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Freedom at Last
When Sir John went to the drawing
room in search of Lucy, he found her

sitting there, strained and waiting.
She sprang up as he came in, asking:

“Well?” on a sharp note of anxiety.

“Lucy, dear, he's terribly broken
.up. . . . He's a fine boy at heart,
fuey, . . . I could wisn that things
were, " He broke off. evidently
tremendously wrung by the emotion
he liad seen In Lee and felt himsélf,

“I must. go to him, dad,” cried Lucy;
her lips quivering, She started
for the door, but he stopped her.

“Lucy, he . . . he asked me not to
let you go to him. . . . He doesnl
want to see you, dear, . . "

She turned and faced him, her eyes
wide and full of pain.

“He asked you . ? Dad, is that
true . . . Y He really doesn't want
to see me?" There was a cry in those
words that Sir John missed.

““Yes, he said that, and, Lucy, he
meant it Come home with me
now, ~darling. .o I8 PORRY
L s pdd i

The anxiety and wretchedness of the
next few were awful. Luey
couldn’t sleep for wondering what Jim
was doing How he was, and
what he was thinking and planning.

And she could not think out
anything clearly, all this put
her into such a state of econfusion,
One thought contradicted another.
Oneé emotion was at wur with the next,
She endured four days of it, and then
went to the flat in an endeavor to see
him, v

There, to her complete amazement,
she found Perry St. Abb. Jut. she
did neot find Jim;

“He's gone away,” St. Abb told her.
“He went yvesterday, and [ don't know
where, Nor when he’ll be back.™ °

days

because

“fast.

“Perry " she cried, looking at him

with wide, tragic eyes, “He . . he |
hasn't gone . fdr . for. good, |
has he? : : !
T %No, of course not,” he soothed her,
“That isn't like him, is it?"

“Oh, I\'!u:.! know!. 1 don't knu\\
Everything's so . . . confusing
She swallowed  back the: tears Hu\l
were threatening Then: “Pervy, |
what made you -come back to him? |
Had you heard * She broke off, |

“Not until he 1d me,” he answered
“l hac hign -ty on my conscience. |
I'd judged and deserted him. 1 felt |
that I'd ratted; and that's far from
being a Jolly feeling. What you sald |
the. day [ left,- haunted a good
deal. -So I_~ e -hack two days i
He thought I'd - heard of his offici: ‘
exoneration, but {1 hadn't heard. a
syllable of |t wr- of his imprison-

ment or anything I. just eame | fears had obscared from
back because I'd realized that I'd con- | ing she had not been sure
demned him, knowing nothing. . . . l"! of, since she. had last seen him,
dou't I the Linforths business [ . “Yoy love me, Jim; don't you?' she
but 1| understand ft, | 3 St. | asked softly, her lips curved to the |
Abb's young, engaging fdce was very | tenderest imaginable smile. He stood
serious: his volce intensely earnest mnr.-xlxh'\“' for the space of a breath,
It was, perhaps one of the longest') then turned away and put the length
speechés he'd ever made in' all his life. | of the room between them before he |
- He seemed to become aware of | fuced her again and said; {
that, and smiled a tonch self-con- | “Yes. "
sciously as he added, ‘with 8 hint of | “I ‘Jove you, too” she answered.
the old airiness: . “So | suggested that | There was silence again. Then;:

{ |
again,. A |

if he wanted a Man Friday
was ready to and spread my‘
footprints all this highly  pol- |
lished dat of his . . . what?™ A

A little laugh jarred from her, It {
was 4 great relief to him to hear it
The pLg:m of her pale, strained face:
the sound of her lifeless volce, cut |
him badly. }

“As for his being away now,” he
added cheerfully, *I don't honestly |
think it means much. Just that he
wiinted to be by himself . . . out of
town. . . . Or something. . . . Real-
1y, you mustn't worry about that, .

“No," she sald, as bravely as she
could. “I suppose | mustn't. It's a
Mtile difficult, sometimes, 2 She
stopped, and caught’ a ‘sharp little
breath. Then added, in a new tone:
“Did he mention Jocelyn?"

“Not in detail. But enough to make
me think she'd been busy in her own
rather infernal way. [ saw her yes-
terday and had a talk with her. It
was a heart-to-heart, with masks well
off, I can tell you. . . "

«] shall leave It at that then. Good-
by, Perry; and . . . and thanks for
coming back to him. . . ." Her voice
shook badly, and he suddenly couldn't
trust his own. They parted in stience.

When she got back to her father,
her white face and unhappy eyes told
him that -something had happened
even before she broke out:

«Dad, he's gone. . . . He went yes-
tetdls and Perry doesn't know where
he's “000 to, nor when he'll be ‘back
or anything. . . ." Tears threatened
but she forced them back. “Oh, I, knew
I ought to have stayed with him that
day " she cried out, after a moment.
Sir John was startled. Jim had prom-
jsed not to go away without letting
him know.

Somehow, he had tloozht that he
would ‘keep his’

uuepromlsednot tohldclm. .
Nottobolt.“.‘w"- e s
Lucy, T belleve him, m i PR
He won't . .. . bolt, dear. ... . He's
domtlotmtl’-mﬂouabom. but
he'll keep his word, you'll see.”

he ~ right. Mer two
.-and then Lw Iml a

core

over

{ by the fire, elbows on knees, his head

| deep dejection. The winter afternoon
| was already going dusky, and his
bogsd head made a detail-less sil- |
houejte against the firelight.

{ saw

| mustn't let you love me,”

_nothing to do with real, waking life?

“Bless you, Perry,” she said, a shake.
of emotion in her voice. "Jnlt stick
to him.”

“You can bet your life I wiil” he.
answered genuinely. She thanked him,
and set down the receiver. Her hand.
was shaking, and hot tears were run-
ning down her face. As she turned
away, she saw her father coming
toward her with a letter in his hand.

“From Jim,” he told her. “He
doesn’t give an address but tells me
that if I want to know where he is I
can find out from St. Abb. So you see,
my dear, T was right. He hasn't . ., .
. e | R .

“What has he written to you for?"
she asked.

“About my taking qver Llnforthl.
He says that h~ is not going to have
anything more to do with it, and 1Is
arranging to make over his control
ef'ittbme . . >

“Anything more?” asked Lucy, vho
did not find the question of business
the most important one just at that
moment,

“Only that he has gone away for a
while, as he wants to think things
over, and clear his mind as to his next
steps. . .° . He has . suffered,
RS S

“Yes,” she broke out passionately,
“and we went yachting, and let it
happen!"” She caught a breath. *Dad.”
she added suddenly, “I'm going to him,
I don’t care if he said a hundred
times over that he didn't want to )
see me... . . I'm going to him. Now.
This minute, . ., . This is just break-
ing my heart, " She finished on
a faltering, tearful note, that made
Sir John say, after a moment:

“Very well, dear, if you think it
best. . . . It is your affair very much
more than it is mine, . . " %

Less than fifteen minutes later, Lucy
was in her little two-seater car, head-
ing for the Hertfor ishire house where
her disastrous honeymoon had been
spent. A sultcase, with a few neces-
saries hurriedly thrown Into it, was on
the seat beside her; and, “Daddy,” she
had said, “if he wants me to stay with
him, ‘I shall stay, » '.

When she turned into the drive, her
heart beating almost hurtingly
She pulled up at the steps, and
ran up to the door. It was fastened.
When she had rung the bell and stood
waiting to be. admitted,- she felt that
her heart must be going to suffocate
her, The mald who opened the door
was surprised to see her, but very wel-
cpming. 3

“Is Mr. Lee in?" she asked quickly.

“Yes, madam,"” the girl answered.
“He's in the drawing room, I think.

. I'll go'and teli him, , . "

Lucy stopped her:

“No, I'll go myself. Just see -
that the car is garaged, and my things
taken. to my room, -will you?" She
gave the girl her hat and 'coat, and
went along through the familiar hall
to the drawing room, opened the.door
quietly, and went in.! Lee was sitting

was

in his hands. His attitude was one of

She\ closed thé door softly, raiséed a
hand 1ty still the wildness of her heart,

ald as ste adily as she could:

and
“Jim

word, bat it brought him start-
ing up to his feet, a smotheéred cry
breaking from his lips

One

Khe came toward him slowly, half ;
shyly; but at a closer sight of his |
face, pale and ravaged with the emo- |
tional turmoil he 1 ne through,
her shyness pped f r, and she

ng that the confusion of

“I love you enough to know that I
he said,

“And T love you eénough to know
that you can’t stop me,"” she said.

He went on quickly:

“I've done some things that you
could never really overlook. Never
really forgive, Looking back,
it's like a dream, and a mighty bad
one. " He drew a deep breath,
and squared his shoulders slightly be-
fore golng on; “You may! think that
you would forgive  them. . .
But 1 don't lwliere that you ever
n-all\ could. 3

"buppose. she mld. very quietly,
“that 1 have, already?" Just for x°
fleeting moment, their eyes met across
the room. Then she added: “Or sup-
pose, rather, that I realize that it has
been a dreamand a . . . Oh, a mighty
bad one, Jim; but suppose I know
that, being a dream, it therefore has

Nothing, 1 mean, that could possibly
come between your love for me and
mine for you, if yours is anything
like as big as mine. . . . Suppose |
know all that? Doesn't it make a
difference? Suppose | realize that it
isn't a question of forgiveness at all,
but just a recognition of some-
thing . that has been and Is past
. .. ¥ Doesnt all that make a
difference? Doesn't it wipe out all
question of whether I will, or m‘t
forgive in the future?”

1 told your father that I would do
everything in my power to put things
as right .as they may beé put, for
JOU, € e o Thereuoaethhclm
give you ... "

“And that is?

“Your freedom.”

“Jim, do you renuy love ne'r' dn
asked, after a moment.

again he answered briefly:

“Yes™

“Andyetyouanoﬂermnyms
dom?¥

“Oh, Luey,” he broke out: *“I Ion
‘you enough . . mw. Sl
‘to let’ yolr go™ S .

Her voice ca to him, ver.v h'
and still, as she said: ;

“Jim, do m love me -guh

enough l‘

-self swept up close into his arms, his

 she finished for him.

mmu-famumnu

‘Then we won't be rich. We'njut
‘be—awfully happy, instead.”

He laughed unsteadily. :

“How_ could I let you? You who

have lived in the middle of money all .

your life! To say nothing of having a
mighty great heap of your own. . . .”

“I haven't got it now,” she an-
swered q . “I gave it to dad to
help G 's along a bit, so you see
I'm poor, teo. . . .” He uttered a
cry as he turned on his heel and
stared out of the window,

“So you did work against me, after
all,” he said slowly,

“Against you? No, dear. For you. I
couldn't let you, succeed. . . . Too
ghastly a defeat, really. . . . Aren't
you sure of that yourself?"

“Yes. I'm sure of it. I didn't know
that it was your money. . . . Doesn't
it set an Insurmountable barrier be-
tween us?

“Could mere money do such a thing?
Could it be powerful eilough? Besides,
on the contrary, if you are going to
be poor again, it makes us equal. . . ."”

Without turning he said:

“You are breaking down all my reso-
lution. . . . I shall have no strength
against you. . . ."

" “Yeu never should have  strength
against me, Jim.”

The rebuke was very gently made,
He turned and saw that her arms
were stretched out toward him. . . .

He came plunging across the room
to her, crying out. . . .

YLBCY. .. o LNCY. . 2 And was
on his knees bhefore her, his arms
around her girlish slightness, clinging
to her as a man might cling to his one
hope of salvation.

“Is it true, Lucy ?" he said presently,
his vpice very low and shaken. *“True
that iyou can love me after all I've
done? True that you can let me love
L TR of

“There was never anything truer,”
she answered him,

“But I've been so uanpardonable. to
you. So brutal. I've eyen tried to
cheapen your love. ... . Oh, Lucy,
that nighit at Newchester will take a |
lot of forgetting!”

She ‘raised a quick hand, and cov- |
ered hi§ mouth to stop the words,

“Jim, - when did you know first |
that . . well, that it was going. to
be awfully difficult to go on hating
me e

"Lnoklng back, I don't believe I le
ever did hate fou,” he confessed. “It |
was always easy enough to- take you
in my arms; easy enough to Kiss your
lips. Ah, God, how ashamed it |
make§ me!"

“Don’t let it.
that has been a . . . |
dream, Jim; and then, cut it out and }
begin agdin from now, . . . Put tel |
it all, so that everything is square. . . ." |

|
I

Face it, as something ‘|
mighty bad |

“I know I was just sheer mad when
you wouldn't come near me, those first
few.days. . . . I felt just utterly |
outeast, and yet fought against your |
power to make me feel so, . . . Anl |
when you told me to . . , give way
to it 2 he drew a breath, and |
added: *“You were thinking of Joce-
Iyn. I suppose.:, . >

“Yes, she'd told me that you had |
always loved ber, ., . .”

“And. me, that you had gone to
Ames! ! I. can’t tell you what that
meant to me. . . . I stood it for twao
whole ghastly days. . . .”

“And then came to me. Jim,
T don’t know whether to be angry with
her, or th.mH‘u] to her "  she
whispered. “At least she \ho\\ml me
that you loved me. o

“Luc¢y.” he said, out of a tiny si-
lance. young again. Be that
veung, sweet thing that first put her
hand 'iato’ mine, 2 That angel
thing 1 T killed with the.
telling of those awful truths . . . that
first evening, . . ."™ His voice was
badly shaken,

“How can one ever make
tion!” he cried.

“But. that's all gone by, Jim., It's
past and  done with. Reparation?
That is owing from both sides
Haven't we a big  big debt toward
you? Such a debt as can never be
paid, for we cannot bring back that |
lost three years. Ah, darling,”
she broke off to raise her hands to his
face and bring his lips to-d 18¢6l with
her own. “Let me pay” back a little.
Let me give you all I can, to wipe out
the bitter memories, . . . If oll the
love of my heart, and all the loyalty
of my life, can compensate a little,
then let them, for they  are utterly
yours. . . .” Her voice died away
tremulously,

“They are the only thlngs that can,”
he answered her. “The only things
that ean. . . ." And she found her-

“Be

repara- |

|
!
i
|
|
i
{
|
{
i

lips on hers. ., . . There was a great |
thankfulness in her heart, a zmt(
peace in her soul. . . . Out of the
darkness of vengeance she had founi
the light that a big love sheds. The
past seemed to fall away, as she stood
there, within the strong circle of his
clinging arms, sheer away into the|
mists of things that are not trua
Nightmare things, that love had sent
scattering. . . .

“I'm a free man at last, Lucy. . . .
You have set me free. Free of thm
self of hate and vengeance. . . . My
dear, there are more kinds of prison
than one. ., . .

“But none that love cannot emn-
ter. . . . It is love that has set you
free, Jim,” she sald softly.

“Love and you. . . . Do you think
the two can ever be separated in my
mind?" Her face close to his, she
saw the white gleam of his smile;
heard it, too, in his voice, and her
spirits rose happily.

He looked at her with worshiping’
eyves. . . . Then raised his head sud-
denly and laughed; a ringing, trium-
phant sound: -

“@God's in his heaven . . .” he sai&

She came to him, radiant in her hap-
piness. “All's right with the world,”

Beeluhthq-mulnndcleulyu
‘his ¥big one.

‘R:tberllltﬂetlﬂ 4 " he said,
mhliullhudtonyltele.
to her bu:, “Jut rather a litde

‘uP

5

| Shakespeare;
| tramp together across the fields while

‘a journa

{ fashioned the handsome

| novel,
| Gratz, whose lovely person and_love-
| lier deeds were well known to early

STALKY & CO.

F MASTER GIGADIBS, 'the well-

known Beetle of “Stalky & Co.”
seems discouragingly clever and un-
reasonably lucky in getting out of
scrapes to modern little boys reading
this children's classic, they have only
to realize that the Beetle grew up to
be none other than Rudyard Kipling
to understand why. His two class
mates In No. 5 Study, however, G. C.
Beresford, the McTurk of the story,
and Maj. Gen. Lionel C. Dunsterville,
Stalky himself, both have testified’
that Kipling's picture of his youthful
school days is & bit overdrawn.

Born in India, Kipling was sent to
be educated to the United Services
college at Westward Ho! in England.
Here at the age of twelve the future
author of “The Light That Failed”
and the *“Barrack Room Ballads”

| showed little .of the talent in con-

cocting real-boy escapades with which
he later credits -himself. Instead, he
spent much of his time reading at a

.prodigious rate. Though the King of

“Stalky and Co.,” a Mr. Crofts in real
life, predicted for this queer little boy
an ignominous death “in an attic, a
scurrilous pamphleteer,” others rec-
ognized his genius. Among these were
the head master and the dre who
gave him the run of the(r libraries, a
very special privilege; M¢Turk, who
describes him as a “sizzling, fizzling
literary impulse with a small boy
tacked on behind;” and.Stalky, who
finds promise in the youthful Kipling's
contributions to the College Chronicle,
of which he was also editor,
L . -

PET MARJORIE

ET MARJORIE,” Sir Walter Scott
called her, little Marjorie Flem-

i Ing who lived near him in Edinburgh,

whose whimsical personality and as-
| tonishing literary career begun when
she was six and ended by ‘her death
Just before she was nine, won her un-

| usual friends in her day and a pe-
{ culiar sort of fame ever since.

A
statue to Pet Marjoirie was set up

| 'Just last year in her birthplace, Kir-

caldy, Scotland, and she is mentioned
in the Diectionary of National Bilog-
raphy as one whose “life is probably
the shortest to be recorded in these
volumes, yet one of the madst charm-
ing characters.”

‘Marjorie Fileming was born in 1803.
When she was just turning six the
family -moved to Edinburgh and Mar-
jorie took up writing and commenced

| her famous friendship with Scott. Part

of the Waverly novels were written

| with Pet Marjorie -on the author's
knee., Sometimes she would amuse
him by reciting long passages from

at others they would
Scott's dog Malda scampered joyously
about them.

Marjorie has left us a number of

{ letters recording her childish' obser-
vations and  philosophy, an epic in
verse concerning Mary Queen of
Scots, whose royalty she upheld even

while sl"mndemnvd her morals, and

wriften between the ages of
six and eight containing more obser-
vations on life and a number of poems,
all of them recently republished for

the modern reader. Pet Marjorie died
of measles in 1811,
- .- . "
REBECCA

“H(\\\' flo you like your Rebecca?”
wrote  Sir  Walter . Scott. to

| Washington Irving in the letter accom-

panying ‘his gift of one of the first
copies of “Ivanhoe” off the press. - “Does
the Rebeceéa I have pictured here com-
pare well with the pattern given?"

“The pattern™ from which Scott
Jewess whe
figures so herouull\' in the famillar
was. & real woman, Rebeeca

Philadélphians and whose grave may
be seen today in the Mikve Israel cem-
etery on Spruce street.. Hers was a
story of star-crossed love. Born of an
aristocratic and Influential Jewish
family, well educated, a beautv ghe
was the center of one of the fost dis-
tinguished social groups of the post-
Revolutionary period. When she fell
{in love with & man of another faith
than her own, she made a costly de-
cision in favor of her family's re-
ligion, and devoted her life thereafter
to philanthropy and deeds of goodness
that doubly endenred her to all who
knew her.

Thus, it was in the arms of Re-
becca Gratz that died Matilda Hoff-
man, beloved of Washington Irving.
On a subsequent visit to Scott in Eng-
land Irving poured out his sorrow to
his friend, relating In connection with
Matilda’s death the heroic story of
Rebecca Gratz. All who know and
love the Rebecca of “Ivanhoe™” pay un-
conscious tribute to this herole girl

(©. 1332, Western Newspaper Unlon.)

“Mammy Trees” Protected
Seed trees left by a large lumber
company ‘operating in Arkansas and
Lonlsjnm have been dubbed “mammy
" by negro cutters, who zealously
gua against cutting them down.
Several large trees, previously marked
with a distingnished white streak, are
left on each acre to assure the seed-
ing in of a new crop of young trees,
according to the United States Depart-
ment ot Agriculture.

- Medal Had Come Far ;
Acoypermdnlltmckinl'&vltl
the likeness of Andre Hercules de
Fleury. French carcinal bishop and
chie minister during the early part
of the reign of Louis XV, was found
in a well near Phoenix, Ariz.

Orchardists Seek
Eight Cost Cuts

Hope for 1932 Held Out to
- Fruit Growers of
Illinois.

An eight-point program designed to
help orchardists cut their production
costs and get at least a small margin
of profit in 1982 is being pushed
throughout the state by the extension
service of the Illinois College of Agri-
culture, University of Illinois. Thirty
county schools are being held to ac-
quaint fruit growers with the eight

points.
They .are: (1) Economical spray-
ing; (2) tree thinning and culling;

(3) gross pruning instead of detail
pruning wherever possible; (4) less
cultivation; (5) use of more horse
power and less tractor power; (6)
quantity buying of materials; (7) re-
valuation of investment to lessen over-
head expense, and (8) repair, rather
than replace machinery.

Many Illinois orchards are planted
too close, which makes the work in
them expensive, according to R. S.
Marsh, horticultural extension spe-
cialist.of the college. Hence, the most
timely thing that orchardists can do is
the tree thinning and culling. Culling
out unprofitable varieties or poorly lo-
cated trees is just as necessary as re-
moving the non-layers from a poultry
flock or the low-producing cows trom
the dairy herd.

“Trees are now living longer and de-
veloping larger tops as a result of
better spraying methods and increased
use of fertilizers. “Hence, they should
have moré space and should not
crowd each other. Where trees are
planted on the square system, alter-
nate diagonal rows can be removed
with pr'-oﬂt where they are toc thick.
A 20-by-20-foot orchard would be ‘28 by

‘| 28 after diagpnal rows were removed,

or a 304y-30 orchard would be 42 by
42. Some mnew peach orchards are
now planted 28 by 28, and the recom-
mendation for apple trees has been 40
by 40 for the past 20 years.

“Several Illinois orchardists this
year are thinning and culling trees,
since last year's fruit prices and this
vear's prospects make it an easier job
then when market prices are higher.
Although this recommendation will re-
duce the acre yield temporarily, it will
increase the yield for each man-hour,
which is more economical at the pres-
ent time.” 0

Bindweed Always One of
Hardest to Exterminate

The perennial bindweed is one of
the most persistent weeds, and it Is
very difficult to kill. If one attempts

to kill it by hoeing every time it shows |

above, ground one_is usually tired do-
ing this hefore the weed is killed. _So-
dium chloride, however, works down
into “the plant, 'and will,. no doubt,
lengthen the period of new growths
above ground. Thus, it will weaken,
sooner, and, if one sprays just as soeon
as it appears each time, one should be
to exterminate it.. You might
about four ounces of so-

able
start with

dium chlorate to a gallon of. water, and |

spray this over about:one
square feet of ground, thoroughly sat-
urating. the leaves, If you find this
does not Kkill the leaves increas
strength until they are killed.
we have not heard of this weed Pw ng
eradicated, ¢ gether by. spraying, it
is worth tryir
grow so long as the sprayving was con-
tinued.—Montreal. Herald!

Terracing Made Easy

o
Terracing is such a simple, easy job
afford to let his |

Hold- |

that no farmer can
top soil wash away.
er, Grayson county,

Charles F.

Texas, had lost

most of the top strata of soil on one |

15-acre field. There were ditches dif-
ficult to cross and others that could
not Fertilizer washed

bhe crossed.

away before crops-had an opportunity

to utilize it. Mr. Holder decided to
terrace. With a. steel ditcher and four
mules, he and a. young son in five days
built a series of four terraces totaling
nearly a mile in length. The ditches
no longer interfere, washing has been

stopped and fertilizer remains on'the

field to be utilized by crops.—C
Farmer.

Live Stock on Feed

Cattle feeding in the corn belt states

s 5 per cent less than a year ago, but
8 per cent greater in .the states east of
‘the Mississippl river. Nebraska has
20 per cent less cattie on feed than’
a year ago, while the feed lots of the
western states show a Jecrease of 17
per cent.
" There were 14 per cent more sheep
on feed In the whole United States
than a year ago. The corn belt states
have a marked increase in sheep feed-
ing and the western states also show
a gain
head of sheep this year.—Nebraska
Farmer. !

Japper’s

Alfalfa

Alfalfa needs more lime than any
other common forage crop. All soils
in the East except those of limestone
origin need lime for alfaifa, and even
limestone soils, such as those in the
Shenandoah valley, are often acid at
the surface and need Mme. The form
of lime makes littié @ifference provid-

Soils that hdve
limed will usually
ton of burned lime OF its equivalent
to the acre. 4

Sa] 2

1
According to 2 t bu plletin of the
Florida experiment station, the con-
dition in cattle knowl &8 “salt-sick”
is due to deficiency of ¥l or iron and
copper in the ration. | 5 n be pre-
vented by giving the access to

mon salt,
and one

a mixture of 100 poundy
o5 pounds red oxide of
pound of finely 0 sul-
‘phate: According to theé investiga-
tors, this trouble Is the est sin-
gle cause of loss to the

try in Florida,

oun pel

Nebraska is feeding 800,000

hundred |

Potatoes could not |

i

FEW FISH ESCAPE
PURSUIT OF OTTER

Among all the animals that are
good fishermen, there is probably
none more capable than the otter.

- You can often locate him by finding

broken shells of shellfish, of which
he seems to be especially fond. He
leaves the scattered fragments of his
meal on the banks of streams and
lakes and among the rocks.

The coat of the otter is of brown

Now keepnose
open all nightt

Use this cream—You breathe
freely—Catarrh disappears

Inuldeu than a mmutitthemd :
passagesclear up
= ' CREAM BALM

Do you want the secret of such
vitality? It isn’t what you eat, or
any tonic you take. It’s something
anyone can do—something you can
start today and see results in a
week! All you do is give your vital
organs the right stimulant.

A famous doctor discovered tbo
way to stimulate a sluggish system
to new energy. It brings (mh Vlgot
T et

g_lucnptwn. it's quite h
ell your Cnldwﬁst y?:xlmt a bo(t;t::

fur, and it is so valuable that, in or- m;‘:no‘uy’s  freely and &

der to prevent men from taking it | yeep your{o ead clear for at least 10

from him, as he prefers to wear it| hours. This fragrant, soothing anti-

himself, he hides away near secluded | ~septic is the best thing you can use

lakes or water courses far from any | forkeeping the nose clear, for relieve

place where men live, He is almost | ing head colds and Catarrh. It pepe-

twice the size of the mink, being often trates and clears up every air passage 5
in the head, soothes the inflamed or

40 inches long, and looks something | cwoien tissue and brings instant re-

like a seal when he is parfly out of | [Jief] Tryit. Sold by i

water and his wet fur gleams in the - - e

sun. Modern Help

This clever fisherman is the cham-| Lady (at employment agency)—
plon of the fishing veterans who wear | Have you your references with you?
fur. No fish is too swift for him. Cook—Yes'm! have you?
Whereas the mink prefers to take his
fishing easily, the otter dives, swims ! =
or floats after his prey. He is an ex- Pure BIOOd was
pert swimmer and can dart about un- : ’
der the water with wonderful speed,
so0 that no fish has much of a chance Rundown, Nervous
when he goes fishing. He always = o
catches his fish, m&“‘:’:!";ﬂll“!-srl

Another wuter dweller who some- | piarce’s Golden
times get credit as a fisherman, but | Medical Discov-
lives on a vegetarian. diet, is the| ery. I know it to

. beaver. The beaver builds his home | be a most wonder-
sut in the water and there stores.up | ful medicine for
his winter food. He likes the bark E:“ blood and f°"
d effects of colds
of trees and these he cuts down when general
they are succulent and tender with tomc. said . Mrs.
the sap. He gathers enough to tide | Rose Dayis, of 306 South Sth St.
him over the winter time, and lives “Dr. Pierce's Favorite Prescri
on his hoard, leaving the fish, strange- tion, too, benefited me wonderf|
when I was rundown, weak and ner-
1y enough, strictly alone. vous from woman's ailment. I would
bamera s o ko advise any one to try these remedies.”
Double Purpose Served Fluid or tablets. All druggists. i
in Odd Statue Designs | , 7oy 500 5,00l 5o ..'...':f-

On a nobleman’s estate in Silesia | Clinie in Buffale, N. Y.
there is a collection of some of the e A s L
most curious statues in the world. 16 thiw: must ;»e cletad & vany mi‘
The statues are carved in linden N o th IS ll ; pl-) y
wood and are slightly more than life e to see the designing lady thrown
size. They comprise a considerable contémptuously aside.
number of figures, which include the | — SRR SR T, B ST
12 Apostles, a few saints, peasant COLDS
women and even a figure represent-
ing the former. lord of the manor. UB Musterole well into your chese
who is .seen with his arm linked Rand throat—almost instantly you
through that of a soldier comrade. feel easier. Repeat the Musterole-rub

All of the statues are hollow and 0:03 0': hour in' ve hours « « «

0 e is beehiv % en- whata g onous relie
n c: g rht?sn: of the fizures pro.| . Those good old-fashioned cold reme- s

&t b gures o dies—oil of mustard, menthol, camphor
viding for the entrance and exits of _;remmdwuho(hervaluablemgredl'
the honey-gathering insects. ents in Musterole to make it what doc-

The records of the manor show that | tonc;lla“countef-lﬂ’lﬂﬂlt” because
the first of the wooden statues was | it gets action and is not ;ust a salve.
put in place in the year 1600.—Phila- ftlvfﬂﬂﬂ‘;‘h 3["""“(‘“‘“‘"‘::‘ :’J&c_

i Cll’(l.l ation an elps to dra
delphia Record Sunday Magazine, o g Lsfd bg mllllons for 20 ¢
5 . years. Recommended
Engine Governs Speed and nurses. All dru ut:.

If a man will but build an engine To Mother.t— usterole is also
powerful enough there is nothing to | mmade in milder form for babies
keep him from flying at a speed” of and:mallchildreﬂ. Askjor Chﬂo
1.00Q0 niiles a hour, believes Squad- : dren’s Mi
ron Leader A. H. Orlebar, captain of
the Schneider cup team, members of
which have already flown in excess TE
of 400 miles® gn=hour. :“Flying at
high speeds is a perfectly wonderful
sensation,” he “swid. . “But  there T
really IS no big thrill. There is 8 | —— —_—
much bigger thrill in tobogganing or A statesman. “with his ear to the
skiing. If somebody will design the ! ground may hear only all footsteps
engines there is nothing in the hu- | geparting.
man  element to prevent airplanes
reaching a speed of 1,000 miles an |~ 2 B o P R
g Do You Get

Store With a History

One of the oldest: stores in Phila- | :
delphia is this year celebrating its BILIOUS ? —:f
one hundred and eighty-first anniver: | A -
sary. It is a little gunsmith shop TrACKS A‘
and “was t?r<t opened for business in |  Constipation will upset & —

1751. The site was ori iily sold your entire system and bring on dyspep-

l‘n\‘ William l' nn in 1684 and Wil- sio,nmousnessondIc:kofp_op.Com-

iam Drinker erecteill a building in mon as it is, many people neglect this
.\.mh the first white child born In :ﬁ::‘::"‘:L?;::g;"z;":‘lry‘:;I?:: >

the: Quaker:colony was bora, - importance of keeping bowels open.

: The easy, safe remedy is Dr. Morse's

Up-to-Date Ducks Indian Root Pills, made of pure herbs

Miry’s mother raised a large flock and roots. They not only cleanse but
of wilk ducks this year. One windy also regulate. At all druggists.
day they all took to the air. Mary
never had seen them on the wing be- {_{m DrM 9
fore and ran to her mother, saying, , ﬂ Orses
“Oh, look, mother. Our ducks all R@T plLLs
have airplanes!™ leAN

Mild & Gentle Laxative

Man has his troubles the same as -
woeman, but he has less to say about Some men talk more religion in ten
them. minutes than they practice in tem

years.

Improving the world consists in 2 _————
per cent of dénurciation and 98 per The old seadogs we read so much
cent action. : about are probably mast-stiffs,

i 2 -
Stronger than He Was at Twenty
g oo : 3
# ¢
XFI'YFIVErundd.andsu‘ll poison so long as it is permitted to
going strong remain in the system.

'The new eni men and women
 feel before one bollze of Dr. Caldwell's
syrup pepsin has been used up is -
proo,;zry much the system needs
this help.
Get a bottle of this . delicious
syrup and let it end that constant
about the condition of-the
Spare the chil 0s8
bxhous days that make them
able. Save your household from the
use of cathartics which lead
chronic: constipation. And gmrd
against au to-intoxication
grow older. |
Dr. Caldwen'l
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as you
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