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spoke up, nodding in a knowing way. “If there
was some redskins up here jest for huntin’, they
wouldn't be signalin’ to each other with smoke.
You kin bet your life that there’s somethin’ up,
an’ it’s for us ter find out what it is.”

The girls listened to the conversation without
showing any alarm.

“How far away is the nearest band of Indians,
Wild ?” Arietta asked, as she looked at her dash-
ing young lover and smiled.

“Scarcely more than a mile, Et.” was the reply.
“The first smoke signal showed up directly south
of us, and I am sure it is not more than a mile
from here.”

“Pretty close by, I should say. Do you think
it advisable for us to kindle a fire?”

“Well, I reckon we had better wait until after
dark. There is no need of letting them know
there is any one here.”

“That means that I've got ter wait a little
longer for my supper, an I'm mighty hungry,” the
seout declared, with a grin. “But it's all right.
We're goin’ ter have some broiled bear meat, an’
ther longer I wait for it ther more I kin eat when
1 git started.” .

“Charlie is always thinking of his stomach,
Wild,” the scout’s wife spoke up, with a laugh.

The sun had not vet disappeared behind the
mountain, so it would be a rather long time to
wait.

Young Wild West sat upon a rock and watched
the two Chinamen who were just completing the
work of erecting the two tents the party occupied
as a sleeping quarters at night.

He remained in thought for a little while, and
then turning to the scout, he said:

“Charlie, 1 reckon that since we have decided
to wait until after dark to kindle a fire, we might
as well do a little scouting right now. I am well
satisfied that we can manage to creep up close to
the redskins without being seen by them.”

“If we can’t do it, Wild, there ain’t no one livin’
what kin!” Charlie exclaimed, as he nodded his
approval at the suggestion.

“Well, come on, then. By the time we get
back it might be pretty close to dark. You can
buckle up your belt a little tighter, and that will
stay your appetite, probably.”

“Well, T won’t be thinkin’ much about eatin’ if
we git out on the hunt for Injuns.”

But Charlie pulled his belt up another hole,
just the same.

Then he picked up his rifle and waited for the
young dead-shot to start.

“I reckon nothin’ will bother you while we’re
gone, Jim,” our hero said, nodding to Dart.

But you can just as well keep an occasional
watch out. There is no telling but that some
of the redskins might be prowling about. It is
possible that they may have seen us as we rode
over the big hill back there, before coming into
the hollow.
th “You can bet I'll be on the watch, Wild,” was

e reply.
“So will I, Wild,” Arietta spoke op.
“I know you will, Et,” and laughingly the boy
turned and ascended the hill again.

Charlie was right after him, and when they
reached the top of the short ascent they turned
to the left and went downward toward a wide

ravine, which led almost directly toward the
place they had seen the first column of smoke
arise from.

As the distance was but a mile, they did not
bother to saddle their horses.

They knew they could easily walk there in
fifteen minutes, and in case they had to hurry
when they came back, both were runners, and
felt that they could hold their own with the best
of the redskins. i

They took good care to shield themselves as
much as possible from view as they made their
way through the ravine.

They kept to the left side of it, and were forced
to dodge about among the rocks and bushes, but
made good headway, nevertheless.

Nearly a mile from the starting point they
came upon a fresh trail.

Immediately both dropped upon their knees and
began making an examination of the hoofprints.

There were quite a number of them, and when
he had looked them over to his satisfaction, Young
Wi:id West arose, and nodding to his partner,
said:

“Well Charlie, it seems that only two or three
of the horses were shod. That means that the
most of them were Indian ponies.”

“That's right, Wild. I knowed that ther min-
ute I looked ’em over.”-

“I should judge there were as many as a dozen
horses that passed this way.”

“Just about that many, Wild.’

“Well, let’s go on. We must be pretty close
to the red-skins now.”

. The trail led up a sloping ascent at the left
side of the ravine, and when the two reached the
top of this they found themselves in a rather
thick growth of bushes and briars.

But the horses had trod them down pretty well,
so it was not difficult for them to go on.

Stepping very carefully about, for they did
not know but that one or more of the Indians
might be lying about on the watch, they pro-
ceeded on until they came to a big black rock
that Young Wild West had noticed when he first
saw the column of smoke arising.

Creeping softly around this, the boy suddenly
came to a point that overlooked a little hollow.

Right before him was the ashes of a fire, and
;hen he knew just where the smoke had come

rom.

In the hollow a number of Indians- wearin,
their war Yaint were grouped, talking in guttura
tones, while grazing a short distance away were
their ponies.

As Charlie crept to his side Wild whispered:

“There they are, Charlie. There are just
twelve of them, too, for I counted them almost
as soon as my eyes rested upon them.”

“Just a dozen, Wild,” was the reply. They're
on ther warpath too, ain’t they?”

“It seems so, for they have daubed their faces
pretty well with red and yellow clay, or paint, .
probably.”

“An’ most of ’em has got rifles, too.”

“Yes, eight of them are armed with rifles.”

“] wonder what they kin be up to?”

“Most anything, probably. suppose they
would soon be after us if they knew we were
camped so close by. When a redskin puts om
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we will find a way to get the girl away from
them.”

“If we don't, it will be ther first time, Wild!”
Charlie explained.

The young deadshot nodded, and the two rode
on, talking as they did so about the prospects for
the following day.

When they got back to the camp, Arietta knew
right away that they had been disappointed.

“You couldn’t find them, eh, Wild ?” she asked.

“No, Et,” was the reply.
a little off the scent. If they are camped any-
where in the vicinity of the spot where the
answer to the smoke signal went up, we must
have lost track of it, for we searched for over
an hour, and could find nothing. Of course there

~was no chance to find anything like a trail in the
dark.”

“That means that we are going to start at day-
break in the morning, then?”

“That’s right, Et.”

“All right. You will find us ready when the
time comes.”

She turned and smiled at Anna and Eloise, who
promptly nodded their heads.

About half an hour after Wild and Charlie re-
turned to the camp the clatter of hoofs was
heard from off to the right. )

At first our friends thought the redskins were
riding that way, but when they listened they soon
became convinced that the horses were shod.

“] reckon we had better see who is coming,
boys,” the young deadshot said, as he nodded to
Charlie and Jim. - “They may pass us if we don’t
stop them.”

The boy located the direction the hoofbeats
came from, and then hurriedly started from the
camp.

Hg had bareiy got upon a high rock from which
he might be able to see quite a diistance in the
darkness, when a band of probably a dozen horse-
men appeared.

Dark as it was, Wild instantly saw that they
were white men,

It struck him right away that they must be
looking for the abducted girl, so he did not hesi-
tate to call out at the top of his voice:

“Hello, hello!”

He was heard, and almost immediately the
horsamen came to a halt.

“Hello!” some one shouted back in reply.

“Wait a minute, strangers, I want to talk to

ou.”

y “Who are you?” came the query.

“Young Wild West.”

Then there was a buzzing of excited voices
for a few seconds, after which some ¢ shouted:

“Do you mean ter say that you're Youny Wild
West, the boy who is know as thz Chunipion
Deadshot of ther West?” )

“That’s just whd I am, stranger. [ \:ill be
right with you in a jiffy.”

So saying, Wild bounded over a ridge ol rocks
and appeared before the horsemen.

“It's Young Wild West, all right,” one of them
said, as he dismounted and ran to meet our hero.

“I’ve seen him before, Mr. Leonard, though I
don’t s’pose he knows who I am.” .

4] am glad of that, Rucker, for from what I
have heard of Young Wild West he can be of val-
uable help to us, if he is of a mind to do so.”

“We must have got *

Wild looked keenly at the last speaker.

-He saw that he was a middle-aged man, and
by his dress he was something above an ordinary -
miner. |

“I reckon I know what you want me to help you
do, Mr. Leonard,” he said, for he had remembered

the name the man had been called. “A girl has
been abducted.”
“Yes, yes,” came the eager reply. “How did

you know that, Young Wild West?”

“Well, I happened to find it out just before it
got dark to-night. I think I can assist you in
finding her.”

“If you only will, Young Wild West, I will make
it well worth your while.”

“Well, see here, Mr. Leonard, I suppose you
have been hunting a long while for the girl ?”

“Yes, and we have been baffled so many times
that the men have been about ready to give up.
Our horses are nearly fagged out, and I suppose
it is foolish to go any further until daylight
comes.”

“You have got that just right. Now then, our
camp is right over the other side of that ridge
of rocks, so I would advise that you come over
there and stop until morning. You will never be
able to catch the redskins until it gets daylight,
unless by the merest accident. I advise you to
wait.”

“Do jest what Young Wild West thinks is best,
Mr. Leonard,” the man who had been called Ruck-
er spoke up earnestly.

“I certainly will,” was the reply. “Come on,
men. We will go with Young Wild West, I
feel very hopeful now that my daughter will
soon be saved.”

“You will have her safe and sound before to-
morrow night.” Wild declared, in his cool and
easy way.

“Do you hear that, Mr. Leonard ?” Rucker call-
ed out, joyfully. “When that boy says he'll do a
thing he always does it.”

“You seem to know quite a lot about me, it
seems,” Wild said, turning to the speaker and
smiling. “I can’t say that I ever saw you be-
fore.”

“No, it ain’t likely you remember of havin’
seen me. But I’ve seen you two or three times.”
. “Well, that may be, so I don’t doubt you in the
east.” )

Wild walked around to a suitable place for the
horsemen to get over the ridge of rocks, and as
he had a short conversation with the man called
Rucker.

He learned that he was a foreman in the em-
ploy of Joseph Leonard, who owned a big part of
a mining camp that was located in the mountains
to the north of them. .

it was from there the girl had been kidnapp
and though Leonard suspected that a man nam
liorace Farrel was responsible for it, he had no
evidence to that effect.

However, in the case the Indians were not
vvertaken, the party meant to ride on to Farrel’s
mining camp, and find out whether or not he
koew anything of the abduction.

The tired horsemen seemed very glad to dis-
mount when they got to the camp of our friends.

When he saw the girls Joseph Leonard shook
his head sadly. -

“You make me think about my poor lost daugh-
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to be some swift riding done to-day, and don’t
you forget it.”

As he said this the young deadshot started the
sorrel forward at a swift gallop.

CHAPTER 1V.—Wild’s Daring Attempt At A
Rescue.

If the country had been anything like level, no
doubt Young Wild West and his friends would
have observed the Indians riding almost op-
posite to that which they were now pursuing.

But there was no possible chance of seeing
them, so Young Wild West stuck to his determi-
nation to follow the trail. :

He kept the lead, with Arietta riding a close
second, and not far behind her came Charlie, Jim,
Anna and Eloise, while Joseph Leonard and his
men followed.

The rest of the party took it along easily, for
there was no need of exerting the pack-horses
too much, since they could not possobly keep up
with the riders, anyhow.

Up *hill and down dale went the trailers, and
at length they reached the spot where the red-
skins had camped during the night.

“Well,” said our hero, as he dismounted and
approached the remains of the still smoldering
fire, “they haven’t been gone very long, that’s
certain. I reckon we will get them easy before
the day is over. Some of them may have pret-
ty good horses, and will get a lead, but we will
soon catch up with the stragglers. If they put
up a fight we will have to thin them out, after
all. We are after the abducted girl, and we are
going to get her, and that’s all there is to it.”

“That’s right, Wild,” Cheyenne Charlie spoke
up, nodding his head and looking very much de-
terinined. We'll trail ther redskins till they can’t
go no further. Then most likely there will be
a fight That’s jest what I want to see.” .

“Well, if we can get along without fighting,
Charlie, it will be all the better, I have an idea
that if we should happen to locate them when
they halt at noon we might creep up and give
them a surprise, so they will have no chance to
keep up a fight.”

“Well, Jest as you say, Wild. I'm always ready
an willin’ ter do what yer want me ter.”

The party did not halt very long, for they could
easily see which direction the Indians had taken.

“If we had only known they were going this
way we could. have cut them off,” said Wild,
ghaking his head. “But it happened that we
ean’t find out things in advance. Th® only way
to do it was to follow the trail. They must have
passed us a mile or two to the south.”

41t is easy to guess that they are going in that
direction,” Leonard spoke up. “No doubt they
ere heading for Farrel’s camp.”

“Well, how far is the camp from here, about,
Mr. Leonard?” Wild aswed.

«T don’t exactly know, since I am rather mixed

as far as to where I am. But I should say
would be hardly possible for redskins to get
there by nightfall.”

“Is it far over the line into Colorado?”

“No, just about over the line, and that’s all.”

- them

“Well I reckon they can easily make it béfore
dark, then, because those blue hills over there lie
in Colorado. I have been in this section of the
country before, and know pretty well where I
am at this moment. But you needn’t fear about
them getting there, for we will surely overtake
efore they do.”

“I believe you, Young Wild West,” the mine
owner said, looking very hopeful. “The more I
hear you talk the more I am convinced that my
daughter will soon be rescued.” .

All were soon in the saddle, and then they
struck out and followed the trail.

Satisfied that the redskins could not be more
than five or six miles ahead of them, Wild did
not ride very fast.

He did not want to let Radcliffe and his red
allies know that they were being pursued; and
he thought it better to gain slightly upon them
until noon.

Then no doubt they would halt for a rest.

It would be the time then for our friends to
make a dash and gain upon them rapidly.

There was no chance whatever of losing the
train, so they rode on at a steady gait for nearly
two hours.

Then a halt was called to give the horses a
breathing spell, during which time all dismounted.

Before them lay a broad ravine, and it was
through this the redskins had gone with their fair
captive.

The ravine ran almost due west, and as there
was a good sized brook flowing through it, the
horse had a chance to drink.

In a few minutes they were again in the saddle,
Wild and Arietta in the lead.

Charlie and Anna came next, with -Jim and
Eloise following them closely, while the rest of
the party brought up the rear.

Our friends were now riding in the fashion that
they usually did when simply pursuing their way
across the prairie or over the mountgins.

Wild knew very well that there was no chance
of running into ambush, for there were so many
hills and patches of timber that they could not
possibly be seen.

If he had thought there was any danger he
would have caused the girls to take the rear.

They rode along in this fashion until the sun
was directly over their heads.

Then Wild looked at his watch and saw it was
twelve o’clock.

He held up his hand for a halt, and then quick-
ly reined in the sorrel stallion.

“Now then, Mr. Leonard,” he said, “we are go-
ing to make a good dash. We will give the
horses a five-minutes’ breathing spell, and then
we want to ride like the wind. The girls will
bring up the rear. Thosé of your men who are
not afraid to get into a scrimmage all of a sud-
den can ride with us in the lead.” ’

“None of us ain’t afraid of a scrimmage with
ther redskins,” called out Rucker, quickly.

“No!” exclaimed Leonard, his eyes flashing.
“I want to be one of those who are right close to
you when the Indians are sighted.”

The mine owner unslung his rifle, and showad
his readiness to fight. .

“Very well,” Wild answered, with a nod. *I
reckon you are all full of grit. * But it may be
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girl. She had become quite calm now, and this
was very pleasing to our hero.

“Miss,” said he, a few minutes later, “you
rcedn’t fear that you will not be rescued. Some-
thing-will happen pretty soon, and when it does,
I want you to be ready to act. Don’t get frighten-
ed a bit.” )

“Shet up, Young Wild West,” growled Rad-
cliffe. “You kin encourage ther gal all you like,
but she knows as well as you do that there ain’t
no possible chance of her gittin’ away from here.
She’s goin’ ter be took to ther man what’s goin’
ter make her his wife, an’ that’s all there is ter
it.” .

“She is, eh? Well, you just wait. I reckon
the man who wants to make her his wife and has
done such a dastardly act in order to bring it
about, will get his medicine all right.”

Radecliff laughed, but it was a forced laugh, as
Wild knew. The minutes flitted by, and when
rearly an hour had elapsed since Wild had been
caught by Radcliffe and his allies, a heavy report
sounded at the foot of the cliff near them, and a
dense smoke arose.

CHAPTER VI.—Arietta’s Daring.

Cheyenne Charlie was very much excited when
he saw what happened to Young Wild West. One
thing about Charlie was that he lacked judgment,
and since he had been with our hero he had de-
pended almost entirely upon him for suggestions.
He leaned over the cliff, however, and held his

rifle in readiness to shoot Radcliffe in case he -

attempted to carry out his threat to kill the boy.
The longer he waited the more calm he became.
But he could not resist the temptation to take
one shot at the redskins below. When hc finally
saw the Ute chief interfere, and heard what he
said, he grew quite cool, and with a satisfied nod
he crept back from the cliff, and then sat down
to think what he should do. As the reader knows,
he had drawn up the lariat, and as he looked at
it he shook his head sadly and muttered:

“T reckon I can’t make no use of that jest now.
It wouldn’t do for me ter think of lowerin’ my-
self down there, not in ther daylight.
seems that ther redskins ain’t goin’ ter do noth-
in’ ter Wild until they git ther rest of us cleaned
up. That means that they ain’t goin’ ter do noth-
in’ to him at all, then.” - \

He heard Wild shouting to Jim both times,
and when he noted that the attacking party had
got safely back behind the rocks, he decided to go
to them and hold a consultation with Dart. Leav-
ing the lariat lying upon the ground at the
top of the cliff, he turned and made his way
around, taking good care to keep out of sight
of any of the redskins, and finally joined his com-
panions. They were all very anxious, of course,
and eager to learn just what had happened to
Wild. Charlie told them all about it, and in
conclusion he added:

“I thought it was a little risky for him ter be
lowetred down there, but yer know what Wild is.
Whaa he makes up his mind ter do anything, he
wants ter do it. Everything would have been
all right if that galoot they call Radcliffe hadn’t
been settin’ there ter watch ther gal. He ifen

Well, it-

Wild afore he got to ther ground, an’ when I
seen he was goin’ ter fire at him, I jest let Wild
drop. I reckon it was a good thing for me ter
do, ’cause ther bullet went high over his head.
Wild caught him all right, an’ used him for a
shield. But it seems he couldn’t hold out that
way very long, an’ somehow ther redskins got
ther best of him. I couldn’t see jest how they
done it, 'cause it was too far under the cliff for
me ter look down. But they’ve got him, an’ ther
chief of ther redskins says he’s goin’ ter burn
him at ther stake; but not until he gits ther rest
of us. He’s anxious ter git a lot of paleface
scalps, it seems, an’ I reckon if he waits till he
gite ours he will wait a mighty long while, ’cause
I don’t intend to lose mine.”

“Well, Charlie, if Wild had not called out to us
to get back, we would have taken the chance of
making a rush at the redskins, and shot them
down as fast as we could,” Jim retorted, shrug-
ging his shoulders. “I suppose that would have
been foolhardy on our part, too, for they could
surely mow us down quite handily from behind
the rocks. We would have been compelled to cross
Guite an open space.”

“Well, there’s one thing about Wild; he always
knows jest what ter do, an’ I reckon what he
said is ther right thing. There ain’t none of yer
hurt, is there?”

“I guess I come about ther nearest of any of
them,” spoke up Rucker, as he touched his left
ear and showed a spot of blood upon his finger.
A bullet jest abcut touched me, an’ that’s all.”

“Well, you are lucky it wasn’t worse,” Charlie
declared, smiling grimly. “Now then, Jim, and
he again turned to Dart, “what’s ter be done?”

“Well, we don’t have to be in any sreat hurry,
since the redskins will keep watching for us, and
Wild is safe for the present,” was the reply. “I
reckon we had better think it over and hear what
all have to say about it. It will be a long while
before darkness comes, and I can’t help think-
ing that it is best to wait until that time. We
could keep worrying the redskins so that they
would have time to think about putting Wild to
death, and then after it got dark we might creep
upon them and take them by surprise.”

“I wish I could offer a suggestion, but I can’t
think of anything to do,” said Leonard, shaking
his head sadly. .

“Charlie, you say you left the two lariats at
the top of the cliff,” Arietta spoke up, after a
short pause in the conversation.

“That’s right,” was the reply. “I thought I
might as well leave ’em there, 'cause we might
need ’em a little later.”

“I think we will need them, all right, Charlie.”

“Have you got an idea as to what we oughter
do?” the scout asked, eagerly.

“Yes, but wait until Hop comes.”

“Oh, that’s so. Ther heathen will come in
mighty handy in this kind of business, I reckon.”

“He certainly will, Charlie.”

“You mean one of your Chinamen?” Leonard
spoke up.

“Yes, the one we call Young Wild West’s Clever
Chinee,” Arietta answered.

“Is he really clever?”

“Very. I am sure we can save both- Wild and

'yout daughter through Hop’s help.”

“What kin ther heathen do?” Rucker spoke up, .
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looking as though he doubted that the Chinaman
could help in any such a state of affairs.

“What can’t he do, yer oughter ask,” the scout
retorted, quickly. “Why, Hop is ther smartest
heathen what ever sailed from China. He's a
regular magician, an’ he kin make more fun in
ten minutes than a minstrel show could make in
two hours.”

“But we are not looking for anything funny
" now,” Leonard put in, as he looked at the scout
wonderingly.

“Of course yer ain’t. But there’s bound ter be
somethin’ funny about it, if Hop takes a hand in
ther game. Most likely Arietta will git him ter
c<hoot off a big firecracker or two, an’ make a
whele lot of smoke. That will sartinly surprise
ther redskins, an’ they won’t know which way ter
turn. Then somethin’ kin happen that will help
Wild an’ ther gal.”

“Gh, 1 see,” and the mine owner brightened
up. “How soon do you think the Chinamen and
my two men ought to arrive?”

“Well, they hadn’t oughter be much over an
hour behind us, if they kept on comin’, which most
likely they did. They ain’t let ther grass grow
under their feet, but have kept ther pack-horses
gein’ putty good. I wouldn’t be surprise if Hop
has come on ahead of ther rest. He’s always
itchir’ ter git in ther first row, yer know.”

“Well, I hope he has come on ahead of the
others,” and Leonard shook his head and then
remained silent.

“Charlie,” spoke up Arietta, “I think it would
be advisable for you and Jim to go to the top of

the cliff and keep a watch on what is going on.
It might be that the chief will change his mind
ard proceed to put Wild to death. If such a

thing should happen, I could never forgive myself
for not hurrying to do somecthing to save him.”

“A good idea, Arietta,” Dart answered, with a
nod of his head. “Come on, Charlie.”

“As soon as Hop gets here I will bring him to
the top of the cliff,” Arietta assured them.

Charlie and Jim were not long in leaving the
spot. They had no diffiulty in working their way
around to the top of the cliff, and then when

- they peered over and found that the conditions
were just about the same as when the scout had
been there before, they felt comparatively easy.
They knew they would have to wait quite a long
time, so they settled down and took turns at peer-
ing over the cliff. They took note of the fact
that the redskins never once relaxed their vigi-
lance, while Radcliffe kept a continual watch
upon Wild and the girl captive. After what
geemed to be a very long time to them, a soft
step was heard behind them. Instantly both
Charlie and Jim turned, and when they saw the
_smiling face of Hop Wah, they felt life giving
vent to a shout of joy.

“Velly nicee day, so be,” Hop said, in his fool-
ish way, as he bowed to them just as though they
were strangers.

Just then Arietta appeared, her rifle resting
upon the hollow of her left arm. The girl seem-

to be as much composed as though she had
merely come up there to try and get a shot at
a bear or buck.

“We are very glad you have got here,” Jim

Dart said, in ‘a whisper, as he nodded to the girl.
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“It seems as though we have been waiting for
hours.”

“Well, it isn’t much over an hour since Wild
was captured,” she answered, with a faint smile.
“Now then, let’s get back at a safe distance
and talk it over. The question is, how are we
going to get to the foot of the cliff and save Wild
and the girl? Hop can easily rout the Indians
temporarily, but it will be but a few seconds be-
fore they recover themselves. One of you couldn’t
possibly get down there'and arrange to have Wild
ard the girl pulled up in a short time.”

“But we might get out ther other way, if Hop
kin kep up smoke enough ter hide us,” Charlie
suggested.

“Yes, that’s right, too,” and Arietta’s eyes
trightcned. “Well, which of you cares to take
the risk of going down there?”

“I’ll go!” Jim Dart exclaimed, quickly.

“An’ of course I'll go,” Charlie hastened to add.
I think I oughter be ther one ter do it, anyhow,
sitce I was here when Wild went down.”

Arietta thought a moment. Then she looked
at them and suddenly exclaimed:

“Well, I think that neither of you will go! I
will go myself. In case I am caught, I will stand
a better chance than either of you, for neither
the redskins nor the white scoundrel with them
would think of killing me. They might shoot you
down if they were to catch you trying to liberate
the prisoners.”

“But suppose they should catch you, Arietta?”
Dart answered.

“Well, it will only be one more captive they
will have, and as I just said, it is not likely
they will harm a hair of my head just now, any-
how. I will take my chances. Get a lariat ready.
Hop, you know what to do.”

“Me undelstand, Miss Alietta,” the Celestial
answered, with a nod of his head.

Then he quickly drew from one of the big
pockets of his coat two home-made crackers that
would explode with a loud noise, and at the same
time create a dense smoke.

“Me chuckee one down when you go, Missee
Alietta,” he exclaimed, as he coolly lighted a
cigar, so he would have the chance to touch the
fuse of the cracker to the fire at an instant’s
notice.

“That’s right, and after I am down there you
can set off another and throw it right among the
Indians,” she retorted. :

Between Arietta and Hop they were certainly
making great headway in their preparations to
rescue Young Wild West and the abducted girl
Arietta had already fastend the rope under her
arms, and turning to Charlie, she said:

“Now then, you proceed to lower me down
v-hen the proper time comes. Jim can go on down
to the bottom of the cliff, and be ready to lend all
tge as;)sistance he can while the smoke remains
there.

Dart gave a nod and promptly started away
from the spot. Hop puffed away at his cigar
until he had it burning a bright red glow. Then
as Arietta stepped to the edge of the cliff and
sat down, he picked up one of the crackers and
waited.

“Let it go, Hop,” the girl, said, calmly. .
The Chinaman appliea the lighted end .of the
cigar to the cracker’s fuse, and raised it to hurd
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down among the redskins. Arietta let herself
drop gently over the cliff, and then Hop got in
his work. Bang. The cracker exploded before
it hardly touched the ground, and as the smoke
went up Arietta was lowered rapidly down the
cliff. Her feet fouched the ground before the
smoke cleared, and as she had selected the spot
right near where Wild was lying upon the
ground, she quickly freed herself from the rope,
and dropped upon her knees, holding it with her
left hand. Her hand touched the boy alinost
instant, and when she felt of his face and hair,
she knew it was he. Bang! Just then another
report rang out, and the Indians, who had started
to yell in terror, set up a louder howl than be-
fore.

“It’s all right, Wild,” Avrietta whispered.
“Charlie and Hop are at the top of the cliff, and
you are going to be hauled up.”

She slipped the rope about his body and then
gave a tug at it, and before Wild could hardly
make a reply, he felt himself being lifted rapidly
tcward the top of the cliff. Arietta was almost
blinded by the smoke. But by luck she stumbled
into the niche, and then as she fell forward her
hand came in contact with the garments she knew
were worn by a female.

“Come,” she whispered, lowering her head close
to the girl, for she had surely found her. “We
must make our escane. Are your hands tied?”

“No,” was the quick reply. .

Then Arietta caught hold of Mattie Leonard’s
arm, and fairly dragged her out of the niche.
Bang! Just than a third cracker exploded.
Blinded and scarcely being able to breathe from
‘the fierce smoke, Arietta dragged the girl from
the spot. Arietta could see just enough to get
turned in the right way, and she promptly started
forward. But she had not gcne more than ten
steps when she ran right into the midst of a
bunch of redskins who were darting excitedly
about, swinging their weapons and yelling in a
frenzy. Half blinded as tHey were, they saw the
two girls, and with wonderful quickness they
pounced upon them and rendered them helpless.

CHAPTER VII.—Our Hero Is Baffled.

Cheyenne Charlie had little or no difficulty in
following Wild to the top of the cliff. Hop dis-
charged the third cracker just as this was ac-
complished, and as soon as the scout cut him
locse and handed him a revolver the young dead-
shot was ready for business.

“We have got to get down there, Charlie!” he
exclaimed. “Where is Jim?”

“He’s down there somewhere,” was the reply.

“All right, come on.”

When thkey finally got to the comparatively
level ground below they saw Jim cruoching be-
hind a rock but a short distance from the rocky
side of the redskins’ stronghold. His rifle was
resting upon the rock, showing plainly that he
was ready to shoot at an instant’s notice. It was
eagy for Wild to guess that the girls had failed
to get away, otherwise Jim would not be there
in such an attitude. Dropping upon his hands
and knees he crept along, followed by Charlie
and Hop. When they were within a.few feet of

Jim, Wild called to him in a whisper. Dart turn-
ed around instantly, and his face lighted up when
he saw Wild was free.

“How about Arietta and the abducted girl?”
cur hero asked, as he crept close to the boy.

“They didn’t get away. The redskins must
have caught them, for I heard them yelling sav-
agely just before the smoke cleared, "was the
reply. )

“Is that so? Well, that’s too bad.
daring attempt, anyhow.”

“Well, it was Arietta who planned to do it,
Wild,” Jim retorted.

The rock behind which the four were crouching
was a big one, so that there was no chance of
them being seen by the Utes, unless they moved
away from it. After waiting there a few minutes
and finding that the redskins had quieted down
ccnsiderably, Wild decided that something must
be done.

“I reckon we have got to attack them from
the top of the cliff, boys,” he said, in a low
whisper. “There is no other way out of it. I
don’t want to be compelled to shoot the red fiends,
but it seems it has got to be done. Arietta and
the abducted girl must be saved as soon as pos-
sible. - It won’t do to let them stay there much -~
longer. Jim, if you can manage to get away
from here by going toward the cliff and then
working your way around among the rocks, you
had better go and tell Leonard to fetch his men
up to the top of the cliff. Then they can open
fire on the Indians as soon as they like. We will
stay right here and be ready to make a dash to
rescue the girls.”

“All right, Wild,” Dart answered, with a nod
of his head. “I'll go right away.”

Jim lost no time, but quickly began crawling
away from the rocks. When he got there he
fcund the mine owner and his men very much
agitated, while Anna and Eloise were in anything
but an easy state of mind.

“How did you make out, Jim?” Leonard asked.

“Well, we did pretty well,” was the reply.
“Wild gdt away from the redskins, but Arietta
was caught by them, and she is now keeping
the company of your daughter.”

“Is that so? Oh, that is too bad!”

“Well, you needn’t fear that either of the girls
will be harmed—just now, anyhow. Radcliffe, of
course intends to take your daughter to Farrel,
so that means that she will not be harmed in
any way. As for Arietta, she has a way of tak-
ing care of herself pretty well, and if they only
allow her to have her hands free, she will find
a way to do something. But Wild sent me over
to tell you all to come with me and get to the
top of the cliff. He has made up his mind that
the best thing to do is to attack the redskins
from that point. He is waiting with Charlie
and Hop close to the camp over there, and when:
we get the redskins jumping about, they will no

It was a

‘doubt join in the fight and get the girls safely

away.”

As he said this the mine owner dropped flat
upon his stomach, and pushing his rifle over the
edge of the cliff, he took aim at one of the In-
dians, who seemed to be more eager than any of
the rest to get a shot at his foes. Crang! As
the report rang out the redskins dropped his rifle
and rolled over upon the ground. Instantly the
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Ii'tés turned their gaze toward the top of the
cliff.

“Give it to them, boys!” the mine owner ex-
claimed. “Now then, Dart, I reckon you can go
ahead and shoot.”

“Well, we have got to be careful about doing
it, too,” Dart replied. “If we show ourselves, a
bullet might fetch us right in the head in a
jiffy. Spread out a little, and we will take a
shot occasionally. That’s about the best way out
of it now.”

The men spread out to a distance of probably
a dozen feet apart along the cliff. In some places
there were boulders, and behind these those who
could do so crept. - When all was still again, for
the Indians were strangely silent now, Jim ven-
tured to peer over. He saw that there was
scarcely a man whose whole body could be seen
below, since they were hiding or crouching be-
hind the big stones and boulders that lay scat-
tered about. Some had got behind the cliff, too,
s0 it would be necessary to lean away over and
shoot straight down at them.

But Jim soon fired a shot, and dropped his
man. This caused a little commotion, and more
showed themselves. Then four shots rang out
from the miners, who could not resist the tempta-
tion to get close enough to the cliff of fire. From
that time on for a period of ten minutes shots
were fired from both sides. Then Jim took the
risk of having another look. He saw several
dead redskins lying upon the ground, and he
knew that at least half the band had been dis-

osed of. But nothing could be seen of either

adcliffe, the chief, or the two girls. Meanwhile,
Wild was waiting patiently with Charlie and
Hop. Things had not turned out exactly as the
Ycung deadshot wanted them to, and he did not
1ke the delay. After the firing ceased he turned
to the clever Chinee and said:

“Hop, I reckon you have got to do something
to stir the redskins up. Haven’'t you got some-
thing that will surprise them even more than a
cracker would?”

“Me gottee nicee lillce fireworks here, Misler
Wild,” was the reply, and he produced what
seemed to be a rough coil of rope tied so it would
hold together.

But it was really nothing more than a series
of crackers fastened together and wound in a
double coil. They would explode one after the
other, at the same time sending forth a shower
of different colored sparks. Without waiting to
be told anything further, Hop lighted the tuse
of his piece of fireworks, and then rising to his
feet, at the risk of being shot down, he whirled
it over his head and sent it flying directly into
the middle of the redskins’ camp. It had barely
struck the ground when there was a sharp hiss,
and a stream of red fire shot forth. Bang! Then
came some blue fire. Bang! A shower of green
sparks went sailing through the air, and then
the piece bounded about as though it were alive,
banging away and striking terror to the hearts
Jof the redskins, who ran hurriedly from it, in-
stinctively gathering in a bunch. This had no
sooner happened when a volley was fired from
.the top of the cliff, and the Utes fell right and
left.

Crang—crang—crang! Another volley was
fired, and then only three or four were to be seen

17

on their feet. They ran wildly out from the
cliffs, regardless of the fact that they might be
making straight for others of the enemy. Char-
lie did not let this chance go. His rifle flew to
his shoulder, and he fired twice, dropping two
of them. He would have done the same to the
third had not Wild caught hold of his rifle.

“Let him go, Charlie. There ought to be at
least one of them left to tell the tale,” the boy
said, in his cool and easy way.

“All right, Wild,” was the reply, “but I don’t
see no use in lettin’ any of ’em git away. Look
what they’ve done.”

“That’s all right, Charlie.
a fierce slaughter.
it. too.”

“But they’ve got their war
they?”

“Yes, that’s one point in our favor, too.
never mind. We will have to take things just
as they come. Now then, I am going to venture
in there and see wltere the girls are. I know that
Radcliffe is there, so I will have to be on the
watch.”

“Ther chief must be there, too, 'cause I ain’t
seen nothing of him at all,” the scout declared,

~shLaking his head. :

“Well, you come with me. You can take care
of the chief, and I will take care of Radcliffe.”

“Me go, too, Misler Wild,” Hop called out,
cheerfully, just as thought there was no danger
at all in doing so. “Maybe me bettee makee lillee
more smoke, so be.”

“Go ahead, Hop,” our hero retorted, thinking
it would be a good idea to do such a thing.

Hop had one more of the big crackers left,
and he quickly lighted the fuse and hurled it
over the rocks. Bang! There was a loud ex-
plosion, and instantly the air was filled with a
dense smoke. Then the three arose to their
feet and ran quickly into the smoke. It was
at that very moment that the clatter of hoofs
sounded within a few feet of them, though they
could scarcely see anything like an object moving.
But Wild guessed what was happening. Radcliffe
and the Ute chief had managed to get hold of
a couple of horses, and no doubt they were carry-
irg away the two girls. .

“Don’t shoot down here,” he called out, at the
toy. of his voice, thinking that those above might
fire a volley when they heard the horses’ hoofs.

Then he turned and ran out of the smoke; and
was just in time to get a glimpse of two horses
carrying double burdens as they disappeared
around a bend in the cliff off to the right.

“Baffled, by jingo!” the boy exclaimed, in dis-
gust. “I’ll bet that was Tall Willow’s doings,
fcr Radcliffe would never have thought of mak-
ing such a daring move. Waell, it seems thai
there is more trailing yet to be done, Charlie.
W may as well take it easy, because getting
cxcited about it will do no good. Let’s get our
horses and take the trail right away.”

Swiftly the two ran for the spot where the
cirls were waiting, and scarcely taking time to
tel! them what had happened, they mounted their
horses and then started away in pursuit. As
they were turning the cliff to follpw the trall,
Jim Dart came running down, followed by
Leonard and his miners. .

This is what I call
There may be trouble about

paint on, ain’t

Well,
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ledges, where it seemed that the foot of man had
never trod. Wild took’ all this in, and as his
eyes roved over the scene he suddenly gave a
start. Close to the end of the defile, which could
not have been more than a hundred yards in
length, he saw the two villains they were pur-
suing at a halt on a rather wide ledge that
was something like a hundred feet above the level
they were then traversing. At the same moment
Charlie called out sharply that the trail turned
to the left. The voung deadshot had not noticed
this, for when he caught sight of the fugitive
he had not thought of glancing at the ground
at all. He quickly reined in Spitfire, and turn-
to  his companion, said:

“Well, Charlie, I reckon we've almost got
them.”

“Well, they’ve turned to ther left, that’s sar-
tin,” was the reply.

“Yes, I know that; I just saw them.”

“What!”

The scout was amazed. .

“I saw them on a wide ledge at the left side
of the gut that runs through here.”

“Well, by thunder! Let’s git up after ’em,
then, Wild. Most likely they’ve seen us comin’,
an’ are tryin’ ter hide.”

“Well, if they haven’'t seen us coming, they
know for a certainty that they must have been
followed. Probably they have gone up there for
the purpose of hiding, thinking that we might go
on and continue the search further for them.”

The boy turned his horse and followed the
scout up a rather rugged ascent to the left.
Though the ground was hard and stony, fresh
hoofprints showed here and there. A novice
might have failed to notice them, but to Young
Wild WeSt and Cheyenne Charlie no such marks
would have been missed. Knowing that they were
rretty close to the renegade and the rascally Ute
chief, Wild let his horse go at a walk. It took
them some little time to get to the top of the
high ground, and once there our hero quickly
brought Spitfire to a halt and dismounted.

“Now then, Charlie,” he said, as the scout slid
to the ground, “I reckon we’ll go ahead on foot.
The ledge must run right along here. Below
I noticed something that looked like the mouth
of a cave. Now then, suppose you proceed
straight along, while I will go down a‘little ways
and follow the other ledge.” )

“What are you goin’ ter do with them, Wild?”

“Well, I have an idea that the villains are look-
ing for a hiding-place. There certainly was none
to be seen where I saw them last, while below, as
1 say, there is a cave. Anyhow, if you find they
are there, you can simply drop a rope over and
haul me up.”

“All right, Wild,” and without another word
the scout started ahead, while the young dead-
stot scrambled down the rocks and soon reached
the narrow ledge he had spoken of. :

He was certain that the ledge went right on
without a break that would stop him from get-
ing underneath the spot where he had seen the
twc men standing. Their horses and the two
girls .were out of sight at the time, but it was
dead certain that they were close a hand. The
boys hurried on, treading the rugged path noise-
lessly. When he had gone probably two hundred
feet he suddenly heard the sounds of falling dirt

and pebbles. Using all his caution, he crept
forward and looked around a jutting point of
rock. Then greatly to his satisfaction he saw
Tall Willow, the Ute chief, standing upon the
ledge less than thirty feet from him. A rope
was dangling from this, and while the boy slowly
raised his revolver to cover the Indian, it was
rulled upward.

There was no one but the redskin there, so
Wild waited to see what would happen next. He
did not wait more than a couple of minutes be-
fore the form of Arietta appeared from above.
As she came within reach of him, Tall Willow
reached out and pulled her upon the ledge. A
low chuckle escaped the lips of the young dead-
skot. He now knew that Jack Radcliffe must
be above, and that the next one to be lowered
down would be the abducted girl. When she was
safe upon the ledge, he would come down next.
The redskin removed the rope from Arietta, and
it was quickly pulled up. Then down came the
abducted maiden. Wild waited no longer. He
lezped from behind the rock and grappled with
the Indian.

Bent upon silencing Tall Willow, so he could
not give the alarm to the scoundrel above, Wild
gripped him tightly by the throat, choking him
so hard that only a faint gasping cry came from
the surprised rascal’s lips. Once the eyes began
to roll and the tongue to protrude, he knew he
kad him. Then releasing his right hand, he
struck him a blow between the eyes that settled
him for the time being. Arietta had got upon
her knees. Her hands were tied behind her back,
and she could do nothing. Mattie Leonard hung
suspended, for no doubt the villain above was
waiting for her to be pulled in by his red ally.
The girl’s face was pale as dead, and her eyes
werc wide and staring at the scene before her.

“Don’t scream,” said Wild, coolly, for he
thought that she was ready to do so at any mo-
ment. .

Then he reached and caught her by the dress.
The moment he did this the rope was lowered
slightly, and the abducted girl was safe upon the
ledge. As quick as a flash Wild severed the rope
that held Arietta’s hands behind her. - Then he
did the same for the other girl. He motioned
them to get back under the ledge, and then stood
waiting for Radcliffe to come down. About five
seconds later the legs of the villain were seen.
It was just then that a shout sounded from above. -

“Whoopee, whoopee! Wow, wow, wow!”

It was Cheyenne Charlie’s voice, and Young
Wild West could not help smiling. The redskin
was aroused at hearing the cry, but Arietta
quickly steped over, and, with his own revolver,
covered him. :

“Hello, Charlie!” Wild shouted.
have .got Radcliffe dead to rights.”

“I reckon so,” was the reply. “I’ve a notion
ter cut ther rope an’ let him go on down to ther
sharp rocks below.” ‘

The white renegade had been taken completely
by surprise. He ceased coming down the rope
and hung there, half way between the ledge above
and the one upon which Wild was standing upon
to receive him.

“Come on, Radcliffe,” the boy called out, as
he leaned out as far as he dared to look up.

Crack! Rendered desperate at his predica-

“I reckon we
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" OUT FOR A JOB

— Or, —

The Adventures of an Office Boy

By DICK ELLISON

(A Serial Story)

CHAPTER VI.—(Continued).

“Well, I'll do the best I can,” laughed Gus,
quite carried away by the man’s sprlght}y man-
ner. “You can strip here by the fire. T’ll fetch
the clothes. The)l’ blelongd fo my boss, so under-
€ they are only loaned.” .
t'a“rigxactl};! Prec}i’sely.’ For this n,lght only. I

ask no more. Get 'em, Gussy; get ’em, or pneu-
' ia will sure get me.” '
moSnomlively a Bi%‘d was this that Gus found him
almost undressed when he returned.

While rubbing himself down with the towel
the office boy brought, Mr. Bird condescended to
exg%qa;r‘;]. you want to know all about me!” he cried.
“In the first place, I'm nobody. Just a tramp and
a one-eyed one at that. Because it rained I took
an extra drink. with a bunch of brother hoboes
who have taken possession of an old boathouse
on the shore. They started me for Eastport for
more booze; got mixed up on the meadows, lost
my way, found a boat, started back by water
boozeless, got mixed up again, saw your light,
thought it was theirs, steered for it and heve 1 am
without the slightest idea where I am and here,
with your permission, Gussy, I propose to stay
til] old Boreas and Jupiter Pluvius go out of busi-
ncss. for that this is some night, you must admit.
Gee, but that ham smells good!”

“Qh, you can stay,” laughed Gus, “and to tell
the truth, I'm glad of your company. It"s enough
to give one the horrors the way the wind howls
about this house.”

“Right. We shall be company for each other,
but that face of yours gets my goat. Are you a
Mexican or a South American, or what?” .

“A what,” laughed Gus. “Don’t know. Can’t
tell you. Like yourself, Mr. Bird, I was blown
in with a storm.”

‘“Meaning: ” ] .

“Found on the beach down in Porto Rico as a
baby, if you want to know.” )

“So? Nautive, probably, though your name is
English.”

“It is only mine by adoption.”

“Yes, yes. Your bungalow, Gussy?”

“No. It belongs to my boss. He sent me here
on business, and I concluded to stay till the storm
is over.” ‘

“Wise youth. Look sharp! That ham is burn-
ing. Turn it. That’s right. Now I’ll get on my
clothes—that is to say, your boss’s clothes, and
help you eat it. Say, Gussy, speaking of the boss,
do you happen to know where he keeps his booze?”

“There’s part of a bottle of sherry wine in the
pantry. I saw nothing else.”
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“Never touch it. Too strong for me. I drink
only whisky—— For heaven sake, what's that?”

“A big wave breaking against the pier.”

“My boat! I tied it there.” :

“You were foolish, then. No doubt it has been
pounded to pieces already.”

“Oh, no matter, Let her go. Don’t know who
it belonged to. I see you, like a wise guy, put
yours to bed on the piazza. I can use that. Hur-
ry up the supper, boy, and we’ll do the eats.”

Abel Bird talked on. Long before supper was
over Gus had become perfectly fascinated with
the man, but with all his talk, which consisted
mostly of anecdotes of life on the road, it was .
noticeable that he told nothing of himself. That
he was a well educated person was easily seen.

At half-past ten they were still talking, and
the storm was raging as fiercely as ever.

“I suppose we may as well turn in,” said Bird,
at last. ‘“Which bed for you, Gussy, and which
is mine ? I don’t suppose it makes any difference.
It’s months since I have slept in a real bed,
and Hark! Surely I heard a cry!”

“You did!” exclaimed Gus, springing up, “It
was a cry for help!” .

“And in a woman’'s voice!”

“It sounded so to me. I’ll light that lantern.
-We must see what it means.”

Before he could get the lantern lighted, the cry
had been repeated twice.

Gus ran to the door and went out on the piazza
closely followed by Bird.

“Help! Help! Save me!” came the call again.

“It's down at the oier!” exclaimed Gus. “It's
a woman all right, too. Who can she be?”

Certainly it was a wild night to be caught in
the “Gooseneck,” as the narrow channel on the
pier side of the island was called.

The tide was now beginning to run in again,
and that with all speed of a mill-race; neither
wina nor rain had abated a bit in their fury.

As Gus and Abel Bird ran down the steps there
was a repetition of the woman’s appeal.

“Coming! Coming!” bawled Bird. “Brace up,
ma’am, whoever you are! We are the boys who
will save you.”

The light streaming out of the door of the
bungalow, which had blown open, in spite of the
care Gus supposed he had used in shutting it,
so brightened up the gloom that the lantern was
scarcely necessary. : .

It showed them a ship’s longboat against the
pier held there by a woman who had thrown one
arm about the piling.

Huddled astern was another figure all in a heap,
but whether man or woman Gus could not tell.

“We want a rope, Bird!” he cried. “There’s

one in my boat! Fetch it!”
- He ran on to the pier-and bent down, to dis-
cover that the form astern was an elderly man
with a blanket thrown over him, while the woman
was only a girl not much older than himself.

“Can you do anything for us, sir?” she asked
anxiously, “My father is very ill. I'm afraid
of being pulled out of the boat, the water runs so
swiftly.”

This was said in Spanish. Gus was thankful
that he could. understand and give her his asg-
surances that he would do all he could-*

(To be continued.)
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GOOD READING

THE WORLD'S BIGGEST HANGAR

At Orly, France, in the Seine district, the larg-
est airship hangar in the world is being con-
structed. It is built of concrete somewhat after
the plan of the Nissen hut, that arched dwelling
of corrugated iron which so many of us remem-
ber during the war. The hangar will be about
980 feet lorig and over 100 feet high.

The building of the arches of reinforced con-
crete called for elaborate scaffolding, which was
first erected and then tightened into place by a
network of steel cables stretched below and at-
tached to windlasses.

WORTH HIS WEIGHT IN GOLD

Mrs. Jacob France, wealthy society woman, of
Baltimore, Md., has just purchased McTier,
pointer extraordinary, for $7,500, which is said
to be just his weight in commercial gold. Mec-
Tier, now thirty months old, formerly belonged to
Scott Hudson of the Atlanta Athletic Club. He
becught the dog when cighteen months old for
$150 from a woman who got him as a gift for
caring for a litter of which McTicr was one.

Hudson is quoted as saying that the wonderful
speed and running power of the dog are the re-
sults of his early association with a “flivver.”

KILLED TWO WOLVES WITHOUT A
SPIKED ARMOR

While a St. Paul man blithely tells what he will
do to the timber wolves in the district north of
Port Arthur, when he dons a suit of spiked
armor and goes on their trail, Patrice Pardue,
French-Canadian settler, goes into -the wilds,
traps, kills and skins two large timber wolves and
comes to town to make claim for $80 bounty
money.

The habitant homesteader, when he secured the
wolves betwcen Kashabowie and Geego, Ont.,
wore no suit of armor, and did not crawl around
imitating a porcupine, but hopped right in and
beat the wolves to death with a club.

He arrived in Fort William recently with the
pelts. Patrice had not heard about the dauntless
St. Paul wolf hunter until told of it by the gov-
ernment agent. A smile immediately whipped
up around the corners of the habitant’s mouth,
and his face mirrored his enjoyment. “Har, har,
har,” he laughed lustily, “some hunter, he’s have
one good tam’ to mak wolves tink she’s a por-
cupine.”

INTERESTING ITEMS

A eleek and oily preacher of the Holy Roller
sect in Alabama permitted a rattlesnake to bite
him five times, to show he was immune from
harm. A vast crowd attended his funeral.

The wasp adopts the methods of the highway-
man. These insects have often been observed to
v-aylay and rob bees while the latter, laden with
the fruits of an expedition, were returning to the

hive,

"It is generally agreed among naturalists that
the tortoise is longest-lived of all animals. There

are many instanges of their attaining the extra-
ordinary age of two hundred and fifty years,
while one is actually menticned as reacking the
unparalleled age of four hundred and five years.

Dr. H. L. Ross, of Canaan, Conn., took a Mal-
tese cat with him on an automobile trip to Lake
Chatiemac, in the Adirondacks. The cat was lost
at the lake, but appeared in Canaan twelve days
later, thin and almost starved to death after its
one-hundred-and-eighty-mile walk.

An automatic camera for judging races has
proved successful in France and will be used at
the next Paris international race meeting. The
camera is placed in line with the winning post,
and the winning horse, by breaking a thread, re-
leases the electrically-controlled shutter, and a
photograph of the finish is taken.

The people of Java believe that if a live sheep
is thrown into the water it will indicate the po-
sition of a drowned person by sinking near it. A
curious custom is practiced in Norway, where
those in search of a drowned body row to and

.fro with a rooster in the boat, fully expecting the

fowl will crow when the boat reaches the spot
where the corpse lies.

The injection of sugar into the veins cf pa-
tients apparently dying from heart failure and
exhaustion from various diseases not only re-
stores the heart action, but produces a remarkable
improvement in the general condition. Such is
the substance of a communication from Doctor
Enriquez of the Hospital de la Pitie to the Acad-
emy of Medicine. The results in many cases are
said to have been almost miraculous, and no ill-
cffects whatsoever were experienced.

“Mystery Magazine”
SEMI-MONTHLY 10 CENTS A COPY
—— LATEST ISSUES —

143 “I'LL. WIN! I'LL. WIN!” by Arthur B. Reeve and
Margaret W. Reeve.

144 PHANTOM FINGERS, by George Bronson-Howard.

145 ON THE YELIL.OWS, by Frank Blighton.

140 TP}{E At‘RGENTINE RUBY, by Beulah and Shirley
oynter.
147 TT;FJ"BARIUNGTON ARMS CASE, by Jack Bech.

olt.
148 HOUNDED, by Frank Blighton.
The Famous Detective Sfory Out Today in 149 Ts

DIRECT ACTION

By DR. HARRY ENTON
HARRY E. WOLFY, Publisher, Ine.
166 West 23d Street, New York Olty

“Moving Picture Stories”
A Weekly Magasine Devoted to Photoplays and Players
PRICE SEVEN CENTS PER COPY

Each number contains Three Stories of the Best Films
on the Screen—Elegant Half-tone Scenes from the Plays

.—Interesting Articles About Prominent People in the

Films—Doings of Actors and Actresses in the Studie
and Lessons in Scenario Writing.

HARRY E. WOLFF, Publisher, Inc.
166 West 23d Street New York
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ITEMS OF INTEREST

RAISING THE “YAK” IN ALASKA

The “yak,” or woolly ox of Thibet, is soon to be
transplanted into Alaska and the Canadian north-
west by Dawson men. For centuries the yak has
been domesticated by man and its haunts are the
snowy highlands of Thibet, 20,000 feet above the
sea. Its native food is coarse wiry grass, but it
will eat anything that cattle will. In size it com-
pares favorably with range cattle—1,000 to 1,200
pounids. The meat is as delicious as beef, and the
wool and hide are valuable.

SEVENTY TRAINED ROOSTERS

Seventy trained roesters, said by their press
agent to be insured by Lloyd’s for $250,000, ar-
rived from Marseilles by the French liner Patria
to tour the country in comedy. There was no in-
spiration in the leaden asnect of the sky here-
a%outs and they did no cockadooing to greet
America when their owners, Mr, and Mrs. Louis
Torcat and their three ‘“valets,” g2#s Mr. Torcat
called his assistants, took them from the ship.

One of the most accomplished ot the chanti-
cleers is billed as “Charlie Chaplin.” One is a
“singer” and several ride bicycles.

LEADS RACCOON ON A LEASH

Strollers along the Charles River Basin, Bos-
ton, these afternoons acclaim a young society bud
as the holder of the season’s honors for the most
eriginal offering in the line of fads. For nearly
three weeks the young lady has apneared nearly
svery afternoon with a sleek and playful raccoon
attached to a leather leash.

The raccoon has attracted lots of attention and
is perfectly tame until a member of the canine
amily puts in an appearance and then the young

y is forced to take him in her arms until the
menace passes on his way.

SAVE THE FORESTS
It takes at least 60 years to grow a hardwood
tree. Some trees, like the white oak, which is
valuable for ties, etc., may be used before that
time. But when we consider that it takes 60 years

"~ town.

to grow a tree, we see that we are doing a great
damage in cutting out our forests that under the
best possible management will take 60 years to
undo. We are cutting out the forests at a rate
five times as fast as Lt:}ley grow, and this cannot
go on very long. We must pay more attention to
forestry not only in educating and supplying tree
experts but in managing our forest reserves. The
eastern coast is just as culpable in this respect
as the western. On the South Atlantic coast the
hard pines are being slaughtered for timber, but
no attempt is made to restore the forests after
they have been cut down. In other parts of the
South Atlantic coast the scrub pine covers the
abandoned fields. This grows up in a few years,
but is worthless for timber and takes the place
of far better trees. Under the supervision of
trained foresters we should have valuable tim-
ber growing in place of the scrub pine.

—

LAUGHS

Cautious Customer—But if he is a young horse,
why do his knees bend so? Dealer—Well, sir, to
tell the 'onest truth, the poor animal ’as bin liv-
ing in a stable as was too low for ’im, and ’e’s 'ad
to stoop.

Banker Sussell (who with his friends has made
an excursion in.o the woods, is summoned by his
servant, who brings important news) —But how-
ever did you find me, Jean? Servant—Oh, I sim-
ply followed the empty wine bottles.

Magistrate—It’s very disgraceful that you
should beat your wife. Prisoner—Well, your
honor, she aggrawated me by keepin’ on sayin’
she’d ’ave me hup afore that bald-’eaded hold
humbug, meanin’ yer honor. Magistrate—You’re
discharged.

“Did you tell that man who was 'round photo-
graphing for the newspaper that you didn’t want
your picture taken?”’ “Yes,” answered the em}
nent but uncomely personage. “Did he take of-
fense?” “No. He said he didn’t blame me.”

“Pa,” said little Tommy, “you know Jim and
Horace? Well, pa, Jim and Horace say their
prayers every night and ask God to.make ’em
geood boys.” “How nice,” said the father. “How

ry nice.” “But He ain’t done it yet, pa,” the
urchin added.

Guest—Are tips expected here? Waiter—No.
sah. We don’t accept no vulgah tips, sah. We
is free-bohn American citizens, we is, and we
wish to preserve ouah self-respect, sah. Guest—
I am glad to hear that. Waiter—Yes, sah. All
;v:hreqmre is a retaining fee, same as lawyers,

A man of high social position” was forced to
stay over a couple of days in a small country
. Desiring to post some letters and not
knowing where to find the post-office, he said to
a small boy, gruffly: “Son, I want to go to the
post-office.” “All right. hurry back,” said the boy,
soothingly, )
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HERE AND THERE

VETERAN STRIKES OIL

Harry Folk of Sand Springs, Okla., who has
made a fortune in oil, has invited twenty-seven
Pennsylvania relatives, including seven sisters
and two brothers and their families to a free trip
from Pennsylvania and return and entertainment
at Sand Springs over Christmas.

Seven of the guests, including Charles Gorman
and wife, August Swavely and wife and Charles
Henry and family, arrived recently. Seventeen
more are on the way. They are all from the vi-
cinity of Reading or Catwissa.

Folk is twenty-seven. He enlisted in the
United States army at seventeen, and thereafter
until recently some of his relatives never heard
of him again. He is a veteran and since the war
has lived at Sand Springs.

HOW ORDER OF THE GARTER GOT ITS
NAME

The Order of the Garter, the highest honor the
British sovereign may bestow and one of the most
famous orders of knighthood and chivalry in his-
tory, was instituted by Edward III in 1849. It
was at first known as the Order of St. George and
membership was limited to twenty-five.

Edward, having been victorious on land and sea
and having King David of Scotland as prisoner,
initiated the order in recognition of the valor of
his bravest knights. While not at first called the
Order of the Garter, the garter was given E;e—-
eminence among the insignia. It is of blue, bor-
dered with gold, with the inscription in old
French, “Evil to him who evil thereof thinks.”
There is a tradition that the Countess of Salis~
bury, while dancing, lost her garter, which her
partner, the king, stooped to pick up and return,
whereat some of the courtiers tittered. At that
Edward wrathfully shouted, “Evil to him who evil
thereof thinks,” and declared he would make that
garter the most glorious emblem in the land.

DISCOVERS TRIBE OF TREE WORSHIP-
PERS IN SOUTH AMERICA

Discovery of a tribe whose peoples he believed
to have antedated the ancient Egyptians was re-
orted recently to the National Foreign Trade
uncil by John Griffen Culbertson, a manufac-
turer of Wichita Falls, Texas, on his return from
a South American tour of a year and a half.
These people, known as the Machigina, speak
a language very similar in construction to Eng-
lish, he reported, and declared they worshiped
trees in the #radition that their ancestors had es-

caped extinction in the Biblical flood by climbing

trees. The tribes live in the country of the head-
waters of the Amazon, where Mr. Culbertson said
he had invaded forests never before penetrated
by white men.
He . declared that many writers on South
America had done the country and its peoples
at harm in misrepresenting its interior condi-
ons and peoples. )
“The South American interior is to-day the

safest place I know, far safer than any of our
cities,” he reported. “The people are the most
honest people I have found in the world. No-
where in the world is a woman so respected as
among these people, and the only danger to the
explorer comes through disrespect of the native
women.”

To the writers who exaggerate conditions in
South America he attributed much of the anti-
American sentiment which he said he found in
many coast cities. This sentiment, he added, is
fostered by the English and other foreigners,
American trade rivals. He warned that Ameri-
cans must change their ideas of South America
before successful trade relationships could be
carried out. International sports, he added,
would do much to pave the way to better under-
standing.

WAR PLOTTERS LEAVE PRISON WITH
$8,331

Twenty-seven wartime prisoners whose sen-
tences were commuted by President Coolidge left
the Federal prison, Leavenworth, Texas, at 7:45
o’clock December 22. Three were left behind,
held for deportation to their native countries.

It was 6:30 o’clock when Warden W. I. Bid-
dle reached the prison with the commutation
warrants. Somewhere along the line an over-
worked mail clerk had placed the envelope con-
taining the warrants in a mail bag directed to
Atchison. His blunder nearly cost the prisoners
an extra day.

The time for lockup had-passed before the war-
rants arrived, and most of the men had been

laced in their cells for the night, regretful that

reedom would be another day off. This fact de-

layed the process of dressing out, as the men had
to be brought from their cells, passed through the
tailor shop and then to the chief clerk’s office for
their warrants, funds and personal effects.

"At 7:30 it was announced that all was ready
and the march to the front gate began. Here
there was a delay of five minutes while the men
were checked to see that no other prisoner went
out with them. The big gate swung open and the
short walk to the interurban station began, War-
den Biddle leading.

A short distance he walked with them and then
waved good-by to the group passing silently
through the night. None looked back at the rows
of gleaming lights marking the place of their in-
carceration. On a street car that barely held all
of them they rode to the heart of the city and
there separated.

Before the men left the prison they were paid
in cash $8,331. This money came from friends
on the outside but included $56 gratuity given to
each by the Government. The men carried vari-
ous amounts ranging from $100 to $450.

Burt L. Orton, Harry Lloyd and J. Tori are -
the three men held for depotation. Word was re-
ceived at the prison that an effort was being mada
to procure bonds for them.
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