B Ten-Thirty |

By PERCY WILSON

. “What's the earliest

‘(Copyricht‘)
Soapper- was looking over the yard
. mmaster's shoulder when the operator
handed the latter the order for an
ex As was oot unusual with him

._-on_very s’jght provocation, the yard-
master immediately "went off the

—fron:"—“Where's—that —callboy ¥ —he 1

demanded. “What's become of that
_ped-head? Where (s— Oh!” as he
—furned his head and came afoul of

Snapper’s smirking countenance, “here.

L

you are!
“Yes, hete I are!” mocked Snapper.
“Go on, go on—say what you were
going to. Don't mind me! Where
did you expect to- find me—in your
lap?’ The call-boy was aggrieved
you can call
this extra for?' was the brisk query.
—*Ten-thirty 1 :
T With an exasperaling affection of
indifference, Snapper let his eye wan-
“der to the clock, gaped a minute over
—the ecrew-board; and- gradually —eame
around to the book. *I reckon,” he
answered, Then, with sudden inter
est: “Who's to shovel smoke?”
“Oh, you také notice, do you?
that's what I want to impress on youwr
Listen.” : _
“‘Laying a hand to his ear'”
.quoted. Snapper- from- a-faverite au-
thor, and’ suiting action to the speech,
% e gave close heed to the.fiendish
disclosure.” Go on.”
The vardniaster was too accustomed
" to these burlesques to honor them
with any- attention.  “Go for Burn-

Now,

side,” he directed.
=~ “He was tet off.™™

*] know that. Pay attention. He
was to be off until midnight, unless
we should need him in some emergen-
¢y this morning; and this is the emer-

—geney. He promised to stay at home
tll nine o'clock, and not to leave
town before ten.” He glanced at the
clock. *“It's only eight-fifty-eight now.
You ought to find him easily,” wink-
ing to the operator. :

“Sure!” returned Snapper. ~"If only
I hadn’t bent one of me \\m"s' What
was it the coal-heaver wanted off for,
anyway?”’

“To rob a bank, maybe.
er me; but go get him."

“Put his name down,” said Snapper
in disgust. “TII get him."

The yvardmaster entered the name
and handed the call-book over. *Now.
‘thustle,” he directed:
~ Snapper thrust the book in his
pocket and struck an attitude. “Be-
ware, James Burnside ! he declaimed.
“Your doom is knelled, and the aven-
_ger—="

i - The avenger was the yardmaster,

_-and Snapper got. through the doorway
Just in timé. to escape his foot.

“Hang that kid!” laughed the yard-
master. “He gets on my nerves, with
his spouting and fool antics. But he's
& good caller,” he observed to the op-
erator; “and, mind my word, he'll
come back here with Burnside's signa-
ture - in his book. Heaven  knows
where he'll find him, thouigh, for Jim's
tricky, and he'll dodge if he can. He
. did-beg hard tocbe off." o
i In spite of his unhesitating asser-
tion, -the call-boy “had very grave
doubts about getting Burnside. The
promise to remain at his boarding
place for a call till nine o'clock made.

it unlikely that Ke would be there one

“minute later, while the additional

hour did not give much time for find-

_ing him in a town of fifteen thousand

~ people. What Snapper most desired
to know was, where was he intending

“to go at ten? He had a suspicion that

it had something  to do with Kitty

Carnigan. :

- Being too wise, however, to attempt

to get this from the young lady her-
self, as soon as he had called those
two of the crew who lived most con-

D'on‘t both-

venient, he moyed directly on the en- |

in the usual order of
convenience for himself, he would
otherwise have called last of all. His
_ information =~ came without his ask-
v ing for it :

“Who's to fire for me this trip?”
the engineer inquired as he took the
book.

“Can’'t you see?” sald Snapper, lay-
ing a finger on the name. :

“Ho!” laughed the engineer, “you'll
not get Burnside. He's going out to
Maple Park on the ten o'clock car
with his girl and her folks to a bas-
ket picnic. He's keeping an eye
peeled for you.”

To lie in wait and take him from
his inamorata as they were starting

gineer, w hom

‘for the car would have suited the call-

boy's dramatic longings most, but it
was not an impossibility that thé fire-
man had already forestalled this by
" an arrangement to meet thé”” party
aomewhere along the line.
~ ' In this uncertainty the immediate
_ thing to be done was to get on his
quarry’s trail. Snapper gritted his
- teeth and strnck across the meadow.
At the farther side of the 'run he
" stopped and, on a sudden thought, got
~ down and examined both ends of the
. short plank’ that spanned it. Without
* doing anythmz more, however, he got
up apln and went on, and soon en-
Carnigan’s’ rear gate. ' ‘He |

fereqg o

hed kept his eye sharply on thekitch- |

en window, and flattered himself that
he had ltolen up unnoticed ; yet, when

Sk

nntmpruedpobee
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Tthe call-boy followed after.

“gan,—flinging—up—her—hands.

the kitchen door, Miss;|

“To his inguiry, she repiied. that
"Mr. Burnside had been, there that
he wanted?

Oh. no. he wasn't
per had nn-rel_v noted that he. had
been _looking® poorly of _late, and
stommd to inquire about h!q honi(h

He sprinted to the corner just.|
time to see the ﬁl‘l ‘man turn to the
right a block ahead. On an ‘easy trot

“followed Overtak-
ing a bhrakeman, Snapper asked If he
had seen Burnside. ¥

“Burnside?’ said the man. “Yep;
just passed here with throttie wide
open and both pops up:. Hit the curve
and shot up that first alley”—point
ing—"and he was going souie. \\'hy.
I'll bet he was halfway up the’ side

wanted, sSnap-

of that house when he made the turn,
and I reckon you’ll find his footmarks
afi-the—wall

“He called to me to tell you to
hurry up, kid,” he said with a grin;
“and you want to move lively, or he’ll
luse you."”

Snapper knew this was all gammon.
He glanced at his watch. - It was al-
most nine-thirty. -

“I'll look for those footmarks some
other time” he remarked dryly; “I'm
in a burry now,” and he started off
afresh at & jog trot in the direction
that had been indicated.

“There's that long-legged kid
again " ejaculnted Burnside. ~ “If he
comes back here to the kitchen, I'l
slip out the front door and join you
on the car somewhere. If he comes
to the frout, keep him till I can get
to the other side of the run; and hfter
he's gone, .I'll come around by the
street.”

front door. There was no answer to.
his first ring, so he rang again;
shortly Miss Carnigan answered.’
“Oh! its’ you, is it?” was her tart
greeting. = “What .do you want now?
It's a pity you couldn’t hu\e come
around to the kitchen door:™ i
“That's the fault of me tender
heart, Kitty,” returned the unabashed
Snapper. “I want Jimmy Burnside,
and I couldn't bear to break it to him
suddenly.  You tell him.”
“Didn’'t 1 tell you he
hére?”
“Aw, quit it, Kitty!
ing on the picnic with you? Sure!”
“Well,” was the admission, “he came
betk after you left, but he’'s gone
again. You might find him at his
boarding house.”
Snapper struggled to keep a straight
face.
“I've been there once,” he returned;
“and. the book of rules says”"—he held
his call book close to his nose and
thumbed over some blank pages—*it
savs, here: ‘Rule 106—In all cases of
doubt or uncertainty, see for your-
self.! TI've got to do it, l\m\." and he
pushed into the house.
“Oh, very well!” retorted the young
lady, and followed through to where
her mother and & younger sister were
finishing the packing of the picnic bas-
kets in the kitchen. “Now! aré you
satisfied ?”
Snapper made no reply. Something
of more immediate interest absorbed
all his faculties, for his eyes had light-
ed on the top layer in one of the bas-
kets.  “Are those some of' your own
pies, Mrs. Carnigan?” he inquired in
awed tones.
“Sure!” was the answer.
would they be?” 7
“But, some that you baked your-
self?” he persisted with an air of
strong disbelief.
“Of coorse!”
“Mrs. Carnigan”—he wanted a calm,
judlcml answer to this quest—*are
your pies as good as they used to be?”
“Well, T never! cried Mrs. Carni-
=41 f--vyou

had left

Ain't he go-

“Whose

(32]

ain't the blarneyer!
Snapper was not a beauty. Hé was
still growing; his joints were too
loose, his feet too big, his clothes too
smal}; yet when he opened his mouth
to take in the piece of pie that was im-
mediately cut for him, expanding until
his freckles ran together and his whole
countenance resembled nothing so
much as a wedge disappearing through
a large, rusty washer, he became for
the moment a sight that-gave true joy
to Mrs. Carnigan’s domestic heart.
“That certainly ‘was good,” he mur-
mured in heartfelt commendation as he
swallowed the last of it. Then he met
Miss Carnigan’s anxious eye and gave
a sudden impish start. “Gee, Kitty!”
he exclaimed. “Someone’s fell in the
creek."

Stopping at the creek merely long
enough®to pull the plank out of the
water and sef it roughly in place, he
hastened to the boarding house and
went softly up to the firemen's room.

Burnside muttering objurgations inside
and thrashing wet clothes about.

In this dilemma the pie furnished
him a hint, for, a&s it sought a cozy
corner of his anatomy in which to dis-
pose itself comfortably, it gave him a
gentle internal tweak. In an instant
he had doubled up as though taken
-with a . violent' cramp and, falling
against the door with a horrible grean,
seized the knob.

The door was locked, but as he sank
on down to the floor he kept up a
piteous meaning. In another moment
the door opened and he fell half in-
side.

“You—" began the ﬂreman, then lost
speech.

“Aw! sign the book." said Snapper,
thmsting it at him. *“And be quick
about it, too,” he added sternly.. *l

can't be fooling all my time on you.”

Burnside mechanically signed.

“I hated to wet you up, Jimmy,”
sald Snapper ss bo mok back - tbe
‘book,  “but—"
' He slamimed the door and"raced

morning. hut had gone into town. Was L ¥

Snapper's schedule took him to the !

and |

He snickered: te himself at hearing ;

—H—ts—hard to tell where this very
smart top coat for spring found its
greatest inspiration, for It might have
been in far Japan that it got its
kimono sleeve or in England that it
found its Raglan outlines or in the
war zone that it picked up a hint of
the military cape. It Is a hand-
some and practical affair that will de-
light the heart of the tourist and it
has achieved what its designer start-
ed out to get—a fine style that we
will see aired in Easter time prom-
enades and-in all the paths to which
spring lures our feet. B
This coat is shorter than, many of
the new models for spring. 1t will
appeal to the traveler and to the mo-
torist and is one to wear with sat-
isfaction on the street. The sleeves
are finished off with effective cuffs
having large link buttons to distin-
guish them from others less smart and
original,-Two-very practical slit pock-
ets and a” high and cozy convertible
collar proclaim that comfort and serv-

fce, as well as good style, are a part

{ has

"‘gtfl'f'

m‘« :
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Colorado’s ‘“‘Johnny Appleseed” -Kin of Oil King

ANON CITY, COLO.—Capt. B. F. Rockafellow, “the Johnny Appleseed” of
the Arkansas valley, has a splendid cottonwood tree, the largest specimen
of its kind standing in Canon City, which he has seen grow from a tiny sprout
plantéd in his garden in 1872 to ifs -
present proportions of more than 15
feet in circumference. Not long ago
government agents took photos and
measurements of this —tree for the
records of the -agricultural depzut-
ment, for it is rare that the exact, ,
age and conditions of growth of u
tree are so accurately known as in
this case. 5
Although Captain, Rockafellow ¥
lived to see many shade trees
planted by himself grow into mag-
nificent specimens, he is better known as the “father of the apple industry”
in the CGanon City district. '

Since planting the first-apple orchard in Canon City in 1870, he has put
out thousands of apple and other fruit trees in this section, and now, in spite
of his four score and four years, he still gives his personal-attention to his
$0-acre apple orchard, which bears some 25,000 or 30,000 boxes annually.

It is an interesting fact that many trees in this orchard, although forty
to fifty years old, are still I¥ healthy and vigorous as at five years of age, and
are apparently good for another half century.

_ Unlike “Johnny Appleseed,” that famous but eccentrie character of the
old Western Reserve of Ohio, who scattered promiscuously along the high-
ways and water courses, Captain Roekafellow has planted scientifically with

-J.Colorado.- climate,— Baon

'of the business of top coats.- Nothing
more effective than wool velours- or
duvétyn has been produced for coats.
It is hard to imagine anything better
than’ these soft, rich-looking fabries.

Another new arrival in wraps that
is popular is a cape set onto a short
waisteoat that buttons down the front
and gives it added warmth. This is
amply wide and has a snug fitting
cape collar that hugs the neck and
falls to the shoulder. There are lit-

-tle slit, diagonal pockets in the waist-

coat that will accommodate a hand-
kerchief and ‘a little purse. Amnother
smart aspirant for favor hapgs like
a full cape at the back and front
with the sides cut away into flowing
sleeves. But pieces set in at the
sides are extended into undersieeves,
producing an unusual silhouette. It
has also a high, smug-fitting turmever
collar.

Eight women are included among
the new county school superintendents
in New Mexico.

 Planned for the Warmer Schoo! Days

The two youthful and pretty dresses
pictured above could never be mis-
-taken for anything other than they
are. Everything about them spells
practical and tasteful style for the girl
in her teens, and at the beglnnlng of
those crowded and lively years—any-
where from twelve to sixteen years.

As in nearly all the frocks for young
-girls, the skirts are plain and wide
enough to allow perfect freedom, with-
out being bulky. They are almost as
long as some of those worn by grown-.
ups, termlnating in three-inch hems,
about six inches_ or a little-more above
the ankles. The dress at the left has
a slip-over middy in a good-style for a
slender girl
with round, plain neck that extends
over the shoulders and top of the arm.
This widens the figure. y o
the middy is_ gathered into this and
there are long plain sieeves with turn-
back cuffs. There are delightful and
practical patch pockets set on even

with the bottom of . tee middy, having
. tnm-over h‘nd ut the top ﬂn!allel

it has a shallow yoke

~ The body of

with small pearl buttons. A DArrow
belt of patent leather, run through
slides m&de of the cloth, fastens at the
front with a small black buckle.

The model shown' at the right was
designed. for ‘cotton cloth but would
make a handsome suit in jersey—
either wool or silk. It is cut on.the

new ‘designs that manage to be like
-two-in-one garments, with its-overgar-
ment having revers at the front and

down and fastens with large pearl
buttons. The sleeves flare a little at
the wrists and the turned-back cuffs,
like the revers are made of white per-

goods, while the dress is in a color.
.Slides of the material on each of these
dresses support -the narrow patént
leather belts, - fastened. with buckles,
‘that make so smart and practical e

ﬂnlahlnz touch on theee frocks.

peramental at txmes, but we get along:

lines of a middy but is one of those

an opening which extends.part way

eale or eother heavy white cotton"

Reared in the beautiful Gene:ee valley in New York a region famous fnr
its fine apples, he acquired a an\ledge of horticulture that has been most
useful to him in later years.

Although spelling his name slightly different from that of the ml king,
their relationship is fairly close. A few years ago Captain Rockafellow was
elected. president of the Rockefeller association of the United States.

Policeman Is Nursemaid to Mayor’s Pet Spaniel

HICAGO.—A member of the fourth estate, trekking: northward in the.
gloaming, encountered at Belmont avenue and Broadway a minion of the
city lim arraved In the customary habiliments of his ecalling—blue uniform;
s star, revolver; night stick, ete. Police-
men, of course, are not unusual at
night, but this one was possessed of
an adjunct not generally i'uclgd'ed im
their equipment. His right hand: was
attached toa leather l’ensh at the

nether end: of whi¢h was a dog:.
“Ha,” soliloquized the fourth es-
tater, “w mystery. There has been:
skullduggery afoot up: Here—maybe a
bank robbery, maybe a murder—and
this conscientious: copper- iy earning
his - pay Dy - using a bloodhiound.”™
With which he engaged the policeman in conversation and’ learned’ that
his name was Jens Hansen of the Town Hall station. H’e also learned' that
as a dog expert he was a zero. The canine which was leﬂdmg Mr. Hansen
about was a cocker spaniel. And -while it was true that Mr. Hansen was on
duty he was positively mot on the trail of murderer, robber or other evil-

doer. He.was acting ir the eapacity of nursemaid to the dog.

Mayor William Hale Thompson is the owner of tlie dog;, and Mr: Hansen,

8200 'Sheridan road, perfonns as part of his duties those of wet nunse to
“Cocker.”

“Well,” queried the reporter “how do yvou like the job?”
“Oh, all right” said Mr. Hansen. “Cocker’s not a bad' sornt. A bit tem-

order and system, selecting and developtug those mrieties best sulted to the

detailed from Towmn Hall to guard the mayor’s -home in- the-Chiase apurtments;—

“T'm taking him' out fo Tor his nightly

econstitutional now.”

Coeker mow manifested a desire to continue his evening stroll and the
two departed. The fourth estater resumed his trek, cogitating the happy lot
of at least one Chicago dog—a full- -grown pbhueumn at $1L¢ a 'mth for a

guardmn.

[ The Police Will ‘Not Catch This Murderer Asleep

AKE FOREST, ILL.—About midnight Mrs. Cyrus H. Adams, Jr., fancled
she heard burglars and c¢alled out the department, which responded in

I the person of Chief of Police James Gordon, ably assisted by Policeman -

William Hensell. Mr. Adams, by the

{way, is a chicken faneier, and on the-

night in guestion had 17 Rhode Island
Reds of aristocratic lineage domiciled 7
in the back-vard chicken coop. They .
were resting peacefully, so far as
known,  when suddenly their squawks
rang out and completely rent the night
air. It -vas then that Mrs. Adams
sounded the alarm.

Now when Chief Gordon received
the summons he immediately notified
Policeman. Hensel for the reason that
Mr. Hensel is peculiarly embittered against a
thief fraternity. Mr. Hensel, himself a chicken fancier,
the residence and chicken coop of Mrs. Capt. William A.
marauder invaded his own coop and cleaned it. Mr. Hensel has vow

geance.
Well, the two officers sped to

It members of the chieken-coop
was recently guarding
Moffett when some
ed ven-

Mr. Adams’ home in an automobile and

They entered the coop. The squawks by now had ceased. The reason was
apparent. Each of the 17 Rhode Island Reds was dead They had squawked

their last squawk.

Investigating the surrounding terraln and coop interier for finger prints

or footmarks they discovered evidence that the assassin belonged to the un-
gulata and not the hominidae: class of mammal. That is to say, the murder
was committed by a weasel. The police are searching for him. . _

One of the Unusual Tragedles of the Great War

LLENTOWN, PA.—When the wife of Private Mlles C. Booth of the One
Hundred and Eighth machine gun battalion heard last summer that he

had been kllled in action during the hghtlng on the Marne, she mourned for
s him for a time and then married Wil-

lam George Smith.
“~ Private Booth has now turned up
‘at his home here alive and almost -
- well, It appears-that the shell which.
Kkilled four of his comrades on July zz

_only wounded him.
The situation is compllcated by
_the faet that Smith, the second hus-
band, was . also a soldier in France.

riage to Mrs. Smith and reached the
front shortly before the armistice was

-gigned. Both Booth and ‘his wife view

“mistakes will happen - Booth says he is ‘going back te the hospltal ln New

‘ ork where army surgeons are still treating his wounds.
“Whyshonidlmk&tmubleforher?”hesays.-

girl. and, with me ‘dead’ as reported. I don’t \\onder that some other~man wal

'_nttncted to her™

at l‘ullertm is just u phﬂodophlcal.
. *I heard Miles ha killed and ewent ln mourning for him.'? she said.

“Nobody said

wmumg:oﬂm e ¥

rushed out to the coop with revolvers drawn and eleetric ‘flashlight gleaming. .

He -entered the ‘service after his mar-

the mixup with a philosophical alr of

The wife, who is now living wlth Booth's two chlldren as “Mrs. Smlth." T

whenxl mar,bgnu to kmp_company with my second‘ s

“She, 1is 2 mighty nmﬁ_ £




