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Synopsis

Chapter XXI: El Caballero Rojo
rides to meet the settlers. He ad-
vised them to return home. Clark
Weber—ore of the three in the
wagon—who has heard of the re-
ward on Valdez' head, attempts to
capture him.

Chapter XXII
If Michael Valdez noticed the
sucer of Clark Weber's face, he
gave no sign. Nor did his man-
ner change when he noticed We-
ber's hand sliding beneath the

get that red-headed Mex outlaw
than I am to farming.”

Without a word Chet Maxon
picked up the reins. The wagon
creaked on. Even before it turned
the bend and stopped - near the
ghastly cross, the silence of fear
and disillusion dropped like a clam-
my blanket over the plodding
settlers.

On Chet Maxon’s side of the trail
stood the ghastly On his
sister’s side, far below, glowed the
ember of the fire they had seen, but
which now was dying down. It

cross.

seat bianket, his body inching for- | was as if some mocking son of

ward as if he sought to look
around the girl beside him, and
yet sce behind her.

I'ense siler e reigned for half
a minute. Then Weber spoke de-
nisively.

“Why do you try to frighten
us’ What does it mean to you
whether we go or stay?” ’

‘Frighten you?” Valdez’s tone
was mild. “If good advice scares
you, then Lladre dc Dios help the
three of you—when you're settled
down there.” H. nodded toward
the valley below, lit up by leaping
scarlet flames.

- - =

“You'll never nail one of us to
Don Attero’'s Cross!” Weber
challenged sharply. “Youw'll never
sct any of our buildings afire!
Because vou've seen vour own last
sunrise !”

Few men could have snatched
out and leveied a six-gun as fast
as Clark Weber did while he pro-
nounced that sentence of death.
But even faster, Valdez's gaudily
gloved hand flashed out from
where it had dangled near his
holster. Gun metal caught the
moon’s silvered rays. Flame leap-
ed forth. Lead crunched into
Clark Weber's gun. He cried out
in pain as his weapon slid from
limp fingers.

Valdez ‘"iolsteced his smoking
Colt. His eyes above the necker-
ehief and his voice were still mild
when he <aid-

“If you r- that again, hombre,
do it faster—and not when you
aie looking str ght at me.”

The girl recovered her power
of speech, looking at El Caballero
Rojo as she asked a question.

“You're sure that—”

“I've told you what I know,”
the strange apparition said.

Valdez backed El Cielo into the
shadow of a rock and horse and
rider disappeared. There was no
sound, for he had gone as silently
as he had come.

For long awed moments the trio
on the wagon scat did not move.

- *

Then with a harsh
;’acu!ation, Clark Weber jumped to
the ground and retrieved the gun
that had been shot from his hand.
The hand itself, he saw, had been
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suddenly,

El Caballero Rojo had intend it to
e

“Curse him.” Weber
“The next time—"

“He might not be as generous
Maxon finished for him. “He was
only trying help us. Why did
you draw that gun on him?”

“Because he's worth money —
plenty of it — dead or alive,” Weber
growled surlily, angered even at the
girl he profess d to love. “I’d heard
enough about him — and now that
I know he is in these parts, I see
how we’re going to make it quick,
paying the balance dne Rartis an
our land.”

growled.
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Satan had prepared the welcoming
signs.

Only an hour before,

Aldman, nicknamed
cause of his red-gold hair and
freckled face, had been sitting
across the table from his father, a
hard-working tobacco farmer in
Deep Water Valley. Burr, the son,
was hard-working also, and he and
his father had been figuring on their
prospects. There was elation in
both their hearts as they reached
the conclusion that the contents of
their crammed drying shed would
sell for enough to take up the next
note on the farm.

«  x

“Cxe thing we ain't fig
the old man told Stra ously.
“The fellers who are raising all the
ructions in this here valley and
burned Mike Chapman’s d
shed. I
too. We ain’t taking no chances
with them coming after us, so to-
mMOrrow morning we start baling
and hauling that tobacco out of
here.”

But that had been an hour ago.
Now young Burr Aldman was
knecling so close to the noking
tuins of the shed that he cotld feel
the heat from the ashes. And
stretched before him on the ground
was his father — his i wh'ond
draining from a stomach wound,

“I told you, son,” old Aldman
gasped.
and — and Ransom they wanted
riddance of. Them beefmen am't
stopping at — at anything till
they've run out — every tobacco
man in the valley.”

Straw Aldman was twenty-one.
Or he had been up to minutes be-
fore. He was like 2 man of forty
Or more now, as bitter as gall, \\'itil
but one purpose in life — to find
the man who ha * tossed that torch
into the drying shed; the
had fired point-blank a¢ rmied
father who had tried to stop the
arson

« o’ )
It wasn't only Chapman
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“Yes, Dad,” he wheezed out.

“Peefmen. Curse ’em] I'll pay
every one of them b ck, coin for
coin, till either lead o- rope stop
me.”
'.‘;\'o, son,” the farmer’s weak
voice protested. “That’s not the way.
The thin'; for you to do is to get
out of this hole of the devil. See —
Russ Bartle. He'll help you find
somebody to buy the farin, He's
a good man, son, He'll help you.
But get out of this Deep Water Val-
ley. Start as soon as your brother
Sam gets back home. Yoy and Sam
pull out of here tonight. Promige
me that, Burr.”

f‘All right, Dad,” the young man
said reluctantly, “T — hats like afl
lthunder to make a promise like that,
but —

He stopped short, staring at his
father. For the next moment old
Aldman died, stretched on the soll
that nature had touched with syl
& pivdigai haid.

- *

Record-Breaking Baby is 1,000th to be born this year in St.

Chath

Joseph’s Hospital,
her mother, Mrs.

The little

elan of

shown here with
Blenheim,

Stanley St.,

arrived Christmas Eve and was walked up and dowi the ward
corridor by Santa Claus himself.

| ANNE HIRST |

Your Family Counselor

Sister’s Children
Invade Girl's Home

A YOUNG GIRL is at to declare
* war on her married sisters. They,
children, invade her
life in
ich a way that
she cannot en-
joy her own
home. 1 quote
from her letter:
“Suppose you
had an army of
married  sisters
each of whom
brings back
* home the trials, worries and cares
* attendant upon every marriage.
* Suppose their children, pa-aph;r-
* nalia, et al, visit your home 365
* days a year as surely as the sun
* rises? Suppose their code of think-
* ing to be: ‘Want to take a job?
Step out any day? Why not?
Palm the children off on Mo-
ther. She’s always home. and
you don’t have to pay her!’”

* with their

. e n

»

“Suppose vou could never ask
your friends in because your
living room is perpetually clut-
terred  with  diapers, rattles,
blankets, booties and toys? Sup-
pose v\uu“rC tired of bumping
into carriages, playpens, veloci-
pedes? Suppose you hesitate to
bring your young man home be-
cause it's too much like taking
!nm into a day nursery, or pro

g Lkim ints a young ma-
trons’ society with their one-
track conversation?

“Suppose your parents were
weary unto death of this, but
believe it their duty to be help-
* ful if it kills them?
*  “And worse, suppose your
* heart is broken to  see '\'our
* home’s furnishings abused
* because they are unpretenti
* (My sisters have beay
* homes of their own.)
* “Suppose they never co
* knocking when they drop n
* hour of the day or night, or
whether it is conveni '
* to receive them? (3
must  observe aj|
when visiting them.
they all, including tk
feel that they have a re
in this home, with
a particle of respact>

“And  suppose

Pr

blank request ’
away occasionally me with
visits of redoubled lencst
clamor? ) i

Ll B S R

t for yor

“Talking s not oin
change them. We (.an"t< ;ugli l:o
stakes and leave, T suppose w:
must wait till the children grow
3 up before we can have peace.
a And by then I be middle-aged
: and these children il be bring-

ing home the next generation to

®EBRE e e

again his six-gun was flung upward,
His finger danced an ke s

- s
Keee comingi” he commanded

shod through our
dislike children, If I
marry and have my
. I ask is the chance to
be Iree to enjoy my own home,
Only God can help us through
t few ideas
er might save my

‘_I might use this to write

or something|

Al

S¢ answer soon.

GRIN AND BEAR IT:®

your mother know how bis-

erly you feel about this monopoly of

your | his . J
dle. she
ters om

at h

your sis-
u have a date
! v sheuld not leave
t)'!. ch etc., overnight,
ther feels & natural pride
fers can count on hey.
you marry, the home is
me, too, and your privacy ix
f i d be protected. Stop worry-
g, though, about how your dates
disorder Thev're not so

as you are
Hurry up and pick your oum
young man and haye ;\'ONV own

home!  Thew wne  -n sark
me! 1 you cam  park your

But wunti]

vour

ther, too.
Every girl meeds some privacy in
home

v to

and every mother
arrange that she gets
can heip mother and

her at Boxr A,
Adclaide St, West
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Sunday School Lessg,

What We Know About God
Izaiah 40: 28-31; John 14: 8-14,
Colden Text—Dut without faith
t is »wsible to please him. For

cometh to God must believe

t s, and that he is a rewarder

them that diligently seek him.—

rews 11:16
youth leader said, “Ii you

to keep young, stay around
people; if 1 want to get

» up with them.™
But Isaiah
¢ of strength

1gs of youth,

shall faint and
oung men shall

nd keer
and keeg
he spoke!

ns us to a sot

y that wait upon
renew  their
mount up with

ey shall run, and

i+ v shall walk

ot faint.” Not only is the
God, the Creator of the

2 Being of unlimited strength
He is able to give of His
to those who call upon
There are times when we

1 to soar as with eagles’ wings
» and din of a
world. But it is
equally importa to be able to
walk and not faint. The mother of
the little children often feels the
need of moral strength and courage
to carry on the humdrum duties of
sn't ask for

ve the cc
torn weary

everyday life. She dc
eagles’ wings to get above them
but for strength to walk and not

also says of God “There is
ing of His understanding.”
He who can trust the infinite wis-
dom of God in the hour of stark

zedy has a strong consolation.

*

who thins

st regard G
austere | w not
with humani-
a false notion
t hath seen me
" His words
» Father who
uld you know

v as sympa

By Rev R Barclay Warren

.

what God the rou.. - i

read the life of jp:,ulu"’

acyuainted with Hiy, ;,“ :

sonal Saviour and vou :i;.

the Father. .
The lesson cios-; with

lenge. There is 2 great 4

us to do. It is 4o 1o the

_abom Him. Jesus reg.

in . sCuse greater than the

which He, up to that

wrought. There is also

lenge to pray. Dare we :ht

“If ye shall ask ar‘.\"ﬁm,qr

Name, I will do it~ God fivg

rewards those who n faith :-“

gently seek Him 3

r—
New Old Joke

Question: “Who .« “;,e” R
saw you with the other pigh.
taat swacwaik cafe’

Answer: “That was n
cafe—that was our fury
living there.”
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How Can 1I?
By Anne Ashley

Q. How can I clean windows and
glass easily, and also give the
glass a nice polish?

A. By using a lintless cloth dip-
ped in a solution of two table-
spoonfuls of household ammonia to
two quarts of water.

Q. How can I give an added
gloss to the linen?

AZ A gloss can be produced by
making the hot starch with soapy
water. This also prevents the iron
frr/w‘n : g 1o the goods,

Y. row can I improve the fia
vor and the texture of fudge

A ]_Zoth the flavor and tex-
ture will be improved if a small
spoonful of cornstarch is added.

) Q. How can I di inguish fresh
fish from spoiled fish>

A. By looking at the gills and
the eyes. The gills of fresh fish are
red and the eyes are clear,
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Christmas in a New Land—A family of nine who fled Poland and wandered 1200
by horses and wagon to escape the Russians are spending a happy holiday with Mr.
frs. John Oswald at R.R. 2, Petersburg, five miles southwest of Kitchener. They are Mr.
left), their six children and Mrs. Marie Oswald (seat-
nother of the Oswald men. Mr. and Mrs. John Oswald, with whom their refugee kin

are now living, are in the back row in front of the tree. 3

s. Ferdinand Oswaid (back row,

n, Prince George, B.C,, to
the value and the need
in the seed picduction of
It was found that
oney bees were present the
alsike seed was twenty

In the fields where both
d bees and honey bees

d of alsike was four times
as here only the honey
evailable for pollination.
it shows the vaiue of honey
the seed production of this
indicates thzt beekeeping

alsike seed production
timzc when native poilin-
cts may be reduced to

CHRONICLES OF GINGER FARM

doline P. Clarke

By G

You know how we always think the
Lest part of going away 1s the coming
home? in just that same way don't
you think the best part of Christmas
and New Year’s is the well-it's-all-
over feeling that you get ‘n January?
So many weeks we have ridden the
crest of a wave—a wave of prepar-
ing, of giving and receling, of go-
ing_and coming; of over-indulgence
in Christmas fare—that to find our-
Selves once more in calm waters, as it
were, is somein'ug we can real'y ap-
reciate—in fact we remember wi‘h
relief that it is rew eleven months
until Christmas!

$ -

.

And after tne Christma: tree is
divested of its trinunings aud come
to its ingiorio 13 erd of providing a
little extra kindling wood, and the
Christmas cards are looked over and
read over again, and then stcred
away—because we don’t know what
else to do with them—tke Christmas
gifts put into regular wuse, if that
is possible, and children returning
unwillingly to school—then begirs
the housewife’s brief spell of Parz-
dise. There will be other busy times,
she is sure, some of the family wil

ably develop winter colds and
is—but we hopc nmothing
- but right now is the after season
lull, and we have time to enjoy the
monotony of ordinary everyday
work.
x - *

Yes, we can rest! Seems to me I
heard a chorus of protests following
that last remark. “Rest,” I hear you
say—"rest, with all there is to do in
this house!” All right . . . . all right
... 1 know you are busy—so am 1
for that matter—but you know it is
quite possible to rest as we work.
“Rest is not quitting the busy career,
rest is the fitting of self to one’s
sphere.” '

il
Rushing around comes natural to

- e
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Red Marshal

1 Type style
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guard

8 Near

4 His name is
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time
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36 One or the
other

38 Antenna

nation 18 Al right (ab.) 40 From

youth; it is part of its restless ener-
gy, but too often this same sort of
almost perpetual motion continues
through life with nerves being the
main motive power driving us on
when common sense is telling us to
stop, or at least slow up. We women,
I think, are the worst offenders. And
why? Because we let our families be-
come too dependent upon Mother do-
ing this and Mother fixing that. And
believe me, I have noticed that this
same situation is reaching alarming
proportions in the present acute
housing shortage. It exists in the
country as well as in urban districts.
Married couples live with their par
ents, grandchildren come along, and
it iz still “Mother” who bears the
brunt of the load. In some cases the
young married bread-winner has a
job away from home. And then who
is it that gets his breakfast, asd en-
dures his early morning grouchiness?
You know as well as I do, don’t
you? Mother has always looked
after her children so she goes right
on with the job, irrespective of
wives, husbands and grandchildren.
And the children, in the great major-
ity of cases, unthinkingly aliow her
to do it.
® . *
Honestly, I just about see red
when I notice the weariness of so
many not-so-young women these
days, and I know it is because they
are over-worked, over tired and too
good to their familiss. Oh, I know
it is not so easy for the young folk
either—but they at least have youth
on their side—youth and the hope of
s home of their own at some future
g Soets It Shouit te Sossible for
young and old to realise some of the
difficulties peculiar to each and thus
conic to a fairer family agreement
regarding work and responsibility.
»* - *

Our little Whisky is, at present,
quite a distraction to serious think-
ing. She is tearing around the room
like a wild thing—now here, now
there, in and out around the furniture
and then back to her newest “teaser”
—an empty spool hung by a string
from the handle of the door. If you
have a kitten and want it to play just
try that little trick some time. It is
s good ac a circns to watch.

28 good

== By BARRY MURKAR==

Many times dunng the past year,
we have been asked who Susie is?
People ask is she real? Is she a
figment of the
imagination? Do
those Susie
stories ever ma-
terialize? The an-
swer to them all
is YES. The only
Susie story that
was written last
year, that didn't
actually happen
was the one Susie herself wrofe,
when we were up north on holidays.
. * *
Tkere are many incidents that hap-
~pen in the life of your reporter and
Susie ihat never appear in print. The
reason being: that few pcople would
believe them. For example we went
over to Susie’s house the night after
she had the Christmae tres un and
decorated. Trying to help, we got
down under the tree to piug in the
lights. In so doing, we pulled the
tree over with a thundering crash!
Susie came running to find vours
truly buried under grcen branches
with his vonknow-what protruding
with icicles and snow decorating it,
and making a beautiful picture. Do
you believe that? We didn’t think
so, but its the truth!
* * *
Then, a few weeks ago, we took
Susie for a ride in the country. Now
we happen to be one of those unfor-
tunates who were blessed with bad
teeth as a child; even though mother
fed us on milk and fruit juices, etc.
Well, we now support an upper plate

of etors fondmachare Coattine back

oI store Ioocd-mashers. Uoling 0

to the story, Susie and I were riding
along, both of us munching away at
apples. A piece of apple skin got
lodged in my throat. I started to
hack and cholke “T_1” T oaeoed
“will try and get home and get a
drink”. But the choking got worse
and I was getting blue in the face.
Finally T pulled up on the edge of
the road. “Hit me on the Back,” I
yelled at Susie, jumping out of the
door, and at the same time jamming
the set of molars in my pocket. I
coughed! Susie slapped my back!
Finally the piece of apple skin gave
ground and up it came. “Whew”
I grinned at Susie, forgetting to put
the teeth back -
eyes popped out and she pointed at
my mouth, “Where are they? What
happened to them?” she cried. Sud-
denly I thought of my gaping, gummy
grin, and promptly slapped the arti-
ficial chewers back into place.. Now
don’t say it—that one is true, too.
* K

Cae reader asked, why do you al-
ways make Susie appear to be cross
and out of sorts. She always seems
to be mad at you or something, and
almost always talks to you in a sar-
castic manner. Well, dear reader,

about the messes that Susie and 1
get into. Actually we have a lot of
fun and have many memories of
good times — and a scrap book to
prove it. You may remember the
story about the bike hike, the flat tire
and the rain. Those things happened
and we have pictures here to prove it.
As a matter of fact, the taxi driver
who brought us home always greets
us with—"well, it looks like a nice
day for a hike, T think it's going to
rain.” ;
Susie is not real'y as cross or hard
to get along with as T make her ap-
pear to be. Why, In fact, last Christ-
mas she gave me a watch, and this
vear she gave me a cigar. Hmmmm,
there’s something wrong there some
place. Oh, well, she probably was
broke.
» » *

Looking back over last year’s files
we notice a number of Susie stories.
The first was in March; about the
Egg and 1. Then in April we re-
ported on the sucker fishing. The
next was in June and this was written
by the little lady herself. She tried
to expose me, but it was all a line of
guff. In Augusi we did a siory on
our sailing experience. What a day
that was! Then in September it
was the bike hike. And in October
we helped put up venetian blinds.
That was the last of Susie for last

r.

Well, as we told you a few lines
back, she’s a great kid. You'll hear
more of her this year too. Why,
just mow, she brought us a cup of
tea and a toasted bacon. And another
thing, dear reader, those stories were
really on the level. So the next time
you read a Susie story, stop wonder-
ing about her. She really exists and
hew! She just belted me over the
ear for writing this. I didn’t notice
her standing there reading over my
shoulder. 1 hereby retract what I

to tell you the truth, T only write -

called scones.

ready-to-e28 bran iz wueed 4o

triangles.
Jelly Scones
134 cups sifted flour
teaspoons baking powder
teaspoon salt
tablespoon sugar
cup ready-to-eat bran
3% cup shortening
2 eggs
34 cup light cream
¥ cup cranberiy sauce ©F your
favorite jam or jeliy.
Sift flour with baking powder,
salt and sugar; add bran. Cut in
shortening. Separate one egg; beat
ilic egg wiiie siignily, then measure

=" - r
Good Eaiing The Scoich Way
In the lowlands of Scotland the lassies once wore broad bonnets
Whether these bonnets gave their name to the buns,
or wheiher the buns inspired the bonnets was never recorded bv the
Scotch. Either way, scones make superlative eating, especially when

.

vavra A w emesd B el s
sed &5 give them 3 zutfke lasie.

For a festive touch, use cranberries as a filling for these tasty

out 1 tablespoon and keep for glaze,
Beat remaining eggs and add to
first mixture with cream. Stic. until
dough follows fork around ‘bl
Roll out on lightly floured board to
%-inch thickness; cut into 2% “inch
squares. Place 1 teaspoon cran-
berry sauce in centre of each
square; fold diagonally and press
points together. MG cizer,
crimp with fork. Brush with re-
served egg white: sprinkle with
sugar, Bake in hot oven (450 dg.
F.) about 12 minutes.
Yieid: iZ scones.

The King’s Coaches

Neither of the two principal car-
riages used in the Royal weeding
procession was origipally intended
for Royal use.

The Glass Coach was made in
1881 by John W. Peters, to the
order of the Lord Mayor-elect of
London, Sir Whitaker Ellis. It
was bought by ihe Crowa im 1811
for use at the Coronation of King
George V, and since then it has
been used by Royal brides. It is
so called because there is rather less
wood in its bodywork than in the
other coaches of the Royal Mews.

It is rather less ornate than the
Irish State Coacihi. This coach,
once the property of a Lord Mayor
of Dublin, was admired and bought
by Queen Victoria during a visit to
Ireland in 1852. It is normally
used by the King for the opening
of Parliament,

The State Coach proper, which
was built in 1761, weighs four tons
and is, of course, unsuitable for a
trotting procession.

——k——
Near the Mark

The teacher was trying to give
her small pupils a mental picture
of a barrel without disclosing the
name of the article.

“The object I have in mind”,
she explained, “is large and round,
being nearly as big one way as the
other, and if laid on it zide 2ad
staried at the top of a hill, it would
roll to the bottom. Now, who can
tell what it is?”

A little hand went up, and the
teacher said, “All right, Marjorie;
what do you think I was describ-
ing?”

“My daddy!” came the unexpect-

ed reply.
*

ROOMS- BEAUTIFULLY
FURNISHED  $150 up

HOTEL METROPOLE
NIAGARA FALLS
OPP. — C.N.R. STATION

You Wil! £nlo; Stayins at

The St. Regis Hotel

TORONTO
® Evepy Room With Tub Bath,
Shower and Telephone
@ Sinzgle, $3.50 and up—
Double, $4.50 ui
€Good Fsod. Dinini and Daneing
Nizhely
Sherbourne at Cariton
Tel. RA. 4135

Grand Relief

FROM SNIFFLY, STUFFY DISTRESS OF

Instantly relief from head cold dis-
tress starts to come when you put &
little Va~tro-noi in each nostrii. Aiso
—it helps prevent colds from develop-
ing if used in time! Try it! Works finel
You'll like ii!

VIEKS VA-TRO-NOL

~ e J

HIGH-STRUNG on such days?
2"!""?"““‘:’."’,"1‘":""’““&?‘

makes you suffer, feel 5o nervous, cranky,
restless, weak—at such times? Then do
try Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Com-
pound to relieve such symptoms!
In a recent test it proved helpful
to women troubled thb“m. Why don’t
you get smart and try it yourself?
Pinkham's Compound is what is
known as a uterine sedative. It has &
soothing effect on one of woman’s most

“For some reason my intuition tells
me he’d be an ideal boy-friend!”

sald. Ain’t she ignorant?

AREYOU DISCOURAGED:

because vou suffer distress fromi

periodi’ FEMALE COMPLAINTS

\Lydia E. Pinkham’s VECETABLE COMPOUN

For over 70 years thousands of girls
and women have reported benefit. Just
®ee if you, too don’t report excellent
resulis. Worth trying!

NOTE: Or you may prefer LYDIA E.
PINKHAM’S TABLETS with added iron.

a vP—-‘Stm":!

W b

N

vt b b e e e

R‘ﬁ POSSESSION 1S sz POINTS OF THE LAW lj

It’s here! New Fleischmann’s Royal Fast Risiog
Dry Yeast, the modern granule form that’s
always there when you want e, No need to keep
it in the icebox—New Fleischmann’s Royal Fast
Rising Dry Yeast stays fresh in the cupboard for

“With this man’s body?” Chet
Maxon demanded savagely. “You
won'’t pay anything T owe — or EJ-
len owes — with blood money. You
mean you'd really stoop that low,
Clark — aiter he went out of his

The red-headed youn, man v
gered to his feet, thweary .et;egs
to the smoldering ash-heap, Then
shifted from the corpse of his father
suddenly his teeth clicked together
as he spun cn hig heels, snatching

A slight figure in 1,
agged overalls
came to the J_vlu glow of the ruins,

r father, the men w}
set fire to the drying shed, “H,: :':::J'

Way to warn us to expect trouble?”

“Warned like fun!” flared Webes
“It wouldn’t surprise me to know
he crucified that man he said was
on that cross, and set that fire we
saw. Whether he did it or not, I'm
Pying more attention for a while to

out the six-gun that was tu
) s cked be-
neath his belt. By
remembered, i g
“That you, Sam
tully.
When there was no
still heard lppruch;':w“ ong

" he called nope

managed to get one glimpse of {has
man, a distant glimpse, ag he hati
rushed from the house at the sound
of shots, That fellow with the torch,
and m.hld bees taller than ¢his
ragged figure, hag moved like e
who was much older, -

(To be Cemtinued)

weeks—icady at any time for speedy action. Just
cording to directions on the packags:
'F YOU BAKE AT HOME—you'lt bepamﬂ‘d
4 Its fast rising action—delighted at the delect
able flavor, finer texture it gives to breads, Ordet
supply ot New Fleischmann's Rogal -

Uonymlodly.Atyoupom"

- SO LOOK OUT FOR
(Ralehtarly The Dot 6ynsicats. Iaa)




