BIRMINGHAM ECCENTRIC

The Same Old Backache!

Does every dsy bring' the same old
backache? you drae alon with
your back a ache! Eve
ning find Al played out P Don't

ye
be discouraged!  Realize it is merely a
sign you haven't taken good care of
yourself, This has probebly strained
Take casier

help ‘{our mﬁ.& with

ache, eaachon: “tired Toak
ings en bhéder troubles will -
Doaw's have thousan:

o
should help you. Ask your u(qnorl
A Michigan Case

Dﬂln SRidney
nuﬁ
‘mn Ve o taxe
before_ the
troubla left me.”
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SISTERS
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Copyright by Kathleen Norria

MARTIN LLOYD.

Synopats. —Doctor Btrickl re-
tired, ia living with his r-muy t
Mill 'Valley, just out of San Fran-
or's nlece, 18
doctor's

fning
Cherry and wina her promise to
marry him.

LOTION SOAP

CONTAINS THE

PALMER'S LOTION
AND I USE IT.

Au.nluca.rl'l.

euananTEED
soLoN rAl.-ll

) V 4!57
PALMERS LOTION

ED ALL MY PIMPLES
ARG CLEARED MY COMPLEXION

Vaseline

S.Pat. OfT.

Carbolated

PETROII“MJ‘[LY
A convenient saf2
anusept]:ﬁﬂ\og

cuts
sares. A time-tried
remedy.

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES
MFG. CO.

State Street  New York
IN - JAILS

SIGN LANGUAGES

No Amount of Vigilance ls Abls to
Prevent Prisoners Communicat
Ing With_Each Other.

01d jaflbirds can defy the vigilance
of all the wardeis in Europe. With
mouths half open they can speak to
a companion hard by with absolute
tmpunity, the lips «nd lower jaws
never even belng moved. If the com-
panion falls to hear, he Indicates the
fact by putting his finger Into one ear
as though it were ltching. Their dumb
alphabet is marvelously complete. A
prisoner wanis tq say that someone
ts dead. He spells the name on his
fingers, then rests his head upon his
bands and stamps on the ground—so-
and-so I8 dead und buried. Someone
18 imprisoned for so many years, and
this 1s conveyed from one’ place to
another by a finger across his ear—
one finger belng used for each yeu
the man has-got three
for months a similar sign Is mmle ou
ue mouth.  Coughs und sneezes of.
difterent kinds ndicate all manner of
distinet things. One well-known cough
means “listen.” The prisoner who gives
it has recelved a letter; he looks at
the palm of one hand, and pretends
to scribble with the other.

BOSCHEE’ S SYRUP- -

Allays Irritation, Soothes and Heals
Throat and Lung. Inflammation,
The almost constant grritation of &
cough keeps the delicate mucous mem-
brane of the throat and lungs in a con
gested conditlon, which Boschee's Syrup
gently and quickly soothes and heals.
For this reason it has been a favorite
household remedy for colds, coughi
bronchitis and espsctally for lung
troubles (n millions of homes all over
the world for the last fifty-five years,
enabling the patient to obtain a good
ight's rest, free from coughing, with
easy expectoration In the morning.
You can buy Boschee's Syrup wherever
wedicines are sold.—Advertisement.

sy,

A Reformer Hawk.

AMart Palmer's logs have quit eat:
ing chickens. .i.cently Mr. Palmer
shot and slightly wounded a large
ftawk. He captured It, clipped its wings
and turned It Into the hog lot. When one
of the chicken eaters attacked It, the
hawk sunk Its talons deep Into its
enymy's snout. The hog with loud
squeals finally ‘freed itself and hastily
retreated. Other hogs were given the
anme treatment and have since given
a wide berth to any creature wearing
feuthers. The hawk has whipped
cvery cat and dog'in the nelghborheod
and 1s boss of all he surveys.—Smith
Center News In Topeka Capltal

Reproved.

Her Father—You have been a very

naughty irl and I'm golng to spank
you.

Little
lady?

Elsle~Would you strike &

Bad habits that are given up are
those you don't “care much for any-
way.”

YRINE

Night and Moratad.
Epen i they Thee ik,
Smartor Burn, If Sore,

Infantor Adult. At all Druggist
Free Eye Book. Muriae Eye Remedy Co., Chicage

(cuAPTEn I—Continued.)

“Peter 1s a dear r-
mused. “But C
Iy elghteen! eI -dou't suppose he
really ever kissed her—' The old man
hesitated, b
he assured her
fear that she s g

“Becanse we all, and you esp:
spoll her.” Aane reminded him, sl
he ndded thoughtfully,

ow," the docfor

| out into the garden,
| someshat

g us all, now and then!"
She stooped for a dutiful good night
kiss and was gone.

Downstairs, (lw doctor sat on, think
He was
thinking of little Chorey's: govd-nlzht
Kiss, half an hour ngo. She had rested
| agatnst his arm, and he had held her
there, but what hat heen the thoughts
behind the blue eyes o near his own?
He reallzed with a great rush of fear
thiat some man had Kissed Cherry to.
nlght, had held Ler agalnst a tobacco-
scented coat, and that the girl wak a
woman, and ag awakened woman

that. Cherry—kissed & man® Her f
ther's heart wiiced away frow
thought.

« 1wtk

2 Tdoyd and Peter b
home with her. T
In her ma
tntentions, then 1t must
ter who surprised Hetle Cherry with a
sudden embra
‘\nnl as he
wtaln relief
man's lvvmr(

o to his ,.qu-mm.mq
crept int
r was an odd fol

But Peter was a lover of Hooks
uft:

ow ;
ehild.
and gardene snd wonds und music,

| er all, ang Peter's father and this old

man must.g by the tire had been “Lee”
and “P'sul” to each other 'stnce boy.
hood. Peter miglit give Cherry a kiss
as innocently as_ a brother; In any
case, Peter would wait for her, would
be all consideration and tenderness
when he did win her.

Cherry, he reflected fearfully, was
as pretty as her mother had been at
elghteen, with the same rounded chin
and apricot cheeks, and the same
shadowed Innocerit blue eyes with a
film of corn-colored halr blown across
them, She had the strange, the inde-
finable quality that without words, ul-
most without glances, draws youth
toward youth, draws admiration and
passion, draws life and all its pain.
Her father for the first time tonight
formulated in his heart the thought
that she might be happl married—

Married—-nonsense ! Why, what did
she know of life, of submission and
and It would be
3 fore the snowy
trills, and the pale gotd head, and the
firm, brown little hand would be ready
for that!

Not many hours after he went xlow-
Iy up to bed ‘morning began to ereep

vanishing at elght o'clack, hnd to get
& wet ish of fragrance from the Per-
=fan | , blooming this year for the
| first time. At half.past etznt she came
to find her futher
ruefully studying the tum
| bled rulns ofthe low banksia rose.
The garden wus still wet, but warm-
tng fast; she picked a plume of dark
and perfumed hellotrope, and began to
fasten It in his coat lapel while she
kissed him

“We'll never get that back on the
roof, my dear boy,” Alix sald mater-
nally

Her father pursed his lips, shook
his head doubtfyll . short
week ago, had been spreading fanlike
branches well toward_the ridge-pole, a
story aud a half above their heads.
But the great wind of yestereve that
had ended the spring and brought In
the summer had dragged it from its
place and flung 1t, a Jumble of emerald
leaves and sweet clusters of creamy
blossems, across the puth and tha
steps of the porch. Alix tentatively
tugged at a loose spray, and stood
biting Wef thumb.

Her attention wau distracted by tha
setter puppy who cate clumsily gam.
boling toward Ler. “Hello, old Bumpy.
doodles!” she sald with rich affes
tlon, kissing the dog's silky head, ard
burying both n-nr%ln his feathered

collar. “Hello, o uck

“Alexandfa, for heaven's sake stop
handling that brute!" sald Pefer
Joyée disgustedly, coming up the path.
“T dare say you've not had your break-
fagt. elther. "Go rwash your hands!
Momning, Doctor!”

Father and daughter turned to smils
upon him, & tall, lean man, with ¢
young face and a finely groomed head,
and with touches of premature silver
at his temples.

He wus a bachelor, just entering
his thirties, & fastidioys, critical, ex-
acting man by reputation, but siowing
his best side to the Stricklands. They
bad a vague Idea that he was rich, ac-
cording to thelr modest standard, but
he apparently had no extravagant
tastes, and iived as quietly, or more
quletly, thin they did. He liked soli-
tude, booke, music, dogs, 'und his fire-
side. The old doctor's vne social en-
joyment was fn visiug Peter, and
the younger 'mgn went to no other
pluce so y as he cawe to the
old house under the vedwoods.

into the little vulley.  Alix, at her
early bath, heard quall caling. and |
looked out to see the lnst of thé fog

Tuesdny's wind do that?”

with ba

Doctor
him.

“Morning,  Peter!”  sald
Strickiand yiow)  smiting
“Have you'had yours?

“My housel” said Mr. Joyce, fastid-
iously, “is 8 well-managed place, Say,
he added, pursing his lips to whistle,
as he looked at the rose tree, “did

at

“Tuesday's wind snd Dad” Alix
answered. “WIIl it go back, Peter?”

“I—I don't know!" he mund
walking slowly about the wreck.
we had a lever down here, and some
fellow on the roof with a rope, may-
be.”

“Mr. Lioyd 1s comlng over!" Alix
announiced.  Peter nodded absently,
but the mentlon of Martin Lioyd re-
minded Lim that they had all dined
at his house on the very evening when
the wysterious gale had commenced,
and with interest he asked:

“Cherry cateh cold coming
Tuesday night?"
she squeezed In between Dad
and me, and was as warm as toast!”
Alix answered casmally. “Howd you
. Lloyd?" she ndded.

.\k‘i' fellow " Peter answered.
He's awfully nice,” Alix agreed.

“Who Is he?” Peter usked curlously
“Wlhere are his people and all thut?

1is people lve in Portland,” the
girl answered. “He's a mining en-
gineer, and he walting now to be
called to El Nido; he's to be at a miue

home

there.  Tie's lots of fun—when you
know him, really !
Talking of the new Prince Charm-
of course” Anne sald, Jolning

and linking an arm in her un-
“Don’t bring
Break-

them,
cle's and In Alixis arm.

v In, Alix, please!

Come and bhave un

o cup ‘ot coftve, Toter
“harm el Peter
Lfully, as they  all

licious drift of the
i o and crosse
- dming room. T was
11, but now VIl
« this rose matter
Anne, but Tl
Where's Cherry ' e
added, glancing about

Chetby answered the question her:
self by tralling in in n Jupanese wrap-
per, und beginning to drink her coffee
slender arms resting on the
Nobody protested, the adored
youn, was usually given her way.

“[ sheard you all laughing, under
the window and it--woke—me—up!*
4)\0:1’) said dreamily

“it seems to 1o Anne, who had
been eyelng her uncusily, sald lightly,
“that some one 1 know is getting pret-
ty old to come downstairs in that rig

ad

table.

“It seems to me this Is Just as de-
cent us lots of things—bathing suits,
for Instance!" Cherry returned in-

4,

“kello, Old Bumpy-doodies!” Said
alix, Burying Both Hands In His
Feathered Collar.

stantly, gathering the =~be about her,
ud giving Anne a resentful glance
@er her blue cup.

“I have a rope somewhere—" the
coctor ruminated. “Where did T put
<hat long rope—what did I have it
tor, in the first place—"

“You bad it to guy the apple tree,”
Alix reminded hm. “The tree that
dled after al

“Ah, yes!" sald her father, his at-
.entive face brightening. “Ah, yes!
Now where Is that rope?” But even
that she had seen it
somewhere, and advanced a tentative
guess us (o the cellar, his eyes fell
upon Cherry? and went from Cherry's
absorbed face—for she wus dreaming
over her breakfast—to Peter, and he
wonderéd if Peter had kissed her.

“Come on, let's get at 1t!" Alix ex-
clalmed  with  retish. ne on,
Sweetums,” she added, to the dog.
She ‘caught his  forepaws, and he
whipped his beautiful tall between
his legs, and looked about with agon-
ized eyes while she dragged him
through a clumsy dance. “He's' the
darlingest pup we ever had!" Allx
stated to Cherry, who was departing
for the upper reglons and a complete
‘costume.

“Bring your clgarette out here, Pe-
ter.” the old doctor sald, crossing the
garden to look in ‘the abandoned
greenhouse for his rope. “It's mot
nm/’ he stated. Then he began
ag You brought Cherry home lust
nlzmr' he asked.

“As a matter of fact, I didn't” Pe-
ter answered, In his quick, preclse
1 came with Lloyd and Cherry
the bridge, then I cut up the

Why?' he added sharply.
“What's up?
“Nothing's np,” Doctor Strickland

sald slowly. “But I think Lloyd ad-

mires—or Is beginning to admire—
her,” he sald.
“Who—Cherry 1" Peter exclaimed,

with distaste and incredulity in his
tone.

“You don't think so?" the doctor,
looking at bim wistfully, asked eag-

Peter uld.
much

“It doesn't always go by that,” the
doctor suggested.

“No, I know it doesn't” Peter an-
swered In his quick, annoyed fashion.

“I should be sorry,” Cherry's futher
admitted. !

“Sorry 1" Peter echoed impatiently.
“But It's quite out of the question, of
course! It's quite out of the ques-
tion. She—she wouldn't consider him
for an instant,” he ® y dectded
in great satisfactiof, * mustn’t
forget that she, to do
with it!  Very Ty,
She's not like otires "

Thats true—that's tree!® Doetor
Stricklaud  ngrecd, in great  rellef.
They turned back toward the garden,
In time to meet Alix and several dogs
streaming across the clearing, Over
the girl's shoulder was colled  the
zreat rope; she leaped varlous logs
and. small bushes as she came, and
the dogs burked madly and leaped
with her.  Breathless, she stumbled
and fell Into her father's arms, and
both men had the saine thoughts, one
that made them swile upon her tom
yishness indulgently: It thls Is
twenty-one—eighteen Is three long
vears youbger and less responsible !

CHAPTER 11
Immediately they gathered
fallen rose vine, all t

puting ut once. A Wt rope
w0 expertmental
tunh!
sirting position
ther into w i

by the
ond dis
was ted ;
broke It like
violently In a
srecipitating her
wid Anne, who
Clinese fruit
4 thelr un
t she would

st

when behind
sliting on  the

ground, un voice offered Lelp.
A young man bad come into the
doctor's gard work wns  stopped
for, a few minutes while they wel

comed Martin Lloyd

He was tall and fulr, lfrn.ul but
with not an ounce of extra welght,
with brown eyes always luughing, nnd
a ready friendliness always in evl
dence. Anne's heart gave a throb of
approval us she studied him; Alix
tlushed  furlously, scowled a certain
boyish approval; Cherry had fiot come
down. |
n you help us?"  The doctor
echoed his qui <tion doubttully.® “i
don’t know thut it can be don he
admitted

“What's that you're cating—an apri

cot?” Martin suld to Anne, in his
lnughing way 1 wus going to say
that If it was a peach, you are a can-
ibal

O, help!™ Allx efnculated, with a
look of elaborate scorn

“No, but where were you last

night?" Martin added 1n a lower tone
when he and Anne could ‘speak unno-
ticed. The happy color flooded her
face

“I have to tuke
sometim she

care of my family
reminded him  de

murely. “Wasn't Cherry a good substi-
tute?”
“Cheres's adorable ™ he agreed
“la't she sweet? Anne asked en

thusiastically, “She’s only a little girl
reaily, but she's a lttle girl who fs
rolng to have a lot of atfention some
day!" she added, In her-most_nmtron.
Iy manner.

Martin did not answer, but turning
briskly toward the doctor, he devoted
limself to the business in hand.

They were all deep In the first

unked tug, each person placed care-
fully by the doctor, and guys for the
rope driven at finfervals gecided by
Martin, when there was &n Interrup-
tion for Cherry's arrival on the scene.
With characteristic coquetry she did
not ‘approach, as the others had, by!
means of the front porch and the gar-
den path, but crept from the study
window Into @ veritable ‘unnel of
green bloom, aud cume crawling down
1t, as sweet and fragrant, as lovely
and as fresh, as the roses themselves.
Her bright head was hidden by a blue
sunbonnet, mssumed, she explained
later, because the thorns tangled her
halr; but as, laughing and smothered
with roses, she crept into view, the
sunbonnet siipped back, and the love-
ty, flushed little face, with tendrils of
gold straylng across dhie white fore-
head, and mischief gleaming In the
Dlue, blue eyes was framed only In
loosened pale gold hair.
. Years afterward Alix remembered
her so, as Martin Lloyd helped her to
spring free of the branches, and she
stood lnughing ut their surprise and
still clinging to his hand. “The day
we ralsed the rose tree” had a place
of its own In Ami- memory, as a time
of carefree fun afd content, a time of
perfume and sunshine—perhaps the
last time of its kind that any one of
them was to know.

Cherry looked at Martin daringly as
she joined the laborers; her whole be-
ing was thrilling to the excitement of
his glance; she was hardly consclous
of what she was dolng or saying. Mar
tin came close to her, in the general
confuston.

“How's my
morning?"

Chegry looked up,
tractéd, she looked down cgain,’ un-
able to epenk. She had been walting
for his first word; now that It bad
come 1t seemed so far richer and
sweeter than her-wildest dream.

“How can I nee you a minute?” Mer-

litle sweetheart this

her throat con-

| probably had his experiences with

“1 have to walk down for tie il
stammered Cherry, consclons onl
of Martin and herself.

Both Peter and her father w
watehing her with an uneas
suspicion that hud sprung ‘into b
full-blown. Both men were ‘wski
themselves what they knew of this |
strange young man who was suddenty
u part of their intimate little world

ess B

Peter, in his secret heart, had a
vague, dissatisfied feeling“that Lioyd
was a mard who held women, as a

class, rather in disrespect, and had
them, but there was no way of ex-
pressing, much less governing hls
conduct toward Martin by so purely
speculative & prejudice. Somewhat
appalled, in the sunny garden, strug’
gling with the banksia, Peter decided
that this was not much to know of a
person who might have the auducity
to fall in love with an exqulsite and
innocent Cherry. After all, she would
not be a little girl forever; some man
would want to take' that little corn-
colored head and that delicious littla
pink-ciad person away with him ‘some
day, to be his wife—

And suddenly Peter was torh by a
stab of pure pain, and he lu»),d puz-
zled and sick, In the garden bed. wan.
dering what was happening to him.

“Listen—want a drink?" Allx asked,
coming out with a tin dipper that
spllled & glittering sheet of water
down the thirsty nusturtiums. “Rest

' Never say “Aspirin” without saying “Bayer.”

WARNING! Unless you see name “Bayér” on tablets,
you are not getting genuine Aspirin prescribed by
physicians over 21 years and proved safe by millions for

Colds Headache Rheumatism
Toothache Neuralgia Neuritis
Earache Lumbago Pain, Pain '

Accept only “Bayer” package which contains proper directions,

e trade mark o

Laughlng and Smothersd With Roses,
She Crept Inte View.

Dad wanted a
up luto

a few minutes, Peter.
pole, and Mr. Lioyd has gone
(he woods to cut one.”

And where's Chorr Peter axlied

went along—Just up In the
woods here!™ Alix answered. “They'l}
be “ack bhefore you could get there
en gone five minutes!”

Five minutes were enough to take
Cherry and her lover out of sight of
ough to have Wl put his
\rmahout her, and to have her ruise
her lips confidently, and yet shyly,
ngaln to his. They kissed each other
deeply, again and ngaln.

Thelr talk was incoherent. Cheriy
was still playing, coquetting and smil-
Ing, her words few, and Martin, hav
ing her so near, could only repeat the
ing phrases that attempted to
cxpress to her his love and fervor.

“You darling! Do you know how I
love you? You darling—you little ex-
quisite beauty! Do you love me—dw
you love me?” Marth wmurmured, and
erry answered breathlessly
ou know I do—-but you -know I

the house,

ende:

dot”

Congratulate the
—they are going
married!”

crea-

tu to be

(1O B

OAK-APPLE DAY IN ENGLAND

Celebration of Charles II's Return
to Power Still Kept Up, Though
Not Generally.

2 CONTINU

D)

01d customs persist tenuciously in
rural England. especially in the sleepy
hollows where men like Silas Marner
way be found bending over thelr looms
or engaged In other useful occnpation
It Is in these sleepy hollows that
one has to look Muy 20 for the cele
bration of the once popular festival
known as Ouk-Apple day. The date ¢
the unniversary of the birih of King
Charles 11 In 1630, and of -hls “glori-
aus” restoration to the throne 30 years
luter.

Among the_earliest acts of partln-
ment, passed on his return to power
was one enacilng “That In all suc-
ceeding ages the 20th of May be cele-
Lrated In every church and chapel In
England, ang the dominions thereof,
by rendering thanks to God for the

Handy tin boxes of 12 tablets—Bottles of 24 apd 100—All druggists.
irin s Bayer o ot

MOTHER GRAY'S

| Two Pillars in the Dollar Mark. |
| While many have accepted the story |
as true that the dollar sign, $, wus |
formed by a jolulng of the Inltils U. |
S. Into a sort of.monogram, 1t 1s qujte |
generully accepted that the dollar sign |

1s of Spanish origin. Trade Mark
| Pilars 1y early times were used o | Severim &
symbolize strength and stability. Tlie

age was the earll- |
on thetr cofns |

yrlans, whose col
| est currency, pl
two plllars, symbolical of the plllars |
| named Boaz and Jachin, which ’y\"l”l’il"
a part of King Solomon's temple.

is related that & Tyrian explorer erect-
ed two plilars on the
ent,_city
tn later yenrs

Spaln
these
The
became emblematic
came to be used by the
as a dollar sign—-C|
Leader,

1
Importnt o ¢ll Women |
Readexs of this Paper yoU CAN SAVE sso.oo

pillars entwined |
pillurs and se
of the doliar und |
United States
tand  News.

Th of women
have ki or Nud‘ troubie and never
suspect it, 2 it m‘m.. i

Women'
nothing else but
result of kidney u-bhan

1§ the kidneys are not in & i-hhv con-
ditjon, they may cause the other organs
to become diseased.

You may suffer pain in the back, head-
ache and loss of ambition.

Poor health makes you nes

ble And may be despondent; it

e to be
or the

P
Fial s

k)
E ...m- i

Tora -xco.n-.-.o.du——u,..

Bt hundreds of yomen clim that Be.
Kilmer's Swamp-Root, by res H.t
Lealth to the mney., mnd to be just
the remedy needed to Gvercome uch |
conditions.

1y send for a sample bottle to see whl!
Swamp Root, the great kidney, liver and |
bladder medicine, will do for them. By |
enclosing ten cents to Dr. Kilmer & Co.,
Binghamton, Y.
pk size bottle by

Making It Snappy.

In one of the war tralning camps
an apathetic mountuineer lad was do-
ing his first guard duty.

The ofticer of the day, 8 “hard-
| botled regular,” approached. His dis-
| cIplinury senses were rudely shocked
| by a command to halt delivered in a

By tiing e comine STEARNS”

| drawling monotone,

| “Put some suap In that, you hig ELECTR'C PASTE

| oo called the enranged  officer. | Ready for Use —Better Thao Traps
Divectiong 0 13 angusges 12 every bok,

| “Make 1t musteal”
| As the ofticer stepped back a few
| paces wnd ndvanced agaln, the oblig-
| Ing recruit; bringing his rifle up with |
a Jerk sang out to the well-known re- |
frain of “Shave and a Halrcut—"

“Hump diddy um tum. Halt,
there?

Rats. Mice, Cookrone

dekiroy fad and prop:

iseasn. Strarng'

L 'rua from the
o

ePie Ptk Torees \ess
mhln( g for watar and fresh,
anatl back 171t falla.”
A Government buzeit.

Anis and Waisrbogy
ol

QI HAKSESS AND SOLE LEATH-
whe's ANNER. Rock bot.

W-nloculumunnln[ Write
nery, Greenviile, M

Cuticura Soap for the Complexion
Nothing better than Cuticura Soap
daily und Olntment now and then as
needed to make the complexion clear,
scalp clean and hands soft and white.
Add to this the fascinating, fragrant
Cutlcura Talcum, and you have the
Cuticura Tollet Trio.—Advertisement.

EYE

it Takes Grit.
“C'ouldn’t you put up a bluff?”
“No, I had nelther the rocks nor the
sand."—Doston Transcript,

SELLING 50-CENT, SPECIALTY.
Sy vertedr. Wi tepeat v
Denmson, 313 Hunl Bids.,

&;'ﬁ:s

doub]

Most nf thp modern great citles
knew they were golng to be great be-
fore they were twenty years old,

Shining-up Days Are Here, Use

STOVE POLISH

lu Shine Is Wondorlul
erupon fo hitcbon sprwss. Martia & Martia, Mirs. Chisage

D-xpu_

V‘Vr N. U, DETROIT, NO. 49--1921.

king's p to actusl
poxsession and exercise of his legn
authiority over his subject

The Opening of a Lily.

The comparatively rare Instances
fn which the motlons of plants, such
os the opening of buds into blossoms,
occur during 8 single brief period of
watching, always give much pleasurc
to the onlooker.

An Euglish botanist, who has spen!
much time in India. tells of a species
of Hly. Crinum augustum, which in an
Iudian garden opens with uncommon
swiftness. Just after a shower of raic

the evening he saw the pluk-
striped buds of one of theso lllles, each
about four Inches long, on the point
of opening.  Passing the plant shortly
ufterward. he. was sruprised to tinc
tne blosxams wide open., and In 20
minutes more the petals had curved
themselves vackward llke ram's horns.
In an_hour the points of the petals
had swept over an arc of at least elght
or nipe Inches.

Home Hrew.
“What 1s the chemist compounmug¥
“1 think he's compounding a fulony.’

tin murmured, snapping his big knite
ut |

~—Loulsville Courler-Journal,

A3

MacLACHL/N
10 Jofforson Aveaus, Dstrolt, Mioh, 1J




