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CHAPTER I.

So it was 1n him, then—an fnherited
fighting instinct, a drl\lng intensity to
kill. He was the last of the Duanes,
that old fighting stock of Texas. But

not the memory of his dead father) nor |
the pleading of his soft-voiced mother, |
nor the warning of this uncle who |

stood before him now, had brought to
Buckley Duane so much realization
of the dark, passionate strain in his
blood. It was the recurrence, a hun-
dredfold increased in power, of a
strange emotion that for the last three
years had arisen in him, 3

“Yes, Cal Bain's in town, full of
bad whisky an’ huntin’ for you,” re-
peated the elder man, gravely.

“But what’s he want me for?” de-
manded Duane. “To insult me again?
I won't stand that twice.”

“He's got a fever that's rampant in
Texas these days, my boy. He wants
gun-play. If he meets you he'll try
to kill you.”

Here it stirred in Duane again, that
bursting gush of blood, like a wind of
flame shaking all his inner being, and
subsiding to leave him strangely
chilled.

“Kill me! What for?” he asked.

“Lord knows there ain't any reggbhn.
But what's that to do with most of the
shootin® these days? Didn't five cow-
beys over to Evegall's kill one another

dead all because they got to jerkin' at |

An' Cal
His girl

a quirt among themselves?
has no reason to love you.
was sweet on you.”

“I quit when I found out she was
his girl.”

“I reckon she ain't quit. But never
mind her or reasons, Cal's here, just
drunk enough to be ugly. Te's achin’
to kill somebody. He's one of them
four-flush gun-fighters. There's a lot
of wild cowboys who're ambitious for
a reputation. They laugh at the sher-
iffs an’ brag about how they'd fix the
rangers, Cal's sure not much for you
to bothar aith, if you only keep out
of his way.”

“You mean for, me to run?’ asked
Duane, In scorn.

“I reckon I wouldn't put it that way.
Just avoid him. Buck, I'm not afraid
Cal would get you. What I'm mqst
afraid of is that you'll kill Bain."

Duané was silent, letting his uncle’s
earnest words sink in, trying to realize
their significance.

“Buck,” went on the uncle, “you're
twenty-three now, an’ a powerful sight
of a fine fellow, barrin’ your temper.
You've a chance in life. But if you
go gun-fightin’, if you kill a man,

“I'd Never Hang."

rangers would
This even-break

you're ruined. The
make you an outlaw.
business doesn’t work with them. If
you resist arrest they'll kill you. If
you submit to arrest, then you go to

Jail, an' mebbe you hamg.”
“1'"d never hang" muttered Duane,
darkly.

“I reckon you wouldn't,” replied the
old man. “You'd be like your futher,

He was ever ready to draw—too ready.
In times like these, with the Texas
rungers enforcin' the law, your 'lml

would have been driven to the rive
He was killed in a street-fight,  An’ lt
was told of him that he shot twice
after a bullet had passed through his
heart. Think of the terrible nature
of a man, to be able to do that. If |
you have any such blood In you, never
give it a chance.”
“What you say I8
uncle,” returned Duane, “but the only
way out for me is to run, and I won't
do 1t. Cal Bain and his outfit

all very well,

have

already made me look like a coward.” |

“Well, then, what're goln' to
do?” inquired the elder man.

“I havkn't declded—yet.”

“No, but you're comin’ to It mighty
fast. That terrible spell is workin' in
you. You're gettin' cool an' qulet,
an’ you think deep, an’ I don't like the
light in your eye. It reminds me of
your father.”

“I wonder what
me today
sald Duane,

“What do you think? What could
you_ expe(.t of a man whn never wo@

you

dad would say to

if he were alive and here,” |

a glove on his right haud for twenty '

years?”’
“Well, he'd hardly have. sfld much,
Dad never talked. But he would have
| done a lot. And I guess I'll go down-
| town and let Cal Bain find me.”
| Then followed a long silence, dur-
ing which Duane sat with downeast
eyes, and the uncle appeared lost in
sad thought of the future. Presently
he turned to Duane with an expression
" that dénoted resignation, rod yet a
spirit which showed wherein they were
} of the same blood.

|
“You've got a fast horse—the fast-

est I know of in this country. After
you meet Bain hurry back home, TI'll
[ have a saddlebag packed for you and

the horse ready.”

With that he turned on his heel and
went into the house, leaving Duane
to revolve in his mind his singular
speech.  That hour of Duane's life was

| like years of actual living, and In It
he became a thoughtful man,

He went into the house and Inspect-
| ed his belt and gun. The gun was a
" Colt .45, six-shot, and heavy, with an
ivory handle. He had packed it, on
and off, for five years. DBefore that it
had been used by his father. There
were a number of notches filed In the
bulge of the ivory handle. This gun
was the one his father had fired twice
after being shot through the heart,
and his hand had stiffened so tightly
upon it in the death-grip that his fin-
gers had to be pried open. It had
never been drawn upon any man since
it had come into Duane's possession.
But the cold, bright polish of the
weapon showed how it had been used.
Duane could draw it with inconceiv-
able rapidity, and at twenty feet he
‘cuuhl split a card pointing edgewise
| toward him.

Duane wished to avoid meeting his
mother. Fortunately, as he thought,
| she was away from home. He went
out and down the path toward the
gate.  The air was full of the fra-
grance of bhlossoms and the melody of
birds. Outside In the road a neighbor
woman stood talking to a countryman
in a wagon; they spoke to him; and
he heard, but did not reply. Then he
began to stride down the road toward
the town.

Wellston was a small town, but lm-
portant in that unscttled part of the
great state because it was the trading
center of several hundred miles of ter-
ritory. On the main street there were
perhaps fifty bulldings, some brick,
some frame, mostly adobe, and one-
third of the lot, and by far the most
sperous, were saloons. Duane's eye
ranged down the street, taking in all
at a glance. By the time he reached
Sol White's place, which wns the first
suloon, he was walking slowly, Sevy-
eral people spoke to him and turned
to look back after they had passed.
He paused at the door of White's sa-
loon, took a sharp survey of the inte-
rior, then stepped inside,

The saloon was large n‘n] eapol, full
of men and nolse and smoRe, The
nolse ceased upon his entrance, and
the silence ensuing presently broke to
the clink of Mexlean silver dollars at
a monte table. All eyes except those
of the Mexlcan gamblers were turned
upon Dunne.  Several of the cowboys
and  ranchers present  exchanged
glunces.  Duane had been welighed by
unerring Texas Instinet, by men who

all packed guns. The boy was the
son of his father.  Whereupon they
greeted him  and urned to  thelr
drinks and cards. Sl White stood

with his blg, red hands out upon the
byr, he was a tull, rawhoned Texan,
with a long mustache waxed to sharp
points.

“Howdy, Buck,"” was his greeting to
Duane. He spoke carelessly und avert-
ed his dark gaze for an Instant,

“Howdy, Sol,” replled Duane, slowly,
Sol, T hear there's gent In
(n\\ n looking for me bud.”

“Reckon there 18, Buck,” replied
White, “He came in heah aboot an
hour ago. Shore he was some riled
an' a-roarin’ for gore. Told me confl-
dentiul a certaln party had given you
a white silk searf, an' he was hell-bent
on wearin' It home spotted red.”

“Anybody with him?" queried Duane,

“Burt an' Sam Outealt an' a lttle
cowpuncher I never seen before, They-
all’was coaxin® him to leave town, But
he's looked on the flowin' glass, Buck,
an' he's heah for keeps”

“\Why doesn't Shertff Oaks lock him
up If he's that bad?

n

“Onks went away with the ranges.
There's heen another rald at Flesher's
‘I ranch. The King Fisher gang. likely.
| An' 8o the town's shore wide open.”

Duane stalked outdoors and faced
‘ down the street. He walked the whole
| length of the long block, mepting .nany
people—farmers, runchers, clerks,
| merchants, Mexieans, cowboys and

| women, It wos a singular fact that
when he turned to retrace his steps
the street was almost empty,  If 1t

wins ng Instinet for Texans to fight, It
was nlso Instinetive for them to sense
{ with remarkable quickness the signs
of a coming gun-play. Rumor could
not fly so swiftly. In than ten
! minutes everyhody who had been on
"the street or In the shops knew that
ek Duane had come forth to meet
his enemy. -
' Puane walked on. When he came
to within fifty paces of a saloon he
swerved out into the middle of the
‘l—lrl'r(, gtood there for a moment,
went ashead gnd back to the sidewalk.
| He passed on In this way the length
of the block. Sol White was nt_uutlln‘
in the dnmr of his saloon.

less

then |

quick and low-volced. “Cal Baln's over
' at Everall's. If he's a-huntin’ you bad,
: as he brags, he'll show there.” |

Duane crossed the street and start-
ed down. Notwithstanding White's
statement, Duane was wary and ulow
at every door. Nothing happened, and i
he traversed almost the whole length

of the block without seelng a person. |

Evemll‘s place was on the corner,
Duane knew himself to be cold,

atoady. He was consclous of a strange

fury that made him want to leap

His Bullet Scattered Dust and Gravel
at Duane’s Feet.

ahead. He seemed to long for this en-
counter more than anything he had/|
ever wanted. But, vivid as were hls'
sensations, he felt as If in a dream.

Before he reached Everall's he heard
loud volces, one of which was ralsed
high. Then the short door swung out-
ward as If Impelled by a vigorous hand.
A bowlegged cowboy wearing woolly
chaps burst out upon the sldewalk. At
sight of Duane he seemed to bound
into the air, and he uttered a savage
roar.

Duane stopped In his tracks at the
outer edge of the sidewalk, perhaps a
dozen rods from Everall's door.

If Bain was drunk he did not show
it in his movement. He swaggered
forward, rapldly closing up the gap.
Red, sweaty, disheveled and hatless,
his face distorted and expressive of
the most malignant Intent, he was a
wild and sinister figure. He had al-
ready killed a man, and this showed In
his demeanor. His hands were extend-
ed before him, the right hand a little
lower than the left. At every step he
bellowed his rancor In speech mostly
curses, Gradually he slowed his walk,
then halted. A good twenty-five paces
separated the men.

“Won't nothin' make you draw, you
" he shouted flercely.

“I'm waltin' on you, Cal,” repllied
Duane.

Bain's right hand stiffened—moved.
Duane threw his gun as a boy throws
a ball underhand—a draw his father
had taught him. He pulled twice, his
shots almost as one. Baln's big Colt
boomed while It was pointed down-
ward and he was tulling. His bullet
scattered dust and gravel at Duane's
feet. He fell loosely, without contor-
tion.

In a flash all was reality for Duane.
He went forward-and held his gun
ready for the slightest movement on
the part of Bain. But Bain lny upon
his back, and all that moved were
his breast and his eyes. How strangely
the red had left his face—and also the
distortion! The devil that had showed
in Buin was gone. He was sober and |
consclous.  Ie tried to speak, but |

falled. His eyes expressed something
pitifully  human, They changed—
rolled-—set blankly.

Duane drew a deep bhreath oand
sheathed his gun. He felt calio and
cool, glad the fray was over., One
violent expression burst from him,

“The fool 1"

When he looked up there were men
around him.

“Plumb center,” sald one,

Another, u cowboy who evidently
had just left the gaming table, leaned
down and pulled open Bain's shirt.
He had the ace of spades In his hand,
He luid it on Bain's breast, and the
bluck figure on the card covered the

two bullet holes just over Baln's
heart. :
Duane wheeled and hurried away.

He heard nnother man suy:

“Keckon Cal got what he deserved.
Buck Duane's first gun-play. Like fa-
ther llke son!”

CHAPTER II.
When Duane eame to the gate of
| his home nnd saw his uncle there wirh
a mettlesome horse, saddled, with can-
teen, rope and bags all In place, a
subtle shock pervaded his spirit. It
had slipped his mind—the consequence
| of his net. But sight of the horse ana
the look of his uncle recalled the fact
that he must now become a fugitive. |

An unreasonable anger topk hold of |

him. Q
“That d——da fool!” he exclalmed

hotly,  “Meeting Baln wnsn't mu:'PL‘

Unele Jim.,
all.  And for that I've
the dodge.”

“Son, you killed him—then?" asked
the uncle, Puskily.

“Yew 1 over him-—-wntched
him die. 1T did as T would have
done hy."

“I knew |t,

He dusted my boots, that's |
Kot to go on

¥t

been

Long ago I saw It com-

' ranches, and was seen by men.

section,
rand water.

| St in

way, because maybe you'll never grow

hard an' callous. You're not to blame, l

This 18 Texas., You're your father)
son. These are wild times. The
as the rangers are laying it dow
can't change life all in a m
“I'm a murderer,” sald Duane,
dering.
“No, son, you're not. An' you never
|w||l be. But you've got to be an out-
law till time makes It safe for you to
come home."”
“An outlaw?"

| “I sald it. If we had money an’ in-
fluence, we'd risk a trial. But we've
neither, Strike for the wild country,
an’ wherever you go an' whatever you
do—be a man. You can't come home.
When this thing s lived down, If that
time ever comes, I'll get word Into the

shud-

unsettled country. IUlIl reach you
some day. That's all. Remember, be
a man, Good-by."

| Duane, with blurred sight and con-
tracting throat, gripped his uncle's
hand and bade him a wordless fare-
well. Then he leaped astride the black
and rode out of town.

As swiftly as was consistent with a
care for his steed, Duane put a dis-
tance of fifteen or elghteen miles
behind  him, He passed several
This
did not sult him, and he took an old
trail across country. It was a flat
region with a poor growth of mesquite
and prickly-pear cactus. Oceasionally
he caught a glimpse of low hills in the
distance. e had hunted often in that
anl knew where to find grass
When he reached this
higher ground he did not, however,
“halt at the first favorable camping
spot, but went on and on.

‘ At last he found a secluded spot, un-

" der cover of thick mesquites and oanks,
at a goodly distance from the old trail.
He took saddle and pack off the horse,
made a small fire, prepared and ate his
supper. This done, ending the work
of that day, he sat down and filled his
pipe. When night get In and the
place seemed all the more [solated and
lonely for that Duane had a sense of
relief.

it dawned upon him all at once that
he was nervous, watchful, sleepless.
The foct cnused him surprise, and he
hegan to think back, to take note of
his late actions and thelr motixes, The
change one day had wrought amnzed
him. He who had always been fr
easy, happy, especinlly when out alone
in the open, had h@ome In a few short
hours bound, serious, preoccupled. He
felt tired, yet had no Inclination to
rest. le Intended to be off by dawn,
heading toward the southwest, Ilnd
he a destination? It wns vague as his
knowledge of that great waste of
mesquite and rock bordering the Rio
Grande, Somewhere out there was a
refuge. For he wus" a fugitive from
Justice, an outlaw.

This being an

outlnw then mennt
eternal vigilunce. No home, no rest,
no sleep, no content, no life worth the
Nving! He must be a lone wolf or he
must herd among men obnoxious to
him, If he worked for an honest liv-
ing, he still must hide his identity and
take risks of detection, If he did not
work on some distagt, outlylng runch,
how was he to liv®  The ldea of
steallng wns pugnant to him. The
future scemed gray and  somber
enough. And he was twenty-three
years old.

But what was the matter with the
light of hig cnmpfire? It had taken on
a strange green luster and seemed to
he waving off into the outer shadows.
Duane henrd no step, saw no move-
ment; nevertheless, there was another
present at that campfire vigil.  Dunne
saw him. He lay there in the middle
of the green brightness, prostrute, mo-
tionless, dying. Cal Bain!

That haunting visitution left Dunne
sitting there in n cold swent, n remorse
gnawing ot hix yignls, realizing the
curse that wax on him.  He divined
that never would he be able to keep off
that phantom. He remembered how
hig father had heen eternally pursued
by furies of accusing guilt, how he had
to forget in work or

never heen able
in slecp tnose men he had killed,

The hour was late when Duane's
.mind let him sleep, and then dreams
troubled him. In the morning he be-
stirred himself so early that in the
gray gloom he had difficulty In finding
his horse. Day had Just broken when
he struck the old trall ngain.

He rode hard ol morning and halted
In n shady spot to rest und graze his
horse, In the afternoon he took to the
trall at an ensy trot. The country
grew wilder, suld, rugged mountalng
broke the level of the monotonous ho-
rizon. About threg In the nfternoon he
came to a lttle river which marked
the boundary line of hig hunting terrl-
tory and followed It upstrenm

In thix kind of travel and camplng
he spent three more days, during which
he crossed a pumber of tralls, and one
where cattle—stolen cattle, probably
had recently pussed.  He followed the
rond until a lute hour, when, striking
the willow brukes ngaln and hence the
neighborhood of the river, he pleketed
his horse and luy down to rest. ” But
he did not sleep, His mind bitterly ro.
volved the fate that had upan
him. He made efforts to think of other
things, but in valn, Every moment he
expected the chill, the of louell
ness that yet was ominous of a strunge
visitation, the  peculiarly  imagined
lghts nnd shades of the night
things that presaged the coming of Cul
Buln. Doggedly Duane fought sgulnst
the Insldious phantom.  He
Ing himself that It was Just lmagina
tian, that It would wear ®ff In thme.
his heart Le did not bhelleve
what he hoped. But he would not give
up; he would not accept the ghost of
Lis victim as a reality,

Gray dawn found him in the saddle

come

LR

i | ) s
“Buck, I'm a-tippin’ you off,” he sald, blame. I'm glad fo see you take it this l mile when, turning a curve, he came

point-blank upon a single horseman
riing toward him, Both riders wheeled
their mounts sharply and were ready
to run and shoot back, Not more than

a hundred ptices separated them. They  Lesson X|.—Fourth Quarter, For

stood then ‘for a moment watching
each other, |

“Mawnin’, stranger,” called the man,
dropping his gun to his hip.

“Howdy,” replied Duane ghortly,

They rode toward each other, clos-
ing half the gap, then they hul(cd
again,

“I seen you aln't no ranger,
the rider, “an' shore I ain't no

He laughed loudly, as Af he
mande a joke, e ol |

“How'd you know T wasn't a
ranger?” asked Dunne curlously. Some-

('ullwl
"

had !

Both Riders Wheeled Their Horses
Sharply.

how he had instantly divined that this
horseman was no oflleer, or even a
rancher tralling stolen stock,

“Wal" sald the fellow, starting his
horse forward at a walk, “a ranger'd
never git ready to run the othér wany
from one man."

He laughed again.
nnd wiry,
to the teeth,

He was small
and he bestrode a fine
bay hors e bhad quick, daneing
brown eyes, at once frunk and bold,
nnd a conrse, hronzed face,
he was o good-natured ruffian,

Dunne acknowledged the truth o?
the nssertion, und wmroed over In his

mind how shrewdly the fellow had
guessed hint to be a hunted man.

“My name's Luke Stevens, an' I hall
from the river.  Who're you?". sald
this stranger,

Dunne was silent.

“I reckon you're Buck Dunne,” went

on Stevens, I heerd you was a bad
man with o gun.”

This time Dunne Inughed,
doubtful compliment, but at the lden
that the first outlaw he met should
know him, IHerg was proof of how
swiftly fucts nbout gun-play traveled
on the Texas batder,

“Wal, Duck,” sald 8 % In a
friendly manner, “I uln't presumin’ on
your time or company. I see you're
hendin' fer the river. But will you
stop long enough to stake a feller to
a bite of gruh 7"

“I'm out of grub and pretty hungry
myself,” admitted Duane.

not ut the

“Been pushin® your hoss, | see. Wal,
I reckon you'd better stock up before
you hit thet streteh of country.”

He made n wide sweep of his right
arm, Indieating the southwest, and
there was that In” his action which
seemed signifiennt of a vast and bar-
ren reglon,

“Stock up?
fully.

“Shore. A feller has Jest got to ent,
I enn rustle nlong without whisky, but
not without grub, Thet's what makes
it ko embarrpssin’ travelin®
dodgin® your shadow. Now, I'tn on my
wny to Mercer, ItU's a little twobit
town up the river n o ways,  'm goin’
to panek out wame grub,”

Btevens' tone wos Inviting,
ly he wonld weleome
fonship. but he did not openly say so,
Dunne kept silence, however, and then
Btevens went an,

“Stranger. tn this here eountry two's
acrowd. Itwwsafer. I never was much
on this lonewaolf dodgin’, I've
done It of necessity. Tt takes nomighty
good length
of time. Why, I've been thet sick |
wns  Jest nchin' fer ranger to
come nltong an’ plug me. Give n
pardner any day. Now, mebbe you're
not thet kind of a feller, nn® i shore
not to nsk. Dot T Jest de-
clures myself sufMelent.”

“You menn you'd like me to go with

querled Duane, thought-

these parts

Fvtdent-
Dunne’s compan-

though
man to travel alone any
wome

mne

presumin®

kept tell- |

agaln, headed for the river.  Half an |
hour of riding brought him to the
dense chapurral und wilow thickets,

fn'.  But now we can’t stop to cry | These he threaded to come at length
over -;u'v blood.  You've got to I: ave | to the ford. Once upon the opposite
town an’ H.I< part of the country. shore, he reined In his horse and
‘\lu')ur exclalimed lmum looked  darkly  back, This  actlon
w's away from home. You ean! marked his scknowledgment of his sit-

walt,

I'll bre uk it to her—what she ! uation: he had voluntarily sought the
always feared. of the outlaws; he was beyond
Kuddenly Duane sat down and cov- the pale,

ered his face with his hands.
MMy God! Unecle, what have I done?”
His broad shoulders shook
“Listen, an' remember what 1
say,” replied the elder man, earnestly.
| “Don’'t ever forget. You're not

®on,

|
I
|

d

The trall led into a road which was
hard packed and smooth from
tracks of cattle,
he had come
used by border palders.
into It,

He headed
and had scarcely traveled a

the |
He doubted not that |
ncross one of the roads |
| of blood his father had left

Evidently |
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klouchy of attire, and nrmed |

you?" nsked Duane,

Ktevens grinned,  “Wal, 1T should
smile. I'd be porticulnr proud to he
brueced with a mnw of your reputa-
tion."

“Ree herd, Iny good fellow, that's all
fnonpense” declared Dunne, In some
haste.

“Shore 1 H.mk modesty hecomin® to
A youngste replled Stevens, I hate
n bhrag. ek, T don't know much
nhout you. But every man who's Hyed |

nlong the Texas horder remembers n

lot about your dud, I Jest heerd thet
you wax lightnin' on the draw, an'
when you ent loosq with a gun, why |

the figger on the nee of xpodes would
cover your cluster of bullet holes
Thet's the word thet's g v down the
border. Now, Buck, I'tn not a spring
chlcken, an' I've 1 long on the
dodge, Mehbe a little of my soclety
won't hurt you none,  You'll necd to
learn the country.”

There was something sinre and
lkable nhout this outlaw,

“I dare sny you're right,” replicd
Duane. quietly.  “And T'll go to Mer-
cer with yon."”

Next moment he was riding down
the rond with Stevens.  Duanne had
never been much of a talker, and now
he found speech difficult,  But  his

companion did not seem to mind that,
He was a Jocose, voluble fellow, prob-
ably glad now to hear the sound of
his own volce, Dmane listened, and
sometimes he thought with a pang
of the distinetlon of name and heritage
to him.
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Text of the Lesson, Rev. ii, 1-177—Mem- |
ory Verse, 7—Golden Text, Rev. ii, 10..
Commentary Prepared by Rev. D. M.
Stearns.

Although three of the seven epistles
are Included In thiy lesson, we must try
to consider somewlat the whole le\'en.\
for they are the last messages from (he
risen and ascended Baviour to His
church on earth, perhaps some ulx(y‘
years, as we count time, after He as-
cended, and contain I8 beart mes-
sages concerning that which e ap-
proves disapproves. These seven
churches represented all the churches
of that time and now and between
then and now, and as Individual be-
Hevers we muxt lay to heart the les-
sons, the warnings, adwmonitions and
encourag for lll'l"l'llill use
inour d

1 have

or

wnis our
Iy lile

found It helpful, and many
otliers also. to write down these love
letters In wseven paiallel. vertieal col
umns on o large sheet of pgaper, plac:
fng opposite to cach, horizontally, like
matter in each eplatle, begdnning each
column vwith the greeting to the chureh;
then Iiis titles, which are different In
each; at the foot of ench column the
promise to the overe r. which 18 also
different in each, nud then the admont-

tlon, “He that bath an eae let bim
hear what the Spirlt satth unto the
churches,” which in the first three

comes before the overcoming ||rn|p!m-
and In the lust tpur follows It. -The
words of comfort and encourngement
and warning and admonition come in
between these first two and last two
ftems. Let us pray to know Him more
intimately as He re Himself to
each church according to thelr need
e holdeth the messengers to each
chureh in s right hand and walks
{n the midst of the churches (chapters
1, 13, 20; 11,

This belps e personnliy, for 1-am
glad to Le fn His band and for llln|
pleasure, and 1 am always reminding
my own [ecople and the Bible classes
that e 1s In our midst, according to
Matt. xviil, 20, and we must sing and
pray and meditate nnd worship with
an offering, us If we really suw Him
fn our midst. To Smyrna Hle was the
first and lost, who waxs dead, but now
allve hajaers 1 17, 1% 11 8).  This
waus what they specinily needed, for
they were belng perscented unto death
(1, 10), and their overcoming promise
was that the second death, which s
the Inke of fire, would never touch
them (L 11; xx, 14 To Pergnmos Ile
waus the oue who had the sharp sword
with two edges (0, 16; 1L 120, and be
cause of evil tenchers tolernted’ there
this was as they necded to know Him
He encournged the Ephesinns to think
of the tree of life ln paradise, and He
would have these to eat real manna
now, true bresd from  heaven, o
think of the hildden munna. the white
stone, nmld the new name reserved for
them (1, 7, 1T

To Thyatira e was the Son of God
with eyes like unto o tlamwe of fire, and
His feet ke fine brass (1, 14, 15: 11, 18)
They had  false ten hers, and
much of the world, and kiew some
thing of the depths of Satun, but thelr
en ourngement to be overcomers wae
most wonderful nud unthinkable if He
had not said It power over the na
tlons. such ax the Father bhad glven
Him, nnd hoself ns the morning star
(1, 2625, PP« 0L 8000 exdix Rev
xxil, 16 What glorloas things to win
usw wholly to Hhmself durlng this Httle
while of temptation'  To Kardis He
wis the one who had the seven Splrits

of God and the weven stars (, 4, 16
i, 1. for they had dend ones there
who bad only o name to Lve and need
ed the quickening of the Spirit. Thelt
promise was that of white ralment,
pntoed in the ool of e nnd confess
ol before ool nnd ungels Af they
whould  prove Vew  overcomers
(i,

T Velphion e waw the Holy
nig ne, v ine the hey of Da

ting ot plensure
1o, overcome
in the tem
of God
Jerusa
toof heaven from
e, 7,12
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Cough Medicine for Childr

N |

Mrs. Hugh Cook, Scottsyille, N
Y. osads, tAboat fiv veiras agZo
when we were | nyoin Gurbatt, N
Y I doctor ol two of  my el
dren sulfering from  colds  with
Chamberlan’s Cough Remedy ana
found it just 18 representel in
every way It promptly checkea
their coughing and  eured  their
colds quicker than anything | ever
used.”  Obtiinable everywhere,

adv

SUBSCRIBE FOR THE GLEANER
$1.00 A YEAR

AT S T
Get Rid of Tan,
Sunburn and Freckles
by using HAGAN'S

Magnolia
Balm.

Acts indtantly. Stops the burning.
Clears your complexion of Tan and
Blemishes. You cannot knowhow
| good it is until you try it. Thous- -
ands of women say it is best of all
beautifiers and heals Sunburn
| quickest. Don’t be without it a
day longer. Get a bottle now.
your Druggist or by mail dire@t.
75 cents for either color, ‘White,
Pink, Rose-Red. K

SAMPLE FREE.

LYON MFG. CO., 40 So. 5th St., Brooklyn, N.¥,
[apagingress . .. ]

Cotton Mill Property
For Sale !

Under and by virtue of the au-
thority given the undersigned by
an order of the Superior Court of
Alamance county, duly and regu-
larly made and entered in a pro-
e cdmg theremn pending entitled,
“C. P. Albrignt, who sues on ba-
half of himseif and other creditors,
VS, Holt-Granite Manufacturing
Company,” the unaersigned wul
scll on tne premises of saidy Holt-
Granite Manufacturing Company,
immediately in front of the office
building, n the village of Haw
River, alamance county, North Car-
olina, on

SATURDAY, DEC. 30, 191,

at twelve o'cloek, noon, the follow=
ing property, to-wit:

A tract or parcel of land contain-
ing about one hundred and thirty
acres, upon which are factory
buildings, tenement houses, a roi-
ler m, store buildings, ana otn-
¢r buildings, cotton manufacturing

cquipmang, and all that property
guiig Lo make up the manufact-
uring plantyof “tne Holt-Granite

Manufacturidg Company, ana fully
described in a deed of trust exe-
cuted by the Holt-Granite Manu-
facturing Company to the under-
signed us trustee, and bearing date

ol July 1st, 1911,

This deed of trust is recorded
in the office of the Register of
Deeds for  Alamance county, and

parties desiring to investigate this
property will find tull description
i tmis deed of trust and ecan oo- i
tain anformation coneerning ¢ said
property by applying to tne un-
dersigned or its attorneys,

I'ms property will be ‘offered by
the undersigned both as Recewver
of smd Superior Court of Alamance
County, and as trustee under said
deed of trust, and will be sold at
public outery to the best bidder,
and will sold as one property:

This sale is made subject to ?e
confirmed by Alamance Supesior
Court, and the order of sale pro-
vides that reports shall be made
thereof within five days after mak-
ing said sale,

1erms of sale, CASH,
VIRGINIA TRUST CO,
Receiver and Trustee,
John W. Graham,
Hillshoro, N. C.
E. 8. l'-rk- r, .lr,
C., Attys.

Land Sale!

Under and 4»_) \llll.l‘ of an order
of the Supernior Court of Alamance
county, made in the special pro-
ceeding  entitled  the  Piedmont
I'rust Company, as administrator of
Miss Fanme Ajoright, deceased, vs
Mrs. Murtha ‘Lnompson, John
‘Thompson, Sallie Shoe, et als. the
undursignea auministrator wili, oo .

SATURDAY, DEC. 23, 1916, L
it 12 oclock, noon, at the coart f
bheuse door in Graham, North Caro- ;.
Iia, offer lor sale Lo the best bid-
der for casn that certan tract or
parcel ou land lying and being in
Alamance county, Nortn Caroana,
adjoining 1! ands of Phillip Isley
and others, and more particularly
described as follows, to-wit:

The same being known as lot No.
6, and Leginoing at a stone, a eor-
ner with 1ol No. 5 and on the lsiey
line N, 43 deg. W. 1 chaipfand ol
hinks to a stuke in lhh_) 8 LuHI(I’, I
thence on with Isley’s line N,
deg. W. 7 chaius and 50 links to
a stake, anotner corner with Isley ;
thence again vatn his line 8. 47%
deg. W. 11 chins and 30 hnks to a ;
stone ':n Isiey's Line; thence S, 47 2
deg. E chains Lo a stone; theace
N. uily (Lg Is chains and 20
links to the beginning, and contain=
g cleven and seven-tenths acres,
inore or less,

Terms of sale CASH.
This. November 1916,
THE PiEDMONT TRUST CO,,
Admimstrator,

2

43,

Sale of Real Estate Under
Trust Deed.

w0 Ly virtue of the power of salo
A0 A cerinin devd of trust executad

boleague and wite W ithe under-
Ly Inurance & Heal Estate
January lath, 19i6, for the purs
mypent al matunty of
e therewitn, which
1y probated and recorued
llice ol the tegister of Deeds for Ala-

|v‘:

ot

mance county it ook of \I ortgages and 5
sof Liust No ) at pe .defiult hav-
0 e 10 U pay e n| ‘of the luter-

»ouds rdiuyg to thelr wenor,
sersigued trustee will, on

WEDNESDAY, DEC

o'elock p. 1., at the court house door
stice county. lu Grabam, N. (., offer
at public wucuon to the highes st aid-
Cciasi s certaln tor parce: of land
lo lowushi,, Alauance couuly, Stute
»th Caroiing, ndjoining the lauds ot D,
Eider, Jesse Vaughn, Isasc Sharpe, St
Paul Churct and vthers, aud bounded as ful-

the i

Beginning, at a corner with Jesse Vaughn
On e nortn s de uf the B Liemout road, ruoe
g thence with said road N 84 deg 2 min B
w o corner ol We e ot J. J, sharpe;

* Wit the hoeof J, J barpe wud Se.
cuureh N 4 deg W et Lo corner
With salu church; theuce N 10'deg W 59 feet
W the church gproer; Lhence wi tueir tioe
K to corner of N J. sharpe; thince with llue
ol J. J. Sharpe and ll’\' Sharpe N 2b, deg B
209 lect 1o a birch tred, coruer of saiu Isanc
Sharpe’s line; thence with the line ol said
hider N 85 deg W W2 1eet W a stake on Elder’s
llue; theuce with Elder's lne > 53 deg W 8d
teet to cornér with truct No. s ot D. M. Elder;
thence wiih the liuc ol said Blder aud Vaughn
5 iy ueg E atoul d feel w the beginuing,
Leiug tract No. | of the survey of e Hoit
larmws bear Ajamance l-}u:wr)'.

Luis Novewber 11th, 1916,

ALAMANCE IN>.'& KEAL ESTATE CO.,
Truswee.




