr. Clan-
carty, cheerfully. “You boys ncedn’t
worry none about y'er troubles in this
town where everythin’s made so nice and
comfortable for folks. Suppose you'd
been a messenger boy about two thousand
years ago, and had to hikc around in this

poor old town I been readin’ about in
this book to-night?”

“Hey?” sputtered the Rabbit, worried-
ly. “What was the matter with ’em?”

“Folks was just gettin’ on fine in this
town and everything lovely, when one
night a mountain blew up, and this here
Pompcey-eye was covered about two stories
deep with dust and ashes—"

“Hold on there, Mr. Clancarty! I want
to read you this message, and then hang
up! I don’t want to hear nothin’ about
dust and ashes!”

Radio Frequency
Amplification

Continued from page 28)

4 and 5 the letter H stands for the de-
tector tube, while I is the .00025 micro-~
farad grid condenser and J the 2 to 4
megohm grid-leak. K is the jack for
the loud speaker and M is the battery
switch which is quite necessary. The audio
amplifier tubes are marked P and the
audio transformers, O.

Notice, in Figure 4, the dotted lines
over each radio amplifier? These show
neutralizing condensers, N, which may be
added if you desire. They make the dif-
ference between the regulation five tubc
set and thc famous neutrodyne. These
condensers, when properly adjusted, keep
the set from whistling. The secondary
coils, B, are tapped down about one-third
of their length and the connection is
made from therc as shown. However, if
you build the set carefully, you probably
won’t need these condensers.

Notice particularly in Figure 5 that
the coils are suspended at an angle. This
prevents interaction between them and
helps to eliminate whistling. The angle
may best be determined after the set has
been built by making adjustments while
the set is in operation.

You would have lots of fun building this
set and when it is completed, if you have
followed directions closely and conditions
are favorable, you can choose your sta-
tions almost at will.
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It's Easy to Build
A Powerful Set

Using the New and Improved
'%AN'TRF "Low

FRESH, ss Kit

Straight Line Wave Length (ondensers
With Low Loss Self Balanced Coils

These are the identical units

which have made the Fresh-

man Masterpiece factory-built

Receivers the World’s Great-
est Radio Sets.

50

Complete instructions for building this
powerful five tube receiver, written in plain
every-day English, together with actual
size schematic wiring diagram are furnish-

ed with every FRESHMAN «TRF” KIT.
IO
Sold by Authorized Freshman Dealers Only!
C2NAD

CHAS. FRESHMAN CO., Inc.

Freshman Building, New York 2626 W. Washington Blvd., Chicago




Dependable

HE battery is the heart of
your or any flashlight, and your
care in selecting the very highest
quality will be repaid in generous
measure in longer service and de-
pendability under every condition.

Burgess Batteries— Flashlight,
Radio and General Ignition—are
electrically, chemically and me-
chanically perfect, and for fifteen
years Burgess Flashlight Batteries
have been the true standard of
quality in the flashlight field.

A Laboratory Product
Burcess BaTrTery Company
GENERAL SALES OFFICE: CHICAGO

Canadian Factories and O ffices:
Niagara Falis and Winnipeg

BURGESS

FLASHLIGHTS &
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THE AMERICAN Boy

The American Boy Contest

the hundreds of fellows who entered

the 1966 Contest want to make it, we
poor 1926-ers will look like Stone Age peo-
ple, for all our radios and airplanes and
submarines. The 1966 Editor asked for so-
lutions to the fix Jimmy Wilson found him-
self in—high in the air in an atmospheric
rowboat which was rapidly sinking because
it was filling with rain, Jimmy, you’ll re-
member, was chasing the thief who had
stolen his dog Edgar (Pluto the Office
Pup says Edgar is no name for a self-
respecting dog!) and started off on his
aerial - bicycle.

Onc fellow made Jimmy's boat rise with
yeast, and another blew the rain clouds
away with a radio fan. Many and marve-
lous were the inventions of 1966—kut read
about the lest ones yourself. When the
tory was broken off in the February

MERICAN Bov, the weight of the water
was carrying Jimmy’s boat down, and—

Now go on with the solutions.

IF 1966 is half what the imaginations of

The Mystery Man
By Billy Argo (12) Carmel, California.
First Prize Letter.

HEN Jimmy grabbed one of the hy-

drogen tanks and it carried him clear
of the boat. With his teeth he loosened
the valve and floated to earth.

Quickly he dashed over to the tower
and pressed the button which carried the
magnetic car to the top. Once therc he
took his father’s gliding rocket and pressed
the button which would bring the radio-
magno cap into contact with the fender of
the bicycle. He almost immediately caught
up and yelled to the man who was pedal-
ling for dear life.

“Hey, what's the idea?”

Without answering the man grabbed a
bottle of glue which he hurled at the nosc
of the rocket. The attraction stopped at
once. Jimmy, with one despairing glance,
saw Edgar stick his nose from under the
man’s coat and howl with all his power.

“Tll have to get the Allen’s old-time
airplane,” he said. “I'll get Ldear back
if it takes me all of 1966!”

He fclt funny in the old-time eraft with
its helicopters whirling helplessly. Ile
could only make about one hundred milcs
per hour with the old tub tearing at its
best—and he was painfully aware of the
fact that it was far from its best now. All
of a sudden the motor began to sputter.

“What rotten luck!” he said disgustedly.
But suddenly his frown changed to a
smile. “Oh, man, what dandy luck.”

This sudden change was brought about
when Jimmy saw the thief slow down and
glide to the ground.

“Well?” asked Jimmy
landed.

“I saw who you were s0 I had to stop
and explain,” said LEdgar's captor. “I
thought you werc a thicf trying to stcal
the dog so I did everything I could to
keep you from getting him.”

“That’s all very well, but why did you
steal him, yourself?” asked Jimmy as
Edgar frolickcd around him.

“Beeause you forgot to get a 1966 license
for the dog. You can get one now, if you
like.” The man flipped back a lapel and
Jimmy saw in large letters:

DOG CATCHER

“Well I'll be—" said Jim, digging into

his pocket.

when he had

“Can’t Park Here!”
By Byron Fish %1:1') R. F. D, Seattle,
W

ash.
Second Prize Letter.

UT let’s go back to Jimmy's home.
Roy Wilson, Jimmy's older brother,
had at last succeeded in dialing out the
static that made the pictures coming over
his radio film-receiver shimmer. Then
clear and well-defined he tuned in on a
movie featuring his favorite actor, Deug-
las Fairbanks IV.
“Hooray I” he shouted, and called cx-

The End of the 1966 Stery

citedly for Jimmy. But as he got no re-
sponse to his yelling, Roy walked over to
the radio-mirror

“Wonder where he 1s?” suid Roy pee-
vishly as he twirled the dials that might
reveal his brother’s whercabouts. Scveral
scenes flashed across the lens and then
suddenly he saw Jim frantically bailing
out a fast-sinking atmospheric rowboat
while a thin-faced man was preparing to
mount his aerial bike and make off with
Edgar. .

The next moment Jimmy gave up bail-
ing, donned his zeron life preserver (ze-
ron is a gas formed by the cmanation of
thymium, an element discovered in 1945)
and jumped from the boat.

Waiting only to scc that Jimmy was
floating safely in the air, Roy dashed
from thc room, picking up his rifle as he
went. It was the latest model, equipped
with telescopic sights with which even a
poor shot could hit a dime at five miles
distance.

As he ran out of the house he looked
up to where the thin-faced man was just
pedalling away, Ldgar tucked under his
arm. Taking aim Roy sent two tungsten-
jackcted bullets in quick succession
through both of the helium inflated tires
on the bicycle. As the machine crashed
to earth, the thief leapt clear and started
off on his air skates. But a third shot
took one of them from under his feet,
leaving the man hanging head down.

“He'll shoot off the other skate if you
drop that dog,” warned Jimmy.

A minute more and Roy in his airplane
runabout had rescued his brother and Ed-
gar, but he left the thin-faced man hang-
ing in the air until a policeman on his
aerial-motorcycle ran in the would-be dog
thicf for parking too long in one spot, in
violation of Air Ordinance 127,355.

What Do They Do on Mars?

The Next Contest

OBODY knows, you say? That makes

your guess just as good as the next
fellow’s—and that’s why we want you to
sit down and write about the things you'd
expect to find 1f you should take your
next summer's vacation up there instead
of at the lake, or in the mountains, or out
on the farm.

Would it be super-radio stations trying
to broadcast to your own sct down here
on the Earth? Would it be qucer-looking
Martian men with hcads like eggs and
feet like pcanuts? Would it be icy-cold,

-and would you be met by a dclegation of

eager executioners—or would the Mar-
tians wclecome you with open arms and
show you scientific marvels that make our
aviation and surgery and laboratory work
ook childish?

There's going to be a prize for the most
interesting letter, and second, third and
speciul prizes, too—$10, §5, $3 and several
of $1. Try to kecep your letter within 250
words, write it on one side of the paper in
ink or typewriter and be sure your name,
age and address are at the top of the first
sheet. Then get the letter to the Mars
Editor, THE AMERICAN Bov, 550 Lafayetie
Blvd., Detroit, Mich., before April 15, and
youlll have a chance for a prize. (Why
not scnd us your “best reading” ballot at
the same time?) Anybody under 21 is
eligible to gucss about the men on Mars!

Elephants! Elephants!
By Robert H. Ruszell (19) Bellwive, Ohio.
Third Prize Letler.

HEN Jimmy happened to think of his

collapsible gliders which he had in his
pocket. He quickly jerked them out,
fastencd them to his feef, and leaped free
of the water which was carrying the hoat
rapidly toward the earth.

“Now I can save KEdgar,” sail Jimmy
excitedly as hc adjusted the magnetic dial
for 75 feet again and startcd through the
air on his gliders.

Jimmy’s motions were hke thpse of an
expert 1ce skater, for he was a master in
the art of acrial gliding. As he drew near
the thief, who had remounted his bicycle
and was riding swiftly with yelping Edgar
under onc arm, he decided to give the
lnw-breaker the surprise of his life.

The bicycle rider kept- glancing back
anxiously to see how fast Jimmy was gain-
ing on hin. When he looked to the front
again he saw a sight which made hin drop
Edgar and let out a piercing sercam. For
there rushing down npon him, was a herd
of stampeding elephants with trunks raiscd
and firc flashing in their wicked green
cves.

The thief turncd quickly to the right to
avoid the onslaught and pressed the lever
for altitude. He was soon far out of sight,
in the hcavens.

Edgar bounded joyeusly back to Jimmy
who was laughing so hard that he was
afraid he would split his sides.

But whuat about the elephants? Oh!
Yes! Jimmy had taken out his pocket
radio set and tuncd in en Africa. At once
he brought in not only the broadeast
sound of an clephant stampede, but also
the moving pictures of the actual event
sent through the air with the sound. .Jim-
my had flashed the picture fromn the lens
of the radio receiver onto a white cloud
in front of the thief so successfully that
the thief thought he was doomed and got
away as quickly as possible.

Saved by a Cowcatcher

By Walter P. Boswell (16) New Albany.
Miss.

Special Prize Lelter.

OR a time Jimmy was panic-stricken.

When he 'recovered his sclf-control
his first act was to unreel his radio an-
tennae and send out a statement of his
plight.

He then went to the locker in his boat
where he usually kept his collapsible
wings. It was empty. He searched every
nook in the boat, bul, to his dismay, the
wings were not to be found.

The craft was gaining velocity in its
downward flight every minute—only the
patent equi-stabilizer kept it on an even
keel, and prevented Jimmy from being
hurled into space. Faster and faster it
went. Jimmy lost his senses.

When he awoke he was inside a huge
machine. People were bending over him.
Others were seated along the sides of a
coach-like - compartment.

Suddenly he understood—he was on the
planet to planet express—from Mars to
the Earth—bound for New York. He re-
membered reading that it was due. His
downward flight had been arrested by the
electro-magnetic cowcatcher on the ma-
chine.

He sat down on one of the seats and
picked up a newspaper that had come by
radio, from Mars, while the craft was in
flight. Try as he did, however, he just
conldn’t keep from thinking of Ldgar

“If I could get my hands on that
'hief.”, he muttered savagely to himself,
UIYd_Y

He was interrupted by a shrill voice
coming from behind his back. He turned.
There was the very thief, trying to sell
LEdgar for a lap-dog, to a woman with a
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THE BEND IN THE LAKE? |

Is it taking you nearer or

{arther away? Will you be

able to locate it when you

come back at nlght? Con-
sult your Leedawl Compass and remove
all worry from yeur day’s sport.

Ne one can tell when or where you
will need it, bub sooner or Iater wiil
comcthetime when a reliable. correct-
1y made compass will be ivarth its
weight in gold. Such a compass as the
Taylor Leedawl illnatrated below.

It is ove of the line of combasues
made by the ‘Unider lustrumecat Com-
pamies. All are 1nade with the caxe
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It’s cne of the best books on fishing
ever issued—not a dry linedin it, Fres
N }nufmll s wlwre to send it

Did yeu know thal ywa cagn f
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know good guritrs hecunse thay lask
better, weue Lictter and feel better.
Fer those whe wear knickers, gak for
the Knicker Llesuon Garter.
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wart on her martial looking Romaw nosc.
Jimmy had thc thicf arrested.

It was only a matter of a few minutes
until the express arrived in New Yerk.
Jimmy and Edgar jumped into a sky taxi
and hurried home acress the coumtry im
time for Junch.

The Miracle Chain
By Rebert Herrick (15) Jackson, Mich.
Special Prize Letter.

CTING upon the impulse of the mo-

ment Jirmy unghipped hig super-het~
ro-neutsa-double oscillabing single ylinder
nidio sendivg sel and vasting out, his
special quppl’d brosdessting anlennae, he
immcediatcly sent an 8. (. 8. to an elee-
trical storc for ome of the ncw triple bar-
rcl, thousand shot, single manipulater ma-
chinc guns of which he had heard =0
much. His erder alse included two mom-
slip sky hooks. He began reeling in his
antennae and when he had finished, the
sky hooks and the wachine gun had come
hurtling out. of the air, attracted by his
magnetical skebobulus. Jimmy rromptly
fastened one honk to the hew and one to
the stern of bis boat. The hooks dug
firaly into the atmosphere and the beat
stepped descending.

Jizmuy trained hiz gun on the wmall
speck above hira acd took careful aimm. A
stream of bullets lew out of the gun. The
first bullet stuck in the bicycle frame,
the #econd etuck in the first bullet, the
third in the zecond, snd so an till the long
line of bullets reached to Jimmy's boat.
Grasping the teaden c¢hain Jimmy loosen-
rd his sky hooks and procrcded to puil
himsclf and the boat towards thc thief.
At Iast he acrived at the bicycle but dis-
covered to his dismay that the thief had
made good his escape by inflating hig bal-
loon rants.

However Edgar still clung to the han-
dle bars and Jimmy picked him up af-
fectienately, then rowed back to Wilson’s
mooring mast where he left hia beat. Re-
suwing his seat in the hammock, he

drepped gently back to the vwo foot level
where he took up his interrupted reading.

Captured in Ice
By Necal Hennessy (16) Scymour, Ind.
Swecial Prize Letter.

HEN quick as 2 flash out came Jim-

my's pocket radiophone, a little disc
the size of a small watch. He pressed
the puwker “PXT" and—ulick!

“Hello, police headquarlers! Say, turn
your hydrogen eliminator about. half a
mile west of the old fairground! 'Fhere’s a
thief up here sinking my boat!”

Almost instantly a vielet-celered light
spread all about him and with a sizzle the
raim water began te scparale into ils com-
ponent parts of hydrogen and oxygen. ‘The
rain stopped, the water dicappearced, and
Jimmy’s oat began te risc slowlv. At the
samc timc Jimmy spied a poliee air craft
rapidly & roaching. The big reflectors of
the frigidators were turned on full force
and eut from them came a terrible stream,
expesging everything within reach to a tem:
perature of 500 degrees below zero.

With a bow! ef rage the thief dropped
Fedgar and started to flee, but he was too
lntc. ‘The vapor of the clsud cenpgealed
and encascd him from the neck down in
a solid block of ice which was drawn inte
the police craft ®y the electronic reverse.

Poor Edgar strove irantically te reack
his master and safety. He almost es-
caped, but mot quite. Before he could
get out of the. danger zone his tail was
frozenm fagt m the ice block and he had ta
go with the thief to pulice headquarters
to get thawed leese.

Honorable Mentiens go to Leonard
Conklin, Jr., (15), Minatare, Nebr.; Itudy
Burta (14), Lakewood, Ohio; Picrcc O'-
WNeill (18) Sywcuse, N, Y,; Reyal Mac-
kenzie (14), Mizpsh, Mont; John E.
Wyman (18), Little Falls, N. J.; Scott F.
Harrod {15), Sandwich, Il1l; John P. Heil-
man (17), Butler, Pa.; Haynes Harvill
(13), Dallas, Texas; Everett Hurlbwt
(35), East Cleveland, @®hio.

William Jackson, Indian Scout

(Centinved from page 19)

There we rested and had seme breakfast.

Whilc we werc eating, several ef the
packers rode swiftly up through the com-
mand to General Custer, and we soon
learned that they had lost a box of hard-
tack off ome of the mules, and on going
back, had feund some Indians around it,
stuffing the contents imto their clothing,
None could vew doubt that the enemy
had all along kepl waich of our advance
With a grm lsugh, Charlie Reynelds said
to me: “I kncw well enough that they
had scouts acad of us, but 1 didn’t think
that others swwould be trailing slong to
pick up stuff dropped by our careless
packers.”

Convinced at last that we could not
possibly surprise the enemy, Gencral Cus-
ter erdered a quick advance, with the
scouts and himeelf im the lead. We had
not gonz (ar when Bloody Knifc and his
two Rees joined us. aud reported that on
the other side ef the ridge, they had feund
the day-old trail of many more of the
enemy geing toward the valley of the
Little Bighorn.

On we went over the divide. We soon
met John Bruyer and his two Crows. They
were excited, and Bruyer said to Custer:
“General, we have diseovcred the camp,
down there on the Little lforn, [t is a
big uue! Too big for you to tackle! Why,
there are thoussnds and vhousands of
Rioux und Cheyennes down there.’”

}'or a moment the general stared at him,
angrily, I thought., and then eternly re-
vlied: “T shall atleck thera! If you are
afraid, Bruyer—"

“I guess I can go wherever yeu de,”
Bruver quickly apswered, and at that. the
general turmed back to the comman , we
following him. He had the bugler seund
the officers’ call, and the command rested
while they got together, and Custer gave
his orders for the aitack upon the ramp.

None of the scouts had been far in the
lead, and they all came in. Rees and
Crows znd whites and Rebert and I, wc

were 1 gathermg of solemn faces. Speaking
in English, and the sign language, too,
so that all weuld:understand, Bruyer dn
gcribed the enemy vamp. It was, he said
all of three miles long, @nd made up of
hundreds and hundreds of Indges. Above
it and bclow and west of it were thou-
sands and thousands ef horses that were
being close herded. With his few riders,
Long Hair had decided to attack the
camp, &ad we were going te have a terri-
®le fight; we ¢heuld all take courage, fight
hard, make our every chet a killer. e
Gmshed and none suoke. But eafter a
minute or two, Bloody Knife Tnoked up
and signad tn Bun: “T ¢hall nat see you go
down behind the moinatains to-night.” And
at that I almost chokcd. 1 felt that he
knew that bis ecnd was ncar, that there was
no escaping it. I turncd and loeked the
other way. I thought that my own end was
near. I felt very sad.

‘The officers’ council did not last long,
and whem it ended, Lieutenant Varnum
came hurrying Le us scouts amd said that
the command was going to split up to
make the aftack on the camp, and that
we were te go with Major Reno’s column,
down the trail of the hostiles that we had
been following from the Rosebud. We
were soon im {he saddle and headed down
a narrow valley foward the river.

Bruyer told us that. ihe big camp ef
the enemy was well below the foot of the
narrow valley snd nn the other side ef
the Little Bighorn. Wec erosscd the river,
turned straight down the valley, weat
down it for merc than a mile, and saw
some of the enemy retreating before our
advance. A grove of timber in a bend be-
low prevemted our seeing their camp. As
we neared the timber, we heard a single
shot, fired beyond it, and then the Indiaus
began firing at ua. We slacked up, and let
our colunn overtake us. We then went
on, and passimg the timber, saw a great
eamp, and & hordc of riders coming up
from it to attack us. We all turned into
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1926 Models

OY, you must see the

new 1926 Columbia Bi-
cycles—they sure are regu-
lar whizzers—new features
that you find only on Co-
lumbias.

You know Columbia has
been the leader for 49 years
and they have always built
Columbia bicycles to main-
tain this high record. When
you push out on a Columbia
you know that you are
mounted on the best.

Better dash right down
and see the new models at
the Columbia Dealer’s,

The

Name Plate

Is the high sign of the
most bicycle value for
Your mnngy.

There is no hiecke
at any price val to
the Cnlumbm I i¢ in
a class by i The
enortmous cales velume
of Cofumbias makes
this Dossible, Here ars seme of the features
of the 1926 Medcls:

Pope s steaning huad —the steongest
construction known. Celebrated Colum-
bia drep-forged, ‘‘heat-treated” cranks.
Famous Columbria rustproof, onc pisce
aluminum ®edals with double thrcad
axles, Ncw fashitig wood, stcel am\nrcd,
nicke! plated rims. Rust-resisting spokes.
Berikshire Blue and Celumbia Carmine
coless. Fiztk Cord or Federal Ruggert
Tires. Troxel Mowr Bike Suddle. Hancle
Bar that is j ust right. Red Jewel Rear
Reflector, B p Side Gnards with suto-
mobile Jure on front guard.

12 Daady Models, adults and juveniles,
%o chesee frem and as low as $35.50 at

the fuctory. Beauliful, iliustzatal estalog
freeif you write ferit.

Folks

wade  for

Columbia,

steering head.

Westﬁeld Mfg. Co.

Dept. A
Westfield, Mass.. U. S. A,

the Little

The Sidewalk Bicycle
—finished in Rarkshire
Blue and Red with
nickel trimesings. The
greatest machine ever
chiidcen.
Rub-wood wheels, in-
destructible and ol-
tainable only on the
Regular
Bicydle ball - beariug
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Revere shouted, *

world,”

story is told in our booklet,

soon hear

“The Minute Men.”

In the same booklet is a reprint in full of
the immortal poem, “Paul Revere’s Ride.”
You will delight in reading and owning this
booklet, which is one of the historical series
published by the John Hancock Mutual Life

ride through dedlesex? When he
dashed up to the inn at Lexington, where
John Hancock and Samuel Adams were
sleeping, the Minute Men on guard cau-
tioned him not to make so much noise.
“You'll soon have noise encugh,” Paul
the regulars arecoming!”
The excitement that followed, the firing
of the first shot that was “heard around the
the hand-to-hand encounter with
the redcoats at Concord Rridge, the rout of
the British regulars and their bedraggled
retreat to Charlestown,-—all of this thrilling

Insurance Company in commemoration of
the 150th Anniversary of the Meclaration
of Independence, of which John Hancock
ywas the first signer.

It will be sent. FREE to any boy or girl
filling out and sending the coupon.

A companion booklet,“Thomas Jefferson,
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(Continued from page 65)
the timber then, and got our horses into
an old timber and brush dry channel of
the river.

Within two minutes from the time that
we left our horses, and climbed up the
bank from them, we had a line of de-
fense in the brush and out across toward
the west bluff of the valley. Then came
the rush of the enemy, all of five hun-
dred well mounted riders in all their war
finery, eager to get at us. Their shots,
their war crics, the thunder of their horses’
feet were deafcnmg

Chapter XI1T

T was the intention of the enecmy to
charge straight through the center of
our line, but by the time they had

come within fifty yards, we had shot %o
many of them that they swung out and
went streaming past the outer end of our
line, lying low upon their horses and fir-
ing rapidly. The dust that their swift
charge raised—the ground was very dry
—almost choked us: it drifted upon us like
a thick fog, and obscured the sun.

As the enemy were coming straight at
our line, Robert, at my side in the brush,
exclaimed, “Look! That one on the big
white horse! He’s Black Elk!”

So he was Black Elk, our enemy of the
Round Buile, and Forl Buford. We both
fired at him, sur shots apparently missing,
but just as he with the others was swerv-
ing off to flank us, he suddenly pitched
headfirst from his horse, and Robert
shouted to me: “I got him!”

Several hundred of the enemy went
thundering past that outer end of our
line, and swinging in, began attack upon
our rear; others were starting to cut us
off from the river, and more and more ar-
rivals from the camp swarmed in front of
us. I thought that we were about to meet
our end right there, every one of us. Then
an officer ordered us in to our horses. By
the time we got to them we were entirely
surrounded. As we mounted, a man right
beside me fell dead out of his saddle. I
saw Bloody Knife, Reynolds, and Girard
all getting upon their horses. I saw Major
Reno, hatless, a handkerchief tied around
his head, getting up on his plunging horse.
Waving hlS six-shooter, he shouted some-
thing that I couldn’t hear, and led swiftly
off, up out of the depression that we were
in. We all swarmed after him, and headed
back up the way that we had come, our
intention being to recross the river and
get up onto the bluffs, where we could
make a stand. By this time, hundreds
more of the enemy had come up from the
camp, and all together they swarmed in
on us and a hand to hand fight with them
began.

I saw numbers of our men dropping
from their horses, saw horses falling, heard
their awful neighs of fright and pain. Close
ahead of me, Bloody Knife, and then
Charlie Reynolds, went down, right there
met the fate that they had foretold.

A big heavy-set Indian brushed up
against me, tried to pull me out of the
saddle, and I shot him. Then, right in
front, a soldier’s horse was shot from un-
der h1m and as I came up, he grasped my
right stirrup and ran beside me. I had
to check my horse so that he could keep
up, and so began to lag behind. Num-
bers of Indians were passing on both sides
of us, eager to get at the main body of
the retreat. At last one of the passing
Indians made a close shot at the soldier
and killed him, and as I gave my horse
loose rein, Frank Girard came up on my
left, and we rode on :ide by side. Ahead,
there was new a solid body of Tndians
between us and the retreating, hard pressed
soldlers, and Girard shouted to me: “We
can’t go through them! Let’s turn back!”

Indians were still coming on from the
direction of their camp, and as we wheeled
off to the left, and then went quartering
back toward the timber, several of them
shot at us, but we finally got into thick,
high brush, dismounted and tied our
horses. Just then we saw someone com-
ing toward us, and were about to fire at
him when we discovered that he was Licu-
tenant DeRudio. He told us that his
horse had run away from him. As we stood
there, listening to thc heavy firing up on
the river, we were joined by Thomas O’-
Neil of Compdny G, also horseless.

Lieutenant De Rudio asked that Gi-
rard and I put our horses farther back in
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Use Your Talent, N

That longing to play some instrument, to
express yourself in music, can be quickly
and easily gratified. Choose any Conn in-
strument, you'll win pleasure and profitin
the shortest time. Remember Coon is the
only makerof every instrument for the band.
Endorsed by foremost artists for beauty of tone,
perfect scale, Teliable action.
FreeTrial;Ensy Payments. Write
for free book “'Success in Music’

and derails of trial offer. Mention
instrument.
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Learn to Play Baseball

Spalding’s have gone to great expense to pre-
pare a set of booklets on how to play baseball.
Each tells how the big league players do it.

Let us give you any three of these booklets.
Just eell a vear's subscription for THE AMER-
ICAN B@Y to 2 friend. Your own won't count.
Collect $2. Send us the name and address (use
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you wish and they will be sent free of charge.
Ask for No. 84

HOW TO PITCH

This 105 page book will give you a short
cut to the theory and practice of pitching. This
boulk retails for 25c.

HOW TO CATCH; HOW TO RUN
BASES

Two big books in one containing 145 pages
acked full of real ““How to Do’ information.
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AND OUTFIELD
165 pages of the kind of instructions that
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valuable instructions for every team player. Re-
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KNOTTY PROBLEMS IN BASE-
BALL; OFFICIAL RULES

It’s by J. B. Foster and Billy Evans the
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the brush, and then all four look for a
hiding place. We did that, and were soon
lying in a small, round, sandy depres-
sion surrounded by brush, about twenty
yards from the open flat, up which a few
Indians were still hurrying from the camp
below. We lay euch of us facing a dif-
ferent direction.

The sound of the fighting up the river
scemed to be farther and farther from us.
We learned later that after we were cut
off from the retreat, the enemy, at least
a thousand of them against Reno’s one
hundred, drove the troops down a steep
bank into the river and began following
them across it. On the other side was a
very high, steep bank, and some of the
troops managed to get up onto it and
check the Indians until the remaining
troops got up, when they all went to the
top of the main bluffs and there made a
stand, and were there joined by Benteen
and his three companies, and then by
MacDougal and the pack train. They then
went north along the bluffs, to try to find
General Custer’s column and join it, but
were driven back to the point from which
they started.

Great, numbers of the enemy now went
down the flat in front of us, riding fast,
and we heard heavy firing away down the
valley and knew that they were fighting
Custer there. The sun beat down upon
us, and we began to suffer from heat and
thirst. Women from the camp came up
on horseback, on foot, and leading travoi
horses, and began carrying off their dead
and wounded, and stripping our dcad of
their clothing, and slashing their bodies.
That was a tough sight. Said O’Neil:
“That’s the vay they will cut us up if
they get us.

“But does it matter what happens to
our bodies after we die! The point is, we
mustn’t die!” Girard exclaimed.

As the day wore on, we suffered ter-
ribly frem want of water. We seldom
spoke to one another; just watched and
suffered.

HEN night came, we decided to try

to make our way to the remains of
our column, several miles up the river,
and on the bluffs on the opposite side.
Girard and I were to ride our horses, the
others walking close at our side. Then,
if we were discovered, DeRudio and O’-
Neil were to drop down flat upon the
ground, and we were to ride away, draw-
ing the enemy after us.

We were no sooner out of the brush,
than wc began to pass the bodies of the
men and horses that had been killed along
the line of Reno’s retreat. The men had
all been stripped of their clothing, and
were so badly cut up, that try as I would,
I could not force myself to see if my
brother were one of the slain.

We went on to the river, coming to a
halt at the edge of a bank dropping
straight down to the water; on the other
side, a high, black and very steep bank
faced us. Close under us the current was
swift but noiseless, and we doubted that
it was fordable. O'Neil jumped in to as-
certain the depth, went in almost to his
neck and would have been carried down-
stream had he not seized some overhang-
ing brush and drawn himself to footing
closer in. He filled his hat with water
and passed it up to De Rudio, who
handed it to me. I drank every drop it
contained and wanted more. After the
hat had been filled and passed up again
and again, De Rudio got down into the
stream to test its current and depth, and
soon agreed with O’Neil that it was too
swift and dcep for us to ford. We went
on up the shore, looking for a place to
cross.

Back of us, down the valley, the enemy
had built many fires in the open, and
were singing, dancing, counting their coups
around them. Ahead of us was black
darkness, heavy silence. As we went on
our hearts became more and more heavy;
we feared that all of the troops had been
killed.

We came to a place where the river was
rippling and murmuring, as water does
over a shallow stonv bed, and De¢ Rudio
urged that we attempt to ford it there.
I saw Girard, closc beside me, take his
watch out—it was a valuable gold watch
—hold it aloft; and then in Sioux, he mur-
mured: “Oh powerful one, Day Maker!
And you, people of the depths, this 1 sac-

rificc to you. Help us, I pray you, to
cross safely herc!”” And with that, he
tossed out the watch. We heard it splash
into the water.

“What were you saying—what was that
splash?” De Rudio asked.

“’T‘ake hold of my horse’s tail, I will
lead in,” Girard replied. In we went,
slowly, feeling our way. Nowhere across
was the water up to our horses’ knees!
When we reached the other shore I bit
my lips hard to keep from laughing; all
for nothing had been Girard’s sacrifice to
his gods.

Here on the other shore was high grass
and thick brush. We went quartering up
through it, and realized eventually that
we were on an island. We found our-
sclves facing the main channel of the
river. As no shots had been fired on the
opposite bluffs since nightfall, we now be-
lieved that the rcmnant of Reno’s troops
had been killed up there, and after some
talk, decided to go up where we had
crossed the river after separating from
Custer, and Benteen, and take the back
trail for Powder River.

Girard led off up the island, with De
Rudio at his side, and I followed with
O’Neil on the left of my horse. We had
not gone more than two hundred yards,
when, from a clump of brush not far
ahead, a deep voice demanded in Sioux:
“Who are you?”

‘The sudden challenge almost stunned
me. I saw De Rudio and O'Neil drop
down into the waist high grass, heard
Girard reply, as he checked up his horse:
“Just us few.”

“And where are you going?”

“Out here a way,” Girard calmly an-
swered as he turned and rode back past
me, saying: “Quick! We must draw them
after us!”

We rode swiftly down the island for
several hundred yards, saw that we were
not pursued, and stopped, then heard a
few shots up where we had left De Rudio
and O'Ncil, and a moment later heard
the splashing of horses crossing the west
channel of the river, and then the thud-
ding of thecir feet as they went swiftly
down the flat toward the enemy camp.

“Those Indians were pickects! Reno’s
outfit has not been wiped out; it is still
on the bluffs on the other side,” I said.

“Right you are!” Girard replied.

We knew that our friends had fired the
shots, and frightened that group of pick-
ets so badly that thcy had left the island.
We did not darc rcturn to them, lest we
should reveal their hiding place to others
of the enemy; all up and down the val-
lev the brush might be full of them. We
were ourselves in great danger, crashing
through the brush with our horses, and de-
cided that, if we were ever to rejoin the
troops, we would have to do it on foot.
We tied our horses in a dense growth of
willows, left the island, and went on up
the valley. Below, the Indians were still
dancing and singing victory songs around
their open fires.

LITTLE way above the hecad of the
island, we came to a very widc reach
of the river that looked as though it was
fordable, and decided to try it. As we
were taking off our shocs and socks and
trousers, I whispered to Girard: “If you
had your watch now to sacrificc it—"
“I have given it; I have faith that we
shall cross,” he answered.
We waded in, each carrying a stick with

which we proddcd ahcad for quicksand or |

sudden drop of the bottom. On the other
side, we ran up into the brush, put on our
clothes, and with rifles cocked and ready,
started on. Moving cautiously, we began
climbing a steep brush and timber slope.
We had reached a height from which,
looking down the valley, we could see the
many dancing fires of the enemy, when I
stepped upon a dry stick that broke with
a loud snap.

Close above us, a Sioux said: “Spotted
Elk, did you hear that?”

“Yes. Maybe a deer,”
up off to our left.

“] am thirsty; let us go down to the
river,” said another picket, above on our
right, and at that, Girard and I turned
and went leaping down the slope. I
stumbled and fell over a log and crashed
into a clump of rose-brush.

Below me, still another picket cried out:
“What is the trouble up there?”

came the reply,

| 1€ you decide to huy, paym:
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IVORY SOAP

LESSON NO. 15

A lamp that
lngted Rome

FTER the Greeks, came the Romans,
who subdued what was then the whole
civilized world.

The Romans werc an energetic, matter-
of-fact race. They fought, they traded
with far-away countries, they built splen-
did roads, buildings and waterways. Their
art imitated Crecian art, but it was not
as fine. It was more matter-of-fact too.
Instead of making statues of their gods
like the Greeks, the Romans made them
of their great men.

We are carving a Roman house lamp
this month. These lamps were made of
pottery and were hollow. They were filled
at the center with oil and the wick was
placed in the end. If ysu ask her, your
teacher probably will tell you more about
Rome. Show her your Roman lamp and
tell her how you made it.

N e ———————

B

YOUR TOOLS:

Your tools: A large cake of Ivory Soap;
a penknife or paring knife; 1 orange stick
with one blade end and one pointed end
(wooden tool, A); 1 orangc stick with
hairpin bent square as shown (B), tied to
end and filed to a sharp knifc cdge (C
and D, wire tool).

INSTRUCTIONS:

With point of wooden tool draw lamp
on top of bur of soap.

With knife cut away soap up to dotted
line. Do the same with the sides.

SCULPTURE

By MARGARET J. POSTGATE

Shave or carve down to real form of
lamp with wire tool or blade cnd of
wooden tool.

Work carefully, turn model often and
compare it with drawings.

Markings and all detail should be put
in last with point of wooden tool.

Is your wire tool firm and sharp? If
not, it cannot do good work.

‘Roman Lamp. Copiedrom

@ real lamp made $u the Ist

century B. Gy mow du the

Metropoliten duseum, New
ke City

FINLFRED MODEL

D.I\ T FORGET—Your mother can use all the
shavings from your Ivory carving for her work—
to Jaunder pretty clothes or te wash dishes. And
when you huve finistied with your Roman lamp, if
you don’t want tosaveit, Lake it into the bathroom
and use it for soap. lvory Soap is a wonderful seap
for baths~~a fine soap for anything. It makes a finc
lather—and you remember, too—*It Floals.” Take
a cake with You on yeur Spring hikes.

PROCTER & GAMBLE

IVORY SOAP

9944440 % Pure—It Floats

Copyright 1926, by ThoProcter & GamhloCo., Cin¢innati. Ohie

restli_ng Book FREE

J'\‘I WI’.S ler. Know, scientific

-Jitsu. Develop a

et Bove perfect hoslth. Joim
0olsnd learn By mail. “Loe famous
'8 champions—the marve

Gotch and Farmer Bnrns
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: Sash and Sy oatm °:r°'j""“"dw alls
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htahaok laday, stating yo

FmBmsSthWmdin:. 1054 Ilugeﬂlds..l)nh.ﬂdl

For Boy Scouts, Camp Fnre Gnrls,

Fo:hths Husme a.!?r M l
Dialogs, peakers, onol og-a

lé(lmsh-ei Opening Choruses and

fueP ays,. cltntmns Drills.
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P nsmsoaﬁ:.co 624 s0. nmmg Dept. 9 CHICAGD

TYY Instrument

In Your Own Home

You may now have any musical Instrument
for a wesk s Iree trial In your own home..
B in. ah Al\ “:I our friends, play it ls

uch g you wish. No obligation to buy—no
rxpcnne fOl‘ l,he trial.

Easy Payments

nts are aﬂ'ﬂnled
in cunvem»nt small montmy lul.na
centa a day will pay for lnamumenz
Speclaf offzm on compiete ot

he exceptional tone quality nfwuﬂl!zerln—
strumonts o tho resalt of 200 years: experi-
ence in music: a\(nstrnmanzbml n‘ Used by
fonding profomsional musicians, srominent
bandaand ore ESally eavy toplas:
SEND

For New Catalog

vnqtmmrnl m-nunuwninruilcom. Spec fal
f.c:‘oryyncudmn:uyou -l detalls ot fres

cnlypu ot tree—
obilgation. Whte
Rudolph Wurlltzet Co. » Dept.1054
120W. 420d Bt.. Now York 117 B, éth St., Cineinnatl

228 8. Wabush Ave. Clllrlsgn 133 finldon Gate A ve.,SanFrancisco
Covyright 102, Rudoloh Werliizmy Go.

BUILD SHIP MODELS!
Easy to build and sell. Plans and in-
ctions: Pirate Ship, 53c—Vikmg Cal-
420—Chinese Junk, 47c—Chrmer Shm

“‘Half Mosn,"” 920—or all
HTER & STROESSER

SZL—Hudsuns
for $2.95. RIC
405K Elevznth Ave. . Milwaukee, Wis.

One Night Stop T B
For a Longer Stay
The same Outfit is i
shown at right, set up
separate from the car. B
A perfect bed with
Schilling’s Famous
Combination Spring
Mattress Fabric.
Highest aquality wa-
ter and mildew proof,
convertible tent.
Most available head
room ever built into a
tent. Entirely new.

IT IS THE 1926

Schilling Auto- Camp

“THE QUICK AND EASY WAY”

Writeforour ncw Ontalog showing many exclusive
and novel Touring and Camping nceessorice.

Factory to User.
Dept. A L F. Schilling Co., Salem, Ohio
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ellows/

heres alad
that can show
youathing ortwo

Ought to hear him play the bi
“hits.” Is he good? We'll tel
the world. They all sit up and
take notice when he cuts loose
with his wonderful

RBuescHE
Shue STone Saxophone

He’s having all the real fun —the
kind you’re missing. And you wanta
watch out for him, too. He’s only
12 now but in 3 or 4 years you'll be
cheering your head off for him. His
name is Julien M. Goodman, of
Cleveland, Ohio. Watch him go.

Here is YOUR Chance

Did you ever wonder why some
boys go past you like you were tied to a
post? You’rejust as smart as theyare. May-
be all you need is a little start. Well, here’s
your chance.

What We Will Do for You

If your Dad and Mother are willingwe’ll
send youa Buescher Saxophone for 6 days’
trial. With it, if you wish, we’ll give you 3
lessons free. They will start you right off.
Then, if you like the instrument, you can
pay a little each month. But first, send the
coupon for free catalog so you can pickout
the instrumentyou want. Do this rightnow.

BUESCHER BAND INSTRUMENT CoO.
Everything in Band and Orchestra Instruments
1379 Buescher Block Elkhart, Indiana

CThe Story of the
SAXOPHONE

Gives complete history and
tells why the Buescher is so
easyto learn to play. In it you

o will find the first lesson chart,
% Youmust havethisfine book.

Clip the Coupon NOW!

— e e e e )

BUESCHER RAND INSTRUMENT 0. 810 ‘
1379 Buescher Block, Elkhart, Ind.
Gentlemen: Without obligating me in any way please l
send me your free literature. I am interested in the
instrument checked belew. I
Saxophoned Cornet[] Trumpet] Tromboned Tuball I
! Mention any other.... ..o iiiiineiiiniaiaaine . I

Write plainly, Name, Address, Town and State
in Margin Below v

(Continued jrom page 67)

“Something running; sounds
bear,” one off to my left replied.

As I sat up, I could no longer hear
Girard, did not know if he had stopped
or gone back to the river. There were
Sioux below me, above me, probably
others scattered all along the slopes run-
ning up to the bluffs. The one who had
said that he was thirsty said, “Anyone go-
ing to the river with me?”

None replicd. I heard him go down the
slope. After a time, go back up it. Then
all was silent. Weakened by lack of slccp
and food, I began to doze as I sat therc
in the brush, surrounded though T was by
the enemy. My head would nod, I would
lcan over morc and more until about to
lose my balance, then straighten up with
a jerk. After a time, I realized that I
had slept, for I felt
refreshed. I opened

like a

successive attacks upon the troops were
being repulsed, I felt that they might hold
their position until General Terry, with
General Gibbon and his troops, could
come to aid them. This was Junc 26, the
day that they were due to arrive here.
The day wore on. Now and then strag-
gling riders passed up and down near my
hiding place. Late in the afternoon, I
heard a commotion below, and at some
risk of discovery, I stood up to see what
it was about: a multitude of people,
countless bands of horses, were going up
the valley. The women and children and
old men were moving camp while their
warriors continued the fight up on the
bluffs. I could hear, more clearly than
the firing above, the shrill voices of the
women as they sang. They were happy,
they were singing victory songs, bui. still
the fighting was going
on. I could not un-

my eyes and saw that
day was coming. All
was still quiet there
on the slope, and
down in the valley.
Then in the half-light.
of the coming day, a
number of shots were
fired below. This
aroused the pickets
surrounding me. One
of them -cried out:
“There are still a few
soldiers alive down
there!”

‘“Yes. But probably
those shotsended
them,” said another.

“Let us go down
and see,” one to my
left proposed.

“You know that
Gall told us to stay
up here until he |
comes to makc the |
big attack,” said an-

and mystery,

other.
“Well, anyhow we T O
ouds.

can go down to our
horses, and be ready
to join him when he
comes with his many,”
still another proposed.

Sentinel of the Sky

Who was Crane?

“A spy, a traitor, a crimi-
nal—"" said Graves, the biggest
man in the U. S. secret service.
But Russ Farrell, white-lipped
and fiery, leaped to the defense
of the man he loved and be-
lieved in. He knew Crane, he
blazed; Crane was no betrayer
of his country—

And then they leftit up to the
intrepid young airman to prove
his belief in the silent inventor.
A non-stop flight from Canada
to Mexico in the great Crane will
monoplane—that is the scene of
oneof themost gripping, exciting
battles you've ever read about.
“‘Sentinel of the Sky”’ by Thom-
son Burtis comes in May. And
it’s to be followed in the June
AMERICAN BOY with a
cracking Burtis serial of in-
trigue and daring, flashy flying
“The Circus in

Watch for These Great
Flying Stories

derstand that. Where
was victory for them
when the fight was
not ended? I worried
about it. I got up
again, and looked
down into the valley:
there were more peo-
ple, more horses in
the long broad column
going up the wvalley,
than I had ever seen
together. I said to
myself: “Now I un-
derstand. Their war-
riors are so many that
they know that thcy
wipe out the
treops. They sing of
the sure victory that
their fighters are win-
ning.” I sank down in
my hiding place with
heavy heart.

Frem that time, I
saw no more riders on
the slope where I lay,
and when, at night-
fall, the firing entirely
ccascd, I decided that
the last, of the troops
had been wiped out,
and the victorious

“Yes, yes. Let us
do that,” the others
agreed, and I heard them coming down
on each side of me. I crouched still lower
in my little brush corral. One of them
passed within fifteen feet of me, the tail
of his war bonnet fluttering behind him.
As they went, a few more shots were fired,
down in the valley. I may as well cx-
plain right here what was taking place
down there:

When Girard and I left De Rudio and
O’Neil, they remained on the island. In
the dim light of dawn, they saw a large
number of riders going up the valley,
made out that one of them was wearing
buckskin clothes, were sure that they rec-
ognized him, and Be Rudio shouted:
“Tom Custer! Wait!”

The answer to that was forty or fifty
shots that struck all around the two,
strangely enough, not one of them taking
effect. They ran, dodging this way and
that way around the thick clump of brush,
and finally coming to a big jam of drift-
wood and brush, they dropped down i it,
and none came to look for thein there.

This was because, just at that time,
heavy firing broke out on top of the bluifs,
and the party that was searching for them
hurried to cross the river and join in the
daylight attack upon Reno’s position. The
hillside pickets who had gone down past
me came hurrying up on their horses and
passed on each side of my brush patch as
thev went on to get into the fight. The
firing on the day before had been terrible,
but this was far heavier. I concluded that
Reno and Custer and Benteen had got
their troops together, and were doing the
best that they could against three thou-
sand Sioux and Cheyemnes. I did not
have the slightest hope that they would
last an hour, so great were the odds
against them.

After a time, the firing slackened, died
out, and I said to myself: “That settles
it; the last ones of thc troops have been
killed.” But soon thc shooting broke out
again, and I knew that it wasn’t the end
for them. Then, as the day wore om, and
I knew by the sound of the firing that

warriors had passed
above me as they
went to join their moving camp. Of the
three men who had been with mc the
night before, I believed that Dc Rudio
and O'Neil werc dead, and that Girard
was probably already on hisz way back to
the Yellowstone. 1 decidedl to strike out
for there, too. It would be useless for me
to go out where the troops had madec their
last stand; I could not bury thc dead,
there would be no wounded for mc to aid:
Sioux and Cheyennes never left any
wounded enemies on the field. Well, first
I must have some water. I got up,
stretched my numb legs, and started for
the river.

HOUGH I was quitc sure that there

were now no enemies on the slope, I
went down it very slowly, often stopping
to look and listen. I was about to kneel,
and drink when, close on my left, I heard
in Sioux: “Who are you?” And though I
flinched, I recognized the voice. “Girard!”
I cried. “Don’t shoot!”

We ran to grip each other’s hands. I
told him my experiences, and he said that
he had found a good hiding place in an
old driftwood pilc overgrown with high
rose-brush, and had run little risk of dis-
covery, though many of the enemy had
ridden near him. He did not believe that
all of our troops had been killec up on the
bluffs, as firing up there had kept up un-
til it was too dark for anyone to shoot
with certainty. I proposcd that we cross
the river, get our horses if they were still
where we had tied them, and then go up
where the troops had made their stand,
but he insisted that we go up from where
we were; we could look for the horses
later.

We found a hecavy trail that the encmy
had used during the day, and followed 1t
up the slope from the river, going more
and more slowly as we neared the top of
the bluffs. At last we stopped side by
side to look and listen; stood there a long
time, heard nothing, saw nething. Finally,
Girard whispered to me: “Well, I guess
they are all dead up there.”

THE AMERICAN Boy

On Skates

Try it on yoz#’s and notice the
difference.

Speed? All you want., And when
you coast you'll think you’re never
going to stop!

3-in-One
The High Quality Oil

is right for just about everything a
boy has — bicycle and tools, guns,
pistols, electric motors—everything
that “works.”

3-in-One is pure and clean. Pene-
trates quickly and stays put. Never
gums or drys out.

Most good dealers have 3-in-One
in 1-0z., 3-0z. and l/-pt. bottles;
also in 3-oz. Handy Oil Cans.

Be sore to sek for 3-in-One by name and look
for the Big Red *'One’’ on the label.
FREE_Bunenm s sample with nevel Soat-

ing label and Dictionary ef Uses.
Request beth on & postal,

THREE-IN-ONEOILCO., 136 LE. William 5¢.. N.¥.
Facterics: Rahway. N. J. and Mentrenl o
34 /

\

"Give me licorice—early
and Jate
It's mar-ve-lous I'm here
to stafe
This Black Jack ig bully,"
Says Everett Wooley

“Believe me it surely is Fer
great!” ;
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But just then we heard a strange noise,
nudged one another, listened more in-
tently, heard it again, knew what it was:
the husky, coughing groan of a horse. “Hi,
there!” cried Girard.

And oh, how glad we were when we
heard someone close above us, reply in
good American: “Who are you?”

“Girard! Jackson! Don’t shoot!” we
shouted, and ran to the top and were met,
by my brother and a number of men of
Captain Benteen's company. The first
thing they asked was: “Have you seen
anything of General Custer’s column?”

We briefly related our experiences, and
said that we were sure that Lieutenant De
Rudio and private OQ'Ncil were dead.

Then we sat down, Girard and I, and
Robert brought us hardtack, and told us
of the terrible time the troops had had
here on the bluffs. With knives, broken
canteens and the like, they had thrown
up slight breastworks, but the enemy,

- shooting from higher ground, had killed

some of thc men where they lay behind
them. Time and time again, great num-
bers of the enemy on horseback, had all
but succeeded in taking the position. There
had been great suffering from want of
water, and several men had been killed in
going to the river for it. All would have
been lost had not Benteen, and then Mac-
Dougal, joined Reno soon after he made
the top of the bluffs. In the worst of the
fighting, Reno, Benteen, French, and all
the other officers had kept going from
company to company, encouraging the
men, supplying them with cartridges; that
they had not all been killed was a miracle.

A little way back from where we sat,
men were groaning; we learned that ﬁfty
wounded men were lying there, and near
them, many dead. A later count of the
losses in Reno’s battalion was: killed, 7;
wounded,

An hour or so after Girard and I re-
joined our column, De Rudio and O’Neil
came up, and received hearty welcome.

It was believed that the Indians would
make another atlack upon us, and we held
ourselves ready to meet it. Day came at
last. Welooked down into the valley : all of
the enemy had gone, taking their lodge-
skins and belongings, but leaving their
scts of lodgepoles standing. Away below
the encampment, we saw a heavy cloud of
dust rolling up the valley. Either more
Indians or troops were coming. A little
later, with their field glasses, Captain
French and Licutenant Varnum made out
that those advancing were troops, and
shouted the good news. We watched the
long column of them come on, cross the
river and go into camp where, two days
before, the enemy had made the sudden
and overwhelming assault upon us. Then
some of the officers came up to us, Gen-
eral Terry, General Gibbon and others.
We were all of us happily smiling as we
watched them meet our oflicers.

And then our smiles froze on our faces,
our hcarts felt as though they were lead
within us, when we learned that, not far
below us, thcy had found General Cus-
ter and all of his command, dead, stripped
and mutilated! Then I knew why, on the
previous day, the women and old men of
the great camp had been singing the vic-
tory song as they moved up the valley.

There on the bluffs, we buried our dead
as best we could. General Terry’s men
carried our wounded down to their camp.
Girard and I went down and found our
horses right where we had left them, and
then we helped bury Charlic Recynolds,
Bloody Knife, and others of Reno’s troops.

We then went down the valley a couple
of miles, recrossed the river and came to
General Custer’s battlefield, a sight more
terrible than I can describe. Of all the
203 men in his command, he alone was
not scalped or mutilated.

But it was different with the body of
his brother, Captain Tom Custer; it was
barely recognizable. The moment that I
saw it I thought of Rain-in-the-Face’s
prophecy in the Fort Lincoln guard housc
more than a year before. I believed that
this was his work. It was, as I learned
several years later. Yes, Rain-in-the-
Face alone killed Captain Custer, and then
cut out his heart!

While some of us were burying the
dead, others were making litters for car-
rying the wounded. Meantime, word had
been sent to the captain of the Far West,
on the Yellowstone, to bring his boat up

the Bighorn as far as he could We all
started down from the battlefield at sun-
down, traveling very slowly, as the
wounded men had to be moved with the
greatest care. At daybreak, we put them
aboard the Far West, which had come
forty miles up the Bighorn.

S soon as the wounded were all on

board, the Far West started for Fort
Lincoln, more than 700 miles distant and
arrived there after a run of only 54 hours.
Then 28 women in the fort learned that
they were widows. Qur mother had gone
down there from Fort Buford, to try to
get news of Robert and me, and she told
us afterward that the grief of these women,
particularly of Mrs. Custer and Mrs. Cal-
houn, was heart-rending.

After disposing of our wounded, the
command moved down the Bighorn to the
Yellowstone, and down it to the mouth of
Tongue Rlver where we went into camp
for the rest that we so much needed. From
there we moved up to the mouth of the
Rosebud, where steamboats brought up
reinforcements, six companies of the 22nd
Infantry under Colonel Ellis, and six com-
panies of the 5th Infantry under Gceneral
—then Colonel Miles.

Around the evening camp fires, the one
subject, of conversation was ..ow the ter-
rible defeat of the Seventh Cavalry, the
pride regiment of the United Statcs Army.
Onc night it caine to the ears of us scouts,
that all of the officers, with the exception
of those who had beea with Reno’s troops
on June 25, were blaming Reno for Gen-
cral Custer’s defeat, they maintaining that
he, Reno, had made a cowardly retreat,
and that, if he had held the position where
he was first attacked, he could then have
rejoined Custer, and, together, they would
have won the battle. We were all of us
pretty angry when we heard this. Said
Girard: “If those officers had been with
us, thcy would not now be talking this
way!”

And at that, Robert, always quick-tem-
pered, sort of went wild. He threw his
food, platc and all, into the fire, sprang
up and shouted in Ree, so that all would
understand: “I am going right now to
those officers and tell them just what I
think of them!”

“Oh, no, you won't! We will not let
you get into trouble with them,” Girard
exclaimed. And at that, he and I sprang
up and seized Robert and held him until
he promised that he would say nothing to
the officers about the matter.

It was and is the firm belief of us
scouts and soldiers who were with Reno
that 25th day of June, 1876, that the day
was lost by General Custer himself.
Though he was warned by Bloody Knife,
Reynolds, and Bruyer, three reliablc
scouts, that the enemy far outnumbered
his troops, he would not wait for General
Terry and General Gibbon to come up;
and then, when he decided to attack the
great camp, he lost all chance of winning
the fight, by splitting his command into
three columns, sending Benteen to strike
the river far above the camp, Reno to at-
tack the upper end of the camp, and go-
ing himself to attack its lower end. The
result was that Benteen never got to see
the camp, and that, while Custer was en-
route to its lower end Reno was suddenly
attacked by an ovcrwhelmmg number of
the enemy, all of 1,000 well armed and
desperately brave fighters against his 130
soldiers and scouts, and he could do noth-
ing but retreat to the bluffs. Even there
he would soon have been defeated had he
not been luckily reinforced by Benteen,
and then by McDowell with the pack
train, both of them trying to find Custer,
who was already on the defensive, more
than two miles down the valley. And
there, of course, he and all his troops were
wiped out when, having crippled Reno so
badly that he could not move, almost the
whole force of thec ecnemy concentrated
upon his position.

Yes, through his own fault, General Cus-
ter, rashly brave, lost the battle of the
Little Bighorn.

That summer, thec commands of General
Terry and General Crook were encamped
for a time at the head of the Rosebud
River. The two commands together num-
bered bectween 6,000 and 7,000 men. So
large a force, remote from a base of sup-
plies, could not do effective work against
the hostiles, now split up into a number
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gate bubbles are.
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The Colgate bubbles,
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(Centinued jrom page 59)
of bands that could move from one placc
to another much faster than the soldiers
could follow.

Eventually General Terry crossed his
command to the north side of the Yellow-
stone, and set out northward to locate
Sitting Bull's camp of hostiles, said to be
hunting buffalo somewhere between that
river and the Missouri. But we found no
Indians nor any sign of them. At last we
turned south and struck the Yellowstone
at the mouth of Glendive Creek, at which
point the steamboats, owing to the low
water in the Yellowstone, had unloaded
our supplies.

Winter was drawing near. General Ter-
ry sent all that was left of the Seventh
Cavalry to Fort Lincoln, and we Seventh
Cavalry scouts were transferred to Gen-
eral Miles’ command, General Miles hav-
ing been left to complete the fort at the
mouth of Tongue River and to hunt and
capture scattered bands of Sioux if pos-
sible. The last steamboat of the season
to arrive at Glendive Camp brought two
companies of the Seventeenth Infantry
to help in the construction of the new
post.

Not long after we had reported to Gen-
eral Miles, he ordered my brother to go
to Glendive Camp, to scout for Colonel
Ellis. A little later, scouts who had been
out to the south reported that a large
number of hostiles, believed to be Sitting
Bull's camp, were moving north toward
the Yellowstone, and General Miles sent
for me and told me to select three of the
Indian scouts and rcport to Colonel Ellis
at Glendive Camp, and remain with him
until further orders.

We pulled out on the following morn-
ing, riding the best horses that we had.
When we had gone a couple of miles on
the trail, ome of the Rees, Bear Plume,
called a halt and said to us: “Friends, last
night my dream was bad; I believe that,
somewhere ahead, we are to have trouble.”

“When the Sioux move, they always
have scouts in the lead,” said another.

“We must use our eyes,” I said, as I
Jed on again. As the day wore on, T had
an ever Increasing feeling of uneasiness, a
hunch, as it were, that we were to meet
the enemy.

And for once iy hunch came true.

(Te be conlinued in the May number

of THE AMERICAN Boy.)

Whittling Their Way to

Wealth

By Lee Mc Crae

tunes, are the young model-makers

of Pasadena, California, Roscoe and
Wallace Good, whose unique new factory
will soon be running at top speed.

These boys, now only twenty-one and
eighteen years of age, began with casual
boyish whittling years ago. But merely
casual whittling couldn’t satisfy them.
And now thcy are constructing to scale
miniaturc ships and street cars and ad-
vertising displays for great corporations
on confracts that bring at least a thou-
sand dollars each.

Left fatherless at an early age, the two
have had to struggle to help their mother
earn the family living, to get an educa-
tion, to make rcal the dream born when
as small boys they stood on the banks of
the Columbia River and first saw a big
ocean liner glide into her dock. Then and
there, they resolved to be ship owners
some day, building their own craft.

The big desire urged them on as they
went to school, mowed lawns, ran errands,
and clerked in grocery stores. It lay back
of Roscoe’s suggestion of a good use for
their scanty spare time: “Let’s build a
miniature fleet!”

They took down the porch swing, cut
the posts into two-foot lengths, and whit-
tled out, part by part, a whole fleet of
ships, each a little better than the pre-
ccding one. An enthusiastic group of
neighborhood boys attended the launching
of the fleet—and grabbed at a chance to
buy the boats at a quarter apiece!

“Now build a real model,” counseled
Mrs. Good.

To do this, the boys paid many studi-
ous visits to the docks and gave up all
their leisure time for several weeks, but
finally the four-foot model was done.
Skillfully and accuratcly done. It brought
twelve dollars. The Good boys were rich!

ETERALLY carving out their for-

The Good brothers re-

produce anything from

a square-rigged ship to

a fully equipped electric
car.

A few years more, and the World War
had concentrated attention on ship build-
ing. Meantime, the Goods had moved to
Pasadena, and the boys spent much time
in the Los Angeles harbor, getting ac-
quainted with scamen and ships from all
over the world. At home, they built small
copies of vessels they had seen, and de-
signed original models. At last, after
many rebuffs, Roscoc obtained a trial or-
der from a coast line company for a ten-
foot model. A ten-foot model—and a
four-foot one had been their most ambi-
tious effort up to that date!

All else was laid aside. Lights burned
late in the garage-shop. The model must
be built according to specifications; must
be flawless and artistic. DBut at last it
was ready for delivery. It was promptly
accepted. And it brought the work of
the Good boys bcfore the public; their
names and faces began to appear in news-
papers, magazines, and moving pictures.

Since that first big commercial success,
they have turned out six model street
cars of varying types, for the St. Louis
Car Company. For a great oil corpora-
tion, they recently completed a 16-foot
replica of a sccne in the oil-producing in=~
dustry, for display use. They are now
“fairly swamped with orders” for models
for other advertising purposes.

Absolute accuracy, keen observation,
downright toil—these are essential in their
work. “We must get things right,” they
say emphatically.

That is the keynote to thcir success.
Tt goes far in explaining why, at an age
when many boys have not yet made a
start of any kind, thc Good brothers hold
the controlling interest in a company with
a capitalization of $250,000 and can direct
a busy factory that is going to give other
inventive geniuses as well as the two boys
a chance to work out valuable ideas,
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battery circuits are easily traced
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And, boys, a Belden Radio Battery
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more compact installation than
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the receivingset. It also protects
tubes and batteries by preventing
accidental short circuits between
wires. Altogether, boys, you can’t
afford to be without this handy
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dealer today.

(Send for Free Illustrated Boakle;\

Belden Manufacturing Company,

2318-M So. Western Ave., Chicago.
Please send me your latest illustrated
booklet, free, describing Belden Radio
Products and their use in radio work.
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No. 661. A Hurt jor Words.

Ilow many objects can yeu find that get
their pames from the city or country
where they were lusl inanufactured or in-
vented? Examples: Calico, from Calicur,
Fast Indies. Limousive, itrom Limousin,
Frencc. Makc your list alphabetical, and
give the number you have found, Ten
will he considered a ecorrcet answer, but a
special prize will be given for the best
list.

Colorado Springs, Celo. Corrar A. PoveH.

No. 662. Pry This Wheel Acyosiic.

1 to 7, one of the divisions of the matins.
2 to 8, sent forth.
3 to 9, longing. =
4 to 10, a dicease of

the mthers of the

horse. - '-}
5 to 11, enthusiastic —5»—0—%5

porular homage. B a
& to 12, flighty. :
1 to 12 around the 5
wheel, an island
belengirg to Great Rritain.
Rio Blarco, Colo. Loe» Cay.

Nu. 683. Here's a Geographical Outing.

Fill the fellewing Llanks wild numes of
U. 8. lowns. Any thal mske sense will he
counled correcl:

Two boys, and —— wenton a
trip. Both worc and of colors
and ——. They rode through a ——
on the — . On arriving they
were scrved with ——, —— sauer, ——
and ——. They went —— with their
——, and shot , and other

——. They returned ——— from their out-
ing tired but —.
Sanborn, Ia. F. E. Bavary

Vo. 664. Winding Rivers.

GCNRGENOR
C O LI R TG A
PHVEBLSYV
GAROEIOQOE
Y U4 N'DREC
WLMIUEHA
€T RS S8R0 T
UPAMETIAG

fee how many rivers Fou can find here

by going from onc lctter to any adjoining

fetter. You ought to bc able to find at

least 20 well-known rivers. Special prize
for best list. Neatnes: ceunts,

By Beawus CArruUTH, Boo2 McNvur, Feo
Lian, and Par O'Dav.

- No. 655, An Atlos Chmn.

Last three letiers of first word form first
three of next, and so on. Esuaple: Zan-
gibar, Barbary.

Island group 8. F. of U. 8.

State of Brazil.

Capital of thc Bahamas.

Mfg. town on Loire River, France.
County N. E. Ncw bnuth Wales,
Australia.

Town., Punjab, Br. Incli.

Town, Pemobsent co., Maine.

State, 8. I. cen. U. 8,

Island div. of Denmark.

Mountain system of S, A.

Bast Point, Ga. King Corrox.

Oor IS S g

=
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No. 666. I'ind These Stales.

Fist and fourth letters, reading down,
name tere of our States. Cress werds are
of five letters each, as follows:

1. A missiop in present city of Sen
Antomo, Texas, scene ol a {amous wattle

in 1836, 2. The largest of the Philijyines.
3. A department in mortherun France. 4.
The largest city of Monlana. 5. A moun-
tain range in central Asia. 6. Thc most
easterly of the UJ. S. 7. An inhabitant of
the largest continent.

Cleveland, O. TayeM AL,

Prize Offers,

Cash prizges of $1, 75, #0. and 25 ccnts
will he given for best complcte list, best
lisy of five unswers, best of four, and best
of three or less, These comprise First,
Second, Third and Fourth Classes. All in
first three classes are givem honorable mex-
tiom and number of answers recerded; 25
solutiens will win a boek. Speciul prizes
for best anssvers to No. 661 and
prize will be given to the author of the
most popular pugzle in this issue; please
name Your favorite at top of }our list of
answers. A six months' subseription to
“T'he Aragma” will be given for the most
interesting radio puzzle. Mark your puz-
zle “Radio,” and mail it before the end
of the month. Address Iuppu Kupps, care
Tue Amorican Bey, Detroit, Mich.

Ansyers to February Puzzles.

649, Vance, Vo, Alsbama City, Ala,
Arigoln, Ariz., cte.
650. Cencord (C on chord).
651, Bat.
652 Finder, friend,
Young America,

Day, week, second, cent, yamd,
guinea, peck, grain, cagle, perch,
feet, sruples, tod, pound, cord, link,

chuin, stone, mill.

January Prize Winners.
Best fist: Aitch Kay, ‘V’ns

Rest second r_Ia.«

Best third class: gr’ !.n.t, Tex.

Best fourth tlassA “Donstir, Kans,

Best vowel word list: Insane Feline, Ky.

Neatest list: Bud Bleom, Mo.

Spccial prize: Ide Luyk Tue, Calif.

Beoks for 23 solutions: D. Ceiver, Iif.;
Almae Filius, Mich.; Anmm, Kang.; Aupust
I‘ruge. Ore.; Bacou Brayues, Va.; {, Orado,
Cclo, ;. Nan_Bantz. Wis; Dent, Calif.; Don
Xey, Mo Erle C. Edingten, O.; Essel Dou-
bleyeu, 'a.; ¥. E. Bruery, Ja.; Iiawk,.haw
Quack, Conu.; Inne D. Ana, Ind.; R. Ish-
man, N. Y.; Jack Canuck, N, Y.; Jack DPine,

an, Justa 'C. Ker, Ky.; Laurénce Gibsan,
. Y.; Nclntyre I,mnhan, W. Va.; Mort,
D,, Muin Kee, Va.;

Mass.:

Wis.; Pat O'Day,

Klrd), Pa; Shy N. Colo.; So Ur Waun,
Sulty, S. C.; The wa. Ky,; Therpa,
Thetfi] Tl.u.uker, Tex.; W. E. Kciley, Fia.

Honorable Meniion.

First Class: Abee Seedy, A, D., Adrian Le-
land, Aiken D Mall, Aitth Kay, Albert Bond,
Albert Lewis, Alexander Melver, " Almae rum,
Alric. Derden, Am I. Wright, Amos Quite,
Anun, Ape Uzzler, A. umber, Archer
Nasmith Co. Ltd, Archie McNeal,' Art E
Choke, August l-rugc, Ban Anna Earl, Bar
T{nw Guoogle, Baron Braynes, Baron Waiste,

W. Axe, Bill, Blackstone, Blue Jay, Bob
?ame Boyer Voicard, Bradley Thompsen, Bud
Bloow:, Bull O°Knee, Burke T.ee, Burr Jamison,
Cambala, Casta 'Rovu] Charles Wells, Clalira,
Clair Walker, Clara Nette, Clarence Troman-
hauser*, C. L. Spears, Cralg McGinnis, Dan
Banta, Darling, Dent*, Diroddi, Doc, Donald
Murray, Dlonald Raoss, Donald Stanfard, Don
Key, Den OF, Deugl, Tke Sixty, Dub-el-chyn,
1. W. Benton, Earl F. Kitchen, Earl II. Brad-
ley, Ed U, Cation, E. Green, E. ITast F:
Elde, Elm Burk, "Erle C. Edington, Trnest
Forsyth, FEssel Doubleyou, Esscl G., Eugene
White, FEustace L. Fish, ]ﬁxrel G Ou, 3 L7
Bruary, Fan F.a* Fuo Lish, Frank Brown,
Franklin W, Dunbar, stcns. GAR, Geoffry
Thompsorn, George A, each, George Kuyllo,
George Ruhlen 4th, George S, Graham, Glenn
Barnes, Ilarald Ilenson, Harry I‘ﬂrmtm:,
Hawleshaw {;lmrl. Herhie, TMaward Zettervale,
Ic Ive Von, T . Clair, Tde Luyk Tue, Ima
Boab, Tma T.nnc Lﬁa Inne 1. "Ana, Insane
Feline®, L K. I.»l'l_ﬂ:ltl. Iva Loita Ih:_wh lvan
Idea, lzzy DBlind, Tac{ Canuck, Jack Pine,

-mnbnw,tf ]’amr:. V. T _]'c:rnmc ensen, J.
Talker, Tohu Ward ﬁu‘la C. Ker, Kay
Knarfr, Kid Peewee, K s On, Know Ms Al
Laurence Gibson, Laghmm. Lloyd C. Haley®,
Maida Stab, Man]e:.' Nichels, Mant. T.. Shelf,

assa Chonse Meno, Merrick N. BHoyc,
Missing Link, Mlat Teerie Mann, Morcen More,

(Continued on pege 65)

We allow you a month—30 days—to try and test the Mead bicycle of
your selection. If at the end of this tme yvou do not know it to be the very
he ONLY one for you—then you can return
se and your trial will not cost you a penny. A special Trust
held by the great First National Bank of
this famous Try be=-
!o.reg;ou buy salea pkm. Mot a single claim has ever bean made ogainst

Do business direct with Makers of Ranger—Fath=
finder—Crusader bicycles on our Square Deal Plan that has given us
more than a million satisfied customers in all parta of the world.

best bicycle in the
it at our expen:

Deposit of $5000.00 has been
Chicago for many vears as a Guarantee to back up

country—the

this Guarantce,

DirectFromfactory

tory in Chicage. We puarantee ita sofe, quick delivery in per=
In the famous line of Golden Brown Rangers,
trimmed in Ivory thte. there is 0 model to suit every taste and
ke models, Roadeters, Racers, Camel-
s, Double Bars, Juvmﬂea-—l:'mlx and Ladies’ Models, Loo!

‘To make it possible i'Dc
oo ety boy and girl, man
a snd WOoman, whowantsor
needs a
bicycle

fect comdition.

any pocketbook— Mo

to get it af once without red tape and delay,
we have a liberal Easy Paymem‘ lan that
mives you immediate use of l‘YClQ—
witlt casy monthly payments af only <
Five Dollara. Whether you live in a big
city er out en the farm in a far distant
slate youcan secure your Mead Ranger
or Pathfinder bicycle at once and pay
for it as you ride and enjoy it.

Noextravae

Saveﬁlom lu$250ﬂ gant extrn selling

coses ig the

Mead Factory-to.Rxder sa!es plan. Do

Busimess direct with the 31 o and save

big money on your bicycle. Piices. from

$21.50up. Getthe MakersSycar Guara

anty with your bicycle andknowyou camn
always get Parts apd service if needed.

TiresSundries-Parts

In ths hig free Ranger Catsleg, which
pictures all bxcycles in largegize and in the

Girls’ actual colors(the hand-
and somest bicycle cat in
Lal!los’ the werld) we also illus.

trate and describe hune
dreds ef tires, saddles,
pedals, lamps, borns,
carricrs, chaws, coaster
brakes, bailt-up wheels,
etc., etc., that willStany
bicycle. Share with us
(at our wenderful low

Moilvls

l.n the pu:chasa and monufecture
d carload

terms.

Factary Prices) in the hig savings which we make

pusmlcnrdw:lklo. Just askfor the

= wm@Tndaymg free Ranger Cataleg and full par-

ticulara of our Factory to Ridec prices,
wonderful special Im:md\.u:tory off er and EasY Payment
Address your letter or post card to

ycle Company \
Dept. H-20 Chicago

‘The Ranger bicycle
of veour sclection
will be seat b
fast Prepai
Express direct
from the fac-

of these items in

Dete, Cann.; Rcd Juck, Mass.; Richurd |

Gymtex Knit White
Athletic Shirts

Are the best made. Te introduce
s will @il 3 Shirtafor 31.60
parcel pest nrnnld. it will send
ususwe uf Your spurtiog gouds
dealer. Glve ohe s&meuuxement
and full mail directlons. Address

Ypsilanti Underwcar Ce.
Arcade, N. Y.

Have YouaCamera?

Wﬂ!c hr free sample of our Ing mnsaxm:. showing

how e ben es and ¢
ARERIC AN PHOTOCR APHT . 1] Carewn v i, 17, Hass,

Print Your Own

Cards, Stationery, Cirelars. Caner, atc. 8ave
=2 monay tfer athers, hio profit. Com) {:Iete
ontfits $8.8¢ Jnh&taﬂ!‘]é 235, Rotaty $15). All
{ coas rulasnent. Wrila Lo catnlog preaseatypa
ete. THE PRESS CO. Y-27. Moridon, Conn.

KENNEBEC
CANOE
With
Sailing
Outfit

“Nothing
Like It
for

Thrills!”

A strang breeze at your 14
back and a swift, clean mrr';u’i,ﬂ::ﬁ"
glide down the lake—

this is the most exciting of a11 canoe sports.
Write for 20-page oatalog in culors which
shows sailing outflt, all pnpular
canoe modplh, rnw'hua,ts, and sup-
plies at popular prices. A postal
brings it FREE,

o 0.
Dept. E-13 Watarville, Maine

WHY NOT Jugpeseripe, Symer and vail
v "|I NOT St tioc T2 Tt
by g reda 26 HIEEE Tz
ﬂ.dsb " worth $1 wodt ﬁéﬂ”"i’ Sant aatians
b, e o :
Wark Ia airarls, ins D
u iy M. "I.KUN'\!
MD

& 3 B
£slulided Aftar wo do bucizess, Srun ?, ] wﬁﬂ’"“é""'h:‘l'.}?f;
) foe oay prospectus belore 5 emmu’? cimens.
. SineLATR t. 54, Box 1324, San Biega, Calil,

No. 270
Four Compiete Motor Driven Tools

A compaet metal and woodworking authit for _me-
chanics aud houssholders, Pattern MakeraJig Saw,
Emur}q Po]lah\ug Wheel, all drivon by fa-
moiue Hpee motor whioh ie ensily detached,
i ving yon u l’ortahla Elearlc Drill. Toolsquickly
nterchangeable.
. Only Sllﬂ Down;l!:a.n Fayments
Ay A8 you 12 S ar ples £,
BT e Bl i o ot We
Writé Toaday For Full Information

Every ool in the *‘Shop’* 1s hizh grade, for regular work.
A maorey maker for the small joly mau,  Wrile foday.

Electro-Magnetic Tool Company
DEPARTMENT 74
|[1930 5. 320d Ave. Cicoro. Ill.. Adjoiving Ghieago
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On Lake Maxinkuckee

Cavalry Naval

Or brisk canters
hurdle and keep yeur seat.
Naval or Cavalry Schools.

you.

which interests you most.

ULVER: SEHOOLS

Sails set to a spanking breeze, a long line of cutters man-
euvering for poamon, staccate couunands across the blue
water—some of the joys of a summer at the Naval Schoel.
At _the Cavairy Scheol there are long trips in the saddle with
full field equlpment becoming ﬁlm friends with your horse.
‘cross cquntry” where you learn to take a
Tutering without extra charge in

Woodcraft

For the boy 10-14, the Woodcraft Camp. Tents pitched by the water's edee. Indian legends
by the Council Fire. Learning the wisdom of the woodsman with mcn who know how to teach
All the water sports, track, handicrafts and athletics taught by experts.

The wonderful equipment of Culver and its teaching personnel are part of the summer
schools’ plan at no greater expense than at the average camp. Write for catalog of school

The Publicity Department, Culver, Indiana

. For Boys

“Hey, Brew, FPve just had wy hrsl. ride on the
Aquaplane Have you been on y
bat I'm first on the ]lal this afternoon,
Hmv i it?”

“Got Flying beat a mile. T's the cat’s whisk-
ers. I ncver had so much fun in a]l my life!™
“Yeah, T heard you took a nose dive.”
“That’s nothing. Everybody
takes a spill when they tiy to skid
the plane out sidewise the first
time, Jean swung the wheel over
just as I started to lean and I went
shooting around on a regular snap-
the-whip skid. Gosh, I bet T was
going twice as [ast as the boat!
“The old wind was whistlig past
my ears and T eould hardly sce with
the spray shooting up into my face.
guess I must have leaned a
little too far, for all of a sudden
the plene dipped under and the next

CAMP IDLEWILD

LAKE WINNEPESAUKEE

New Hampshire

thing T kmew I was suiling through the air, Don’t
ask me how I Janded. now is I was up-
side down in a glorious splash Honest, it’s more
f\m falling off than it is staying on, almost.

“In a minute Jean came back with the boat and
picked e up mgain. He tried another swing just
before shooting back to the dock. but I was wise
that time and made it without a
slis;.  Boy, what fun!l T planed
up sidewise until I wus almost even
with the stern of the Babs, then we
straightened out again and I flo :F
off pretty as we shot past the dock,
T ull signed up for anether ride
tomorrow

Write for book full af stories and
p,rlum of (! nnlg Idl ewL
Address OVS, Director
190 Bowdoln St., Clmbrldzc,Mnas.

Nexr MonTtr: Shooting the
Rapids.  Down the Saco

The WAWBIE WANDERERS

A Canoeing nnd Hiking Camj Iur Older Bnys
‘With Headquarters on the X i Lake:
Ashland, New Hampshlrc
A wonderfal five weeks trlp with Pnck snd
Paddle, Comping ond Cruisirg in New Hampshire,
Maine, Vermont and Canada. Bookl

Dr. JOMN B. MAY, Box 1226, cohlslgt. Mass.

CAMP WAWBEWAWA
A WOODCRAFT CAMP

On the Asquam Lakes, Ashland, N, H.

“WAWBIE BOYS' are experts in

Water 8ports, Oampcraft and Hiking,

with a wide knowledge of Nature LDI’B Woodcraft and
Torestry. A carefully planned and carclully conduct-
ed camp emphasizing real “'campy’’ activities, Booklet.
DR. JOHN B. MAY, Box 1226, Cohassst, Mass.

AMP “Starved Rock”

TFamous Indian location.
Land and_wator sports. upervision.
Screened dmlng hall. Al] ages. Bummer

200. r FOLBER address:— Box 13
% l'll.lnoh Ml.l Rehool, Aledo, lllinots.

Cooperstewn, N. Y. On be
Chenango-on-Otsego £7oouess Nax:,
5 bo 16 years.
. Ezxpert Leadership.
. Riding, Woodcraft, Ceampcraft, Natu:
Manual traiping. Moderate rates, 13th scasen,
for Booklet.

By

69 beys,
A health-building camp smong the mou n-
Tatslligent Bupervision. All
0 Lere,
Write
4. LOVELARD, 251 Maple 8t., Wrookiyn. K.

Y.

CAMP LEN-A-PE

Riding, swimming, hiking motor-boating, tounis, agq
Real Indians and a cowboy.

in easy reach nt New York and Philadelphia. Ages

Booklet. Mr. D. 8, Keiser, 4809 Kingsessing Ave., Phila,

Inthe high
est Poconos,

Pa.

for boya 7-16. On campus

OME gl

C A M P alog. Director, Mrs. 1.

Bagley; Adviser, Murray P. Brush, Ph.
Maryland, Port Deposit, Tome Schaol

ot

Tome 8chool in famous Sus.
%’Oehannock Indian country,
Lodgo. Cat-

T
0.

HORPE CAMP "5

un. On Wisconsin lake.
Flshh\g All sports. For OATALOG:—Box
Thorpe Academy, Lako Forn:, Uiinols

BOYS
6 to 15 ycars. Bungalows.
Best of care.

A,

POCONO PINES CAMP

For boys, Pomno Pines, Po.  High in the invigr-
ating mountains. Four hours frem New York and
Phila. Sandy beach, 3-milelake. Swimming, cau-
oeing, riding. All spoits. Catnlog. John Fi-

. wood Calboun, 5906 Pulaski Ave., Phila.. Pa.

Camp Terra Alta ¥

10th Seaso;

Terra Alta, W.Va,
Non - Military

n

Directed by Commandant, Staunton Military Academy. Excellent

atronage,
ine-hole “*goofy’” golf course. Horseback ri
Slog, Bk 451-C, Staunton, Va. After June Oth Terra Alta, W

Splendid equipmont, Aquatic and aghlctie sports.
3 ormlz at-

. Va.

St Jobms FRititary Heademy

SUMMER SESSION

A Real Outdoer Facation in

IVisconsin’s “Land @ Lakes”

Offers an opportunity to make up back school work or to

build up physically.
in corrective gymnastics, track and field athletics, golf, ten-
nis, swimming, canoeing, woodcraft, trapshooting, fencing.

Class work is eptional.

Nationally known coaches direct work

Catalog an request.

F. W. Mouso, Box 167, DeLarieLp, WISCONSIN.

Conroy of C-Bar
Ranch

(Continued from page 9)

If you don’t want to help you don’t need
to,” and his cyes glinted with quiet scorn.

Goodman raised a protesting hand.
“Now, don’t you be thinkin’ I'm scared!
And don't you forget it’ll take two of us
to work the job! Or neither of usll ever
show up at the old home ranch!”

Still sticking, after all! Again Bud felt
relief. But he didn't show it. “All right,”
he assented quictly.

After discussion, they agreed on a plan.
Beginning where they stood the valley
widened, bottle-like, until abruptly it was
ended by 8 looming jumble of rocks that
concealed the other cxit. About halfway
dewn was a spring; below it was the rich
grass where the horses would be feeding.
But as the ground was damp, the outlaws
would make camp under the cliffs on one
side or the other of the valley. Which
side Goodman and Bud must discover.
Though Bud did not belicve any watch
would be kept in so hidden a place, they
waited until dusk. Bud chose the right
canyon side; Goodman the left. After
scouting they were to meet, report their
findings, then join forces for a showdown.

FTER Goodman had disappeared, Bud

experienced a clammy fear. Fervent-
ly he wished it had been possible to wait
and procure Whitney and Long. Then
his fear was conquered by resolution. He
felt that if the thieves were captured at
all, it would have to be to-night. Of
course, he might let them pull out and
risk tracking them—but the method would
be too apt to fail Besides Long had
promised him ten bones a head—had done
it scornfully, to be sure—but he had made
the promisc. Roughly guessing, there were
twenty-five head. That sum would pay his
college board for months.

He hitched his revolver more comfort-
ably on his hip and quietly began to slip
through brush and pines, over a soundless
carpet of pinc needles. Not far away a
horse snortcd dust from its nostrils, and
his breath choked in his throat at the un-
expected disturbance. Presently he real-
ized he was seeing a fitful tongue of light.
Edging closer he perceived a hundred feet
away, a campfire. DEvidently the rustlers
were not apprehensive.

Closer drifted the youth, taking his
time, waiting for darkness to thicken,
sheltering himself in the murk of over-
hanging pine boughs. Seventy feet. Ie
made out forms around the blaze. Were
there two—or three? Fifty feet. Only
two, unconcernedly chatting. One laughed
raucously us he filed a tin plate with
biscuits, bacon, and crisp fried quail. The
other heaped his own plate. Bud sniffed
the good meat hungrily.

Suddenly the boy decided to change his
coursc of action. This was too perfect—
with his men eating and unsuspicious! He
could shout for Goodman as he acted. No
need to waste time going back to report.
Ghostlike, he crept up behind the care-
free rustlers. Silently he drew his gun.

“Hands up!” he yelled. As in a dream
he saw four brown hands elevate them-
selves, saw the luscious food tip from the
tin plates onto the ground. *Stay right
where you arel!”

Then he raised his voice, howling
“Goodman!” twice at the top of his lungs.
Next he walked up behind the seated men.
The nearest turned his head and laughed
sardonically up at him, as if some rich
joke were Bubbling in him. “That’s queer!”
reflected Bud’s subconscious mind, but the
boy didn't hesitate. Keeping the men
covered, he stooped, secured their guns,
threw them whirling far into the dark.
Working, he planned. Next they must be
tied. Why didn’t Goodman huriy?

Shocking the peaceful night, a gun
roared out of the near darkness back of
the fire. He felt the wind of a bullet past
his neck. Again crashed a report. A bit-
ing pain bit into his shoulder. Swiftly,
almost. without thought, Bud flipped half
around, saw the dim bulk of his unknown
assailant, fired straight and true. A shriek
of pain brought echoes from the cliffs.
With another lightning ;swing, the boy

THE AMERICAN Boy

Dan Beard
Woodcraft Camp

O be a Woodcrafter un-

der the personal super-
vision of the famous wilder-
ness man, Dan Beard, is an
inspiring event in any real
boy’s life. Ask dad to send
for booklet. On beautiful
Pennsylvania mountain lake.
All kinds of woodcraft
taught. Exceptional program
for building body and char-
acter.

Apply 91 Bowne Ave,, Flushing, L. L.

o TN BN
24/ For Boys
Seventh Season
Otter Slide Lake-Algonquin Park- Ontario
Wilderness canping Cruising zrms, Fishing and

Scouting - Booklet on request
C. R. LaBarre 17472 Northwood Ave, Lakewood, O.

SEN-A-PE 13 hopacv. v
mﬂmr Camp at a moderate price,

150. All camp activities. Frea booklet.
J. W. MERCER, DIRECTOR

R.
A Hudson St.

Yonkers, N. Y.
CAMP MIAMI &3,
In the great osk woods on Big Mismi Direction

Miani Mil Dmst. AL sports that bays love. Cmn])cm-
tion m]e‘dnlls Iadio. Tutoring if desired. July 5-Aug. 28.
o8l

§200. let. Col, Drvon Graff Brown, Pres., Box B
Germantown. Ohio.
CAMP TOSEBO +iik

On Portage Lalre, near Vanlalee. Mich. A UNIQUE
cnm{‘ for YOUNG Wonderland of Woods

g 658
Noble Hill, Todd School for Boys,

CAMP MINNE-WAWA Fgr Boys nnd

Woodstock, Iil.

A summer of real outdoor hIEYﬁshmg‘ canoeing.
swimming, hiking, On Lake of Two Iiive lgonquin
Provinciul Park. Highlands of @ntarie. Coed camp

mates. Fine food. Keasonable terms, For Boohlet 'F"

write W. L. Wise, Ph. B., Bordentown,

Cape Cod Camp for Boys
at Chatham, Mass.

Near water; all kinds of sports; family table; care-

fu), personal supervision. July and August. Send

forcirculars. CAMP CHATHAM, West Chatham, Mass,

8th Season. For Boys 8 %o 18 years. On
amP Tetch Lake near Charlevoix, Mich. All
alrwood

outdoor sports iucluding riding. @roup
activitics by age. Resident physician,
For hooklet addrest
CAPT. EDER, Obio Military Insthiute
College Hill Cinclnnati, Ohio

MORGAN PARK Jimaay

ACADEMY
College Preparatory. Separate grade school.  Experi
enced man teacher for every ten cadets. Superviscd
recreatiom and athletics for each boy. 20 acres ift coun
try surroundings. 52md year. Catalog. Cel. H. D. Abcila,
Supt.. Box 925, Meruan Park, Chicago, [l

ESTERN MILITARY ACADEMY

Alton, Ill.  Graduates enter college
witbout examination. Also BUSINESS
courees. Champmua]ur |zr1de Athletics,
Best Coaching. F LOG:
Address CAPT. R. 8. l"'t'l‘(lN. Adj.

ennessee Mﬂita}‘y
stitute

A superior military achoolin the mast, health(ul .m.; of america—
< Fighlands nﬁz st Tenneasee.” Thorough college preparation.
Smund ‘Tovernment. . Catalo:.
EE e R Erdsley, Supt., Box 12, Sweetwater, Tenn,

RANDOLPH - MACON ACADEMY (Military)

A Branch ol the Randolph-Macon System. In the Valley uf Vir-

inia, $200,000 Equipuent. Prepares for College or Scientific
H HILITARY TRAINIRG, Gymnosiwn and Athletics.
Swimming Pool. $580. 34th session opened Sept. 220d.  Address
CHAS. L. NELTOR, A. M., Priucipsl, Box 419, Froat Royal, Va.

Northwestern MR ANy

70 mi. from Chicago. Anendowed College Prepar-
atory School and Junior College. Itsdistinctive
advantages and methods interest discriminating
parents. Col. R. P, Davidson, Pres., Lake Genera, Wis.

OQHIO itz

n.stztute
9%2nd year. High, bea.utlh\l locahon Lower school for
younger boys. Athleti +» M. Henshaw,
Supt., Box 2%, (_Mlczn Illll, (,lllcll\rultl- Ohto.

Missouri Military Academy

Develops red-blooded American manhood through care-
fully co-ordinated military and academio training.
Equipment and faculty exceptional, For catalogue address

Col, E. Y. Burton, Pres.. Box 125, Mexico, Missouri

MIAMI £t

ery educational advanta un. llld evu
et yaar, For carnion addrons Cor. Orvbn Bratt

MILITARY
INSTITUTE

nesy life.

.Lfmxc Ficittiy,

Brown, Pres., Box 255, Germantown near DAYTON, OHIO

Box 1
‘Cornwall-on-Hudson, NY Brig ~Ge F. Davi:
Supt, Callegs propagatory and junig Citols: Hies nencsatis
tandards.normal military teaining. Gommer cia] Couraca, spurts.
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Military Academy
A blg schoal for Iittie boya
Fage stands in a riazs by it

self us » wditery scaool fur
little bays, Sound traimasg W the
commou  brantli.cs cemes flrsk.

‘the mililary is adapied to

yOUDZ oy nceds. Parenty ap-

preseole the .'limlslhere af un-

Tr thr dittin Dase, ihin i the
largca: schecl of lts land im
America. Write for the catalog,
The Pagz Cedeis at Cotaling,
2 velume of wostern tales. b
the Feadr-aster, at your book-
store or Ly mail, $L.7S. Robert
A. Gitibs, Headmasler, 1213
Cochran Avenue. LOs Angeles,
Cantoraia,

UFFIEL])

1833 Ninety-fourth Year 1926

An cndewed schoe), rich in traditions and achieve-
wants, where highe:st ideals and habita of claractes
arc cultivated by madern scicntific mathods ef :neral,
physical and academic ccucatien.

Qlassce prepare for ccll:?: sie ntific school or busi-
rcss carcer. Junior Scheel for y cunger beys.

Physical cducation includes medical examisiation
wad iadividsal egrim of exeruse, hygiene znd
athletics, presciibed and directed by expert advice,
{¥mnasium aud feld cquipment greatly calarged.

T.fterazure and (formation on reguast,
Kyxy. BROWNELL GAGE, Ph.D., Headmaster
3 H1gh Street Suffield, Coan.
MILITARY

CONWAY .5t

Prepares for Leadershlp in Communlty, Scheot and
Prefgirional Buuds, Priule snd Clasg Instraotioes;
Teachers of natlenal rencen: Conductife and Band
Arrangements; Daily Band Rehearsals yader Wean
Ceuwuy; Larze Symphocy @echextra,  Large Danu

Library, Degiees, Dovenirories.  Gymnas:n. Und
pecsonal rccﬂon of the famgous vangd leader, Patnck
Conway.

617 De 'ﬁm Park. Ithace, New York,

GRAND RIVER INSTITUTE

Nith  vear. An  cndowed c'-sducmmm) preparatury’
school Subernised  ata’s heys and ghls. Music
and Exoression Bepartment nuly stion2. Rate £500.
Eurl W. Hambha, Bex B.E Austinbury,
Ohlo. near A!htabufz

Clean Euund
Mind Body
}I:ghesb |laudt.1rd: of scho! ip and cheracter with

olesome antdoor rooreatbion, 3
Ii v. U. H. Young, 8. 1. D.. Rector
Tor catalog nﬂﬂrem The Adjutant, Iln!m. Indiann

Branham & Hughes Military Academy

T4¢al sehook for trainlug boys fn merslaad physical heas
Enlymmed by xadiig sduca
Ilitien. R. (0 T. €. uncler aupery an
Junior Sclwel in snacatshurdiog, 29
Write fur ratal)g. Addrema Box &, prlia‘lllll Teu:»

ary,

Noswhwille,

New Mezxico Military Institute
A slote-owned cavalry echocl of exceptional asademis
ds. lligh Behoal and or Callege, Splendid

nt, RO.T.C. Dry, brug climale 3700 fi. ul
Every boy rides Moderate rate
Col. J. G Supt,, Box N,

Kemper Military School
'Lraing for Fadaxhin by a c'nirrhemxv. <t<uu cr
azhletics. mil and £l activities thal reach svery
hoy. An Jloncr Syatem rhag hl\]lds (ha. acter.  Tligh
Schoo!  sad  Juior Cullege.  Fer catuloguv  uddivss
731 Third St. Baanvme. Mo.

BLAC KSTONE
MILITARY ACABEMY

Tn the Healthfal Pladmont Raglon of Virrinis, Coflsgs Preparatary
and Posiness Sdminiatrative Gourse=s, Best borme inflzences. Moc-

o5,
Roswell, N. M,
l"nm d(d

Troutman,

g T g e
St.John’s Military Academy

TEE Amexican Huasy
tly fittad for training American_hoys. Thorough
Situated on_high
in Waukasha Qaonty Leke Dagion. Bunmer Tuin:
ox 2100, Detafichd, ¥ luc,

gron
ing Schocl. Cutalog. Write

ENTWORTHYME:T
ACADEMY
Laxlnltnn, Mo., es. from Kansas
Oiry,  Dldest 31 Iilsry Rrhnnl west of
the Mississivpi, High School. Junfor
College, Grammar Schuol.  Catalog. Col.
8. Sellers, Box A, Lexingion, Ma.

Fishburne Militury School

Trebares fer cellegy and businas 6ife. Loearcd in mup
lt re Mountalns. famous fer health aud beau B
tralning Jncuicateg  arGelness, PromPtitude,
hlnulu Lustructor far evaery 10 eqdete. R.O.C.
Bex B, Wayicsbare, Viryinis,

FRANKELINSIMARSHAL],

4 thensand Lo oﬁmp'\mﬂ for collego in 25 yeurs.
Comple arn equipment. A1l sports.
Moot tm atalog on request.

R M. Martman, P4 ; Teinelpal Doz 443, ancaster, Pa,

THE MANLIUS SCHOOL

Saint John's
Military. Cullegs preparatory. Thormghiy eaulpred.
o BoniorRledl. WUk orrdviod sAtmich,
GEN. WM. VERBECK. Prea, Box 24, Mnnllul N. Y

BORDENTO INSTITUTE

'Chorough prepsrstion for onlle or bnsincy. L.
fuculty, smn classcs. mmvldual attention, Bors
Low to R.OT ymr Spesia \nmmar
Sasslen, Ca'alﬂms c'l. ANDON,
Drzwur C.18, Burdcnnwn. N 3,
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fired at one of the two campfire rustlers,
who was dartimg jor the wall of brush,
The man, zigzagging, unkurt, caught his
foer en a reot, fell pondcrously. ‘The
ether rascaul had set. opcn-mauthed, the
few secunds required far these cvents. Now
he made u hall-witted motion to arise.

“Right where you arc!” rasped Bud
tigerishly. The man sank beck. Amd the
’('me who had tripped stayed flat eun bhis
ace,

Bud himself sa$ down. Ie was trem-
bling from kead to feet, the pain u: his
shoulder began to make itself felt. Dully
ac wondered what, after all the racket.
was delaying Ceedmaxr. Behind him he
heard groans from the man who had taied
to murder him. There must e 4 whole
flock of rustler¥. Bud's hzzied head told
him that if such were the vaze he'd bel-
ter get out of the fielight. The sithuation
was beginning to run away from him. He
repented his rushness in acﬁng without,
Goodman.  Without the msn’s aid he
couldw’t scc just how he was to truss up
three rustlers and manage them. They
might juxp him as he tricd to bind their
hands e1* kick him in the knees. Still, he'd
have to cemmence something

“Kin I giv up?” askcd the man whe had
tripped, turning his head and hopefully
noting that the late cyclone was getting
groggy.

o—you kin net, Blackbull!” said an

unexpected veice frem the shadews, hard
amd cold as hail.

Startled euv ef his sense, Bud jerked
bimself te his feet, his gun swinging,

“Put her dewn, Bud' yelped another
voice.

Bud relazed, a great turmoil of laughing
relief beginning to stiv in bim.

he second veice wag certainly Bill

Whitney’s! The other? Why, hew stupid

nul Lo have kmown at once. Long’s, ef |

conrse.

“Bill—?" Bud's voice irembled.

“Right yeu are, son!" unncunced Bill
calmly from the gloom. “Johnuy-on-the-
spol. to suve you fromn doing all the work.
Jest keep 4 line cn those guws for 2 bit,
Long, till I git some rupe.”

Bud ]augheﬁ shukily. “Te 2ave me frem
getting killed, you mesx

Long's voice answe “No, Bud, I
think you'd of fimshed up all right by
yoursclf.””  There wes no iromy mn the
rancher's tone, “Any feller who kin trip
up two rustlers single-handed kin 'tend to
the mere detail of hogryin’ ’em.”

em.
UD, too weary to dispute, watched
RBill bind thc hands and feet of (he
sullen pair. “A good job done,” remarked
Leng, appecaring.

Consternation stalsbed Bud. He remems-
bered the other man!

“It isn't done!” he exclaimed, poimting.

Like magie, l.ong and Whitney caught his

menning, leapcd, mclfed intn the trees.
Presently they came out carrying a burly
figure. They bore it te the fire. T.ang
pulled the man’s hat from his face. “By
—* he started to gasp.

“Why—"" whispered DBud,
ware!”’
Iike a startled horse’s. “Why—why that's
the guy that tried te plug me frem be-
hind, only I beat him to it—”"

Comprehension waved ever Long’s facc.
“He potted yeu, did hct”” Doubt struggled,
was overthrown by cenviction, His meuth
shut in an ugly lin2. “Um, I sre!”

“Me, too!” enurled Bill. “We heard you
yellin’ for Goodman and that steered us
to you. Wed just topped the rim. I
wus figurin’ Goodnan'd been shol up, too.
I scc it alll” he barked. “He’s been in
with Blackbull, T.ong. He wax only per-
tendin’ to buy your ranch. Then when
you was eff to Califorry, he un’ Bluckbull
an’ his gang of importcd wuckarcos would
¢radually clean the ranch of stock. An’
claim rustlers was doin

“Um,” grumted Tong, “an’ when he saw
he couldn’t head the kid eff, hs tipped off
hig palgs a®r’ lay in wait to murder him.
Nobody the wiser. Still, about the rustlin’
—he'd run a chance of jail—"

“How?” vountcred Bill, “yeu couldn’t
prove nothin’'l  An’ if things d'd get hot,
he'd simply fwde away—"

“You're awlul =mart, ain’t you?" jeered
Bl&ckbul] trying to ease his improvised
wTistlet;

"W’cll " spid Bill heatedly, “I'm smart-

{Continued on pege £5)

“—it's Geed-

He stared, his c¢ves showing white |
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Fifteen Specially Selected
Scott Sealed Packet
BARGAINS

No 3, 2000 all different stamps.
No. 8, 1000 all different stamp:
No. 21, 100 South America, all diff. .60
No. 22, 100 Asia all differen .60
No. 60, 150 all different .. .10
No. 72, 100 Portuguese Cols .50
No. 85, 0 Madagascar, all dlff .50
No. 147, 300 Austria,all diff. .50
No. 181, 20 Iceland, all diff. .35
No. 238, . 60 T‘ERQIA all diff. onl 1.00
No. 266, 75 Austria, Clnhnﬁlnvaﬁn,
Hungdry, Ttaly, Swit-
zerland, all different. .50
No. 331, 25 Paraguay, all diff.
No. 332, 40 Azores, zll different _.

No. 334, 12 Lebanon, all different.. W
No. 335, 12 Syria, all different .. 25
Free on request, 80-page price list of
Packets, sets, ditne sets, catalogues, al-
bums, and all philatelic accessories.
Scott Stamp & Coin Co.

1 West 47th Street New York, N.Y.

F R E E This Nevis stamp showing Colum-
bus discovering America, using a
% elescope before it was invented, to

New Customers.
M Big Commission to Agents for the BEST
approval sheets of stamps ever offered.

PIONEER STAMP ALBUM 25

with 600 stamp illustrations.
500 mixed stamps over 40 coun-
tries, 600 hinges ALL FOR

Bnrgmn Packahs 100 British Colonies 85c: 100 French

Colon 00 Portugese Colonies 40c; 100 New Europe

10(:, .ﬁAalatm 15c; 50 African 25c; 50 Australian '25c.
50 8o. and 0. America 25c; 500 all different 3ac; 1000 a

different %c. Write for sample outfi

Hussman Stamp Co., Dept. A, 620 Oli t., 8t. Louis, Mo.

9 99 ?H BOYS! W!lAT If\ THRII.I." oNeEh

landt Included are: Abyssinia, Cougo heud uters, Kenya
& Uganda, Nyasea camels, Mozambique. lvorYC 0a8t, Uyr er
Volta, Togo, Ubangui, anganyike, Fili [slands (cannibal

--and other eavage lands, This wonderful packet [rom far-
awaycountrieato new approval applicants for only ten eents!

FENWAY STAMP CO., 153 M:=z2c"- Boston, Mass.

Mozambiqua Co. 15 Tnused, 10
Postage and 5 ducs. African lifc
and sceaery, beautiful bi-colors,
very Dpretty, ecut. #0c FREE te
approval applicants,

Send {lires numes and aderesses
of boy collector friends and we

will send you FREE 3 var. unused Hungayy Prisoners
catalog 12c. W. A. LIESON CO.,
75 Taylor St., Springfield, Mass.

GREAT BARGAINS.
NO TWO STAMPS ALIKE IN

THE MOST
FOR YOUR MONEY. ANY SET. ALL GOOD COPIES.

EOAlSulﬁc 50 A 0 Australia_17c, 100 Aust Oe, 200
snme dbe: 100 Bavaria, 19¢; 7 Barbados 12¢;: 10 Bosnia 10c; 20 same
Tiic. 18 Brazil 130, 25 Bulgaria o, 55 Canada oc, 30 Central Amerita

12c] § Gyprus e 20 Chile 9c,, 15 China 9, 25 Gubs 12c, 50 Checho

19c, 10 Dahomey 18c, 20 Dansig ¢, 50 Danzig ark 11

10 Daten Trates bo. 10 Egypt ser 10 b_clndnr 3 50 lelnd 9c. 3

same idc, B0 French Col'a, 1e; 100 same 39e, 50 Germap fe. 100
e 24c. 10 Honduras Sc, 100 H Se. 200 same

e 10 Jamaica 5. 12 Jugo Slavia ¢, B ireland §¢, 10 Treland 26c,

7 Iceland 1dc, 25 slma 13530 Tyt Coast 150, 0 Luxembute s2¢,

5 20c, 80 snme §3.75, 10 Maluy 120

stein 146, 20 Norway Paraguay 20c, 12 Pera

50 same Boe, 50 P Ak ir.:- 50 Portugal

1oc, 50 same $1.00, 00 [l;ortugnl Col's 2Ue, 100 same 5lc,

00 same.

$2.50, 500 same $5.00 union 18e, mania 9c, 20 Russia 9¢,
20 s-lvadur 14:. /i Siam 15¢. 80 Spain dc, b0 same 18, 30 Sweden de,
25 Switzei e, 10 Tunis 1 0c, 20 Tunis 25c, S0 Turkey 12¢, 5
Ubangl 8¢, 5 Venezuela 9e. 5 Wuttembecs e, 100 U. 8. 20c,
Fnllnwln Collections Guarantoed o SIS or your moncs

oﬁdn exent 2c, 600 different 35c, 1000 different §1.25, 2000

S rent 55.00.

nsta‘{a 3c extra—Remit ney order.
‘We buy stamps. MAR!

stamps or mot
S STAMP Co. (Dept.A) TORONTO, Canada

Arabs! Bandits!! Head-hunters!!!

Egypt. (sphinx); BMalay (tiger); Benadir (elephant);
Tunis (arab); Turkey (sacred mosque); Belgium (show-
ing battle between angel and ‘ocld horns’); Congo (head
hunter}—All of these mysterious and remarkable stamps
are contained in our ¥amous Phantom Packet! 55 fine
varieties (to approval applicants onmly) for eight cents.
Nothing like it, order at once!

PACIFIC STAMP CO., Box (33, HELENA, MONT.
EXTRA! Send us. wvlh?mu(onhrf ‘or the Phan torn Packet at 8c, the
names of three of ¥ our friendsw ho collect stampa: and we wiil give
you, free of charge, a sca #et of (. Albania b-ndll tand,
Iatatoging ever §1.80. Supply limited, write fmme dinte

FANTASTIC SCENERY PACKET
Gonainn ol different atampa of for-awsy countrics depicting swo
extal theilling scones. Included nre: m (Satan with pite
oos (chatiot and ﬂyln. horses); Chile (battle ncen

i

Newtoundland. (wid saribos): (ferocioun tiger): Trinia)

(Gnddue“ll: ot.'ndt‘:r‘y"Tnmn[ gmxn ¢ Araby; and others. - To appro-
oolicants nclosing ‘ent packet wil be sant.

thi
PIKES PEAK STAMP l:l) Bm: 215 Colorade Snnnns Colo.
MPORTANT: If you act rluht now, we will also include free, a tri.
nnglu atamp, perforation gauge. and a small package of hinges.

at 50% discount coutain
OId Colony Approvals 3:..5% . aua siamss. Gur
price listof sets sent to ai! aaking for approvala. Packets:
—2000 812 dilerent §3,00. 1000 varieties 85c, 500 varleties 20c,
100 varietiea 6c. lmperial albums 60c, Modern albums
$2.00. International Junior Alhums $3.50; all altums sent
postpaid on recsipt of Price. Want liata filledfroma atock
af 40,000 varietios Lo those sendine satistactory references.
.\pprnvll Departmont, OLP COLONY AMP CO.

38 Washington 8t., Koston, Mass.

Boys! Have you ever owned a nice, shiny, new pair ul stesl
stamp tongs? Lakeview offers: Famous “C

TRIANGLES

4 (1 Bearce Nynssn eruﬂe Trinngte, 1 Austria) For
Bpecial Dellve lume with Batlleship, ¢ 55 @~
DIFF. (1 Finme Sebrawn. Al trisngular stamps.
AND GET OF 8 ANGOLA. AZOEES. ST. THOMAS, R
THROWN IN FOR GOOD MEASURE. HOW'S THAT T
NICKEL? Yowll flud other special effers on our appmvnl
0. W. CROWDER & 00., Waverly, Baltimore. Md.

HINGES 1000 Perfect 0 I 5

Peelable Hinges Il y C

to rea.] apuhcants for approval sheets. Confeder-
above if you pay postage.

] LLL \()UR. FRIEN D
R.Z. PETTET, 690 S. Boulevard, Atlanta, Ga.

STAMP 105 Chi L. Eic., Stamp Dic-

tionary, list nl 3 UOU Bargaine aod
Coupons, Z¢. 8tamnp Album, m'er 500 illoat ., with
dates, nlm:l ofceuntries, etc., 3¢. Biggerones.lic,
45c, 81.35.82.45. lluatrated world catalog Az hooks) for 20C.
8tarp Guide 10¢. Direct importers; album manufacturers.
A. BULLARD & C0.. 436 Tremont Bt.. Dept.1Z, BOSTON. MASS.

TRIANGLE STAMPS!

Weoffer to approval applicants: 100 all different fine
stamps from far-off countries: Travancore, UpperVolta,
Tchad, Madagascar, Malay, ctc. Alsa three trianpic
slamns, including scarce Liberia, all for 7c. Order Now!

D. REIMERS COMPANY, 499 RatironBidy.,Fort Worth,Texas

VARIETIES STAMPS
I postnze 2!: “1000 hinges 16c;
Album to hold 1153 stamps,

20c. 509, approval sheets sent with each order.

A. B. Miami Stamp Company, Toledo, Ohio

Boys Dutch Indies, etc. 5¢ to approval ap-

plicants. If you will write at once

we will include a stamp album, perforation gauge

and a big list of bargains without extra charge.
HILL STAMP CO., Leonard St., Waltham, Mass.
Stamps will come

RADIO PACI(ET in whether static

is bad or not. Receive foreign countries through
our 250 varieties packet for 15<: and 60% discount
nun-duplicating approval shee

COVERT STAMP CQ., 712E. &6 Bldg., Rochester, N. Y.

Packet of 108 stampsincluding Tc¢had,

of Bulgaria (the stamps that nearly started a war); set of new
Germany with (pre-war) face value aver forty million dollars,
perforation gauge, small album; nice packet 100 different from
Argenting, British Guiana, ‘Iewfoundland Africa, Duteh In-
dies, etc.—and last but not least, a dandy pair of stamp tones!
The entire blg outfit only 15¢ to approval applicants!

LAKEVIEW STAMP CO., Station F. Box 106 TOLEDO O,

FAMOUS packet, including menageric issues. 105 differ-
ent stamp~ from Turope, Asia, Alrica;incl. Eritrea (ele-
R phaot head), Malay (tiger), Barbados (dragons), Cuba
(sacred cow), d (caribou), (par-
rot), W. Australin (swan), etc. Inte esting! Curious!
This fine packet free to approyal applicanta enclosing
1oc for postage aud nssembling expense
A—A larga 19th centurs D with )ucmn of “*0ld
Horns s nod sehrce Gongo with porteaitof savaws hoad hunter will be
Theladed it you act quickly.  Richard Lamprecht, 811 Napoleon
St., Valparaiso, Ind.

ANCHER'S $$3$ OUTFIT—ONLY 12c!

Fine e stamp: sot German stampa with (prewsr) value of forty
mililon. do llrl (inte! !); perforation wauge snd mme. scale;

wapape
m.,mm- Ind

fro ravancore, ‘outfit for
12c to .pnrovat applicants! Nice puk-t siock Book, vatue 26e with
every order LH E STAMY CO.

JERSEY CITY, N. J.

148 CLERK ST,,
d -
$3.00 for 12¢ 0.2 Torassas

Airplane set, Perforation gauge, Millimetre scele, Fine

wallat. 5 blauk approval sheets. 250 hinges, scarce pack-

ept. A-3,

et from Nyassa, Abyssinia, ntn, price list—all for 12 et
P. 0. Box 1792, Chicago, Iil.
1000 Varieties of Postage Stamps $1.00
Liberty seta and packets at uniform prices,
We pay Doslage xonr mcrey rafunded 1€ not satistied.
Ann Arbor, Mlehlznn, U.S. A,
STAMPS FREE] All  different.
Postage2Cents.
Large Album, 20c; Illustrated Al-
sheets sent with each order.
A. B. QTAKER STAMP CONPANY, - Toledo, Oio
10 Different NYASSA Giraffes and Oamels. Cat. 630,
10 GO British Cols., 10 Fronch Cols., 10 Portugese
1o and ruler.
To introduce approvils L3¢
ST. Louls. MO.
NEW EUROPE FREE 100 ,lﬂureut N.w
Europe. mos
used from Latvia, Ukraine. etc., including fine chority, urp
$1.00 if purchased from sppr-val stieets. This excellent paeket
absolutely free o applicants of our famous Star Net Approvals.

toaporovalapplicants, - ATLANTA STAME co.,
500 Varieties for 36 cents. Send for pnc: listof
o
RER & COMPA

1MW, I.ibcrty sr..

bum $1; List FREE. 50% approval

0Y’S BONANZA BARGAIN

Cols.. 100 diff. Earope, 200 hinges, oarrnrmon gauge,
FENNELL STAMP CO..
Pestage duc sud special delivery stamps, which would cost aver
Send 2c postage.  THE ANVELINE €O+ MILWAUKEE. Wi,

enchm’der‘ Illuu A Ibum

200 DIFFERENT STAMPS FOR Tc

Price List and 60% -Ynmv?l alég&t‘s .t:nzw%;
or stamps 700
00 U, 8. 100 Bavarla,

lﬁ mmm
eria, 10 itand o 256 exch.

MIDWEST BTA\IP co., Tlﬂ l’lelnwlrl 8t., KAhSAS CITY, MO.

1000 ALL DIFFERENT

Foreign stamps $1.00. Also 7 different Siam stamps
for 12¢. Send for approval sheets.

CIIAS. E. BIRR STAMP COMPANY
4237 N. Winchester Ave. Chivago, 111.

INYESTIGATE

Free price lists of stamps and supplies sent to
all approval applicants. Reference please. Col-
lections bought.

CHAS. CREEK, Box 431, Alhambra, Calif.

150 STAMPS FREE

Postage 2c extra. 500 stamps 18c
Craven Stamp Co.,

1000 stamps 35c¢, 1600 hinges 12¢

Knex 8t., Thowmpsonville, Conn.
WASHINGTON, D. C.

Our beautiful capitol is shown on the $2.00 blue

of our present issue. his stamp cataloging

$1.00 for only 35c to approval applicants only.

A. ). ZIMMERMAN, 406 Rose St, Lexington, Ky.

OLD COINS

20 dlﬂ coing 47c; 100 @iff. $2.25; U. S. 1-2 cent 25c;
8 U. 8. large cents 40c; Roman sil. coin 35¢;
Roman bronze coin 12c; New Coin Bargain List Free.
ST. LOUIS STAMP & COIN CO. st. Louis. Mo.

100 Varieties Africa, Ceylon, Bra,
Cuba, Mexico, etc,, and album Oc
1080 mixed 40c. 50 different U.3. 25¢”
108 inges 10c.
Fine Album tor 350(|sv,amps 75c, List free
I buy coliectio:
C. STEGMAN,

raval sheets with every order.
SSH Cnte Bnlllant: Ave.,

ST. LOUIS, MO.

Ca a4

S G o npbroval applicants.  Order nos
Wil nctada packet: p S e r.:ngpﬁnuehptpulonms FREE, 1000
binwzes 10c, 1000 diff. Foremnn 100 diff, For'n 7e, 50 diff. U.§. 86c.
SUNFLOWER STAMP CO., Dept. AB, HUTCHINSON, KANS.

atifal stam,

IN ANSWERING ADVERTISEMENTS, B SUKE TO GIVE
YOUR FULL NAME AND COMPLETE ADDRESS, CORRIZCTLY

Stamps in the
Day’s News

By Kent B. Stiles

Union of South Africa
1p stamp; one of Persia’s earher issues.

NOTHER United States stamp has
appeared—a 10c airmail adhesive
to cover the zone rate for a “fly-

ing machine” letter which is ten cents an
ounce.

This philatelic newcomer is horizontally
rectangular in shape, blue in color, and
has as its central design a map of the
TUnited States, showing some of the rivers
and mountain ranges. On cach side is an
airplanc in flight, one traveling teward
the cast, the other toward the west. The
wording “Air Mail” is included in the in-
scriptions.

The stamp was placed on sale Feb. 13,
at post offices in Detroit and Dearborn,
Mich., Chicago, Cleveland and Washing-
ton, D. C, and simultaneously at the Gov-
ernment’s Philatelic Stamp Agency in
Washington. It is now obtainable at
many of the other post oflices.

Shah Dethroned

HEN a monarch loses his privilege

to reign, the philatelist's interest
quickens. So it iwas some months ago
when Ahmad Shad, who had heen Per-
sia’s ruler since he was a small boy, was
deposed through legislative action by the
National Assembly. Late in 1923 Ahmad
went to Paris and he found the city so
dehghtful that he never returned to his
native land. During his absence Persia
was ruled by Reza Khan Pehlevi, his
Prime Minister. Last December Reza
Khan was made the new Shah.

New stamps inevitably appear when-
ever a throne changes occupants. Those
now to hand from Persia are native reve-
nue labels converted into postal adhesives
by means of a surcharge in gold lettering

—“Posti Hokoomati Movaghati Pchlcvi,
nohomi Abonmah” and the Persian datc
1304 with its Christian cquivalent, 1925.
The quoted wording, translated, means
“Post of the Provisional Pchlevi Govern-
ment, 3lst October,” as the stamps were
issued after the National Assembly had
dethroned Ahmad bul, before Reza Khan
became the new Shah. The values and
colors of these commemoratives are 1ch
red, 2ch yellow, 3ch green, 5ch gray, 10ch
orange-red and 1 kran blue. Only 20,000
copies of each were issued—a small supply
to meet philately’s demands! Perhaps by
now these provisionals have given way to
a definitive series. The Persian stamp
herewith illustrated is one of an earlier
issue; it gives a youthful portrait .of
Ahmad, the former Shah.

Scrved Lepers

MONG the first, stamps of (he new year

was a series distributed by Ttaly com-
memorating the death of St. Francis of
Assisi seven centuries ago. Francis, found-
er of the Franciscans, died on Oct. 3, 1226,
at the age of forty-five, and two years
later he was canonized by Pape Gr cgory
IX. The commemorative adhesives, in
denominations of 20 centessimi, 40c, 600,
1 lira and 5 lire, are illustrative of the
saint’s life.

Who was St. Francis of Assisi? In an
encyclopedia we read that the following
was “the determining episode” of his ca-
reer:

“Soon after his return to Assisi from a
pilgrimage to Romc he met a loper who
begged an alms; I'rancis had always had
a special horror of lepers, and turning his
face he rode on; but immediately an he-
roic act of self-conquest was wrought in
him; returning, he alighted, gave the leper
all the money he had about him, and

J

THE AMERICAN Boy

AMAZING . : BARGAIN!

98 dill. from all countries, many unused incl. cherity and speclal
delivery stamps: 5 diff. French Cols., 5 aiff. Portuguese Cols.. 10
Qiff. Banzig. 1 Packesfrom vbscure countries of Bovnis-Borzegov-
ina, White Russia. Cape of Good HoDe, Siam, Travancore, etc.,
album, perf. gauge, millimetro scale ruler. Eatire big $3 outfi

fur -nly l?c te l%ll'v&l applicants,

+ 107 Westminater Box B, Providence, R. L
Fagle Cent, diff. Gems .

100~yr -0ld U.S. Ct .15; Fine 1800-yr.-
old silver coin .55; 3 ancient coins .25;

Million Mark note .10; 10 diff. War ceins .35: Big 3%

b, illust. list & old coin for Ge stambs.

EL Eﬂ CORPN., % E. 35th St., N. Y.

BOYS: SENSATIONAL 8¢ OFFERT 7,Sermen stams

Imlhon dollams (great curlosit Nl
i 1 mirplane aet; 1 trinn
al

Dilf. Choice ceins
0 Paper Money

Ete.
.40.

For Sale. 20

from smnllesl Yokl
acket 25 difv. Hoogery, cat soc- ‘1 perf. gnuge;
eant, & rast POCKEY sa e 'khonlk I Senich t o keen

T e only 8 cents to_spp!
mmm&l” CR ERRVICE APPROVALS. Rig Price

D. M. Ward, 605 Plerce St.,
FREE—FINE ZOOLOGICAL I’ACKET

Lonmnmr-t-mp- with piclures of Tigers, Oxen Eate

Leopard, Emu. Kangaroo, Swan, sa ant, Aulgazor.
Lyre Bird, nd 46 to_coyef. cuat of

Dothle. lnd nsk see aur hlrt{l\n lvprovll sheets. liscount,

Gary, Ind.

oo
LIGH’

300 Different Stamps 10c

And price list to approval applicants. 1008 English
hinges 10¢; 50 U.8. 10c: 50 Fr. Col. 10¢; 30 Uruguay
20c. K. C. Stamp Cu., Dept. I, Lee Bldu.. Kansas City, Mo,

P PACKET EREE

Packet of 30 different Beauti
(many richly colored unusual design
Complete with Big Bargain Lists of Stamps, Sets
Packets, also catalog of Albums and Philatelic Sup-
plies, all for 2¢ postage. Gray Stamp Co., Torents, Can.

COMPLETE OUTFIT 10 cents

ALL FOR [ILLUSTRATED ALB
i.m DIFFERENT Fomms STAMPS

el unu!edshm o0 ¢ bina rofuned
N'! OSBORNERD.. SOUTHSEA. ENGLAND

Distant Lands,

i10c Pack OF Stamp HINGES
TO APPROVAL PEEFORATION GAUGE
APPLICANTS HINTS TO COLLECTOR!
W. W. BETTS, 4901 Pimlico Road, Bnltlnmrﬂ, Mada.

BOYS! BSIGGEST STAMP VALUES OF TODAY

Fino packet over 230 diff, Gold Cosst, Txiangles,
Aeroglane, Tchad, Cameroun, Irish Set, Bprus, &, Africe, 8
Trinidad, Hyderabad, Holla ind, Siam, Uragua
Rare Ven;zﬂel;a Soc'an
rise for o avm‘ iy
FI4PE e a0, he,
age extra, Hawkeye Stamp Co., Cedar Rapids, 9, lowa w

ALL

for

10¢
100 Different Stamps Free

to applicants for our Popular Approvals. Send
2¢ for return postage.

CHRISTENSEN STAMP CO.
826 Teutonia Ave., Milwaukee. Wis.
VIEWS IN GERMANY

Collection,
fai

z
2y
E»)
2
oz

All Colonial Packet, containing only Colonial
stamps, Inc. Rouad, Turks, Wallis, Cayman, and Fiji
Islands, Togo, Ubangui, Kenya, Congo, Mozambique,
Upper Volta, Ivory Coast and other fine Colonials,
10c—To_Approval Applicants Only, FREE! 12 scarce
Azerbaijan for names and addresses of #wo collectors.
Penna. Stamp Co. Manor, Pa.

o
fdemonctized German (.urmntﬂ Interesting !ml.ur

ning, Educational. Also idesl for enlargement an
Brand aew, crisobills. Averaxeeize 2%xdin.. 100diterent tlg. 200
different $1, Hepresentative Collection, 500 all different§3. - Prices

Descriptive Hlustrated Ciecular Free.

053
A MARY, 45 West 45th St., NEW YORK

A. MARTAUCO STAMP CO.,

SNAPS 200 Different Foreign 10c

60 Different U. S..includiog $1 and $2

revcmlesfcr 12c. With esch order we give our pamphlet
hich tells ‘““How To Make a Collection Properly.”
QUEEN CITY STAMP & COIN C0.. Room 31 694 Race St.. Cincinnati, 0.
Includes Com-

100 DIFFERENT U.S.A. 25¢ '3oicsscees
GCivil War Revenues, Parcel Post, Dues, etc. diff
foreign 75¢c. 60 difl. French Oolonials 12c. _Send refer-
ences or par?nt‘a guarantee for our fine U. 8 or for-
eign approvalsand get 4 gond U. 8. stamp cat, 35¢ FREE.
Gateway Clty Rtamp Co., Stocktom, Calif.

F R E 100 ALL DIFFERENT

stamps to applicants for
Universal Approvals. Postage 2c.

BADGER STAMP CO.,Milwaukee,Wis.
FRENCH COLONIES FREE

8et of Fremch Colony stamps showing African Native
Tiger amd Forest Scenery together with
st. Alss Big Price

Send 2c for
return postage. EMPIRE STAMP CO., Toronto, Canada.

300-300-200

All different stamps (cat, over $6.00), 300 hingea, 5 approval
sheets, doplicnto starmnp nlvum, perforation gauge, millinie-
ter srale and ruler so approval applicunts only for 20cC.
EDPGEWO0O0D STAMI> O0., Dept. E, Milford, Conn.

premium of 50 different, stunning
TlP .T gtamps, finc stamp wallet, perforation

gauge, mm. scale, ruler; good stamp
from Kenya & Uiganda (cannibal land!) Gold Coast,Persia—
all for six cents o applieants for Tip-Top approvala!

TIP-TOP STAMP CO., Colorado Springs, Colo,

Box 165,

Pogtage 2¢c. 1000 Peerless Hinges 15¢
O O Write for our Free Album offgr.
Lists Free.
All Different A. B. FISK STAMP CO.

Toledo, Ohio

FREE

565 to 567 and also & surbnSe packet for

and 3¢ abprovals and also my
Charles W. Schmiiit,

Philadelvhia, Pa.

Stamps FREE

Hungary No.
® request of my Ic, Ze,
50 ver cent discount and better.
3227 Bennsr St., Wissinoming,

$50 Mint Revenue FREE

to Applicants l'ur sheets of IMoreign Revenues, etc. The
1meuest stamps of all. Big lne 1 cent each. Books by

Countrics tee.
Vnnderhooi 2245 West 3th Ave,

Denver, Cofo,

K



Apnl, 1926

'Fhe teroctous tiger. the kan.
gatoay leokard, oxen, camel aat.
[} eater ,unuke, caribyu, wan, Biry)

oAy Rkt of

Bix ilustrated
o A
Hysiic Stamp Co. curpl. 1) Camden, New Tork |

XXTRA SPECIAL VALUES
143

115 differeut Brilish Colonies, no Canade or Great Brile,
0 different Cannca Desiage L
?li diF. Cese. Cila. 13, D& WE. borvign lic, 103 dll

tales 20c. 13 Ulrnﬂla frea with omers radnesting a) 3.
SUIIIIID STANP CO.. 28 Ceang Ave.. Si0."'L" YIMIIII. II Cllnll

1f you're looking for the real ithing, don't
misg 1113 W acy introducing pur zew system cf £st approvals
A% alous balf car., sunctimes less. Colketing Ly 6eto §a ste best
wag gu it willpay Foutagotin tonch with ua. To those snplyick
for asl Apnrovaly wo will give a3 unusad sk
»f Mozambigus Company, 3¢ pustage. ' Gek the Sct Habie.

Fishor & Stelners 701 Colvert Avp .y Detrolt, Mich.

CURTISS HIGH HI'I:‘JED RAVER

Greatest Construction th avar nﬂnrnl’ n-

oluding full size hlua prints $3,50 pos!

SPECIAL OFFE :‘.,."."“"" :“.”"2‘. ’5"
& gusranten

Bend o for Tig Modal Aizplans®bors e po i e

HIPPB CO., 8678 Wilson Avenue, Bnoulu‘zt, N ¥.

Squab Book FREE

Bguabs are ralsed in one month, sell fi
pricen. Said hy millions,
hem. | Wa ahip o

production bred i
B Mg, "Eand far

Iw&bbds for !in::

m cr :n Tells ail akoot chicis, W"Itl today
I'w oney savi en.
assage mnehery. G. Maln St.. Ottawa. Dhio

Best paj varictios, From inepected, high
{Imifocks. IAnhnma—M{:oma—r\n-
outh ndotres—! ads-

Rocks—
.v Bhl:k Im“ﬂ&

loday. F"‘N 'S V
3‘1’1":.11 Fnﬁi Bazdr éenm Hail, Pa.

Here’s Your Pal

Boys, you ought to have a
Collis—the st pal on
earih, Ask Dad or Mather
—and write us for sales
sheet on Collies of all
calora

JEFFERSON-WHITE CoLLIE

mm nud

KerroLs
Wauszon, Onro

THE WORLD'S LARGEST DOG KENNEL

tina lor eslc Oeteng Airedsies tluncd wstch-dogs, ante-
mehile companions, children’s playmaxes. )mnum. Tetries-
ere aud stock-drivers. Atso Big Gnme Hoouds, ¥oxhainds,
Ceophounds and Ratbit Hounds. ANl doas Judnlﬂua[l)
schooled and trajned h( (1of [ant oy 8 cagiue apeizlivie uwod
shipped on trisl er? and gatistaction gueranwed.
Teainec] dags 350.00 m £150.00 each. 1'boraughbred 2appica
$16.00 10 $25.00 vacl. Ltrgu ilivatrated ratelog ten cents.

QOorang Kennels, Box 26, LaRue, Ohio
SHOMONT WHITE CﬂLLlES

amoat nunumlf? od AT AN Dop o
“:ﬁilyﬂiﬁ i, wﬁ'{?ﬁ?ﬁf e
Jor spcmliite. ﬁ&»-m.{ﬁ;

no;!ln Toran |

Intelligent, bandsome,
Strongheart g%rious in t'hei‘r health
= majesty.
POhce Stwschwn Kennels
DOgS New Bnunwlck. - K.

DISTEMPER

—Watch Your Dog

At the very firet symptom cf chiills, dis-
charge from eves and less sf appetite, give
Glove:'s Imperial Distemper Medicine anc.
continue for several days after ell symp-
toms have disappearcd.
This medicine Is very ¢ffective in the treat-
ment and prevens ionol’dxst:myv_randcolds.
Gleve:'s Imperiz] Medicincs
for all dog ailincnts for sale
wtallDrugStores,
Pet Shops, Spert-
ing Goods 8turea.

Write for Free
"Treaticeon Dogs
Address Dept. AA4O
H. CLAY GLOYER

€0, inc.

119 Fifth Rvenue

Mow York Gity

| even shoot straight!

kisscd his hand. From thzt dzy he gave
himself up to thc service of the lepers and
the hespitals. He wewst abeut dressed n
rags, so that his old coupanions pelted
him with mud.”

In 1209 he wmade preaching in the poor
his vecation. Desciples joined him and
wheu they were twehe in number thry
gave themselves up to a life of apostolic
preaching among the poverty-stricken
people. It has been said of him:

“It is probably true to say that no ome
has ever set himself se seriously to imm-
tate the Iife of Christ and to carry out so
literally Cbrist's work in Christ’s own
way.”

Imisace Triangle Ssamps

APLE of Good llope's famous triangu-

lar stamps, to-day comprising some
of philately’s rarities, have been imitated
by the Union of South Africa, where the
4-pence gray-blue of a new serics is three-
cornered in shape and has as its design
the familiar figure of a woman seated be-
side an anchor. The stamp is really twe-

in-one. One copy carries along the three
sides thc inscriptions “Postage,” *“l'eur
Pence” and “South Africa” The other

bears “Posseel,” “Vicr Pennres” and “Suid-
afrika”’ The stamps are imperforate.

The %9p Wlue-green and bleck of the
same series is square in shape, as is the
ip caimine, and both are perforated. On
the 1% is a picture of the springbok, a
native animal. The design on the 1p
(sec illustration) shows a sailing vessel in
Table Bay—prcsumably representative of
the ship in which Vasco da Gama, the
Portugucse cxplorer, first rounded the
southernmost point of Africa. The inscrip-
tions on every pair of stamps ure ulter-
nately in Eoglish and Buteh.

Portugal bas issued another deluge of
comumemoratives —
this time marking the

memorsting the founding of the city of
San Salvader four centuries ago-—supple-
menting a3 2 cenfavas en G0c viclet pre-
visional eriginally issued when the later
three, the definitive cemmemoratives,
were late In arriving in Salvador for dis-
posal to the public on a designated date.

The definitives, horizontally rectangilar,
carry a uniform design—a view of the city
of San Salvador with a range of moun-
tains in the background. Values and colors
are lc blue, 2c deep green and 3¢ ma-
hogany red.

Tssue Chariry Adhesives

HREE mere governments hive issucd
charity adhesives, supplementing the
stamps of this churucter deseribed on the
March pege. They are Luxemburg, Bul-
garia and Mozambique,
'The: design on the Luxembiurg adhesives

—5 centimes viole:, 30c orange, d0e lake |

orange, and 1 franc blue—Iis u hospital
nurse attending a sick man. The franc
stamp sells at an cxcess of ten centimces
and euach of the other denominations at an
advance of five ecntimes, moncy in this
way being raiscd to help persons who are
in distress. .

Bulgariz’s product is a single stamp—
for use only on Sundays and holidays!
Value, 1 leva; coler, black on green paper.
Letters mailed on Sundays and helidays

but without this stamp are not delivered |

until the followrng day. The proceeds of
the sale of this label go towurd u sani-
toriuzn for posi oflice employ: It re-
ma:ns to be seen whother this ity ad-
hesive will be recogniged by philately.

A ycllow cross within a shield is the
central design of Mogambigae’s chariy
stamp—58 centavos gray. I the four
quarters of the shicld are the letters S,
II, C, and @, which are the imitials of the
humanitarian society
for whose benefiv the

republic’s independ-
enec. The stumps were
on salec Jan, 10 and
11 and will be on sale
agaim on Nov. 30 and
Dee. 1, next. Designs
Sllll \'alues are:

Portruit of Won Al-
fonso Henriquez,
Porrugal’'s fust king,
2 centavos, 4c, §c, and
16¢; portrait of Don
Joao I and the Con-
vent of DBatalha, 3e,
5¢, 13c, and 48¢; DBat-
tle of Aljubarrata, 28¢,
32¢, 1 escudo 80c. and
18e; portrait, of Bon
15lippo  de Vilheng,
25¢, 40c, 59c, and 75c; -
portrait of Don Joao
1V, &4c and Ic; Mon-
uncnt. of Independ-
ence, 96¢, 3¢, de Géc.

They are being ov-
erprinted also for use
n the Azores.

Three more stamps

stery, aud

+ gets.

ping yarn,

Peril for the Circus!

FRESHWATER—that is the
word veterans of the circus
use when they refer to tiny
towns, little country hamlets
lar from the etics.

CLEM—that means a fight |
between the showmen, de-
fending thcir property, and
reistering mobs of townsmen
who try to destrey it.

A FRESHWATER CLEM—
that iz the next Rex Lee

it tclls of the

treuble into which a runaway
band wagen in a mountain
village and the sinister tecm-
per of the mob of townsmen

RANN BRADEN 2nd HORSE
O’'DONNELL, acrcbat and
boss canvasman with the
Selfridge Shows. It’s a grip-

and

Next Month

stamp was issued.
In

commemorating the
Sokols or National
Athletic Mecting, to

May and Junec. There
are four stumps, in
| blue or green or
brown or red, the uni-
form design being a
view of the headquar-
ters of the Sokols —
an old palage. with ex-
tensive 2reunds, re-
stored for training
purposes. The authen-
ticity of this set has
not been cstablished.

A ncw dcfinitive
scrics has appeared in
Albania. the common
design oetng a ' pot-
trait of the repulelic’s
President. The valnes
are 1. 2. 5, 10, 15, 25
| and 50 qinder and 1,
1 2, 3 and 5 frumes.

it comes

have appeared com-

Conroy of C-Bar Ranch

(Continued from page 63)

er'n L}us murderin’ coyote what ate our
grub an' vretended he was a friend—"

Rill's scorn f{airly sizzled. “Besides, he's

a duwmb foul, fer he was too plumb anxious
to trail ulnng with Bud after Long ﬁred
Bud from our private picnic. Long an’ I,
not findin' anything, sort of hazily put two
and two togethcr. and deccided te follow
out Bud’s idec. An’ whem we found Bud
gone from our ranch, an’ you gonc from

! yowrs, we sure hustled! You, a dceent hoss

thief, ’sociatin’ with a pardner that can’t

P

Long was putting cold compresses nn
Bud’s sheulder, while Bud sipped cnfice.
The bullet had bored through the upper
fleshy part. Bill began doingthe same for
Goodman, who had a sadly smashed arm.

The grimness began to lcave Long’s
face. The evil in the werid did not de-
press him. He found consolation in thc
xituation. “At any rate, Blackbull, if you
ain't made no moncy yoursclves, you've

put the Cattle Association's rewani in
Bud’s jeans an’ donc him a pile of good—"

“Qh, lay off" growled the halfbreedd.

Bill cackled. “Won’l foigil, bose that
you done promised Bud ten dolfars a head
if he located your swiped nags. Hio may
not bc a M. D. yct, but he surc can
operate on rustlers.™

Leng looked staggered: then he grinned
wryly. “That’s so, Bill!”" Hc ferget Dud's
injury and clapped hint on the back. “Cot
enough now, ain’t you, kid. to-git through
all your celleges In style, huh?”

Dumfeundesd. Bud realized it was so.
His weary apathy evaporuted; life, ambi-
uon, seethed in lum. Al his intarnst in
his long deferrcd goal rushed to the sur-
face.

He rese, pushed Bill sside jrom the
moaning Goodman, “Here, Iill, you’rc
hurting. Let me fix up ks arm. I'm far
frem bcing & licensed pmcmtwncr but I'll
just call him my first casc!

65

Evenyfve apertions in fs ane-
nd six 1I)Sprr).l‘.1|\6dl_,rmg e
nr.\k!: iis rlove fit your hal

Czechoslevakia |
hus appeared a series |

be beld this coming |

Corctie Catlls nf
The GloveThat’s
Modeled On

Nature’s Lines

'I"D'lf. COLLINS gave
% us rhe idea. Eddie has
had 3 lut of coed ideas, bue
this is ene of his hest,
Duting a cession of the
old “steve leogue’ last
wanter. Eddic asked us why it was just us bardto
bu7 a €love chat Yeu didn’t have to break inas
itwas to buy g PiPe cra ncw Bair of shoes.

“1'd Jike te buY a Blove thet was medeled onna-
ture’slires. Agleve that w .asmadeto be played
with 2nd not simply to hesold. No foalishness,
no phoney stirching, netrickylacing. That weuld
be a glove,” said Eddie.

Of coures we miade what he wanted and we named it after
him. This is it. Put enccn and £18p 3 coulicuf grounders
wilh it and spcar a few hot licess. And then you'll see wEel
a gucd Blea Eddie had—end what camc of e
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world renown use

this style racket

In Kent’s Aristocrat yeu
get for a moderate price
the same style racket
used by leading players.
It has the popular LAMI-
NATED bow!

Trame of good second-growth
 white ash reinferced thruout
with fibre; beveled inside; shoul-
ders silk wound in four placcs,
§/ strung with best quality imported
gut.

Ask your sporting goods dealer—if
he cannot supply you, write us.

Catalog describing the ARISTOCRAT
and other KENT models, and giving
complete rulesof the game sent FREE.

% E. KENT ESTATE

Pawtucket, R. I.
EST. 1840
Maikers of.

Fine iermis Raokets

ARISTOCRAT

/ BOWSSARROWS

Fi e as Robin Hoods

Hard - Shooting
Sioux Indian
Model 4 ft. lemon-
wood bow, 3 “Duco’d”
arrows, quiver—ideal for
boys and girls — $3.50.
Fine 5-ft. lemonywood
longbow stave, 12 arrow
staves, feathers, bowcord,
directions for making up
shot, ontshoot —-great for Boy Scouts
for distance,  earping archery badge—
make and keep .
up your arch- $5. (Dezen rates to Scout
ery tackle— Councils.) Staves and ma-
terial to make 12 fine ar-

Send 26¢ (coin)
for Archers
Handbook—
tells how to be-
come a good

with photos of
lions killed

with bow and rows, $1.50. Boy’s and
arrow. Pricc  Men's fine hunting and
list free.

target sets $5 to $50. All
postpd., money-back guar-
anty on § days' inspection
—order today.

ARCHERS COMPANY
4017 8. Franklin St. New Orleans

THE LINCOLN SPORT PLANE

ers.

HO!
AIRCRAFT €0., LINCOLN,
New flying school opens June 1st

Play a Tune
? Minutes

DA
NEBR. Dept.
hrougl

Earn your way ti

enm ‘the Ukulale Yenor Banjo, M umlu-
\Ililr.‘n I-n III ins Lblr:‘ wonderfal
new ewﬂ'.ul‘—] 7
the hs,u Plu hy nnmhnru instead

Amazing New lnven
llo knowledge of music n:edad

making
oppol

Send for FREE book,
cualor o musical iricnent

et rupet

alstod. Bepts 5054 Chicags

They’re Flying ’Em
Higher in Hawaii!

By W. E Longfellow

HEN boys in Hawaii

. . of dozens of dif-

ferent races, incidentally, for
Hawaii is one of the most
conglomerate scctions of the
globe . . . start to build kites,
they make a fine art of it.
These kites . . .
some of them tall-
er than the fellows
who put them to-
gether . . . were
prize winners in
one of the kite
competitions held
frequently in the
mid-Pacific
Islands. The big
butterfly soaring
above the roof at
the right was made
by David Au Tai
Chun, and was
considered one of
the finest kites ex-
hibited. Its decorations, the work of
Allen Y. Young, are shown in niorc
detail in the picture at the left center.
All you can see of Tse Wing Yan,
the Woy who made the big dragon
fly kite, are his legs as he stands be-
hind it to hold 1t up. The eight-
pointed star kite, which flew very
successfully, was made by a group of
younger bovs. Shigeru Hirotsu, who
looks as though he’s about to feed
the big fish kite, was its constructor. It is
likely the biggest flying fish that ever got

The double tail
keeps the butter-
fly on an even
keel.

into the air, even
in the t10p10~,
where they grow
’em big! When all
thesc boys set
their kites to soar-
ing it's a queer
kind of menageric
—everything from
butterflies and fish
to dragons, birds
of paradise, mon-
keys and even a
bat or two. They make airplane kites, too.
Nothing is too difficult for them to try.

PuZZleS (Continued from page 61)

Mort, M. Scott Hunter, M. T. Purse, Mun
Kee, Nellie Norwood, New Hampshire, Nog,
thmTe\vut, 0. Gre, Ohio Kid, Oh Tea Bee,
Ory Ental, Osaple, Otis Wingo, Paragon, Pat
O’Day*, Percy Verance, Pete, Phil Ah Suf-
fer, Phil A. Mint, Philip Pullen, Phil @. Peen,
Pluto, Powhaten, Polarite, Pcr}\v Proo_ Vit,
Ptah, Puzzler King, Raoul Rhoades Red Duck,
Richard McKirdy, Richard bheexan, Robert Al

len*, Robert Brust, Robert D. Torter, Robert
D. Stanton, Robert Iowes, Robert Hughes,
Robert Weems Jr, Russell Humphre Sam 1J.
El, Sap, Sara Swift Walker, Seedy 3Fll Semja
Smdad Sherlock Holmes, Shy N., Si, Sidney
Fuuk Sigh N. Tifik, Sicero N." 8iez Skip,

X., Snoezer, So Ur Wun, Spaghett;, Suey
%dc. Sully*. Syhan Tdc]\n:t, The Duke, The
Gink, The K. Kid, The @w!, Thomas J.
Perl\ms, T]lorl)a , Thotful Thmker Tin Liz-
zie, Top Notch, Tryem, Tryem AI] ry N.
Ubia Knutt, Vernon Link, Vic lrola
Vinco, Vi O. Virgil Shepard ‘Wendell
Crawshaw, Phan, \Who's Yer Boy,
William' Neely, Wise Bug, Wotchama Callet,
Zenith.

Second Class: Altie Tude, Art Knopinski, Bud
Wiser, Chimes, Dawk, Dick Shun Ary, D. M.
S, Dray, E. & E, Pmker, Eureka, Fatty, Flo
Ballwocd, Geo. Metry, Harry Vetch, Hawk-
shaw, Horsc, Hotsy Totsy, Huckleberry Finn,
1. C. Howe, I. Getum, Ima_G. Etnum, L. M.
Soduli*, Iowa Bill, Iverr E. Soap, Jacques
Blane, James A, lIoustcn, James lsaac_Brown,
Jay, Jay Kay, John Lydenberg, Jose Eff, Kee
Lee, King Cotton, Laca Baytha, Lec Trik Lite,
L. E. Nye, Leo Burke, Leonard Goldschmidt,
Loco, Maine-iae, Malc, Marl J. NWiles, McTnty:e
Louthan, Methuselah, Menroe Cooling, M.
Bean, Notta Bit M(nore. Odie, Oh See, Oluer
York, Old Black Joe, Owl*, Patrick Kirwan,
Pen & Ink, P. K. Boo, Prof. Pictace, Q. R.
&4 Yo Richard Porter, Rimma, Sklarevski,
Rinard Lierboe, Robert Tracy, Safe T. Pyn,
Sam O. Say, Seaweed®, Shep, Si Clone, Tex
Ass, The Swede, Thomas 0. Crimmins, Tom
Sawyer, Trian Solvem, Wall Nutte, W. E. Kel-
ley, Zyzmp.

Third Class: A, D. Ceiver, Aitch Aitch, Am-
bitious, Bradford Butler, Jr., Cecil L. White,
Chinese Dragon, Col. Orado, Fred Wege, I.
Min Payne, M. I. Init, M. L. Cushing, Noah
Count, Oley, Q. T., Romeo, Sail Dum Nox,
Sam’s Son, Taki Ah Khan, Thomas nggms
Waine Axcher, Web Steer, Wilkinsburg, MWWill
from IIL Knott.

* Two honorable mentions.

Puzzle Talk,

Notice that this is a special geographical is-
sue. All the answers may be found in the gaz-
ctcer section of the New International Dic-
tionary. . . We are offering a special prize
for a radio puzzle, and hope to have enough
variety to make a good radio issue. . . . By
the time you read this the National Puzzlers’
League will have held its eighty-somethingth

convention, and will be all set for another
prosperous six months. pa Kam:a has
been having copies of ‘“The Emgma, publmhed

by the League, sent to some “American Boy”

puzzlers; and the editor writes that several
have joined the League, and look to be real
comers. The training you get in puzzle-
solving helps you to make a record when you
go into bhusinéss or school or athletic competi-
tion. The honest-to- goodness puzzler cultivates
a lot of virtues—perseverance, carefulness,
thoughtfulness, industrioustess, determmatlon,
concentration, and others—in the pursuance of
his hobby.—Kappa Kappa.

A Ride on an Avalanche

F I hadn’t been so green, it might not
have happened. I was new in South-

crn California, and clated over my luck
in trout fishing, and so when I saw this
smooth, slick descent to the canyen below
me, I thought of nothing but how easy it
would be to go down.

It was a great gravel slide, as bare as a
Mexican hairless. No buckthorn to seratch
and tear! No chaparral to force a way
through! No crooked manzanita to say,
“Dodge me if you can!” It was easy—
too dead easy.

“Fine!” I grinned.when I had taken a
dozen steps. Then things began to hap-
pen. The gravel begun to move—ten-
derfoot ditto! My legs flew out from un-
der me and I sat down with more em-
phasis than elegance. My shotgun was
jarred from my hands and started on a
private excursion down the slide—a sort
of rear guard.

I glanced down the slope as my gravel
train speeded up—I hadn’t had time to
look at my ticket to see where I was go-
ing! There was the real thrill. Below
me was the brink of a precipice—beyond
that miles of nothing at all. My hair rose
up like quills on a porcupine. Faster and
faster raced the tons of speeding gravel;
already some of it was over the edge.

Then, twenty feet from the brink, my
feet touched something solid. I couldn’t
believe it, but I was anchored! The stones
and gravel flowed all around me and
dropped into space, but slowly and care-
fully T fought my way out, thanking fatc
for the stone that had saved me.

I found I was not so green any more—
blue, true blue, had right of way in many
places! T had left bits of skin behind as
souvenirs, too; but I didn’t return fer one
of them!—George W. Tuttle.
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NOW YOU

can make your own
Motion. Pictures

just as easily and at no greater
cost than taking snapshots.
PATHEX Motion Picture
Camera $47.50. Easy payments
if you want. Non-inflammable
film, enough for scveral
scenes $1.75 developed
free. For sale by all
dealers. Write for
illustrated catalog.

W‘HON PICTURE
Camera.~Projector

A subsidiary of Pathe Exchange, Inc.
Dept. D—35 W. 45th St., New Yerk

Pathex
Prejector
$50.00

Complete
Outht
$97.50

Slightly higher IF est
of the Rockies.

LEARN CARTOONING

Turn your hobby into a profitable
occupation. If vou like to draw,

become 2 CARTOONIST.

Yon can learn cartoonulg at home,
in your spare time. ‘Ihe Landon
Picture Cbnrt method of teaching
makes original driwing easy to
learn. By this methud the Landon
Schoo! hes trained many boys who
are now successful cartoonists carn-
ng 850 to $200 and more per weelk.

Write Today for Free Chart
to test your ability, also full information aboul the
Landon Course and book of cartoons hy successful
Landon students. 1'ease state your age. .

THE LANDON SCHOOL _2%25tormimis-

Cleveland, Ohilo

$¢) For an Afternoon’s Fun!

Yessirl Two dollars in your poc ket. Something
dnﬂ‘crcnt‘.and it’s CASY Vrite for your sam-

ple set-it's free! Write NOW. A postal will do.
The Ex:zllu Stationery Co.,21 So. Orange Ave., Newark, N.J.

Cleaning Between Teeth

aftereating, witha BAXTER Dental Floss Holder,
is the SURE: way to prevent tooth-decay.
pyorrheaandill-health. Price 35 cents,
¥ ‘ in Pyratin-leather cased5c. Refllls 10c.
More important than any tooth brush.
. BAXTERMFG. C0., 40 Canseway, Boston, Mass.

T

Cheapest and Best
Bicycle Electric Battery Lamp
Complete with lamp bracket, one extra
battery. Has_ detachable bracket. May

be used as ordinary flash light.

Vours for One Dollar—send Money Order
or Check.
b\ We always carry full lineB. 8, A. Bicycle
Saddles — Bowden

Parts — Brooks
g Brakes.

JONAS B. OGLAEND, INC.
15 Moore Street New York

Racing Yachts

To send your model racing yacht eut-
ting through the water inr a stff
broeze will give you the thrill of your
lite. These beautiful beats are fast
6nough to race snything their sice.
Their speed will astonish you. They
are easy to build, or they are
made in the same way as a canvas
fabric oveT & strong frame. Being
light, thoy am faster than wooden models, just as a
canoe is faster than a row-boat. In our coustruction
set will be found absolutely everything you need except
the paint. The directiens for building are so simple that
vou can finish it in 2 single aftermoon and sail it as
seon as the paint drys. There are instructivns for sail-
ine it, too.

‘These yachts have a total length of 34 inchus and a
sail arca of 1000 sq. in. They ave ecual in performance
to models costing as much as a hundred dollars.
the difficult wotk has heen done. Hammer, suw and
giralet are the only tools needed. Momey refunded if
yon are net sutisfie

TEnselose $5.00 with your name and address and the
Sft vtvrxllsbe sent hy express, brepaid to points within
the U. 8.

canne—o0f  heay

THE WIRT-STEVENS CO., P.0. Box 632, Calumbus, O.
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Where the View Centers

The pessimist sees the fly in
the ointment; what impresses the
optimist is the large quantity of
oimtment around the one small

fly.

Twenty Miles Below Zero
City, Montana,
it. The temperature,
which was 16 miles below zero,

Miles

hardest hit.

“In your story I
make the owl hoot ‘to whom’

slipped to 20 below early

morning—/rom a Benver dis-
pateh in the B! Pasa Times.

A Plea for Information

Oh,  chemigt, please

investigate

And drop me just a line.

I'd like to know what, carbonate?
And where did iodine?

The Tired Business Man

The Nagel bus ordinance re-
quiring all automotive passengers

to use pneumatic

tires,
adopted by the Common Coun-
cil, yesterday.—Detroit Evening Times.

C,

notice you
instead of

“Yes, this is a Boston Owl.” d

TUNNYBONE - TICKI

preacher.
country preacher in Scotland who was

shlpper coming out.
Jng culpnt if the minister were done.

Through but—?

This is a hint to the “long-winded”
There is a story told of a north

oted for his difficulty in coming to an
nd. A parishioner who had not been to
hurch, as he passed the door, saw a wor-
He asked the eseap-

“Aye,” said the man \m(llctx\ely, “he’s
one, but he winna stop.”

Ask the Bull

He was being medically examined pre-

paratory to taking out an insurance policy.

“Ever had a serious illness?” asked the

deputy.

“No,” was the reply.

“Ever had an accident?”

“No.

“Never had a single accident in your

life?”

“Never, except last spring when a bull
tossed me over a fence.”

“Well, don’t you call that an
accident?”

was

this

Hammspen Cary

“No, sir!
pose.”

He did it on pur-

His Unlucky Day

Rubenstein was found dying
on the pavement with his skull
crushed and his throat cut by a
passer-by a few moments after
the accident.—Washington Star.

Bagged a Biped

“What is the name of the
species I have just shot?” de-
manded the amateur hunter of
his guide.

“YWell, sir,” returned the guide,
“T've just been investigating and

Father Bug: “Hi there, Willie Bug, come right down off
of there this inslant. Do you want to (righten that
old lady to death by making her think =he’s over-
weight ?”

he says his name is Smith.”

A Slow Study
“VWhat is your son going to be

was

Imperfectly Coached ®
in « Texns paper.

Magician (to voungster he has called up d

on the stage):

“Now,

never seen mc before, have you?”

oy: “No, daddy.”

A Mistake

“But why didn’t you
attend to that little
cobweb?”

“Oh, T thought it
was part of the radio.”

Hadn’t Got’Em

Professor Biologer —
“Where do bugs go in
winter?”
Absent-niinded Stu-
dent — “Scarch me.”

A Question of

Selection
Tom: “Why docs
Julia always keep a

fellow waiting so long
after she says she'll

bc ready in a min-
ute?”
Tim: “Because she

picks out a minute
which is about a half
an hour away.”

Public Speaking

Ambitious College
Youth (to senator)—
“How did you become
such a wonderful ora-
tor?”

Senator —“I began
by addressing cnvel-
opes.”

g

Not So Healthy Now
He was never ill enough to take his
cd until after his death—From an “obit”

Henry’s Alibi

Teacher (to boy sitting idly in school
uring writing time): “Henry, why are

when he gets through college?”
“An old man, I'm afraid.”

A Conneisseur
=INOA
LUMPY

My man’s a lazy fellow; he’s got

RO
ZAT?

Liza:

about the softest job in town.”

my boy, vou've you not writing?” Jane: “Why, what does he do?”
Henry: “I ain’t got no pen.” Liza: “Hc's the tester in the mattress
Teacher: “Where’s your grammar?” factory.”
Henry: “She’s dead.” I
Carecless!
Restaurant Man -
ager (to orchestra
. conductor):  “I wish
Contents fOI‘ Aprll you'd display a little
mere tact in choosing
the music. We've got
Cover drawing by Marold Sichel the National Associa-
i p tion of Umbrella
age age Manufacturers here
Friendly Talks with the Editor 20 FEATURES this ¢vening, and you

What Makes a Big Leaguer ?—

have just played ‘It
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gcttmg along in busi-

v onderfully; but
he’s terribly discour-
61 aged.

“How’s that?”

“Well, theyre so
_ busy filling and ship-
67 ping orders they have
not any time to hold
a conference.”
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Watch This
Column

If you want to be on our mailing list send in your
name and address

Gen. George Custer
Lives Again

Every American school-boy

hasread of Gen.George Custer, or
“Yellow Hair” as the Indians called him
because of his long blonde hair which
swept down to his shoulders — and their
eyes have popped and their pulses have
hurried when they read of the deeds of
heroism which followed Custer’s great
campaign among the Dakota Sioux.

Itisone thing to read of these

things, and quite another to see

them re-enacted as they are in Universal's

fine film, ‘‘The Flaming Frontier."’

And all the heroes and warriors who took

part in those stirring episodes, live again

aHnd fight over the battle of the Little Big
orn.

You will see Gen. Custer,

President Grant, Gen. Sherman,
Chief Red Cloud, Sitting Bull. You willride
with them into the plains of Montana
where all the fighting occurred, and you
will see such acts of courage as will thrill
you to the core.

You will see HOOT GIBSON,

the riding fool, as a daring lieuten-
ant in Custer's command. You will see
DUSTIN FARNUM as Gen. Custer, and
a marvelous cast of wonderful riders. You
will see Indians by the thousands
and the Wild West even as it is today.
Dont fail to see this picture because
know just what it is. Edward Sedgwick
directed it.

Don't fail to see REGINALD
DENNY in “What Happened to

Jones’’ and “Skinner's Dress Suit,”’two
refreshening comedies which give this
splendid young actor all the chance he
desires to show his talent. Don’tfail to see
“‘The Phantom of the Opera.”” When
you see these plays, write me your opinion
of them—1 want to hear from you.

Carl Lgemmle
President

You can also have uuloiuﬂhed;hatagrabh of
Hoot Gz sont and Reginal. nn.
for 10 cents in stamps

UNIVERSAL
PICTURES

730 Fifth Ave., New YorK City
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To Future Oarsmen-

Rowing is the toughest sport
there is. To "make" a col~
lege crew a man must be an
almost perfect specimen.

The terrific strain of a four-
mile race takes every possible
ounce of strength. Good Teeth
mean Good Health. Good Health
means strength and the stamina
to stand the "gaff". You can't
be too careful of your teeth.

Keep them in good trim if you

hope to be an athlete.

Yours sincerely,

A Good Tip

to Winners

Every precaution is taken
to see that each oarsman is
in top-notch condition the
day of the big race.

A veteran crew coach—
like Jim Rice — knows
what he’s talking about
when he says “Take care
of your teeth.™

Careful brushing with a
safe dentifrice after every

meal and before bed-tiine
helps prevent tooth trou-
ble. It helps keep you fit
for any sport.

Colgate’s Ribbon Dental
Cream will keep your
teeth clean. It removes
causes of tooth decay —
and you'll like its delicious
taste.

Large tube 25c.

COLGATE & CO.

Established 1806

sfy

CLEANS

TEETH w« RIGHT 4

WAY

']



