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turns | with common consent, of other thi

car, & | mother more brilliant. - An odd-excite-
>{ meht wasYooding her cheek with red

ER XIV—Continued,
. Bhirley. What's that Ric-
Xey is telling Ranston?

“Don’ yo| come heah wid yo' no-
count play-actin’. Cyan’ fool Ranston
_wid mo sich snek-story, neidah. Aln’
in at Dam'ry Co'ot, en neb-

CHAI

‘“There was, tools' Insisted Rickey.
“One bit him and Miss Shirley found
him and sent Uncle Jefferson for Doc-
tor Sbuthall and it saved his life! So
there! Doctor Southall told Mrs. Ma-
son. And he isn't a man who's just
come to fix it up, either; he's the|
really truly man that owns it!™

“Who on earth is that child talking
about™
. Shirley put her arm around her
mother and kissed her. Her heart
‘was beating quickly. “The owner has
come to Damory Court. He—"

+ The smal) book Mrs. Dandridge held
fell to the floor. “The owner! What
owner

“MF. Valant—Mr. John Valiant.
The son of the man who abandoned
it 8o long. ago.” As she picked up the
fallen volume and put it into her
mother’s hands, Shirley was startled
ce.

You shouldn't have come down.”

“No. It's nothing. I've been shut
up all day. Go and open the other

window."

*your salts? she asked anxiously.
Her mother shook her head. ' “N
she sald, almost sharply, ‘“The:
nothing whatever the matter wih me.
Oaly my. nerves aren't what they used
to be, I suppose—and snakes always
did get on them. Now, give me the
gist of it first. I can walt for the rest.
There's a tenant at Damory Court.
And his name's John—Vallant. And
be was bitten by a toccasin. When?”

k. Wil

“Beyond any question?” |
“The doctor says so.” |
“And you found him, Shirley—
you?" ¥

“I was there when it happened.” |

She had crouched down on the rug in
her favorite posture, her coppery hair
against, her mother's knee, catching
strange. reddish over-tones ltke molten
metal, from shaded lamp. Mrs.
fingered her cane nervous-
1y. Then she dropped her hand on the
girl's head. )
|":No'." she said, “tell me all about

CHAPTER XV.

The . Anniversary,

The story was not a long one,
though it omitted notling:
ing fox-hunt and the {dentification of
the new arrival at Damory Court as
the owner of yesterday's stalled mo-
tor; the afternoon raid om the jessa-
mine, the conversation with John Va-
lant in the woods. |

Mrs, Dandridge, gazing
lstened ‘without comment,

.. Shirley sald no more, and facing
each other in the candle-glow, across | COzy

T o
“Yes,” said |Mrs. Dandridge after a |
pause. “I—knew his father.” -

the spotless damask, they talked, as
{ngs.

She ghought she had never seen her

aod she chatted an¥ laughed as she
bad not done for years.

But after dinner the galety and ef-
fervescence faded guickly and, Mrs.
Dandridge went early to her: room.
She mounted the stair with her arm
throyn akout Shirley's pliant waist.
A door she kissed her, looking at

a'strange smile. “How cu-
she sald, as if to herself, “that
t should have happened today!

The readinglamp had been lighted
on her table. She drew a sliii goid
chais from the bosom of her dress
and held to the light a little locket-
brooch it carried. It was of black en-
amel, with a tiny layrel-wreath of
pearls on one side encircling a single
diamond, The other side was of crys-
tal_and covered a baby's russet-col-
ored curl. Ia her fngers it opened
and’ disclosed a minlature at which
sha looked closely for a moment.

Her eyes turned restlegsty about the
room. It had been hers as a girl, for
Rosewood had been the old Garland
homestead. It seemed now all at onee
to be full of calling memories of her
youth.
e

o e e

“How strange that it should have
been today!” It bad been on Shirley’s
lips, to question, but the door had
closed,. and she went. slowly. down:
stalrs. She sat a while thinking, but
at length grew restless and began to
walk to and frq_across the floor, her
hands clasped belilnd her head so that
the cool air filled her flowing sleeves.
in the hall she could hear the leisuret
ly kon-kon—kon'kon of the tall clock.
The evening outside was exquisitely
still and the metallic monotone 'was
threaded with the airy fiddle-fiddle of
crickets in the grass and punctuated
with the rain-glad cloap of a frog. -

Shirley stepped lightly down to the
wet grass. king back, she could
see her mother's lighted blind. Al
around the ground was splotched. with
rose-petals, lookingin the squares of
1ight like bloody She skimmed
the lawn and ranjh little way down
g sound presently

. .

tell on her ear. | .

“Is that you, Usc' Jefferson? she
called softly.

“Yas'm!" The footsteps came near-
er. “Et's me, Miss Shirley.” He tit-
tered nolselessly, pnd she could see
his bent form vibrating in the gloom.
“Yo' reck'n Ah doge fergit?”

“No, indeed. I%knew you wouldn't
do that, How Is he?”

“He right much bettah,” he replied
In the same guarded tone. “Doctah
he say he be all right in er few days,

But More Than Once Shirley Saw Her
Hands Clasp Themselves Togeth

on’y he gotter lay up er while. Dat
was er ugly nip he got fom dat 'spls-
able reptyle.” .

“Do you think there can be any
others about the grounds?"

“No'm. Dey mosly keeps jter de
ma’'sh-lan’ en on'y runs whah de un-
dah-bresh es thick. I gwineter fix.dat
ter-morrow. Mars’ Vallant he tell me
ter grub et all out en make er ‘bon-
flah ob it.” -

“That's right, Unc’ Jefferson.

She started back to the house,
his volce stoped her.
“Mis’ Shirley, yo' don’ keer ef de
ole man geddahs two er three ob dem
roses? Seems lak young mars’
moushty fon’ ob dem. He got one in
glass but et's mos' dald now.”
“Wait a minute,” she said, and dis-
ppeared In the darkness, returning
quickly-with a handful which she put
l? his grasp. E

back through the perfumed dark. .

.An hour later she stood.. in the
stillne of her bedroom.
er gown, slipped Into
a soft 10086, roble of malze-colored silk
and stood before the small glass. She
pulled out the amber pins and drew
her ‘wonderful hair| on elther/side of
her face, looking. out at her reflection.
like a mermaid from between the.rip-
pling waves of a moon-golden sea..

At last she turned, and seating her-
self at the desk, took from It a dlary.
She scanned the pages at random, ber
eyes catching lines here and
“A good fun, todny. Betty agd Jui
Chalmery and the Pendleton boys. My
.fourth brush this season.” A frown
drew itself across ber brows, and she
turned the page. “One of the houndsy
broke leg, and I gave him to
Rickey." e s “Chilly to
dinner today, after swiriming the Lor-
g Rapld”

She bit her lip, turned abruptly to
the new page and took up her pen.
“This morning ‘a twelvemlile run to
Damory Court,” she wrote.

went for cape
There she paused. The happenings
and sensationy of that day would not
be recorded. They wera unwritable,

She laid down her yen and put her
forehiead .on her clasped hands. How
empty and inane these entries seemed
heside this rich and eventful twenty-
four hours just passed!. What had
she been doipg a year ago today? she
wondered. The lower drawer of the
desk held a number of'slim diaries
liko the one before her. She pulled it
out, took up the last-yéar's volume
and opened it.

“Why,” she gald In surprise, “T got
jessamine for mother this very same
day last year!" she pondgred frown-
ing, then reached for a third and a
fourth. From theése she ‘looked up!
startled. That date in her mother's
calendar called for cape jessamines.
What was the fourteenth of May to
her? o
She bent a slow troubled®gaze about
her. The room had been hers as a
child: She seemed suddenly back in
that childkood, with her mother bend-
ing over her pillow and foudling her
rebellious hair. When the wind cried
for lonelinbss out in the dark she had
sung old songs to ‘her. Sad songs!
Even In those pinafore years Shirley
had vaguely realized that pain lay be-
hind the brave gay mask. Was there
something — some event — that had
caused that dull-colored lite and un-
tulfilment? And was today, perhaps,
its anniversary?
o e e e

John Vallant sat propped up on the

library couch, an open magazine un-
heeded on his knee. The reading:
stand beside him was a litter of let-
ters a~d papers. The bow-window
was open and the honeysuckle breezo
blew about him,. lifting his bair and
ruffling the leaves of the papers. In
the garden three darkles were labor-
ing, under the supervision of Uncle
Jefferson. The unsightly weeds and
lichen were gone (from the graveled
paths, and from the fountain pool,
whose shalt now spouted a slender
spray shivered by the breeze into a
million dlamonds, which fell back Into
the pool with a tintinabulant trickle
and drip.

The master of Damory Court closed
the magazine with a sigh. “If | could
only do it all at once!” he muttered.
“It takes such a confounded time.
Four days they've been working now,
and they- haven't done much more
than clean up.” He laughed, and
threw the magazine at the dog who
dodged it with injured alacrity. “After.
all, Chum,* he remarked, “it's been
thirty years getting in this condition.
1 guess we're dolug pretty well.” '

He stretched luxurlously. “I'll take
a hand at it myself tomorrow. I'm
as right as rain agaln now, thanks to
Aunt Daph and the doctor. Some-
thing of a crusty citizen, the doctor,
but he's all to the good.”

A heavy step came along the porch
and Uncle Jefferson appeared with a
tray holding a covered dish with a
plate of biscult and a round jam-pot.
“Look here,” sald John Valiant, “I
had my luncheon three hours ago, I'm
belng stuffed like a milk-fed turkey.”

The old man smiled widely. “Et's
jes’ er. I'l snack er broth,” he sald.
“Reck'n etl kinder float eroun’ de
yuddah- things. Dis’ yeah pot's dat
applebuttah whut Miss Mattle Sue
sen' yo' by Rickey Snyder.”

Valiant sniffed with satistaction.
“T'm getting so confoundedly spoiled,”
he sald, “that I'm tempted to stay sick
and do nothing but eat. By the way,
Uncle Jefferson, where did Rickey

come from? Does she belong here?”

“There!™ she whispered, and slipped |

“No, suh. She come fom Hell's-
Half-Acre”
“What's that?™ . .
yondah on de Dome.” explained Un
cle Jefferson. “Dey’s been dah long’s
Ah kin rtecommembah—Jes' er ram
shackle 10t o' shif'less po™-white trash|
whut.git erlong anyways 't all” .
_¥That’s interesting” said Valiant.
“So Rickey belonged there™
“Yas, suh;

. bbah ‘4 a-come down|
heah ‘Cep'in’ fo' Mis' Skirley. She de
one whut fotch de 1il gal outen dat
place, en put huh wid Mis' Mattie Sue,
three yeah ergo.”

L. A sudden_goloc came:into John Va:
liant's cheeks. - “Tell me about it."]
fco vibrated eagerly.

11, sub,” continued Uncle Jeffer|
son, “dey was one o' dem low-down
Hell's-Half-Acrers, name’ Greet King|
whut call Hese'f de mayah ob dq
Dome, en he went on de rampage onq
day, en took ahtah his wife. She wag
er po’ sickly 'ooman, wid er II'l gal
five yeah ol by er fust husban” He
done beat huh heap o’ times beto’, but
dis time he boun’ ter finish huh. Ah
reck'n he was too drunk fo' dat, en
she got erway en run down heah. Et
was wintah time en dah’s snow on dé
groun’.. Dah’s er road fom de Dome
dat hits de Red Road clost' ter Rose:
wood—dat ar's de Dandridge place—
en she come dah. Reck'n she wuz er
pitiful.lookin’ obstacle. ‘Peahs lak
she done put de Iil gal up in de
cabin lof' en hid de laddah, en sl
mos’ crazy fo’ feah Greef git huh. She
ler' fie hyntin’ fo' de young 'un when
she run ’erway. Dey was on'y Mis'
Judith en Mis® Shirley en de gal Em™
line at Rosewood. Well, suh, dey
wa'nt no time ter sen’ fo' men. Whut
yo' reck'n Mis' Shirley do? She ain]
afeahd o' nuffin on dis yerf, en she
on'y sebenteen yeah ol den, too. She
don’ tell Mis® EudunAna. suh! She
run out tér de stable en saddle hub
hoss, ‘en she gallop up dat road ter
Hell's-Half-Acre lak er shot outen er
shovel.”

Vallant brought his bands together
sharply. “Yes, yes” he sald. “And
then?

“When she come ter Greet King's
cabin, he done foun' de laddah, en one
er he foots was on de rung. He had
er ax In he han’. De po’ If'l gal was
peepin’ down'thoo' de cracks o' de
flo', en prayin’ de bestes’ she know
how. she say arterwuhds dat she
reck'n de Good Lawd sen’ er angel,
fo' Mis' Shirley were all in white—
she didn’ stop ter change huh close.
She didn’ say nuffin, Mis' Shirley
didn’. She on'y lay huh han’ on Greef
King's ahm, en he look at huh face,
en he drop ho ax en go. ‘Den she
Glumb de laddah en fotch de chile
down In huh ahms en take huh on de
hoss en come back. Dat de way et
happen, sub.”

“And Rickey was that little child!™

“Yas, sub, she sho' was. In de
mawnin' er posse done ride up ter
Hell's-Half-Acre en take Greef King
in. De majah he argyty de case fo’
de State, en when he done git thoo’,
dey mos' put de tow eroun’ King's
nek in de co'ot room. He done got
six yeah, en et mos' broke de majah’s
ha'at dat dey couldn’ give him no
mo'. He wuz certn’y er bad alg, dat
Greef wuz. Dey say he done swah
he gwineter do up de majah when he
git out.”

Such was. the story which Uncle
Jefterson told, standing in the door-
way. When his shuffling step had re-
treated, Vallant went to the table and
plcked up a sliin tooled volume that
lay there. It was “Lucile,” which he
had found in the hall the night of his
arrival. He opened it to a page where,
pressed and wrinkled but still retain-
{ng its bright red pigment, lay what
had been a rose.

He stood looking at it abstractedly,
his nostrils widening to fts crushed
spicy scent, then closed it and slipped
it into his pocket.

CHAPTER XVL

In Devil-John's Day.

He was still sitting motionless when
there caive & knock at the door and ft
opened to admit the gruff volce of
Doctor Southall. A big form was ciose
behind him. .

“Hell. Up, I see. I took the liberty
of bringing Major Bristow.”

The master of Damory Court came
torward—limping the least trifle—and
shook hands.

“Glad to know you, sah” sald the
major. “Allow me to congratulate
you; it's not every.one who gets bit-
ten by one of those infernal mocca-
sins that lives to talk about it. You
must be a pet of Providence, ur else
you have a castdron constitution,
sah” N

“Dat’s dat ornery passle o' folks|

ything for us to brag about.™
“T'm deliglited; Jt's hard for m
tell bow much.” |

“Walt till you know the fool place,”
growled -the doctor testily. - “You'll
change your tune.”

The major smiled genlally. “Don’t
be taken in, by the doctor's pessimism.
You'd bave to get a yoke of three-
year oxen' to drag.him out of this
state.” .

“It would take as many for me.
Valiant laughed a little. *“You who
have always lived here, can scarcely
understand what [ am feeling, T imag-
ine. You see, I never knew till quite
recently—my childheod was largely
spent abroad, aud I have no near rela-
tives—that my father was a Virginian
and that ray' ancestors always lived
here. Why, there's a. .room ,upstairs
with the very toys they played with
when they were children! To learn
that I belong to It all; that I myself
am the last link in such a chain!”

“The ancestral instinct” sall the
doctor. “I'm glad to see that it means
something still, In these rotten days.”

“Of coursé,” John Vallant continued,

every one knows that he has ances-
tors. But I'm beginning to see that
what you call the ancestral instinct
needs a locality and'a place. In a
way It seems to me that an old estate
like this has a soul too—a sort of
clan or famlly soul that reacts on the
descendant.”

“Rather a Japanesy idea, lsn't it™
observed the major. “But I know
what you mean. Maybe that's why old
Virginian families hang on to their
land in spite of hell and high-water.
They count their forebears real live
people, quite capable of turning over
in thelr graves.”

“Mine are beginning to seem very
real to me. Though I don't even
know their Christian n..aes yet, I can
judge them by their handiwdrk. The
men who built Damory Court had &
sense of beauty and of art.” i

“And thelr share of deviltry, too,”
put in the doctor.

“I suppose s0,” admitted his host.
“At this distance I zan bear even that.
But good or bad, I'm deeply thanktul
that they chose Virginia. Since I've
been laid up, I've been browsing In the
library here—"

“A bit out of date now, I reckon,”
sald the major, “but it used to pass
muster. Your grandfather was some-
thing of a book-worn.. He wrpte &
history of the family, didn’t he?

“Yes. I've found It. " ‘The, Vallants
of Virginla’ I'm reading the Revolu-

“I'm Tempted to Stay Sick and Do
‘Nothing but Eat.”

tionary chapters now. It never seemed
real before—Iit's been only a slice of
tmpersonal and ‘rather dull history.
But the book has made it coms ‘alive.
I'm having the thrill of the globe
trotter the first time he sees the Tow-
er of London or the fleld of Watarloo.
I see more than that stubble-fleld out
yonder; I see a big wooden stockade
with soldiers in ragged buff and blue
1t >

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Doing Their Best.

Little Maggie had not been to the
country before, and, getting lonesome,
she was told she might go to the barn
and look for eggs. Presently she re-
turned without any.

“Couldn’t you find any eggs, dear?”
asked her motier.

“No. The hens wers scratching all
around as hard as they could, but they
hadn’t found a single egg,” was the
doletul reply. !

butchers, $7T@7.50; best cows, 36
6.85; butcher cows; $6@6.25; com

5@
best heavy bulls, $7@T7.25; bologna
85; stock bulls, $650Q
8.75; feoders, $7.25@7.
$6.757.50; milkers and sptingirs, 450
" R

. . & 3
‘¥eal calves—Roceipts, 347; market
steslly; "best, $9G9.50; others, $70

v ) i

Sheep and lambs—Receipts, 481
market steady; best lambs, $7.50@8;
tair lam 7.25: light to common
lambs, $6G6.75; yearlings, 3830Q
6.75; fair to good sheep, $5@5.75;
culls and commion, $3G4.
" Hogs—Recelp.s, 2,612;
$8.25.

all grades,

EAST BUFFALO—Cattle—Receipts,
3.000; heavy grades 15@25c lower;
best 1,350.to 1,450-b steers, $8.75@9;
best 1,200 to 12300-1b steers, $8.50Q
8.75; best 1100 to 1,200- steers,
$8.25@8.45; coarse and plain welghty
steers, $7.75GS; fancy yearlings, baby
beef, 78.50@9; medium to good. §8@
8.25; choice handy steers, 900 to 1,000
s, $8.25@8.50; fair to good 1,000 fo;
1,100 Ibs., $8@8.25; extra good cows,
$7.25@7.50; best cows, $6.50G 7; butch.
er -cows, $5:50@6; cutters, $450@S5;
trimmers, $4@425; best helfers, @
850; medium butcher heiters, $7.60
@8; stock helfers,- $6.25@6.75; best
teeding steers, $7.90@8; fair to good,
$7.50G7.65; best stock steers, $7.50@
7.75; common light -stock steers, $6.75
@7; extra good bulls, - $7.50G7.75;
bologna bulls, $6.50@6.75; stock bulls,
common to good, §5@6; milkery an
springers, $40@90. .

‘Hogs—Receipts, 15,000; market 10@
15c lower; heavy and mixed, $8.40;
yorkers, §8.40@8.50; pigs, §7.9008.

Sheep and lambs: Receipts, §,000;
steady; top lambs, $7.85@8; wethers,
$6@6.35; ewes, $4.50@5.50.

Calves steady; tops, $10.50; fair to
good, $8.50G9.50; grassers, $5G7.

Grains, Etc.

DETROIT—Wheat—Cash and May
No. 2 red, 97c; July opened without
change at 87 1-2c, touched $8c and de-
clined to 87 1-2c; September opened
at 87 1:2c, advanced 1-2c and declined
to 87 1-2c; No. 1 white, 96 1-2c.

Corn—Cash No. 3, 73¢; Ne, 8 yel-
low, 2 cars a} 74 1-2¢; No. 4 yellow, 3
cars at 72 1-2c. ®

Oats—Standard, 1 car fit 45¢c; No. 3
white, 44 1-2c; No. 4 wihilte, 43 1-2c.

Rye—Cash No. 2, 67c.

Beans—Immediate, prompt and May
shipment, $2.05; June, $2.07; 'July,
$2.10. * .

Cloverseed—Prime spot, $7.75; Oc-
tober, $8.20; prime alsike, $10.

Timothy—Prime spot, $2.35.

Alfalta—Prime spot, $8.35.

Hay—Carlo's track Detroit; No. 1
timothy, $16.50@17; standard, $15.50
@16; No. 1 mixed, $13.50@16; No. 1
clover, $13@13.50; heavy clover mixed
$13@13.50; rye straw, $8@8.60; wheat
and oat straw, $7@7.50 per ton.

Flour—In one-eighth "paper sacks,
per 196 pounds, jobbing lots: Best
patent, $5.30; second patent, $4.90;
straight, $4.50; spring patent, $510;
rye, $4.40 per bbl.

Feed—In 100-Tb sacks, jobbing lots:
Bran, $28; staldard middlings, $28;
fine middlings, $32; coarse cornmeul,
$31; cracked corn, $32; corw and oat
chop, $28.50 per ton.

General Markets.

Onfons—Texas Bermudas,
$2.40@2.60 per crate.

Dressed Hogs—Light, 9@10¢; heavy
8@8 1-2c per .

Cabbage—New, $2.16@2.25 per crate
in bulk, 2 1-2c per .

Sweet poratoes—Jersey kiln-dried,
$1@1.10 per hamper. :

Tomatoes—Florida, fancy, $3.25@
3.50; choice, $3 per crate, 70@75¢c per
basket. .

Potatoes—In bulk, 68@70c per bu
in sacks, 70@73c per bu for carlots.

Honey—Cholce to fancy new white
comb, 15@16c; amber, 10@1lc; ex-
tracted, $6@7c per 1.

New - Potatoes—Florida, $5.60@5.75
per bbl and $2 per bu; Bermuda, $2.50
per bu and $7 per bbl

Live Poultry—Broilers, 30@35c per

yellow

™; spring chickens, 17 12c; heavy
ens, 17 1-2c; medium hens, 16@17c;
No. 2 hens, 18¢; old roosters, 11@12¢;

ducks, 17@18c; geese, 14@15c; tur
keys, 19@20c per M.

Cheese—Wholesale lots: Michigan'
flats, 13 1-2@14c; New Yo
@14 12c; imported Sw
24c; domestic Swiss, 19@20c; long
horns, 15@15 1-2c; daisles, 15615 1-2¢
per pound.

itorlal room a whole hand cart’of
, sausages, biood puddings and
er choice pork products.
then,. incredible as It seems,
Mr. Bimbo has kept its editors fully
supplied with pork meat. ;
_ But man cannot live by meat alone,

added to his color also, and now he
1s blue. His eyes are sunken and dim,
his ears no langer stand up In true
donkey style, but droop dejectedly. He
has to trot his best to keep up with
Sheba's slowest stride. ~About every
threa miles he balks, but little Cora
Belle doesn't call it balking, she says
Balaam has stopped to rest, and they
sit and wait till he Is ready to trot
along again. That is the kind of lay
out which drew up before our
that evening.—The Atlantic.

MADE UP OF LITTLE THINGS

Small Events Count for Much Moré In
Life Than Those We Consider
of Importance.

We love little things, we hate little
things, we fear little things; our lives
are knit up with little things from the
time we are born to the day we dle,

Big things draw us up to Heaven or
crush us down to hell. Little things
live beside us on the earth, eat and
sleep with us, laugh and grumble with
us, catch the early train with us, or
make us miss it, irritate and appease
us—pever leave us alone for a mip-
ute.

That is why they are so much more

to bruise their whole bodies and dis-
locate thelr tempers by the dally
stumbling over a mole-hill. It is the
little things that count—the satistac-
tion of climbing Mount Olympus is a
poor sort of attalnment if the scores.|
and scores of pleasant detalls which
wait upon success be®absent—From
the Atlantic.

Protects Whole Hand.

Protecting gloves generally in' use
for Xray work are ordinary gloves
baving applied on the back a layer of
rubber that contains lead, as lead ia

k hickory, 3c; large
c; Spanish chestnuts,
10

Nuts—!
bickory, $1G,1 1-2
8G9c; walnuts and butternuts,
1 1-2c per .

Hides—No 1 cured, 14 1-2¢; No. 1
green, 12 1:2¢; No. 1 cured bulls, 12c;
No. 1 green bulls, 10c; No. 1 ‘cured
veal kip, 16c; No. 1 green veal kip,
15¢c; No. 1 cured murrain, 12¢; No. 1
green murritin, 10c; No. 1 cured cafe,
19¢; No. 1 green calf, 18¢; No. 1 horse-
hides, $4.50; No. 2 horsehjdes, $3.50;
No. 1 sheepskins, as to amount of
wool, 26¢@1.50.

"Dr. J. H. Kellogg and Dr. J. T,
Case of Battle Breek, have been
awarded medals. by medical sqeleties

ping station

at the Verona Wells will be mada into,

for the double purpose

surrounding acreage

of giving the

3 place. It is

planned to set out 5,000 trees, lay out

walks and drives and put in & fountaln
or two,

olgl

.. “T tried different remedies
‘benefit for months. I had given
hope of her ever getting rid of
I concluded to ‘try Cuticura Soap and.

it

, thea
Olntment. The second application
gave rellef. In a short time she was
entirely cured.” (Signed) Mrs. Alice
Kirlin, Nov. 4, 1912,

Cuticura Soap and Olntment/sold

throughout the world. ; Sample of each -

free,with 32-p. Skin Book. Address post-
card “Cuticura, Dept. L, Boston,"—Adv.

Language"Not Likely to' Last.

Mistral, the great encal poet,
whose death wad announced lately,
has been likened to Robert Burns for
Burns’

on the ruins left by the vineyard
the farm. “Our Provencal,” sald

tral, “was & country lass ragged and

wild." She is now a wonderfully bess- -

titul creature; but it

Whether all the genfus of Mistral can
educational

re
such

keep her alive. The
former in France does not like
irregular beauty.

Ravaged Eastel
hundred years

crews from the v at
surprise the inhabitants of one of
smaller towns, and- after J
the storehouses and burning the ship-

in most
erless to check the enemy.
down the New England coast,’fror
Malhe to the mouth of the Comhectl-
cut . river, the peoplp were kept in &
state -bordering on [panic. dui

greater part of the summer ..l“.

upu»?-u.

Churgh—I hear you've

up-to-date typewriter.
. at’s what I've got
“Is she blonde or brunette?™
“Neither; gréen wigl”

HER MOTHER-IN.LAW
Proved a Wise,’

is a thing of the past, and my com
xion has cleared up beautifully.
suffe

;

got a new




