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~Runaway Julietta

By Arthur Henry Gooden

CHAPTER XV.—(Cont'd.) |

Julietta took from her blouse the
deed, as yet unrecorded. |

“I'm glad, Uncle Jim,” she said, her
voice trembling a little, ‘that—that
I was right in thinking as I did about
you. Auntie seems to think that
Maggie has no right to call this place
her home, but I think she’s mistaken.

She extended the paper to Mrs.
Waurrell, quietly. i

“Will you glance at this, please?
It's a deed showing that I have trans-
ferred all my right, title, and interest,
in this ranch to Maggie and her baby.
It's perfectly legal.”

“I'm all shook up,” murmured Mrs.,
Wurrell, and fainted.

In the parlor a little later Wurrell
relinquished the baby to her mother,
and sat down heavily. |

“I'm glad you—you found out about |
the ranch, ~ Lizzie,” he said dully.
“I've acted like a crook-—but-—but it
come on by degrees; I never just
thought how it'd seem-—well, there’s
a load off'n my mind, girl. 1 don’t|
know—"

“Never
about—" |

“That ain’t all,” he continued. “I
got a note Andy Burt give your dad
afore he died, and it rightly belongs
to you. I'll go get it for you now.”

He rose, but Julietta caught him in,
a swift, vigorous hug.

A little after eight that evening
two cars drove into La Vina. In the
foremost was Clay Thorpe and Wur-
rell. In the second sat Dean, Julietta,
and another rancher. The petition
had been duly signed, and the com-
mittee appointed by the ranchers was
losing no time. in presenting it to
Andy Burt.

“You do the talkin', Thorpe,”
Pean grimly.

Clay nodded, and pounded vigorous-
ly at the door. It was opened by an
old woman, Burt’s housekecper. |

“Is Mr. Burt in?”

“No.” The woman eyed them curi-}
ously. “Ain't come about the dam,
have ye?”

“Eh?” queried Clay
What dam?”

“Why, about ten minutes ago a man
come in with word that somethin’ was
wrong with the reservoir —Jake Rob-
bins, I think it was. He and Andy'
hustled off together in Andy’s car.”

Up in the hills behind town was the
reservoir which controlled the waters
of Cottonwood Creek. The four men
glanced ut each other; then, without a
word, (lay went leaping down the
cteps, sprang into his car, and was
gone.

Leaving the startled
crying vainly after them, the four
clambered into Dean’s car. Clay
self-starter had given him a long lead,
but after eranking up, Decun whirled
off in a cloud of dust; the long road
seemed deserted in the moonlight, and
the car leaped forward madly.

“Take chances!” roared Jim Wur-
vell from the rear seat. “That therve'
Robbins means dirt, Dean.  Burt was
a fool fer goin’ off with him—-" i
The rest was lost in a wild bounce

the car. Dean “took chances.”

Then, with a suddenness that was
startling, they swerved around a bend
into the great bowl under the reser-

ir. and Dean bore . down on his

mind, Uncle Jim. Now

said

“The dam?

housekeeper

of

hrakes.

Ilooded with moonlight every inch
of the scene was powerfully distinct.
Ahead lay the cars of Burt and Clay,
tenantless. To the right the canon
dropped steeply into the water-trickl-|
ing gorge. Ta the left the bow! sheer-
ed up to the white concrete dam, and
on its brink, sharply silhouetted in:
black against the sky, was the stoop-
ing figure of a man.

“It’'s Jake!” cried
leaped from the car.

Julietta had turned
perhaps by instinct.
them in the filtering light of the
moon-gpeared gorge, appeared the
figure of Clay Thorpe stooping over
a bound and motinless figure—Andy
Burt!

*“Stop him! Stop Jake!" scream-
ed Julietta. “He's cutting the dam.”

The three men turned and dashed
madly ap the steep slope. Clay
lookd up, waved & hand to Julietta,
and with one hand pulled the half-

freed Burt to his feet.  But it was
too late.

Careless of himself, craving only
vengeance, Jake Robbins had taken
that vegeance in devilish cunning.
Luring Andy Burt, leaving him bound
fn the gorge below the dam, Rob-!
bins had then gone to execute his
task above. The waters which had
made Burt's fortune, which had caus-|
ed so much wreckage and bitterness
and misery, should. take his life. |

Staring up, Julietta saw the whole
white concrete face suddenly disap-
pear: in a great burst of dust; there
was a dull, earth-shaking roar, and
Julictta, flung to the ground, knew
that the dam had been dynamited. |

For a long moment she could not
move. She heard the awful rush of
the - descending torrent as it thund-
ered down into the gorge, snapping
trees, hurling boulders, a mighty,
leaping, white-maned flood. Then, as
ghe darted to her feet and over the
edge of the slope, she saw below her
n floure struggling at the edge of the
foumy waters.  With that she plung-

Wurrell as he
to the
There,

right,
below

' this paper and we'll help ve.”

| can’t turn him out.”

ed forward, not an instant too soon.
Even as she gripped the hand of
Clay, who pulled after him the figure
of Burt, the main body of the dam,
fatally weakened by the exploded
hole, went out in another thunderous
voar. Sliding and slipping, the three
struggled up the steep side, to be
pulled over the brink by Wurrell and
Dean.

0ddly enough, Andy Burt was the
first to recover himself.

“Come!” A hoarse shout broke
from his lips as he stood up beside the
exhausted Clay. “We got to open
the gates to every ditch. This'll flood
every foot o land I got, crops and all.”

Dean blocked him as he started to
the car. Clay came to his feet, smil-
ing grimly, and from his pocket drew
a typewritten paper.

“Sign this, Burt.”

“What d’ye mean?” Burt grasped
his arm savagely. “Come—open all
your gates, you men! You've got
to do it —I'll be ruined!”

“We don’t care a hang if ye are
ruined,” snarled Dean. “We've saved
vour worthless hide—that’s all. Sign

Burt waved his hands in limp sur-
render, then scrawled his name under
those of the ranchers.

When he finished he looked up, a
terrible expression on his face.

“Did—" he licked his lips nervous-,
ly and went on: “Did ye see Jake Rob-
bins ? He went by us down there.
The water had him.” i

Julietta turned away, to find Clay’s
protecting arm about her. !

At the late breakfast table next
morning Wurrell came in and gave
Julietta, weary and heartsick, a yel-
Jow envelope.

Julietta took the telegram, and felt
as though a cold hand had clamped
down upon her heart. With trembl-
ing fingers she opened it, and was not
surprised to find it a lengthy message,
cent with utter disregard of charges:

I once told you that I would some
day have my own_way with you. This
time your Uncle Paul wins. ~ Helen
Drake and I were married this even-
ing. We are leaving immediately for
Honohllu. Wire us congratulations
at Frisco.

Uncle Paul.

“Bad news?"”
icusly.

“Look out, she’s going to faint!”,
cried Mrs. Wurrell, |

Julietta <hook her head, and slowly
rose.

“What-—"" she paused, then a smile
broke over her face, and the color
flooded into her cheeks. “What did
you say the Thorpe ranch numbed
was, Uncle Jim? J—I want to call
Clay."

demanded

Waurrell,'

(The end.)

—

OUTRANKED.

War, under preseni conditions, Is a
great soclfal Jleveler. The son of &
well1o-do family had recently entered
cervice as a private, says the Toronto
Saturday Night, and was spending his
C‘hristmas leave at home |

His mother, returning from a walk |
with * him, figure in the
kitehen with the housemald {

“('larence,” she sald to her gon,
“Mary's got some one in the kitchen. |
She knows perfectly well that 1 don't
allow followers. 1 wish you'd go and
tell the man to leave the house at
once."” |

Clarence duly departed to the kit-
chen, but he returned somewhat hasti
ly a few moments later.

“Sorry, mother,” he said,

espled a

“but I
“Can’t turn him out?
'1()('.7“
“Je's my sergeant!”

Why on earth |
|

ey —

A Considerable Amount. i

A certain little village in the West
stands some distance from the near-
est good supply of pure water, and
Patrick the man who transports
barrels of drinking water to the
homes of the village. |

One day, as Patrick halted at the
top. of the river bank, a man famous
for his inquisitive mind stopped and
asked: |

“How long have you hauled wutcr“
for the village, my good man?” |

“Tin years, sor.” |

“Ah, how many loads do you take
in a day?” :

“T'rom tin to fifteen, sor.”

“Ah, yes! Now I have a problem |
for you. How much water at this|
rate have you hauled in all?"” |

The driver of the water cart jerked|

is

i« thumb backward toward the river ‘ i :
his thumb back rd the rive drop into a trench, which lm’(\nmlvl)‘s

and greplied:
«f 1] the waler yez don't sec there
now, sor.”
e |

Old Roman Coins In the Trenches
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RITISH ARMY

FROM MONS TO LA BASSE IN THE
BIG WAR.

Survivor of the First 75,000 of Daunt-
less Britishers Recounts Some of

His Thrilling Experiences.

Of the first British army of 75,000
men sent to France only about 600
survived contact with the enemy.

One of these survivors is Corporal

. Tom Halnes, now working In Phila-

delphia shipyards.

Haines was invalided out of the ser-
vice after receiving severe wounds
and has been doing his bit in the
shipyards for several months. His
reminiscences have entertained thous-
ands of the ship workers. Here they
are, in part, as he wrote them:

“It was in the district of Mous that
I got my baptism into real battle. It
was the first time that I had ever
heard a big shell in the air, and I
chall never forget it. You cannot see
the shell, nor any smoke, fut you can
hear a shriek which reminds you of
the kind of a yell a woman would let
out if she was being strangled—only
twenty times worse.

“The district around Mons was noth-
ing more than a waste, with a few
mines. The system of trench warfare
had not yet been Invented and we
took whatever cover we could find,
fighting in sort of an Indian fashion.
up there for two days,
holding the Germans until finally ore
ders came that the odds agalnst us
were too great and that we should
start a retreat. Our division then
held back the brunt of the German
attack during the retreat, which took
us back almost to the gates of Paris.

that time to our whole regiment, and
we had no heavy artillery whatever.
had already brought

at a great disadvantage.
French Finds Way Out.

“At one place the whole Fifth Divi-
<ion was virtually surrounded by the
Germans with only a small opening
between their lines at one point where
there was a possibility of escape.
General French took charge and led
the men out of the pocket without the
loss of a single man. He had us file
out in a single line during the middle
of the night.
made a great hit with the men and re-
ceived much commendation.

“Those who could not keep up the
pace dropped out and many were sent
prisoners of war to endure the
abuse and miseries of the German
prison camps.

“The Germans outnumbered us at
this time five to one. Out of the 75,000

as

| men who comprised our first army in

France only 600 men are left.
“When we started to retreat the
(Germans kept pressing us hard and

we were forced back through St. Quen- |

tin to the very outskirts of Paris. At
this point General Foch, now the com-
mander of the Allied armles on the
western front, started the famous taxi-
cab mobilization of the French re-
gerves. After a two days’' battle the
French, British and Belgians defeated
the Germans and compelled them to

i retreat from the Marne on September

8, 1914, to the line of the Aisne, where

the Germans dug in behind prepared
| defenses.

This was something ab-
solutely new in the line of warfare
and was the start of the trench system
which was soon used so extensively
on both sides.

Boche Bullet Got Him.

“]1 logt most of my accouterments:
packs and overcoats were thrown
aside in the heat of the battles; and
we came away with little more than
rifies and ammunition. In a little vil-
lage on the way I had seen a German

cavalryman laying dead on the steps |

of a house. As my shoes were worn
away and my feet were sore and bleed-
the constant marching I
determined to have a new pair of
I pulled them off the German
with a pair of
practically new German cavalry boots
much to the amusement of my
comrades.

“My first real accident was at Mis-
The German artillery had opened
and one of their shells hit a
where we were
fighting. One of the falling bricks hit
me and laid me out. It made a long
cut right where I part my halr. If we
had had steel helmets at this time I
would not have been laid out at all,
but as it was my peaked khaki hat
probably saved my life.

“jt was at La Basse in my last
charge ‘over the top’ that I got in
the way of a bullet which finally took
me out of the firing line. During the
middle of the bayonet charge we had
fallen to the ground, as was our cus-
tom, and taken a shot at the coming
Germans. I was just in the act of
riglng when a bullet struck he in the

fire

| right eye, passed out below my ear, |

tore a piece out of my shoulder and
opped me like a log.
“Jlveulually 1 recovered conscious-

noss sufliciently to crawl forward and

had besn captured by the British. The
battie was still going on. 1 lay there
the mud at the bottom of the
trench until early in the morning.

As trench
shelled heavily T orealized- that 1 would |

{soon die unless 1 got out of that posi-

he could the NHE]

By this movement he |

A
comrade seeing my foot move pulled |
me out from beneath a couple oft dead
| men and gave me a little aid, cuch as |
being |

Sandwiches are in such constant de-
mand for the picnic basket, the tea
tray and the luncheon box that new
| kinds, if they are good, are always
iwelcomo. The following suggestions
may prove useful:

Green Butter.—Fresh, or green, but-
i‘ ter makes an excellent foundation ma-
| terial.
| salted butter to a cream and add a
| gill of thick cream that has been
| whipped stiff. If the butter is to be
iused alone, add a little salt, mustard
|and Cayenne pepper; otherwise, leave
|it - unseasoned.  Chopped
chives, mint or nasturtiums rubbed
{intd green butter make a savory
! sandwich filling. Water cress makes
| another good combingtion with the
butter. Pick the small, green leaves

| from the stems of a handful of water

! cress and chop them in a wooden chop-

| ping bowl; then mix them with un-
| seasoned .green butter in the propor-

i tion of one part butter and two parts
| cress.

| small pieces, skin and all, and add a
| small quantity of sugar. Mix orange
and butter, half and half, and stir in a
i teaspoonful of lemon juice just before
!you are to use the mixture.
| Picnic Butter.—The following is a
i good substitute for peanut butter,
‘.which cannot always be bought fresh
iin warm weather. Put a pint of pea-
| nuts and half a pint of almonds—
:huught ready-shelled—into a dish,
| pour boiling water over them and let
{them stand for five minutes. At the
| end of that time drain off the water

two machine guns at| . .4 544 more; then dip the nuts out,’

la few at a time, and remove the skins
by rubbing the nuts gently between
| the fingers. Boil the two kinds of

]nuts separately in salad oil, and when

they are well browned salt them gen-
1 erously on a platter. Next, put them

‘through a food chopper, twice with the;

| largest knife and then twice with the
smallest. Mix two tablespoonfuls of
salad oil with the paste and put it
away in small jelly tumblers, protect-
ed by paraffin on top. When you are
ready to use the mixture, stir two

tablespoonfuls of thick cream into a;

. teacupful of it.

Vegetable Filling.—Many common
. garden vegetables make delicious fill-
|ings for sandwiches. . Asparagus or

tender green peas mashed and com-

bined with melted butter, vinegar and
seasoning make an appetizing

“spread” for sandwiches. Lima beans, |

| run through a sieve to remove the
skins and mixed with canned tomato
soup, make another good filling. Still
- another is cucumber chopped with the
! solid part of ripe tomatoes and mix-
ed with butter, vinegar and a dash of
onion.

New Fillings for More Substantial
Sandwiches.—For chopped chicken
| sandwiches mix two cupfuls of fine-
chopped chicken with one cupful of
! crisp cabbage and ‘two green peppers
| or canned pimentos. Combine that
with French dressing of oil and vine-
gar. Another new filling is made of
tomato paste (such as is used  with
spaghetti), sardines pounded to a
paste, and chopped hard-boiled eggs.

|

| Good-bye To Flies.

It has been discovered that flies
are very sensitive to certain ~odors
!und that they will take pains to avoid
places where they prevail.

Lavender is one of these odors. Buy
| 5 cents’ worth of oil of lavender at
| the drug store, mix with an equal
amount of water and spray from a
common glass atomizer in places
where flies collect.

This odor, which flies find so ob-
| noxious that it quickly drives them

Beat half a pound of new, un-!

parsley,!

SIMPLE SAND WICH FILLINGS.

,away, is very pleas
'to most people.

ant and refreshing
As the mixture is

| harmless to everything but flies it can pa

be sprayed freely around the dining

'room, on the table lihen, etc.

Other odors which flies don't rel
(are those of geranium, mignonette,
! heliotrope, white cloves,
and hop blossoms.

A French scientist claims th

| . i
have an intense dislike for

that rooms decorated in this color are months up and down

much more likely to be free from
dangerous insect pests.

these
|

flies is to mix a tablespoonful each of
cream, black pepper and brown sugar.
Put this in a saucer and darken the
room, except for the one window in
which the saucer is placed.

Pyrethum powder furnishes anoth-
er effective weapon to use against flies.
Burning a little of this stupefies them
so that they can be swept up and
burned.

For a refreshing fruit-and-|
butter filling cut an orange into very|

Save The Sugar.
There . are still some women in
Canada who do not seem to be aware

ing from cane sugar. It is surely
apparent to anyone who is in the habit
of buying cakes that substitutes, and
chiefly maple syrup, are now being
used by all the bakers.

{ Here is a simple recipe for maple
icing which should serve for special

honeysuckle | contortion are per

at flies!full of water.
blue, and dodged shells and raced gas for six

i

|
|
|

occasions, although there is very lit-!

tle excuse now for any kind of icing
on cakes: 2 cups maple or corn syrup,

Boil syrup until it spins a thread. Add
shortening.
white .of egg. Beat until stiff enough
to spread on cake.

2 teaspoons shortening, 1 egg white.’

Pour slowly over beaten'

Cream Wanted

We are In the market for cresm all

through the year. We pay the HIGHBEST

market price. Our plant is right up-to-

date. In business since 1906. Drop us
card for particulars.

" DESPATCH-RIDING.

Acrobats on Wheels Who Carry On
'Mid Gas and Shells.

If you want excitement, try des-

tch-riding on the Western Frent. It

ip wonderful how soon one learns to
fall off the *old grid” when the

ish scream of a shell is heard coming in

your direction, and what miracles of
formed in the effort
a six-inch ditch
who has

to find protection In
The man

the lines 1s a
past-master in the art of taking cover.
Kven taking cover has Its disad-

Another good way of getting rid of | vantages, as the following stery shows.

A despatch-rider on leave was walk-
ing along a London street when a
motor tire went off just ahead of him.
By natural instinct he sprang down the
cpen trapdoor of a bakery ciose by,
and landed in a tub of yeast which
was cooling In the bake-house. He
finally got free of the mixtura just in
time to return to France.

Among civillans at home I find a
widespread bellef that “oul there”
rules of the road are unknown. Thie
is not so. Since our enemies in the
early days of the war started a metho-

S s 'T€ dical and sustained offensive to wipe
that it is against the law to make je- ! s : P

the poor despatch-rider off the face of
the earth the rules of the game have
varled, but they must still be closely
observed fif tt despatch-rider is to
safely stable his bike and sit-down to
his food rationy at the end of a perfect
day.

It is rather unpleasant to be jerked
off your “grid” on a black night into
a shell hole full of water, or to play
hide and seek with a Hun airman out
for your scalp.

But the acrobats on wheels take
such things calmly, and in time g sort
of sixth sense enables you to smell
shell-holes on the darkest winter

There is no question about it—more! jione and Jerry has lately been: too

sugar must be saved by individuals in y ov running away from our airmen

their homes.

Candy manufacturers
their sugar allowance
cent.

have

tions laid upon them.
of sugar.

i tive as was expected.

to worry us much with low machine-

had oun fire from above.
cut by 50 pert

Bakers and cake and biscuit|yjger has to face is gas.
manufacturers have all had restric-! any stinks of the battlefield

trouble the despatch-
Amid the
one

The greatest

I ' Limitations' jore or less is barely noticeable, and
have been placed on private holdings |y pave myself been bli

fully ignorant
of any gas in the vicinity until ar

These measures have been as effec-| riving at the end of my journey, I
But more is|¢ound 1

everyone with gas-masks on.

asked of the individual in the way nf"ny that time there was enough of it

voluntary denial.

the use of the sugar bowl. We want
! all we can'get for the canning season.
It will help if we stop taking sugar
in tea and coffee or at least confine
ourselves to one level teaspoonful. It
will also help if we cut in half our
customary allowance on fruit, cereals
and desserts. Ordinarily we use far
more sugar than we need and thereby
 lose much of the flavor of our food. It
{ will not hurt any of us to do with less.
Community Canning.
" The Women's Institute of Ontario
| has made arrangements for several
community canning centres in the
province this year. A remarkable re-
| cord was made last year by the Park-
{hill Canning Centre, which donated,
| for shipment overseas and local mili-
| tary hospitals, £4,500 worth of canned
| goods, and the Ontario Department of
| Agriculture has worked out a concrete
| plan similar to the one tried at Park-
'hill last year. In each case a com-
! mittee appointed by the executive of
| the local Women's Institute will be in
| charge.

The Provincial Government |

!Institute, through the Branch will pay |
‘for the equipment, will send a demon-'

strator to assist in starting the work
and will render further assistance as
| occasion demands from time to ume.
Further information may be secured
| by writing to the Institutc Branch,
| Parliament Buildings, Toronto.

| tion, so 1 determined to take a chance
in the open.

| “On June 18, 1915, 1 got my dis-
charge from the army. I then return-
ed to England and worked in the ar-
senal at Woolwich until coming to the
United States, in October, 1915."

> —

O to Be Young In War Time.

|
‘0 to be young in war time

And bear the sword of flame;
To right the world’s old grievance
| Wherein we had no bame,
\For guilt is on the graybeard,

But youth is elean of shame!

! O to be young in war time
When heart and hand keep pact,
When aught but blows are useless
To make the dream a fact,
l!"or wishes are for graybeards,
| But only youth can act!

|O to be young in war time
| When earth has blossomed red,
| To quaff he nectar only
| And leave the lees instead,
| For .age is for the living,

But youth Is for the dead!

— e P

Nicaragua’s most important exports
are coffee, gold, hides, bananas and
cabinet woods. Exports of rubber
have fallen off in the last few years.
|  For greasing baking pans a bowl
| of one of the cheaper greases, unsalt-
ed drippings or onc of the butter sub-
stitutes may be kept in the ice box
with a small flat brush in it. This
brush nced not be wahed ever 3

it is washed a

lather and soda should
it may be thoroughly cieansed.

l LOVE'S PRESENCE.

| et

Into the darkened, shabby room,

i Love softly makes its way;

{ The dusky walls burst into bloom,
i Aglow the corners gray:

| So true it is Love ever brings
Rare beauty to the plainest things

‘Intn the wan, diecouraged face
l.ove smiles; the lines of care

| ‘Are smoothed as by so:ne mystic grace
The eyes hold courage rare:

So true it is Love ever clears

|

|

‘:

l'l‘h:‘ bitterness from hopeless tears
| =

aboard to necessitate a month in hos-

That is to say—let us be sparing in| pital, wondering how the road to Hill

——— would look when 1 got across a
saddle again,
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THE WILLIAMS PIANO CO., LIMITED, OSHAWA, ONT.

Canada's Oldest and Largest Plano Makere

HE Purs, rich, mellow

tone, and the ssnsitive
responsiveness of this
famous Instrument com-
bine to lift It high above
the commonplace. It ls a
plano that will maintaln
Its endurlng oharm for
generations.
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