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He gave her a packet of telegrams.

Madeline tore them open with shaking

fingers, began to read with swift, dim

eyes. Some were from Washington, as-

suring her of every possible service;

some were from New York; others

written In Spanish were from El Paso.

und these she could not wholly trans-

lute in a brief glance. Would she

• never find Stillwell's message? It was

the last. It was lengthy. It read:

"Bought Stewart's release. Also ar-

ranged for his transfer as prisoner of

ear. Both matters official. He's safe

If we can get notice to his captors.

Not sure I've reached them by wire.

Afraid to trust it. You go with Link

to Ague Prieta. Take the messages

sent you in Spanish. They will protect

you and secure Stewart's freedom.

Take Nels with you. Stop for noth-

ing. Tell Link all—trust him—let him

drive that car.
'STILLWELL."

• "Link, do you know the roads, the

trails—the desert between here and

Ague Prieta?" sae asked. Can an au-

tomobile he driven from here into

northern Mexico?"
"Sure. But it'd take time."

"We must do it in little time," she

event on, in swift eagerness. "Other-

wise Stewart may be—probably will

be—be shot.
Link Stevens appeared suddenly to

grow lax, shriveled, to lose all his pe-

culiar pert brightness, to weaken and

age.
"I'm only a—a cowboy, Miss Majes-

ty." He almost faltered. It was a sin-

gular change. In him. "Thera an aw-

ful ridee-eloen over the border. If by

some luck I eldn't smash the car I'd

turn your lehir gray. You'd never be

no good after thet rider
"I am Stewart's wife," she answered

him, and she looked at him, not con-

scious of any motive to persuade or al-

lure, but just to let him know the

4 greatness of her dependence upon him.

lie started violently—the old action

of htewart, the memorable action of

Monty Price. This man was of the

same wild breed.
Then Madeline's words flowed In a

torrent. "I am Stewart's wife. I love

him; I have been unjust to him; I

must save him. Link. I have faith in

you. I beseech you to do your best for
Stewart's sake—for my sake. I'll risk
the rell gladly—bravely. I'll not care
whItre or how you drive. I'd far rather
plehge into a canyon—go to my death
on the rocks—than not try to save

Stewart."
How beautiful the response of this

ride cowboy—to realize his absolute

enconselousness of Fele to see the
baggard shade burn out of his face,

the old, cool, devil-may-care spirit re-

turn to his eyes, and to feel something
wonderful about him then! It was
more than will or daring or sacrifice.
A blood-tie might have existed between
him and Madeline.
"Miss Majesty, thet ride figgers im-

4 possible. but I'll do it!" he replied. His

cool, bright glance thrilled her. "I'll

need mebbe half mt hour to go over
the car an' to pack on what I'll want."
She could not thank him, and her re-

ply was merely a request that he tell
Nels and other cowboys off duty to
come up to the house. When Link had
gone Madeline gave a moment's
thought to preparations for the ride.
A number of cowboys were waiting.

# tehe explained the situation and left
them in charge of her home. With
that she asked Nels to accompany her
down into the desert.

"Why, Mies Majesty, I'm powerful
proud to ligo. If you're men' down
uniong tht Greasers you want me."
Madeline heard the buzz of the car.

. Link appeared, driving up the slope.
Ile Made a short, sliding turn and
stopped before the porch. Link had
tied two long, heavy planks upon the
car, one on each side, atia-111 every
available space he had strapped extra
tires. A huge cask occupied one back
seat, and another seat was full of tools
and ropes. There was just room in
this rear part of the car for Nets to
squeeze in. Link put Madeline in front
beside him, then bent over the wheel.
Madeline waved her hand at the si-
lent cowboys on the porch. Not an
audible good-by was spoken.

The car glided out of the yard,
leeped from level to slope, and started
'swiftly down the road. out ITtn tha

open valley. Each stronger rush of

dry wind in Madelne's face marked

the increase of speed. The buzz, the

roar of wheels, of heavy body in flight,

increased to a continuous droning

hum. The wind became an insupport-

able body moving toward her, crush-

ing her breast, making the task of

breathing most difficult. To Madeline

the time seemed to fly with the speed

of miles.
Cactus barred the way, rocks barred

the way, gullies barred the way, and

these Nets addressed in the grim

humor with which he was wont to

view tragic things. Again and again

Link used the planks to cross washes

in sand. l'resently lie came to a

ditch where water had worn deep into

the road. Without beeltation he placed

them, measuring distance carefully,

and then started across. The danger

was in ditching the machine. One of

the planks split, sagged a little, but

Link made the crossing without slip.

At length a mile of clean. broen

slope, ridged and grooved like a wash-

board, led gently down to meet the

floor of the valley, where the scant

grams-grass struggled to give a tinge

of gray. The road appeared to be-

come more clearly defined, and could

be seen striking Ltruight across the

valley.
To Madeline's dismay, that road

led down to a deep, narrow wash. The

crossing would have been laborsome

for a horse; for an automobile it was

impassable. Link drove back to the

road, crossed it, and kept on down the

line of the wash. :t was a deep cut in

red earth, worn straight down by

swift water in Gat rainy season. It

narrowed. When Link reached the

narrowest points he got out of the car
and walked from Voce to place. Once
with a little jump he cleared the wash.

Then Madeline noted that the farther
rim was somewhut lower. In a flash

she divined Link's intention. He was

hunting a place to jump the car over

the crack in the ground.
Soon he found one that Leemed to

suit him, for he ti.eel his red scarf upon

a greasewood-bush. Then, returning

to the car, he clambered in, backed up

the gentle slope and halted just short

of steeper ground. Hunching low over

the wheel, he stared, slowly at first,

then faster, and then faster. The great

car gave a spring like a huge tiger.

The impact of suddenly fo.med wind

almost tore Madeline out of her seat.

She felt Nell!' powerful hands on her

shoulders. She closed her eyes. The

jolting headway of the car gave place

to a gilding rush. This was broken

by a slight jar, and then above the

hum and roar rose a cowboy yell.

Madeline waited ^Atli etraired nerves

for the expected crash. It did not

come. Opening her eyes, she saw the

level valley floor without a break. She

had not even noticed the instant when

the car had shot over the wash.

A strange breathlessness attacked

her, and she attributed It to the celer-

ity with wide:. she was being carried

along. Pulling the hood down over her

face, she sank low in the seat. The

whir of the car now seemed to be

world-filling sound. There was a long,

blank period from which she awakened

to feel an arm supporting her. Then

she rallied. The velocity of the car

had been cut to the speed to which she

was accustomed. ifitrowing back the

hood, she breathed freely again, recov-

ered fully.
The car was bowling along a wide

road upon the outskirts of a city.

Madeline asked what place 'A could be.

"Douglas," replied Link. "Au' jest

around is Ague P. .ea I"
That last name seerne to stun

Madeline. She heird no' more, and

saw little until the car stopped. Nels

spoke to some one. Then sight of

khaki-clad soldiers quickened Made-

line's faculties. She was on the boun-

dary-line between the United States

and Mexico, and Amin Prieta, with its

white and blue-walled houses, its

brown-tiled roofs, lay before her. A

cavalry officer approached the car,

stared, and removed his sombrero.

"Can you tell me anything about

Stewart. the American cowboy who

was captured by rebele 01 few days

ago?" asked Madeline. t

"Yes." replied the officer. "Stewart

is reported to have lone reckless fight-

ing and was; captured. He eot a Mexi-

can sentence. He Is known here along
the border, and the ne!vs of his cap-

ture stirred up excitethent. We did

ell we could to get his release. The
guerrillas feared to execute him here,

and believed he might be aided to es-

cape. So a detachment departed with

him for Mezquital."

"He was sentenced to be shot Thurs-
day at sunset—tonightr

"Yes. I regret that I can't give you
definite information. If you are friends
of Stewart's relatives — I might
find—"
"I am his wife," interrupted Made-

line. "Wih you please read these."

She handed him the telegrams. "Ad-
vise me—help me, if you can?"

With a wondering glance at her the
officer received the telegrams. He
rend 'several, end whistled low in
amaze. ills manner became quick,
alert. serious.

"I can't read these written In fipan_

lab. but I know the names Mailed.-

Swiftly he ran through the others.
"Why, these mean Stewarre release
has been authorized. They explain

mysterious rumors we have heard
here. Greaser treachery! For some

strange reason messages from the
rebel junta have failed to reach their

destination. I'll go with you to Gen-

eral Salazar, the rebel chief in COM-

!nand. I know him. Perhaps we can

find out something."

Nets made room for the officer. Link
sent the ear whirring across the line
Into Mexican :erritory. The road

ended in an immense plaza, in the cen-
ter of which was a circular structure
that In some 'tonsure resembled a
corral. It was a bull-ring, where the

national sport of bull-fightirg was car-

ried on.
Madeline caught a glimpse of tents

inside, then her view was obstructed
by a curious, pressing throng. The
cavalry officer leaped from the car
and pushed his way into the entrance.
How stifling was this crowded, !R-

emelting plaza! The sun, red anti low-
ering, had sloped far down in the west,
but still burned with furnacd heat. A
swarm of files whirled over the car.
The shadows of loe•-salling buzzards
crossed Madeline's sight. Then she
saw a row of the huge, uncanny black
birds sitting upon the teed roof of a
hoesse. They bad neither an air of
sleeping nor resting. They were wait-
ing. She fought off a horrible ghastly
idea before its full realization.
Suddenly the cro vd ?Lifted to let the

cavalry officer and a rebel of striking
presence get to the car.
"Madam, it is as I suspected." said

the officer, quickly. "The messages
directing Stewart's release never
reached Salazar. They were Inter-
cepted. But even without them we
might have secu-ed Stewart's ex-
change if it had not been for the fact
that one of his captors wanted him
shot. This guerrilla Intercepted the
orders, and then Wt8 instrumental in
taking Stewart .0 Mezqultal. It is ex-
ceedingly end. Why, he should be a
free man this instant. I regret—"
"Who did this—this thingr cried

Madeline, cold and sick. "Who is the
guerrilla?"
"Senor Don Carlos Martinez. He has

been a bandit, a man of influence In
Sonora. Ile Is more of a secret agent
in the affairs of the revolution than an
active participator. But he has seen
guerrilla service."
"Don Carlos! Stewart in his power!

Oh, God!" Madeline sank down, al-
most overcome. Then two great hands.
powerful, thrilling, clasped her shoul-
ders. and Nels bent over her.
"Miss Majesty, shore we're wastin'

time here," he said. His voice, like his
hands, was uplifting. She wheeled to
hitefelp trembling importunity. How
colt!, bright, blue the flash of his eyes!

They told Madeline she must not

weaken. But she could not speak her
thought to Nels—could only look at

Link.
"It flggers impossible, but I'll do it!"

said Link Stevens, in answer to her

voiceless query.
"Can I get a permit to go into the in-

terior—to Mezquitalr asked iiadeline

of the officer.
"You are going on? Madam, It's a

forlorn hope. Mezquital is a hundred
miles away. But there's a chance—

the barest chance if your man can

drive this car. The Mexicans are

either murderous or ceremonious in

their executions. The arrangements

for Stewart's will be elaborate. But,

herring unusual circumstances, it will

take place precisely at the hour desig-

nated. You need no permit. Your mes-

sages are official papers. But to save

time, perhaps delay, I suggest you take

this Metican, Senor Montes, with you.

He outranks Don Carlos and knows

the captain of the Mezquital detach-

ment."
"I thank you, sir. I shall not forget

your kindness." concluded Madeline.

The white, narrow road flashed out

of the foreground, slipped with incon-

ceivable rapidity under the car. When

she marked a clump of cactus far

ahead it seemed to shoot at her, to

speed behind her even the instant she
noticed it. Nevertheless, Madeline

knew Link was not putting the car to
its limit. Swiftly as he was flying, he
held something in reserve. And every
leaf and blade and branch of cectue
bore wicked thorns, any one of which
WOUla be fatal to a tire.

It came at length, the buiating re-
port. The car lurched, went on like a
cripples! thing, and halted, obedient to
the master hand at the, wheel. Swift
as Link ells in replacing the tire, he
lost time. The red sun, more sullen,
duskier as It neared the black, bold
horizon, appeared to mock Madeline,
to eye her In derision.

Link leaped In, and the car sprang
ahead. The road began to wind up; it
turned and twisted in tantalizing, lazy
curves; It was in no hurry to surmount
• hill that began to assume proportions
of a mountain; It was leisurely, as
were all things in Mexico except strife.
The descent from that elevation was

difficult, extremely hazardous, yet Link
Stevens drove fast. Then, in taking
an abrupt curve, a grasping spear
ruined another tire. This time the car
rasped across the road into the cac-
tus, bursting the second front-wheel
tire, Like demons Indeed Link and

Nels worked. Shuddering, Madeline

felt the declining heat of the sun, saw

with gloomy eyes the shading of the

red light oveç the desert. She did not

look beck to 4ee bow near the sun was

to the horizon. She wanted to ask

Nett strange as anything on this ter-
rible ride whs the absence of speech.

Al yet no word had been spoken. Made-

Ilnlea•unted to shriek to Link to hurry.

But h0 efts more than humanly swift
in all Ids actions. So with mute lips,

VI the fire in her beginning to chill,

n lifelessness menacing her spirit,

eh* %%etched, hoped alpinist hope,
prayed for a long, straight, smooth

Quito suddenly she saw it, seemingly

MGM of clear, narrow lane disappear-

Ingelke a thin, white streak in distant

green. Perhaps Link Stevens' heart

leaped like Madeline's. The huge car

with a roar and a jerk seemed to an.

siver Madeline's call, a cry no less

poignant because it Was silent.

Faster, faster, faster! The roar be-

n whining hum. Then for Made

Ube sued ceased to be anything—sh-

(Veld not hear. The wind was now

heavy. Imponderable, no longer a swift.
gestic thing, but solid, like an onrush-

It bore down upon Madeline

with such resistless weight that she

Mild not move. The green of desert

plaints along the road merged in two

West; fences, sliding at her from

distance. Objects ahead began to

the white road, to grow streaky,

like rays of light, the sky to take on

mere of a reddening haze.

That was Madeline's; last clear sen-

sation upon the ride. Blinded, dazed,

she succumbed to the demands upon

her strength. She reeled, fell back.

only vaguely aware of a helping hand.

Confusion selecel her senses. All about

bar was a dark chaos through which

ea was rushing, rushing, rushing un-

der the wrathful are of a setting sun.

But at an end of infinite time that

Nish ceased. Madeline lost the queer

feeling of being disembodiell by a

frightfully swift careening ".'through

boundless distance. She distinglAshed
voices, low at first, apparently far

y. Then she opened her eyes to

ed but conscious sight.

The car had come to a stop. Link

was lying face doen over the wheel.

Nels wits rubbing her hands, calling to

her. She sae a house with clean white-

washed wall and brown-tiled roof. Be-

yond, over a dark mountain range,

peeped the last red curve, the last beau-

tiful ray of the setting sun.

CHAPTER XXIII

At the End of the Road.

Madeline saw that the car • as sur-

rounded by armed Mexicans. They

presented a contrast to the others she

had seen that day; she wondered a

little at their silence, at their respect-

ful front.
Suddenly a sharp spoken order

opened up the ranks next to the house.

Senor Mentes appeared in the break,

coming swiftly. His dark face wore

a smile; his manner was courteous,

important. authoritative.
"Senora, you got here in time. El

Capitan Stewart will be free."

"Freer she whispered.

She rose, reeling.
"Come," replied Montt*, taking her

arm. "Perdoneme, Senora.

Senor Monies led Madeline through

a ball to a patio, and on through a
large room with flooring of rough,
bare boards that rattled, into a small-
er room full of armed quiet rebels
facing an open window.
Monies directed Madelfne's atten-

ton to a man by the window. A loose

scarf of vivid red bung from his

hand.

"Senora, they were waiting for the

sun to set when we arrived," said

Mentes. "The signal was about to be

given for Senor Stewart's walk to

death."
"Stewart's walk!" echoed Madeline.

"Ah, Senora, let me tell you his sen-

tence—the sentence I have had the

honor and happiness to revoke for

you."
Stewart had been court-martialed

and sentenced'accordIng to a Mexican

custom observed in cases of brave sol-

diers to whom honorable and fitting

executions were due. His hour had

been set for Thursday when the sun

had sunk. Upon signal he was to be

liberated and was free to walk out

into the road, to take any direction he

plaited. He knew his sentence; knew

that death awaited him, that every

possible avenue of escape was blocked

by men with rifles ready. But he had

not the slightest idea at what moment

or from what direction the bullets

were to come.
"Senora. we have sent messengers

to every squad of waiting soldiers—

an order that El Capttan is not to be

shot. He is Ignorant of his release. I

shall give the signal for his freedom."

"Ia there no—no possibility of a

mistake?" faltered Madeline.

"None. My order included unload-

ing of rifles."
"Don Carlosr
"He Is in irons, and must answer to

General Salazar," replied Monte,.

With a heart stricken by both joy

and agony, she saw 'Monies give the

signal.
Then she waited. No change mani-

fested itself down the length of that
lonely road. There Was absolute si-
lence In the room behind her. How

terribly, Infinitely long seemed the
waiting!
Suddenly a door opened and a tall

men stepped out.
liadellne recognized Stewart. She

had to place both hands on the win-
dow-sill for support, while a storm of
emotion swayed her. Like a retreat-
ing wave it rushed away. Stewart
lived. He was free. He had stepped
out into the light. She had saved
him. Life changed for her in that in-

stant of realization and became sweet,
full, strange.

Stewart shook hands with some one
In the doorway. Then he looked up
and down the road. The door closed
behind him. Leisurely he roiled a

cigarette, stood close to the wall while

smoke,
Stewart 

a match. Even at that
distance Madeline's keen eyes caught
the small flame, the strut little puff of

Stewart then took to the middle of
the road and leisurely began his walk.
Madeline watched him, with pride,

love, pain, glory combating for a mas-
tery over her. This walk of his seem-
ingly took longer than all her hours
of awakening, of strife, of remorse.
longer than the ride to find him. She
felt that it would be impossible for
her to wait till he reached the end of
the road. Yet in the hurry and riot
of her feelings she had fleeting panics.
She wanted to run to meet him. Nev-
ertheless, she stood rooted to her
covert behind the window, living that
terrible walk with him to the utter-
most thought of home, sister, mother,

sweetheart, wife, life itself—every

thought that could come ta a man
stalking to meet his executioners.
With all that tumult in her mind and
heart Madeline still fell prey to the
nmm', merehensible variations of emotion
possible to a woman. Every step
Stewart took thrilled her. She had
some strange, subtle intuition that he
tens not unhappy, and that he believed
beyond shade% of dont* that i.e was
walking to his death. His steps
dragged a little, though they had be-
gun to he swift. The old, hard, phys-
lent, wild nerve of the cowboy was
perhaps in conflict with spiritual
growth of the finer man, realizing toe
late that life ought not to be sacri-
ficed.
Then the dark gleam that was his

face took shape, grew sharper and
clearer. He was stalking now, and
there was a suggestion of impatience
in his stride. It took these hidden
-Mexicans a long time to kill him! At

a point in the middle of the road, even
with the corner of a house and oppo-

site to Madeline's position, Stewart
halted stockstill. He presented a fair,

bold mark to his executioners, and he

stood there motionless a full moment.
That wait was almost unendurable

for Madeline. Perhaps it was only a
moment, several moments at the long-

est, but the time seemed a year.

Stewart's face was scornful, hard.

Did he suspect treachery on the part

of his captors, that they meant to play

with him as a cat with a mouse, to
murder him at leisure? Madeline was

sure she caught the old, inscrutable,

mocking smile fleeting across his lips.

Fie held that position for what must

have been a reasonable time to his

mind, then with a laugh and a shrug

he threw the cigarette into the road.

He shook his head as if at the incom-

prehensible motives of men who could

have no fair reasons now for delay.

He made a sudden violent action

that was more than a straightening

of his powerful frame. It was the old

Instinctive violence. Then he faced

north. Madeline read his thought,

knew he was thinking of her, calling

her a last silent farewell. He would

serve her to his last breath, leave her

free, keep his secret. That picture of

him, dark-browed, fire-eyed, strangely

sad and strong, sank Indelibly into

Madeline's heart of hearts.

The next instant he was striding
forward, to force by bold and scorn-

ful presence a speedy fulfillment of
his sentence.
Madeline stepped into the door,

crossed the threshold. Stewart stag-

gered as if indeed the bullets he ex-

pected bad pierced him In mortal

wound. ,1 Ills dark face turned white.

His eyes had the rapt stare, the wild

fear of a man who saw an apparition,

yet who doubted his sight. Perhaps
he had called to her as the Mexicans

called to their Virgin; perhaps he im-

agined sudden death had come un-
awares. and this was her image ap-

pearing to him in some other life.
"Who—are—you?" he whispered,

h"rs elyShetried to lift her hands, fulled.
tried again, and held them out, tretn-

bil'n'Igt. is I. Majesty. Your wife!"
[THE END]

Strange Experience.
My father recently hung the aerial

on our radio set from the attic to the
roof. Imagine my surprise the other
day when I put the head phones on

my ears and heard a telephone bell
ringing. In a few minutes I heard

somebody say, "Hello." I recognized

the voice of our neighbor. Upon in-
vestigating we found the wires of the
aerial were crossing the telephone

wires.--Chicago Journal.

Not the Only One.

Visitor--You always do as your

mother tells you, don't you?

Tommy—Yes, and so does papa.

Thought for the Day.

The only way some peopie pay nett
debts le with criticism.

SALESVILLE BANK
BANDITS CAUGHT

EX-SHERIFF OF HILL COUNTY

AND FORMER SALOON KEEPER

"COUGH UP"

$8,000 LOOT IS RECOVERED
Arrest May Solve Mystery of Bank

Robberies in Montana, Canada,

and North Dakota

Havre, Mont.—Six men and two

women were arrested and a large num-

ber of United States, Canadian and

Industrial bonds were recovered here

by local authorities, representative's of

the W. J. Burns Detective agency and

officers front Gallatin and Madison

counties. Among the bonds found are

some alleged to have been taken from

banks at Saleaville and Ennis, Mon-

tana, in recent robberies.

The arrests were the results of ef-

forts of the Montana Bankers' associa-

tion to solve the robberies of a num-

ber of Montana. Dakota and Canadian

hanks which have been victims of

holdups In recent years.

Among those arrested are "Billy"

Cottrell, said to be a Canadian; Roy

Hanger, a railroad fireman of Hevre;

Ed. Marshall, former Havre Killeen-

keeper; Henry Loranger, former other-

ift of Hill county; Florian Carnal,

former member of the Montana legis-

lature, and once Chouteau county at-

torney; "Doc" Vililkup, who recently

returned here following operations in

the southern part of the state.

Between $6,000 and $8,000 was re-

covered by the arrest of alleged bank

robbers. The loot recovered is in the

form of bonds. Part of It was dug up

by "Hank" Loringer, former sheriff Of

Hill county, and Ed Marshall, former

saloon keeper at Havre, after they had

been informed by the officers that the

evidence was sufficient to connect Ler-

Inger and Marshall with the sale and

attempted sale of a large amount of

property taken from the bank which

was robbed at Batesville, near Boze-

man.
The two women under arrest are

known as "Rhea Davis" and "Jew

May." Their true names are unknown

to the officers. The women and Billy

Coffron, Roy Hanger and "Doc" Walk-

up have refused to talk and are still

held in the Hill county jail.

Ed Marshall and Loringer have told

of their part in the affair as has Flor-

Inn Carnal, a lawyer and former legis-

lator, who was released on his own

recognizance. Marshall and Loringer

are out on bail.

BURLINGTON ABSOLVED FROM

BLAME FOR WYOMING WRECK

Washington.—In t P rstate commerce
commission safety Inspectors who in-

vestigated the Chicago, Burlington &

Quincy railroad wreck at Lockett,

lVye., September 27, reported that no

evidence of defective train eqblpment
had appeared in the wreckage. Twen-

ty-one bodies —were recovered from the
creek into which the train dropped, 10

persona still being listed as missing.

The inspectors decided that the acci-

dent was due either to the bridge be-
ing washed away by high water or
being weakened so as to cause col-
lapse under the weight of the train.

Five Dead in Hurricane

Houma, La.—Five lost their lives,

five were injured and heavy property

dathage resulted froin'a storm which

swept the little Citillou bayou section,

16 miles south of here Wednesday

night. The family of Ralph Guidry

was wiped out. Approximately 25

houses were wrecked including the

$25,(XX) Incache schoolhouse. Crops

were badly damaged by rain which ac-

colnpanied the storm, the weather

bureau reporting 10 ,and one-half

Inches et rainfall between 8 a. m.

Wednesday And 8 a. m. Thursday.

Fiery Cress Blazes In Colorado

Colorado Springs, Colo.—A fiery

cross, 25 feet high, blazed on the crest

of a hill overlooking Colorado Springs

from the west recently. Newspaper

men who were the first to reach it,

found no one in the vicinity. The

cross is the first visible manifestation

of alleged activities of the Ku Klux

Klan In Colorado Springs, according

to the pollee.

Fire Gets 51 Cars

Ames. Iowa.t Fifty-one automobiles

were 
destroyet 

In a fire which de-

stroyed the storage garage In which

thet were housed. The loss was es-

timated at $75,000. Defective wiring

on one of the cars is believed to have

-caused the blaze.

Widow Noted Tenor Weds

Londin.—Mrie Enrico Caruso, for-

merly Miss Dorothy Park Benjamin of

New York, and Capt. Ernest Ingram

of Londe, were married recently In

Brompton Oratory.


