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JIsk Me Another

A A General Quiz

1. Which are tiie three largest

fresh-water lakes in the world?

2. In what country did geome-
try originate?

3. What is the minimum age for
the office of President of the
United States?

4. In what country has a con-
demned criminal the choice of
drinking cyanide of potassium or
being hanged?

5. In Roman mythology who was
Lucina?

6. Of what material is a para-
chute made?

7. How great is the flow of the
Big Horn Hot spring at Thermopo-
lis, Wyo.?

8. Is coal still forming in the
United States?

Answers

1. Lakes Superior, Victoria (Af-
rica), and Huron.

2. The history of the science be-
gins in Greece, but mensuration
was developed to a considerable
extent at an early period in Egypt,
Babylonia and India.

3. Thirty-five years. .

4. In Estonia the death penalty
in murder cases gives the con-
demned this choice.

5. Goddess of Light.

6. The sail of a parachute is
made of carefully chosen un-
treated silk, while the shroud lines
are of a high grade thrown silk,
consisting of not less than 32
threads of a 3-ply each. They
have a breaking strength of not
less than 400 pounds.

7. The flow Is 18,600,000 gallons
of hot mineral every 24 hours.
There are many other hot springs
in Hot Springs State ﬁark. The
springs were given to the state by
Chief Washakie of the Shoshone
Indians.

8. The Bureau of Mines says
that coal is still forming in some
parts of the United States, such as
the Everglades, in Dismal swamp,
and a few other similar places.

Necessity Money

History tells us that the social
and economic unrest of the years
1833-44 and 1861-65 caused hard,
mcr.ey. to go into hiding and re-
sulted in a deluge of private coins
which passed as cents. The great-
est number of these necessity
coins were issued during the Civil
war period. More than 10,000 va-
rieties have been found in copper,
brass, lead and other metals, the
majority bearing political and pa-

triotic slogans or merchants’
names.
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SYNOPSIS  f

Joyce Sewell, on the eve ot her twentieth
birthday, rebels at her lot. dependent on her
detested stepmother, Irma, and full of tragic
memories of her mother’s murder twelve
years before and her frther's death tIx
months ago. Irma calls in Heim Black-
Edder, an admirer, to help her persuade
Joyce to marry rich, young Michael Kirk-
patrick. Mike, unt up to Joyce by Irma
and Blackadder, demands a Showdown on
his proposal and Is rejected. Joyce real-
izes that La Barranca, a Mexican hacienda
which her father had owned, legally be-
Ion?s to her. Later, she receives a letter
enclosing a warrant on the United Stales
Treasury for $i<l,000 compensation for her
mother's murder at La Barranca. She con-
fers with Mr. Bradley, a banker and only
remaining friend of her father's. She con-
fides that she wants to make a secret
journey to Mexico. Bradley arranges all
details” for her. She deparfs by plane un-
detected. Dirk Van Suttart, second secre-
tary of the American embassy in_Mexico
City, gives Joyce a chilly reception and
she loSes her témper. She finds a Mexican
woman lawyer. argarida Fonseca, who
takes her to General Onelia. right-hand man
to the Mexican minister of war. Margarida
reminds Onelia that the usurper of La Bar-
ranca la his dangerous enemy. General Do-
rado. The two make plans to send Joyce
with a few picked men under Pancho Buéna-
ventura to drive Dorado out. Adan Arnaldo.
a younlg man who runs El Tenebroso, a
night club, knows Dorado’s present where-
abouts, £ they take Joyce there that night,
""Vie notices Dirk. General Dorado
arrives and in the course of sudden gun-
play. the lights go out and Joyce is left
alone. Adan Arnaldo whisks her out and
takes her home. The following morning
Joyce drives' off to Toluca with Pancho.
Back In Elsinboro, Jogce‘s disappearance
has been discovered. lackadder 'upbraids
Irma, but succumb? to her helpless charm
and plans to marry her. Blackadder gets
the secretary_of state to wire the embassy
at Mexico |t% to locate Joyce. Dirk is
delegated for the search. Dirk, getting no
information from the lying Onelia, goes to
El Tenebroso and interviews Arnaldo. Ar-
naldo bids Dirk follow him. Meanwhile
Joyce and Pancho reach La Barranca.
Pancho and Eusebio, one of his band, leave
her and at dawn climb the wall. Suddenly
shots ring out.

CHAPTER VI—Continued
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She sprang through the first zag-
uan and ran across the second
court. She reached the second zag-
uan, entered the inner patio and
plunged through odorous blooms to
trip and all but fall over a dead
body. Here also everything was si-
lent—not the stillness of peace, the
silence of terror and death. Every
door on the lower floor was tightl
sealed. She dashed up one branc
of the double stairway which led to
the balcony above. Fury still pos-
sessed her to the exclusion of all
fear. Murder was being done on
her account—murder before her
very eyes.

Again shots pierced the silence,
but they were rhythmic, punctuat-
ed. They came from the formal
dining room. She dashed along the
balcony and entered upon a scene
so astonishing it brought her to an
instantaneous halt. Her eyes were
riveted on a figure as hideous as a
gargoyle which stood as if cruci-
fied against the wall beneath one
of the sconces.

She recognized the visage of Gen-
eral Dorado, now twitching with ter-
ror as the rhythmic shots shattered
one by one the lusters dangling over
her head. Two other men were in
the room, Eusebio and Pancho, both
seated. The jumpers were gone,
disclosing what had caused the
bulges—bandoliers still half full of
cartridges. Eusebio was rolling a
cigarette, Pancho was doing tile
shooting and Dorado, wondering why
he was being spared, had his glit-
tering -eyes fixed on his tormentor.

“Pancho!” cut in Joyce’s voice
between two shots. ““You lied. You
promised Gen—"

In one movement Pancho sprang
up, snatched off his big sombrero
and swung it backward at a ven-
ture, striking her across the mouth.
For an instant Dorado stared at
her with unbelieving yet consuming
eyes, then his paralysis passed and
he made a leap for the nearest door.
With a double bloodcurdling yell Eu-
sebio and Pancho were after him.
Half knocked off balance by ihe
rush of their passage Joyce was yet
able to reach the balcony in time
to watch the pursuit through the
patio, across the visible section of
the great court, through the zaguan
at its far side and out by one of the
gates into the limitless freedom of
the prairie.

Joyce turned, went out and de-
scended to the patio with a firm
step. She must do something, sum-
mon aid. But first she wished to
orient herself, revisit the spots she
knew best. She glanced toward her
one time playroom and saw that
the huge key was on the outside of
the lock. A moment later she had
turned it and thrown open the door.
She stood transfixed. It had be-
come a stable—a pig-pen. Two
horses turned their heads and
stared at her as though startled and
three fattening hogs, penned in one
comer, grunted low as if only mum-
bling. She closed the door hurried-
ly and stepped back against a bush.
The bush moved and she thought
it was because she had touched it
but the next instant her ankle was
seized in an unbreakable grip. She
‘ooked down and saw a brown hand,
a brown hairy arm.

She opened her mouth and
screamed but no sound issued from
her throat. She dragged back with
all her might. Another hand came
forward and then appeared the
shoulders of a man. She tugged

more furiously than ever. The oth-
er hand added its grip to the first.
Now she could see his waist, the
whole body, his shattered and bleed-
ing thigh. He looked up and in-
stantly she knew he was asking for
no aid. The single thought in his
eyes was as clear as if he had shout-
ed it. He wished to pull her down,
transfer his grip from her ankle
to her throat and kill her before he
died—all this for mi General Do-
rado. Then her voice came back—
not her familiar grown-up voice but
the voice of memory uttering a cry

of the past.
“Luz! Luz! Luz!”’
CHAPTER VII

Dirk followed Arnaldo around the
crowded dancing floor, retrieved his
overcoat and hat and a moment lat-
er the two men sprang into the
same car that had rescued Joyce
from the same spot four nights be-
fore. Adan barked a direction and
the tone of his voice was sufficient
to send the chauffeur tearing along
through one street after another,
skidding around corners and ignor-
ing lights gntil be drew up with a
squeal of brakes at an apartment
house shrouded in darkness. On the

“He’s Dead,” Said Several of the
Crowd in Unison.

lighted a match to examine the
name card, then rang the bell with
one hand and knocked with the oth-
er.

“Who is it?” asked a deep voice
presently. “What do you want?”

“It's 1, Margarida—Adan Arnal-
do. Open the door. Something ter-
rible has happened.”

The latch clicked and the door
swung back, revealing Margarida
Fonseca.

“What do you want?” asked Mar-
garida.

“Information.”

“Take your hand off the gun. Do
you think I'm an idiot?”
“Oh, | wouldn’t shoot; I'd just

tap over and around your brains—
harder and harder.”

“If 1 weren’t amused 1I'd scream
for help.”

“You'd get it all right; the po-
lice are downstairs.”

“What police?”

“Why do you suppose I’'m running
around with a gringo secretary of
embassy?” countered  Arnaldo.
“Don’t you know a friend when you
see one? Answer my questions and
tell the truth or you'll go to jail in
a nightgown.”

“For what?'-

“Abduction of a minor.”

“What is it you wish to know?"

“Where is the girl?”

“She’s gone to La Barranca.”

“What for?”

“La Barranca is undoubtedly her
property; | had to admit that much.
Since | explained why the courts
can do nothing she has gone there
to plead with General Dorado to
hand it back to her.”

“I don’t believe it!” said Arnaldo.
“She told me she never wanted to
see Pepe’s horror of a face again.”

Margarida smiled pityingly. “I'm
the one who’s telling the truth. The
girl is at La Barranca. | swear it
by every hair on the head of my
dead mother.”

“Where is La Barranca?” Dirk
asked. ““I mean how to you get
there—by what road?”

“The road to Toluca,” said Ar-
naldo out of a half daze. *“The haci-
enda is southwest of Toluca. Once
you've passed the city all you have
to say is La Barranca to the first
man you meet and he will point
out the trail.”

““How do you know so much about
La Barranca, Adan?” asked Mar-
garida curiously.

“For my sins | went to one of
Pepe’s shooting parties,” said Ar-
naldo, still in a half daze.

Dirk rose. “I'm leaving for To-
luca in half an hour,” he stated.
“What about it, Arnaldo? Any
chance of your coming with me?"

“No,” said Arnaldo, snapping out
of his daze. He turned to Van Sut-
tart. “Sit down.” Dirk obeyed.
“What do you suppose I'm thinking
about? Do you know Dorado? No.
Well, 1 do. We’'re too late—too late
by hours. To make the trip would
be a mere sentimental gesture.”

“Just the same I'm going,” said
Dirk.

“To take a fall out of a wind-
mill,” asserted Arnaldo impatiently.
“Have you any idea what a Mexi-
can hacienda is like?”

“No.”

“It's a fortress. Don’t be a fool.
If you insist on making a journey
to bring back the remains wait un-
til you can take a hearse and a
troop of cavalry along with a bat-
tery of seventy-fives to help you. If
your ambassador can’t get them,
gome to me and I'll see what | can

0.”

“No,” said Dirk. ““You don’t un-
derstand. He gave me a job and
if |1 tried passing the buck back
to him he’d be through with me for
keeps and | wouldn’t blame him.
Do you mind dropping'me at my
place?”

Joyce stared down in horror at
the wreck of a man at her feet.
Reason told her since he was mor-
tally wounded she must be stronger
than he, yet she was not—all her
strength had turned to water. From
the waist up he was terribly alive.
His right hand was still clamped on
her ankle so tightly that circulation
had almost ceased and with his left
he had managed to seize her skirt.
Rather than have it dragged off
her she sank to one knee, straining
her head back from the sight of his
face.

“Luz!” she cried in a last despair-
ing wail.

A bar clattered on the far side of
the patio, a door opened and the fig-
ure of a woman stepped forth. She
was ageless as are all peons once
the bloom of youth has passed, but
strong with the toughness of raw-
hide. Her leathery face would have
been expressionless had it not been
for the brilliance of cavernous black
eyes. The instant they beheld Joyce
their expression underwent a star-
tling transformation. It did not oc-
cur to her she was staring at the
babe she had nursed at her breast;
what she thought she saw was that
babe’s mother to the very life.

She dashed to the rescue, scream-
ing as she went: - Senor Maximili-
ano! Julio! Leonardo! Plutarco! Ri-
quieta! Nataniel!”

As the last cry for help left her
1'ps she sprang through the air to
pounce like a cat, claws out, on
Joyce’s assailant. Heedless of the
shattered hip which was uppermost
she dug knowingly under his other
thigh and presently tugged into view
a sheath knife with a glittering
blade a foot long. Gripping the han-
dle with both hands she raised it on
high. The man promptly gave up.
He released his hold on Joyce,
rolled over and with a sigh of relief
exposed his breast to descending
death. But he counted without
Joyce. She seized Luz’s wrists and
wrenched them upward.

“No, Luz, no!”

At Luz’s call doors had opened
on every side and people were com-
ing on the run. As the wondering
group gathered Luz looked up, her
face distorted in bewilderment. An
instant later she dropped the knife,
threw herself on her knees, bowed
her head to the ground and began
kissing Joyce’s feet with a fervor
interrupted only by elucidating
wails.

“Joycita! Cita! Ciquita! My ba-
by! At my breast—my own breast!”
She looked up at the crowd through
streaming eyes. “Our baby has
come back to us!”

Joyce lifted her up and kissed her
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tear-wet cheeks. “Luz! Oh, Luz!
But we can’t talk now; we must
get a doctor.”

“What for?” asked Luz.

“This poor man—we must try to
save him.”

“He’s dead,” said several of the
crowd in unison.

“Wait!” called a sonorous voice.
“Wait for me.”

Joyce looked around and memory,
not quite sure of itself, stirred In
her breast. An imposing figure was
approaching along the gallery of the
patio with carefully measured steps
accompanied by the regular thump
of a rubber-tipped staff.

“Who is he?” asked Joyce hur-
riedly.

“You have forgotten Don Jorge,
Senor Maximiliano?” asked Luz.
“Because he Dfecame blind,” she
explained, “they left him life.”

“Of course,” said Joyce, remem-
bering. “Maxie, the superintendent.
But blind!”

Luz stepped forward, caught
Senor Maximiliano’s free hand and
kissed it with respect. She explained
the baby of long ago had returned.
He let fall his staff, reached out
and laid hands on Joyce’s shoulders.

“Maxie,” she breathed, ““I used
to call you Maxie.”

He wrapped his arms around her
and held her close for a long mo-
ment of silence. “The babe is be-
come a woman,” he rumbled, “but
she will always be a child to me.
Welcome back to your home and
to our hearts. Leonardo!”

“Senor,” answered Leonarda
stepping forward

“Summon the people;
greet their mistress.”

There was no need for Leonardo
to issue a call since men, women,
and children were already swarm-
ing into the precincts of the inner
patio. They came from the outer
court, the tienda and the scattered
houses beﬁond the gates. Silently,
their black eyes staring in VTonder,
they passed before Joyce, each
pausing with bent knee to kiss her
hand. A toddling infant closed the
long procession, 500 strong. Joyce
snatched up the baby and faced the
throng.

“As this child is one of you,” the
called, ““so am L Boundariet di-
vide peoples; they can’t divide the
human family. Love me and | will
serve you; serve me with faith in
your hearts and | will love you.”
She turned to Senor Maximiliano
and laid her hand on his arm. "Was
that all right, Maxie?”

“Your father might have spoken
the words,” said Don Jorge, ““and
I know no greater praise. But I
am confused. Let us go inside—
you and Luz and |—and talk.”

Don Jorge Maximiliano de la Si-
erra was a gentleman, a scion of a
collateral branch of the family
which had originally owned La Bar-
ranca.

Seated in the little room which
had been her mother’s boudoir, with
Luz standing before them, Joyce
told Don Jorge of her father’s death
and the dreary years culminating
with the arrival of the warrant for
$10,000. Then, interrupted by sev-
eral sharp questions, she gave him
the exact facts as to what had hap-
pened in the week since she had re-
turned to Mexico.

“Let’s say farewell to the past,”
said Don Jorge, ““and face the pres-
ent. What you have told me about
Onelia troubles me profoundly. Why
did he accede to your request? Why
did his men Kkill Dorado and then
abandon you?”

“They didn’t,” said Joyce quickly.

“What!” cried Don Jorga,
straightening in his chair. “Ata you
sure, my child?”

“Quite sure, Maxie. Didn’t I tell
you Onelia told Pancho Buenaven-
tura that Dorado mustn’t be killed
at any price? They chased him
away—I saw them with my own
eyes—but they didn’t kill him.”

(TO BE CONTINUED)
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“Norway Pine” Misnomer; Forest Service
Orders It Shall Be Known as “Red Pine”

The Federal Forest service has
decreed that hereafter the Norway
pine, so common to the Lake states,
shall be known as, and called, the
red pine. Instructions to this effect
have been sent to all National for-
est custodians.

The name “Norway” has been in
common usage with us although it is
a misnomer. According to authori-
ties the name is wholly out of place,
for the tree is not a foreigner but a
native of North America. It is re-
lated that the name Norway pine
was given the tree by a Spanish
captain who first found it here. Its
close resemblance to pines he had
seen in Norway caused him to sup-
pose it identical with such as he had
seen growing there, which undoubt-
edly were Scottish pines.

Simon B. Elliott, in his work on
important timber trees of the United
States, said: “‘Its technical name
also is inappropriate. Pinus resi-
nosa, which it is called, means resin
pine, and why the red pine should
be given that name when its wood

---------- )

contains less resin than any other
hard timber pine is very strange.”

The name red pine is appropriate
for this tree and is quite generally
recognized throughout its eastern
range. The bark and wood are red-
dish, the winter buds red-brown, the
staminate flowers scarlet or reddish
purple and the scales of the pistil-
late flowers scarlet.

The red pine, next to the white
pine, used to be the most important
timber tree of the lake states. To-
day it is planted as extensively as
white and jack over state and fed-
eral reservations. It has one ad-
vantage over white for reforestation
purposes—it will take root and
thrive in soils too sterile and light
for white pine, and for this reason
is found in extensive stands on ths
sandy plains of the North.

Name of Labrador
A venturesome Portuguese named
Labrador discovered and gave hit
ngme to the eastern coast of Cat*
ada.

Thumbtack Your Draperies

to a Board.

O GIVE draperies the smartly
Ttailored effect obtained by the
Erofessional decorator, a valance

oard must be used. A straight
one by two inch board will be
needed. A small finishing nail in
the top of the window casing near
each end and screw eyes placed
near the top of the back of the
valance board will hold it in place
as shown at A. Both side drapes
and valance may be thumbtacked
to the board and then be quickly
hung all at once by hooking the
screw eyes over the finishing
nails. Think of the advantage on
cleaning day! Just lift board and
all off the nails and take outside
for dusting.
| Tack the side drapes to the
board first as at B, arranging full-
ness in flafpleats. In making the
valance, allow enough material to
fold around the ends of the board
as at C; then tack it along the
top, stretching it just enough so
that it is perfectly smooth.

The valance shown here is made
of glazed chintz and matches the
glazed chintz border that faces the
edges of the side drapes. The
glass curtains may be hung just
inside the window frame or to the
bottom of the valance board.

Every Homemaker should have
a copy of Mrs. Spears’ new book,
SEWING. Forty-eight pages of
step-by-step directions for making
slipcovers and dressing tables;
restoring and upholstering chairs,

'‘Quotations"

Be too large for worry, too noble
for anger, too strong for fear and
too happy to permit the presence of
trouble. Think well of yourself and
proclaim this fact to the world—not
in loud words, but in great deeds.—
James E. Ament.

When everything is new and
startling, the human mind just
ceases to be startled.—ITalter Lipp-
man.

Every day is a little life, and our
whole life is but a day repeated.—
Joseph Hall.

Think naught a trifle, though it
small appear; small sands the moun-
tain, moments make the year and
trifles life—Edward Young.

Beware Coughs
from common colds

That Hang On

N% matter how man(\:/ medicines
you have tried for your tough, chest
told, or_bronchial [rritation; you can
et_ relief now with Creomulsion.
erious trouble may be brewing and
you cannot afford 1o take a chance
with any remedy less potent than
Creomulsion, which goes right to
the seat of the troublé€ and aids na-
ture to soothe and heal the Inflamed
mucous membranes and to loosen
and expel the germ-laden phle_(];m.
Even if otherremedies have failed,
don’t be discouraged, try Creomul-
slon. Your druggist Is authorized to
refund your money If you are not
thoroug[ ly satisfied with the bene-
fits obtained from_the very first
bottle. Creomulsion isone word—not
two, and It bas no hyphen in It.
Ask for It plainly, see that the name
on the bottle IS Creomulslan. and
ou'll Pet the genU|ne£roduct, and
he relef you want (Advj

Calming Influence
Good nature is the most
precious gift of Heaven, spreading
itself like oil over the troubled sea
of thought.—Washington Irving.
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