
DECATUR DAILY DEMOCRAT MONDAY, MARCH 30, IM>.

k

Test Your Knowledge |
Can you answer seven ot these

tvu questions? Turn to page

Four tor the answers.

TODAY'S COMMON ERROR

I Never My, "A mirage it u»

i optical delusion;" any, ,
; "illusion.''

1. Who was Christopher Fol

hem?

2. In which island group is

Molokai?
3. In which state is the city of'

Kalamuzoo?

4. Who were the loeotocos?

, 5, What is the General Land

i Office of the United States?

fi. Into what body of water doos

the River Jordan flow?

7. What la a Are of brimstone?

8. Who was Anthony J. Drexel?

9. What is u dwarf?

10. What is the name for plants
whose duration is more than two

years?
—

1. Whi h etate does William E. |
Borah rvpiv> nt in Congrras?

2. What name Is generally applied
to the native German shepherd dog. l

1 which strongly resemble# the wolf 11

I in appearance? I
'

3. Where is the island of Mohe- i

gan?
4. Who wau livi'inuun Landoia?

6. How many points has a Maltese

6 What te the past tense of the

verb light?
7. What is a dyuamelcr?

8. Name the uui.> that pi'-

duces the largest aa.ount of silver.

9. Do all the Channel Island* be-

long to Great Britain?

In. hat i«t a hedge?

Calvary Evangelical
The revival service at Calvary

Evangelical church was continued

indefinitely lust night. There was

an usual interest manifested all

"THERES MURDER IN THE AIR"
by R.OY CHANSLCR,

CHAPTER I

IN
a dark and silent old house in

East Seventy-ninth Street, two

people, a middle-aged man and a

young girl, sieeplessly counted the

hours. They were waiting, waiting:
the man tossing restlessly in the

bed in his room at the front of the

house; the girl lying quiet in her

room at the end of the long hallway.
The man—Daniel Tyler, retired

lawyer and one-time District Attor-

ney of New York County—was lis-

tening, in fascinated dread, strain-

ing his ears for a sound expected
and feared. The girl, his motherless

daughter, was merely waiting, with

an almost fatalistic resignation, for

that strange compulsion, the com-

pulsion which she did not under-

stand but could not disobey.
Since shortly before midnight

both had known that it would come

during the night. And after what

had happened a week ago, when her

terrified screams had wakened him,

brought him running to her room,

there was no question of sleep for

Tyler. As for the girl, on her part
there was no desire for it.

He had tried to persuade her to

let him keep vigil by her side,
wrapped in a blanket in her big
chair. But she had refused; and

when he had tried to argue, had

pleaded with him to leave her alone.

So now he waited in agony, listen-

ing. If only it were some tangible
thing from which he could guard
her!

The girl lay quite still, her body
relaxed? trying not to think at all,
fighting her nameless terror. And

presently she had conquered it, her

mind was composed, serene. After

perhaps fifteen minutes, perhaps
twenty, she threw the covers back,
fitted her feet into the little mules

by her bedside.

Swiftly, surely, she walked across
the dark room. Her hands encoun-

tered the violin-case, opened it, took
out the mellow old violin. In the

darkness she placed it to her shoul-

der, and very softly, tentatively,
drew the bow across the strings.
Then she began to piay, firmly, the

Moonlight Sonata.
At the first strains Tyler sat up

in bed, fumbled for the reading
lamp. The clock told him that itwas

twenty minutes past four. He

sprang out of bed, seized his dress-

ing-gown. Then what he was dread-

ing happened. In the middle of a

bar the music stopped!
Tyler strode across the room to-

ward his door, flung it open. Down

the hallway, the violin clutched

closely to her breast, the girl was

already running. He hurried toward

her. She stopped, swaying, pale,
her breath coming quickly.

“Ruth!” he said, going to her

swiftly. “Ruth!"

She gave a little shuddering
moan. He drew an arm about her

shoulders. They were shaking.
Quickly he led her into his room,

seated her on the edge of his bed.
She dropped the violin and covered

her face with her hands.
“Murder!" she half-whispered.

“Murder has been done!”
His face gray and haggard, the

man bent over her, took both her

hands in his. She lifted her face.
With the greatest effort he con-

trolled his voice.

“Where, Ruth? Who?” he asked.
“I don’t know where! Oh, I don’t

know!” she said. Then, slowly, won-

deringly: “Martha. .. . Martha. .. .

That is her name! Martha! He was

strangling her! He has killed her!”

Tyler stared dow n into her face.
“I couldn't stop him. I couldn't!”

she said.

“Who, Ruth, who?" Tyler cried,
his voice rising. “Who is Martha?"

But the girl shook her head mis-

erably, and dropped her face against
his arm. He caressed her dark hair.
Then his eyes went to the short-
wave radio cabinet beside the bed.
With an exclamation he leaned over

it, swiftly turned the dials, tuned in
on Police Headquarters. If murder
had been done—

He straightened up, listening.
Then his face showed keen disap-
pointment. Police Headquarters was

un <.ne air, but itwas a mere routine

eail.

. . Twenty-nine." he heard.
“Calling Car Thirteen. Proceed to

Seventh Avenue and Christopher
Street. Automobile wreck. Twenty-
nine. Calling Car Thirteen. Pro-
ceed—”

The girl stared dully at him. Ty-
ler, with a littla gesture of impa-

tience, leaned over to turn off the

radio. Then the announcer's voice,
from Headquarters, broke off its

droning call.
The voice raised, sharply.
"Thirty!’* it said. “Calling Car

Forty-six! Proceed at once to

Eighty-sixth Street and Park Ave-
nue! Thirty! Calling Car Forty-
six—”

Tyler switched off the radio and

reached for the telephone.
“Thirty!” The new police radio

code for crimes of violence—for

murder! The code adopted to keep
departmental details from the cu-

rious cars of listeners-in on the in-

creasingly popular short-wave sets!
The girl’s white face stared at

him as he dialed the number of the

first scream at four-twenty o’cloc.t

—the exact moment that Ruth be-

gan to play.”
Tyler stopped. Dr. Karasc read

on, still making little clucking
sounds with his lips. When he had

finished, the psychiatrist peered up

at Tyler with his curious little eyes,

blue and oddly incongruous in his

swarthy face.

"But yes,” he said, in the fluent,

precise English of a highly cultured

foreigner. “Interesting, very inter-

esting, no?”

He darted a searching look at

Tyler's face, and began to drum a

vigorous tattoo on the arm of the

chair with his spatulate fingers.
“How long,” he asked, softly, "has

your daughter been blind?”
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“Murder!” she half-whispered. “Murder has been done!”

I day Sunday. Last night there was

u capacity house, when Rev M

!W. Sundermunn preached upon

’"The Spiritual Meaning ot the

I Cross.” Ernest Foreman had

I charge of the music.

On Sunday morning Rev. Sunder-

i mann placed the new pulpit Bible

upon the pulpit. This Bible was

I recently ordered by the Sunday

, School The cost of the Bible was

I sl4 and the Sunday School offer-

' Ing wag to pay tor the sacred book

¦ yesterday morning. When the of-

I feeing was announced, it was

$17.44.

The school was greatly delight-

¦ ed al the results and at once pro-

ceeded to retlnish the pulpit and

pulpit chairs. The board of trus-

tees is just about completing the

new roof of the church.

Evangelistic services tonight at

7:30 o'clock. Sermon theme, “The

I Secret of Christ's Happiness.
’

o- ——

Bicycle Inventor Honored

Bordeaux <VP>— George* Ju-

-1 zau. credited by the French as be-1

mg the inventor of the modern bl-

SYNOPSIS

Ruth Tyler, blind daughter of

former District Attorney Daniel

Tyler, is psychic. She foretells

murders at the exact time they are

being committed but is powerless

to give sufficient information to

prevent them. These weird visita-

tions come upon Ruth while she

plays her violin and always at

night. Mr. Tyler seeks the aid of

Dr. Jar. Karask, celebrated psychi-

atrist, but the latter must go to

Baltimore on another case. Tyler

expresses his disappointment that

Karask is not interested.

CHAPTER II

“Interested!” exclaimed Dr. Ka-

rasc "But certainly lam inter-

ested, my dear fellow! I would give

almost anything—why, this is a

fascinating case, sir, fascinating.
I'm not one to exaggerate; so you

Wil! believe me when I tell you this

case may prove to be one of incom-

parable—yes, incomparable impor-

tance to the study of mental phe-

nomena!”
_ ,

.

“Then why—” Tyler was bewil-

dered.
.

.

“The case to which I am commit-

ted involves the sanity of a dear

friend.” said Dr. Karasc. “Perhaps

the lives of his wife and children.

If it were anything eise—any otner

case at all, I could turn it over to

my assistant But. this is a per-

sonal responsibility.”
"You spoke of an assistant, said

Tyler hopefully.
"Yes,” said Dr. Karasc thought-

fully. “But he is young—and not

himself a psychiatrist. ’
“Oh,” said Tyler, disappointedly.

•‘l—can’t you even give me advice,
Dr. Karasc?”

Again the little man turned his

look of mild astonishment upon Ty-

¦

Advice?” he said reproachfully.
“In a case of this importance, with-

out a personal investigation? My

dear sir!” . , _

“But what shall I do?" cried Ty-
ler desperately. “If your assistant

is not qualified—”
“I did not say he was not quali-

fied,” said Dr. Karasc mildly. "I

merely said he was young, and not

a psychiatrist.”
“Then do you think—” Tyler be-

gan, his hope rising.
“He is extremely competent.” said

Dr. Karasc. “He has been my con-

fidential assistant for four years,

understands my—ah—methods. He

has a good education, comes of ex-

cellent family, and has a very keen,

observing mind. I have known him

fifteen years. He is entirely trust-

worthy.' But I would not urge—”

“I rely upon your judgment, Dr.

Karasc,” said Tyler earnestly. "If

you think this young feiiow quali-
**

"I think him qualified,” said Dr.

Karasc. "But you—”
“If you say he’s all right, then

he is all right,” aid Tyler.
“Wait," said Dr. Karasc. “1 shau

tell you more about him. His name

is Nathaniel Hawthorne Benson,

2nd. I first met him during the

war. At sixteen, unable to get into

the American forces, he had run

away to Canada, joined the Canadi-

ans. Though a mere boy, he became

a flyer, a gallant one. He was

brought down in a fight with two

German planes, and cracked up in-

aide our lines.”
Dr. Karasc paused and smiled:

“The American lines, you under-

stand? He had a piece 01 steel in

his skull, touching the brain. I was

with the base hospital. The steel

was removed, but he had suffered

a terrific shock. In short, he was a

mental case. I had charge of it. I

was fortunate enough to cure him.

After the war he went to college

at the University of Pennsylvania,
and tve kept in touch with each

other. He was an accomplished, even

famous athlete as well as a fine

student. His own case had made

him keenly interested in my work.

After college, when I was head of

an institution in Philadelphia, he

came to me, asked to work with me.

I soon made him my assistant. When

I left to become a private psychol-

ogist— what he calls ‘trouble-

shooter.’—I took him along. He has

'cycle, is being honored by the cltl-

zezns o! Bordeaux, who have na.ned

a afreet after him Juzan construct-

ed the first bicycle in France, which

had two wheels of the same dimen-

sion*! and which waa motivated by

a chain from a cogwheel.
— -o '

Dentists Visit Shrine

Nice — (UP)—Three hundred den-

Bats came to this small town re-

cently to i,ay homage at the shrine

of St. lApollonia. the patron saint

of dwstists. Although the patron

.saint datea back more than 1.700

years, modern dentists still visit

the shrine. Apcllonia was tortured

to death in th? 3rd Century.

—.—

Ancient Bk«.tvn Found

Les Eyties. France —(UP)— A

human okelton believed to date

from the 11th to the 12th Century

hae been unearthed in the fields

outside of Les Eyzizes in the Dor-

dogne department. The discovery

dates ba-k to the Slone Age and

. has been placed in the prehistoric

I museum of Lea Eyziieu.
¦ —ti
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I hotils Os Mid ’¦’•'“"••." ’"'l*“!t
tl„.Insufficiency ot the "/,X|

iih i’s fluut pay th* JetitH and llaoii

I-Udge ot

<hii mi ihv -i»t day o* Manu i•’•*»»

• rm.'l said < »tate to be probably li>»o -

vent, and order the same to be settl-

ed a< eor<tm«b . Th’ creditors of eald

’ estate are therefore hereby notifle I

I , ci such lueolv.iuy, and

file their claim* »<ain*l «aid eitate

I I for allowance .
, _ . .

» Wilne**, the Clerk and **a| nf said

, Court, at Decatur. Indiana this -V

1 day of .March, 19M t ,

1 G I,‘erly' gli 23.30

N. A. BIXLER

OPTOMETRIST

Eyes Examined, Glasses Fitted

HOURS

8:30 to 11:30 12:30 to S:00

Saturdays, 8:00 p. m.

Telephone 135.

I |
.

reporters’ room at Police Headquar-
ters. “Doc" Crandall, for twenty

years night Headquarters reporter

for the Star, and an old acquaint-
ance, was the man he wanted. He

got him on the phone.
“Dan Tyler speaking, Doc,” he

said. “Just picked up a ‘thirty’on

the short wave. Park and Eighty-
sixth. Got a slip on it yet?”

“Yeh," said Crandall. "It just
come down. It’s a moidah. Guy
strangled his wife in a penthouse.
How you been. Mr. Tyler? Ain’t

seen you in a coon’s age.”
“Strangled?” said Tyler, his

heart racing. “What’s the name,

Doc?”

“Erik,” said Crandall. “Ralph
Erik, the musical-comedy star,”

“The wife’s name?” said Tyler.
“Martha.” said Crandall uninter-

estedly. “Drop around some time.”
* * « «

It was the next morning. Daniel

Tyler, seated in the office of Dr. Jan

Karasc, the celebrated psychiatrist,
glanced once more at the newspaper

headline:
RALPH ERIK, STAGE STAR,

STRANGLES WIFE,

CONFESSES
Then he handed the folded paper

to Dr. Karasc, a dark, quick little

man, with bushy iron-gray eye-
brows and wavy, almost blue-black
nair. The psychiatrist said noth-

ing, but his bright little eyes

gleamed.
“And here,” Tyler said, “is the

whole story.”
Dr. Karasc, without a word, took

the paper, began to read, nodding
rapidly, making odd little clucking
sounds with his lips.

'“You will notice,” Tyler said,
“that in his confession Ralph Erik

says that he waited for his wife in
the apartment, for hours, seething
with a jealous rage, determined to

kill her when she returned. My
daughter knew that."

Dr. Karasc appeared not to no-

tice. He kept his eyes on the paper.
“You willalso notice,” Tyler per-

sisted. “That the people in the ad-

jacent penthouse heard the woman'*

“She was born blind,” said Tyler.
“And you say that she knew,

merely, that a woman named Mar-

tha had been strangled?” Dr. Ka-

rasc pursued thoughtfully.
“That is all,” said Tyler. “The

unusual part of it is that this was

the first time she had ever been able

to get a name."

“Ah. yes,” said Dr. Karasc. “And
the—-ah—last time?”

“Was last week,” said Tyler. “I

wqke to hear her screaming, ran to

her room. She knew that some one

had been shot— -who, she did not

know. Y’ou recall the newspaper

stories of the murder of Augie
Klauss, the 6- er baron?”

“I never read newspapers,” said
Dr. Karasc.

“This man was shot at one-thirty-
five A. M. in a night-club in West

Fifty-fourth Street,” said Tyler.
“The exact time that Ruth’s scream

aroused me. I am convinced that
she knew about this murder.”

“I dare say,” said Dr. Karasc.

“And the —ah—the other times?"
“She was terrified,” said Tyler,

“but never knew of vhat."
“I see,” said Dr. Karasc. “Most

interesting.”
“Y’ou’lltake the case?” asked Ty-

ler.

“If I only could!” said Dr. Ka-
rasc. His little eyes were shining.
Then he shook his head, slowly, re-

gretfully. "But it is impossible.
Tonight I must go to Baltimore.
I am committed to an important
case there. A pity!”

“But Dr. Karasc!” Tyler cried.

He stopped, hesitated and went on:

“If it's a question of money—”
“Butno,” said Dr. Karasc, turn-

ing upon him a look of mild aston-

ishment “Do you think that a mere

matter of money— Have Inot told

you that Iam committed?"

“I can't tell yen how disappointed
I am,” said Tyler heavily. “I'd set

my heart on you, as the one man in

your field.... I—l certainly thought
you'd be interested.”

(To Be Continued)
CwrtfhU**» th* M'-rai!
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worked on my most important cases.

That is all.”

“He could—consult with you by

telephone?” asked Tyler.
“Yes,” said Dr. Karasc.

“Then he will do," said Tyler.
"Very good,” said Dr. Karasc. He

regarded Tyler thoughtfuly.
“One thing.” he continued. “I

think it advisable that you—ah—-
let him find things out for himself,
eh? 1 think you should—ah —tell

him only the girl’s background. Ah

—not the details of the—ah—the —

shall we say peculiar manifesta-

tions. He has cars—and eyes. Let

him use them, eh? Then he will

have no preconceived—ah—notions

distinguished-looking, in his way, as

the house itself.
“Mr. Benson,” Nat said. “I be-

lieve Mr. Tyler is expecting me?

The butler nodded, und led him

into an old-fashioned living-room on

the parlor floor, seated him and van-

ished silently. Nat glanced about

him curiously. It was a noble old

room, high-ceilinged, a room with

a much-Hved-in atmosphere. Nat

liked the soft, heavy rug, the big

period chair in which he sat, the

massive old furniture, the mellow

?rand piano. He relaxed, felt com-

crtable, almost at home.

In a moment a tall, sparely-built
man of middle years, clad in dress-

wt i
Vw"

“It is the case of my—daughter," he said.

about the case. He will come to it

freshly, cleanly, no?”
Tyler nodded. “He will come—-

immediately?" he asked anxiously.
“He returns from a case in Bos-

ton tonight,” said Dr. Karasc. “I

shall have left before he arrives.

But I shall leave a message. . . .

And in the morning—”
“But couldn't he—couldn’t he

come tonight!” asked Tyler.
Dr. Karasc nodded slowly. “As

you wish,” he said. “Tonight, then.”
• « • »

Nat Benson pulled his eoat closer
about his throat as he turned off

Fifth Avenue and faced the iey
blast of wind which blew down East

Seventy-ninth Street. At the cor-

ner of Madison he stopped for a

moment under a street lamp and

looked at his watch. It was five

minutes after midnight A strange

hour to go out on a case! But it

was like old Doc to shoot him out

like this with that cryptic little

massage.
He pulled the slip of paper from

his pocket and stared at it again.
It read:

“Please report to Mr. Daniel Ty-
ler-—East Seventy-ninth Street, im-

mediately on return. Utmost ur-

gency. You have an opportunity to

discover something that may be of
revolutionary importance — that

j may affect the whole course of hu-

man relations.—Karasc.”

Nat’s eyes brightened. This was

somethin.** to look forward to! He

confirmed the address again, and

plunged on into the wind. Presently
he began to scan the house numbers.

It was an excellent neighborhood,
m'«tly of new buildings. Ah, there

was the house! He gazed up at an

imposing old house, distinguished,
alo.-f, aiistocratic among the shiny
new apartment buildings.

It was dark except for a beam of

light from the window of the parlor
floor. Hs mounted the broad curv-

ing steps and pressed the button.

The bell was answered, a fter a mo-

ment, by a -wnite-haireJ butler, aa

ing-gown, appeared. His strong,
high-boned face, framed under a

great mans of white hair, was im-

mediately illuminated by a charm-

ing, friendly smile.

"Ah, Mr. Benson," he said, in •

rich, grave voice. “I am Danic.

Tyler.”
Nat admired the thin, high-

bridged nose, the finely-chiseled
features, the patrician quality of

the man’s whole bearing as he ad-
vanced toward him across the room,

hand outstretched. He gave an odd

impression of both delicacy and

power, an impression strengthened
when Nat grasped his hand, a

smooth, almo«t soft hand, flexible,
with incredibly long, tapering fin-

gers, and then felt its firm, strong
clasp.

“I’m giad to see you,” Tyler said

warmly. “It was good of you to

come at this hour. Please sit down.”
Nat sank back into the great

chair and returned Tyler’s apprais-
ing glance with a smile. The man

coughed deprecatingly.
“Forgive the—scrutiny,” he said.

“But this is—a very delicate case,

you see. And I—”

“I understand,” said Nat quietly.
“Now, hadn't you better tell me just
what this 'delicate case’ is?"

Tyler looked at him steadily,
thoughtfully, for a moment.

“It is the case of my—daughter,”
he said.

“A mental case ?" Nat asked sym-

pathetically.
“No, no.” said Tyler quickly.

“That is—don’t think that she is at

all deficient, mentally. On the con-

trary—”
He paused, and Nat raised puz-

zled eyebrows but said nothing.
“It's—well, it is a mental case, of

course, to a certain extent," Tyler
went on. “What I mean is, my

daughter is not at all unbalanced.
You understand?"

Nat did not, but he nodded

gravely.
(To Be Continued)
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MARKETREPORTS
DAILY REPORT OF LOCAL

AND FOREIGN MARKETS

Brady's Market for Decatur, Berne,

Craigville. Hoagland and Willshire.

Close at 12 Noon.

Corrected March 30.

No commission and no yardage.
Veals received Tuesday, Wed-

nesday, Friday and Saturday.

100 to 120 lbs 9.40

120 to 140 9.60

140 to 160 lbs 10.10

160 to 330 lbs.„ 10.50

230 to 270 lbs 10.00

270 to 300 lbs 9.80

300 to 350 Iba — 9.60

Roughs 8.50

iStaga — 6.50

Vealers -
10.25

Ewe and wether lambs 9.50

Buck lambs .........——
8.50

Yearling lambs— 4.75

INDIANAPOLIS LIVESTOCK

Indianapolis. Ind., Mar. 30.—(U.P.) '
—Livestock:

Hogs. 6,000; holdovers, 76; mod-

erately active; mostly steady; 160-

225 Ibe.. »10.70-» 10.80; early top.

*10.85; best held higher; 225-360

lbs., >10.45-310.60; 260-300 lbs.,

310.05110.30; 300-400 lbs.. 39 50-

3990; 130-160 lbs.. 310-310.50; 100-

130 lbs., $9.25-39.75; packing sows,

38.75 $9.50 mostly.

Cattle. 1,600: calves, 700; open-

ing trade slow; undertone weak

to 25c lower on steers and heifers;
calves around steady; bulk of

steers, $7.25-$8.25; talking around

SB-$S on heifers: beef cows, $5.50-

$6 50; low cutters and cutters,

$3.75-15; vealers mostly steady;

good to choice, $10.50-$! 1.

Sheep. 1.500; lambs strong to

10c higher; fed westerns, $10.35

down; sheep scarce.

FORT WAYNE LIVESTOCK

Fort Wayne, Ind.. Mar. 30.—(U.R)
—Livestock:

Hogs, 5c lower; 1601S0 lbs.,

$10.75; 180-200 lbs., $10.65; 200-225

lbs., $10.65; 225-250 lbs
,

$10.45;

250-275 lbs. $10.30; 275-300 135..

$10.20; 300-350 lbs., $9.95; 140 160

lbs.. $10.20; 120 140 lbs.. $9.90; 100-

120 lbs.. $9.65.

Roughs, $9; stags. $7.25.

Calves, $10.50; lambs, $9.75.

CLEVELAND PRODUCE

Cleveland. 0.. Mar. 30.—|U.PJ —

Produce:

Butter, steady; extras, 34c; stan-

dards. 33Vsc.

Eggs, steady; extra firsts, ISUc;

current receipts, like.
Live poultry, firm; heavy hens,

5% lbs., and up. 24c; ducks, spring.
5 lbs., and up, 24c; ducks, small,

20c.

Potatoes, (100-lb. bags), Ohio,

$1.5051.75; poorer, $1.40; Maine,

$252.25; 15-Ib. bags. 35e; Idaho.

$2.15-$2.25; 50-lb. box. $2.35; 10-lb.

bags. 25-27 c; Michigan, $1.60-1.65;
Wisconsin, $165“!.75; Florida,

new No. 1, $2.50-32.75 crate; No. 2.

$2.50-32.60.

EAST BUFFALO LIVESTOCK

East Buffalo, N. Y., Mar. 30.-

(U.R)—Livestock:

Hogs, receipts, 2.000; active and

steady; bulk desirable 150-240 lbs.,

averaging 220 lbs down, $11.25;
240-260 lbs., butchers. $10.83-11.10;
somewhat plain 190-250 lbs., $10.85-

$11.15.

Cattle, receipts, 2,000 including

800 Canadians, lower; quality plain;

choice, 1,1501 b. steers. $10.75;
good offerings. $5.25-$9.75; bulk

medium and short feds, including

most Canadians. $7.26-38.25; cows

and bulls active, steady: butcher

cows to 36.25; low cutter and cut-

ter cows. $3.85-35; medium bulls.

$5.60-36; light weights around $5.

Calves, receipts, 900; vealers ac-

tive: steady; good to choice,

$11.50.

Sheep, receipts, 3,500; lambs

strong, good to choice woolskins.

$10.75 to mostly $10.85: similar

grades short fed lambs, $8.50-8.85;
aged ewes to $6.

CHICAGO GRAIN CLOSE

May July Sept.
Wheat 97 .87% .86%
Corn ,60't .60% .60%

Oats 25% .26% .26%

Corrected March 30.

No. 1 New Wheat, 60 lbs. or

better 90c

No. 2 New Wheat, 58 lbs 89c

Oats 18 to 19c

Good Dry No. 2 Yel. Soy Beans 68c

New No. 4 Yellow Corn,

100 lbs 53 to 66e

Rye 45c

CENTRAL SOYA MARKET

Dry No. 2 Yellow Soy Bcana
..

68c

(Delivered to factory)

o

WANTED

WANTED to Buy—Turkey gobb-
ler. Mrs. Grant Owens, Decatur

route 4. 76k3tx

WANTED — Single man to worK

on farm 4 miles north Decatur
ou road 27. 77-3tx
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