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began screaming with fury while 

came 

around His | 

{ broken arm hit again. His | 
| or NB 4 screaming ceased; he dragged out his 

! i big clasp-knife with his left hand and | 
sly a {started running toward the shooting. | 

fas ES 5 | As he ran, his mangled arm flop-| 

E 4 | ping like a broken wing, Byron | 

5) ROBERT WwW CLIAMBERS | Hastings stepped out from behind a 

RARNTY 
shot him down at close | 

©100Q GEORGE H D
ORAN COMRANY 

| 

from our last around at Picquet 

CHAPTER II ‘So. He is dead. Tes 
e Picquet shrugged: “Since 

Quintana, on a fox-trot- along captaine.” 

raok-trail into Drowned Valley, 

thoroughly understood that it" was the 

soft-nosed bullets 

all 

big, 

in him. aming 

was 

tree and coolly 

| quarters 
Then 

boy 

the 

Quintana's 
very quickly, and 

stumbled 

sprawling. He 

exploded | 

Hastings | 

sideways and fell | 

managed to rise to 

{Continued issue.) 
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draw shel 
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velocity 

hich 

to 

per and 

calf 

that 

of 
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Ss a 

whlie he nockK 

paralyzed 4a 

and A mile to the crack! 

the 

the nortn, 

big | other exit 

his 

‘me, [I make my ex 

[cu 
| | 

mon 
eye! : in goft, agreeable 

; v right here; boys. Like as not| 

that | some of ’em will come this way.” 
big! The shooting below ceased. Clinch’s| 

“| nostrils expanded and flattened with| 
he stood: glaring into 

£0 over, 

beef 

[ dies, his 

he dead)|every breath, as 

compas- | 

down 

weary 

Picquet looked at 

comrade in a sort 
ston for such stupidity 

“—~So he pass, this 

Johnbull. Me, I-roll him in there. 

bh Je ne sais pas pourquoi. | wanted. 

Then I put out the fire and leave.” They 

Quintana let his sneering | their 

rest on the dead a moment, 
thin lip curled immemorial 

for the Anglo-Saxon. 

Then he divested himself of the bas- | 

ket-pack which he had stolentfrom the 

Fry ‘boy. 

“Alors,” 
Mike Clinch 

i Beck. Jien.” 

He threw a cartridge into the 
breech of his rifle, adjusted his am- 
munition belt en bandouliere, careless- 

ly 
Then, 

Picquet, 

when if 

ge from 

new go 

Clinch.” ’ 
Picquet, unastonished, gave him a 

heavy, bovine look of inquiry. | 

Quintana said softly: “Me, I have] 

enough already of this damn woods. 

Why shall we starve here when there 
i our path?’ He pointed north; 

remained outstretched for .a 

woods. 

Corny 

of 

“you 

kinda 
presently, 

down there an’ 

| lok. around. . "And you signal if I'm 

| G'wan, both o you. Git!” 

started, running heavily, but 
little noise on the 

ve,” Ire said 

£20 ros‘biff goddam |an’ 

made feet 

“Comment?”’ | his knees again; he even was trying 

only sanctuary left him for the mo- “How shall I know? : the to stand up Quintana, taking 

ment. Hgress to the southward was fire, perhaps—green wood wet—it | Eis time, deliberately. began to empty | 

closed: to the eastward, also; and he is no matter now . . .J to him |! magazine into the boy, riddling | 

was too wary to venture toward ‘Pay attention, Henri; wood | him limb and body and head. 5 

Ghost Lake. 3 makes too much smoke. me he Dow n once more, he still moved his 

y . HEA ER ERTS raply I sball go to hell. Well, arms. Sid Hone reached out from be- 

Po dam. gy Rg waived ie dm in there was 00 much smoke for me. 1 hind a fallen log to grasp the dying 

sedi 3 : x Lad arise to search for wood more dry,|lad’s ankle and him into 
Hg mia to ie i Re Bin when, crack!—they begin to shoot out , but Quintana reloaded swiftly and 

ALES Clinch anyway. te our ne there He waved a dirty hand topsmashed Hone’s left hand with the 

afraid of Clinch; not really afraid of ward the forest. PA rEE Mhok. / 

sins, $5 veo To “ ‘Bon,’ said I, ‘Clinch, he have. seen| The n Jim Hastings, kneeling be 

experience With Hunting ticutide-did your damn smoke! = : [hind a bunch of juniper, fired a high 

not know: What to expect--how to What shall [ care? he make re-! bullet into the tree ‘behind 

raneuver If only he could have ply, Henri Beck, to me Clinch be? Quintana stood; but before he 

¥ y ,' | shall shoot and be damn him. [jcould fire again Quintana’s shot in 

scen these beasts that filled the for- cook me my dejeuner all the same,’ |reply came ripping through the juni 

est with their hob-goblin outcries—| Sha ATi TRA pos a FCT AS bo H- hoi Mah: 

if he could have haf a good look at ‘1 make represe ntations to that tore a ghastly hole in the 

the creatures who gave forth that | Johnbull; he say to me that [ am a] Al leg, striking a blow 
weird melancholy volume of sound! — frog, and other injuri 8 y pv ha tings flat and 

“Bon!” he said coolly to himself. Ty ch gi al (or = wi rg opie we E 

1.4 : hen crack. Crack: 
DlOCKINg 

shot him, that fat Sard. Yes. Oli er : hes hi YOXOUS. Jone! 1 om TIALY OR bp in tian 
Only those , damn.’ dogs Aaa not Bon,’ I say, { Blommers, ids k Berry s ood list- 

he shall die an’ rot—that fat Sard— sh kat LL RRA ts RE te HE FAGAN. OSA 

all by himse’f, parblen!—like one big], “Theg ER Bock he ge Pedy say, | AB Sputian Oa 3 BAKE, : 43 

dead thing all alone in the wood. . . .| Hop it, frog: And that is all has | Sounds ike ne) heey | Aa SHIRE | 

A puddle of guts full of diamonds! + flow PREG LOTS When erack. spat! oC - EE es 
AL!—mon died!—a million francs in| Pen droit he has it tenez, cap- Clinch’s little pale eyes blazed, hut 

gems that shine like festering stars Sane a ove the felt FEL 

in this damn wood till the world end. | 1K pees surprise He 
\ll. bah—nome de dieu de—" crash! thump! And like a 

Halte la" came a sharp voice the air bellows out from 

frcm the cedar fringe in front. A 

pause, then recognition; and Henri 

Picquet walked out on the hard ridge 

bevond and stood leaning on his rifle 

and looking sullenly at his leader. 

Quintana came forward, careless- 

ly. a disagreeable expression in his) 

eves and on his narrow lips, and con- | 

tinued on past Picquet. | 

The latter slouched after his lead- | 

glance 
and his 

contempt 

MOSS 

Berry ca and stood near 
+ ten minutes neither man er, who had walked over to the lean- blvd 

to before which a pile of charred logs 

lay in cold ashes. 
Ag Plequet came up, Quintana turn- 

ed on him, with gesture toward 

the extinguished fire: “It is cold like 

hell,” he said “Why do you not have 

some fire?” 

“Not for me, non,” growled Pic- 

quet, and jerked a dirty thumb in the 

direction of the lean-to. 

And there Quintana saw a pair of 

muddy boots protruding from a blan- 

ket. 
“It is Harry Beck, yes?” he inquir 

ed. Then something about the boots; 

and the blanket silenced him. He 
kept his eyes on them for.a full min- 
ute, then walked into the lean-to. The 
blanket also covered Harry Beck's 

features and there was a stain on if 

where it outlined the prostrate man’s 

features, making a ridge over the bony 

rose. 
After a 

{ Clinch 

a 4 é2 1 
he said calmly, “it has been | 

who shoot my frien’ 

in quiet 

the time 

become ver 

here away. 

kill me my 

voice: “My fried’ 
has mow arrive 
necessary that we 

Donc—I shall 
frien’ Mike 

a 

looked moment, Quintana 

‘Clinch 

quet, 

“Also our path, 'ami Henri. 
And, behind ds, they hunt us 

with dogs.” 
Picquet bared his big ‘white teeth 

in fierce surprise. “Dogs?” he repeat- 
ed with a sort of snarl 

he is there,” growled Pic-| 

CLINCH STARED AT THE WOODS 

Finding pe now | FRONT OF HIM. 

| moved. Clinch stared at the woods in 
| front of him. The younger man’s 

{ nervous glance flickered like a snake's 

: {tongue in every direction, and he kept 
J That is how they now hunt us, my | moistening his lips with his tongue. 

frien’—like they hunt the hare in the | Presently - two shots came from 

Cote £1, Jee, 3 shall now re-|the south. A ‘pause; a rattle of shots 
connoitre—that way!”- And he looked |from hastily emptied magazines. 
where He was pointing, into the north “wan down there, Dick!” 
—with smouldering eyes. Then he|(Clinch 

“You'll be alone, Mike—" turned calmly to Piequet: “An’ you, 

“Am? right. ~ You do like I say; git ami?” 
“At orders, mon capitaine.” along quick!” 

“C'est bien. Venez.” Berry: walked southward a little 
They walked leisurely forward with |way. -He had turned very white un- 

rifles shouldered, folowing the hard|ger his tan. i { 

ridge out across a vast and flooded] «Gol ding -ye!” shouted Clinch 

land where the bark of trees glim-| “take it on a lope or I'll kick the pants 
mered with wet mosses. off'n ve!” 

After a quarter of a mile the ridge Berry began 
broadened and split into two, one |rifle at a trail 
hog-back branching northeast! They,| . For half an hour there was not a 

sound -in the forests of Drowned Val- however, continued north. 

About twenty minutes later Pic-|ley except in-the dead timber where 
quet, creeping along on Quintana’s|ynseen woodpeckers hammered fitful 
left, and some sixty yards distant, |]y at the ghosts of ancient trees. 
discovered something moving in the (Continued in our next issue.) 

In- “ woods beyond, and fired at it. 
A PUZZLE A DAY. 

a surplus’ of these 

scarves. in. our stock out of pro 

portion to our usual stock at the 
first of November, we are offer- 
ing them to you for three days 
only at.this unheard of price. 

These scarves are single ani- 
mal’ style, complete with tails, 
paws,’ and head, chains and 

clasp. 

said 

Wednésday, Thursday, Friday 

Black Wolf 

Regular, $30, $35, $45 
$15.00 

Natural Wolf 

Regular $30, $35; $45 

$15.00 

to run, carrying his 

Natural Lynx Cat 

- Regular $25, $30 

$10.00 

Taupe Lynx Cat 

Regular $30, $35, $45 

$15.00 

stantly two unseen rifles spoke from 
the woods ahead. Picquet was jerked 
clear around, lost his balance and 
nearly fell. Blood was spurting from 
his right arm, between elbow and 
shoulder. | 

He tried to lift and level his rifle; 
his arm collapsed and dangled brok- 

en and powerless; his rife clattered to TRE Ce i AS 

the forest floor. | Here is some hair-raising news. Al 

Yor a moment he stood there injApple says women will return to the 
plain view, dumb, deathly white; then | pompadour this winter. 

“Half a dozen and half a score 

Make just twenty and not one more.” 

Guaranteed of course. 

D. Magee's Sons, Lid. 
63 KING ST. 

According to the above verse, 6 plus 
10 eqnals 20. Can you explain the 
riddle ? 

So genuinely good is its reputation 
in our Home Provinces here in the East, folks 
who like good Tea are wont to say: “We use 
RED ROSE TEA.” 
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The fine quality of RED ROSE COFFEE 
will please particular people. 
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TR 5 
THE THREE DRIVEWAYS 

Three men kept their automobiles 
{In separate garages, X, Y and Z (see 
Fig.) In order to reach the gate each 

one desired, the driveways crossed as 
shown in the diagrim, One night an 

accident occurred at the crossing. Tha 
garage owners decided to eliminate 

all crossings, but each one still want« 
ed .to use the same gate. How did 
they rearrange the driveways so era 

would Be no crossings? ) 

MACKEREL OR BLUEFISH 
BAKED WITH ‘TOMATOES 

3 

(By: Bertha E. Shapleigh of Colum- 
bia University.) 

All dark fish, as mackerel, herring, 
blvefish or carp, are rich in fat, and 

while they are always delicious when 
well boiled the cooking may. be var 

ied. The following is a good recipe: 
2 large mackerel or 
1 bluefish | 
6 strips baeon or 3 tablespoons but« 

ter : 

bo - 

By Bernarr MacFadde 
Beautiiul womanhood is impossible | 

without a well-developed, symmetrical { 

ly formed bust and chest. 

This particular area 

body indicates her vital condition. 

strong chest in nearly every instance 

| 

woman ° 

| 

insures a heart that is vigorous and | 
| 

] | 
1 

A 
of a 

capable of satisfactory functioning 

and well-developed lungs that are in 

turn responsible for a clear, smooth, 

healthy skin. A flat, under-developed | 

bust, or an over-fat one equally 

undesirable and unlovely. 

The following exercises will 

a decided improvement in the contour | 

of your chest and bust, and will bring | 

it to the point of perfection nature in- | 

tended it to attain. 

is 

make | 

First Exercise. 

For exercise, one, lie flat on a couch | 

and hold two books over the head 
in| 

the position shown in the picture, | 

keeping the elbows rigid. Bring the] 

books immediately over the head. | 

Return and repeat until tired. 

@ 
——® 

Bernarr MacFadden, well 

known writer on and teacher 

of physical culture, urges the 

women “of this generation to 

develop, stheir. bodies to the 

point of beauty and sym 

metry of which they are cap 

able. In his article, which 

follows, he tells how to gain 

health as well as beauty by 

building up the chest and 

bust.—Editor 

SP— } 

Then hold the book$s in the hand as 

shown in figure two. Raise them | 

ad 

WELLESLEY WON'T 

LET GIRLS SMOKE 

When it Came to Question of | 

© Quitting, Two Girls Take 

Their Cigarettes and Left | 

the College. | 

Boston, Nov. 2—When it came to a 

question of quitting cigarettes or 
quit-| 

ting Wellesley college Billie Burse 01 | 

Barre Vt., and Jean Roth of Stam- | 

ford, Ct., chose the latter and quit 

Wellesley last night. They were tak-| 

ing the hygiene course and will con- 

tinue their studies by entering Dr. | 

Sargent’s School for Physical E
duca- 

tion. Both are also pupils at the New 

England Conservatory of Music, Billie | 

is a graduate of Goddard seminary 

and Jean of Haywood school They 

were freshmen at Wellesley. 
| 

The ' trouble at Wellesley started | 

when Mrs. Campbell, house mother at} 

the Maples, caught the girls smokin
g | 

in their room. i 

“I've a good mind to tell the dean,” 

she told them. “You know the pen- 

alty, girls—she'd expel you in a min- 

ute. Next time I catch you—" 

“Why wait?” asked Billie. 

“We'll go now,” said Jean. 

“We're resigning,” she said, “as a 

protest against the antiquated notio
n 

that ladies do not smoke. Wellesley 

is too narrow. They talk here of pro- 

gress. Why, they do not know the 

meaning of the word. 

“The college does not permit of the 

development of the new womwgn. Tot 

advance a gir! must dare and again 

dare and dare forever more. The 

faculty frowns on daring. They 

frowned on our knickers. They 

frowned on our ideas.” And now haw 

ing found our cigarettes, theyre 

frowning again.” 
“They say nice people don’t,” said 

Miss Burse. “That’s bunk, plain, old 
fashioned hokum. Why, as a matter 

of fact, our great great grandmothers 

of frontier times smoked <corncob 

pipes. ‘We're a little daintier about 

it. Instead of a smelly old pipe we 

have our graceful little cigarettes. And 

most girls look darned attractive with 

a cigarette held nonchalantly in their 

fingers.” 

A poor man gets shot when if rich | 
he only would have been sued for 
breach of promise. 

You can hardly blame the north 
wind for whistling. It is going south 

where it is warm. A 

figure three, except that you pl 

straight up overhead. Return and re- 

peat until tired. 

With the left ‘hand 

against right elbow, 
three, bring the right arm 
left, 1 

I 

firmly placed 
as: in 

toward the 
the 

the Ic 

teturn: and repeat. Then take the 

same exercise with the position of ‘the | 

arms reversed. 

Por exercise four, hold the books In| 

as each hand, the hands spread apart 

shown, with the elbows rigid. Bring 

| the arms upward, touching the books 

together immediately. over the head, 

Return and repeat until tired. 

Then take the same positi 

left hand against the right w in 
stead of the elbow. Press backward 

ist, 

figure | 

sft arm resisting the motion. 

slightly at the sdme time, bringing the 
right arm, with albows rigid, upward 

a position immediately over. the 
chest. When returning bring the arm 

{as far bBack.as possible. epeat the 

exercise until fatigued. Take the same 

exercise with the position of the arms 

reversed. 
Do not overexercise at first, but de- 

| vote a few minutes daily to. these 

efforts, ‘and you will notice a decided 

| improvement. 

4 tomatoes peeled and cut in piece 
1 onion’ thinly sliced 
1 cup water 1 
1-2 teaspoon salt y 
1 teaspoon paprika or a little pem 

per 
3 tablespoons. chopped parsley 
In a baking pan, preferably gram 

ite, . not tin, place three strips bacon 
and one-half the onion. The fish may 
be split or left whole. After thoroughs 
vy cleaning place it on the bacon. 
Over it sprinkle salt, paprika, the 

remaining slices of onion and bacong 
the tomatoes and water. : 

Place in a moderately hot oven and 

iv olld 

| Lo 

You see hand-painted pictures of 

health; but painting a car never takes 

| the knock out of the engine. 
iT 

Cars and people that knock need 

| working on. 
J 

sprinkle the parsley over, and serve 
the gravy and vegetables around tha’ 

fish. 

~The Utmost in Quality 
Purest materials, scientific manufacture under con- 

ditions of absolute cleanliness—then wrapped and 

sealed against 

That is Wrigley’s as it comes to you — fresh and 

full flavored. 

Aids digestion, helps to keep teeth white and 
clean — breath sweet and disposition sunny. 

Making the next cigar taste better. 

Have you 
tried this 

Wrigle 

WRIGLEY’'S NIPS 

is the new 

peppermint-flavored 

sugar-jacketed gum. 

A combination 
refreshment 

that can’t 

az. THE FLAY OR LASTS 

SAT 
y’s Adds a Zest and Helps Digest = 

cook 35 minutes. Remove to a platter, ®


