me of he could marry you. I sent him
packin’ mighty qulck.” He turned to
pgo and then looked hack. “1 dumno

f

A BIRD-CALL.
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N on the gurdens fair and stately,
<l h.dsu and arbors rare;
.? in the palace hush’'d medatoly-

ingg aslesp In his cushloned ohilr

¢ nodding ond lords bent overi—

eaking the silence, far and sweet,
pwonl-tweet-tweet!" pamg a bird In the

clover, -

Warm winds blew It across the wheat!

Princans Marioline, falr and rosy
Bun a-fleck on heér golden hewl
Boow!'d nt hier lessons dull and pros
“ohat Dind's happy!™ shé softl
Wodded the grim duennn, sleeping;
Eyes that gow nol, nor edars that heard;

Bwiftly the Hitle princes, ereaplng,
¥led, ut the onll of & vagrant bird!
Dawn by hodgon and beds of myrtia,

Tearing im il frills pslde;
greon under kirtle,
and haly blown wide

ol '.1r.|| the brown bhrook's

nhoof dimpled foat]

Then by the woond-track, following nftor,
Ted by the bird's song, “Bweet, oh,
sweetl’
wt thm the bitfeh-holes treading
lightly, g
Brown, and barefoot, and half nfen ()
“whome and play!™ cail'd the  prinesss
brightly,
May witt o the o

thiey w
r thia

Never » i fre

Black brend dipn'd in the creamy

Hghted palace T
nnd seann'd w

Rout In the
Bearch'd
place;

svel'd
18 the lordly
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IN THE BIOGRAPH.

What Old Abner Carter Learned at the Moving Picture
Show.

(W. R. Rose in Cleveland Plain Dealer.)
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The last man on earth to admit that
Abner Carter lived a narrow lite
wottld have been Abner Carver himself,
That was an admirable form of proot
of his narrowness; All his B4 years
of eoxistence hud been passed on 8
farm in a4 Vermont township not far
from thoe Canadinn lne, He was two
miles from the nearest village :an-'a‘_
a tiny village it was—and eleven miles
from the nearest rallway, He sold his
produce In the village to buyers wio
were understood from far-
away Burlington and that two miles
radive eficloged his little world |

There hnd been talk of ;1|'.'-l|',i'T‘|
rallway, the line to tnke in the village
on fts way to Montreal. Abner Carter
had resented this proposed intrusion.
The villnge had done very well with.
out n rillway for n century and more,
A rallway meant smoke and smudee,
and noise and cntile killed and maim
ed, and depot loafers. He liked the
rallway still less when o good look-
fng young surveyor at work on the
eoming route zaw Sylvin Carter in the
Jane beside the Carter homestead, Syl
via was protty, very pretty and smart,
too—and Abner Carter was proud of
her beneath the shell that hid his
emotioms,

Well the raliway didn’t come—It
may have been all & financial binff, hut
the survevor kept on coming and one
day the good looking young fellow
faced him.

ar, Carter,” he sald, "l want yon
to give me Sylvin”

Abner Onrter's face grew hard

1 Coome

“When Sylvit marties,” he  aaid,
“she's goln' to marry some steady

young feller who was raised in this
nelghborhood—an’ 1t'll be a young fel-
ler that Sylvy knows an' 1 know.”

“I'm a little sorry,” sald the younsg
man, “that 1 wasn't ralsed in  this
pelghborbood, but that can't be helped
now. I'm generally cousidered a pret-
ty good fellow, as it I, and my pros-
pects are excellent. There's a fine po-
sition walting for me In New York—
assistany englncer in a big railway of-
flece—and 1 want Sylvia to go with
m-"

Abner gcowlad ominously

*You can't have ber," he snarled,

The young man drew a deep breath.
*Then it's up to Sylvia,” he sald and
turned away.

“You get off these premises as quick
as you kmow how,” the angry Abmer
roared after him.

Then he stormed into the house.

“Sylvy,” he cried, “that jackampes
of a chaln toter has just been askin’

what foolishness vou've got in your
head.” he sald, “but you'd better get
#t out a8 quick as yon know how. You
have good s promised to  Cyrus
Roundtree's boy an' you'll marry him
or nobody. If you was to go so far
as to take up with this engineerin’
toafer T'd never want you to dhrken
these doors again an’ 1I'd never want
to hear your name any more.” And he
stalked away heavily and expended his
surplus energy in viclous attacks on
the woodpile,

Sylvin's protty face had turned very
white and her heart beat hard and
fast, but she held her temper and
mande no reply.

That night she ran awny with Rich-
ard Merriam and her name was men
ed no more in the old homestend.
A year later Abner Carter recelved
a latter.

At the top of the sheot was a street
and number and the letter was dated
4n New York. The message it bore
was 8 briel one, written in a weak
and waving hand.

“Dear father,” it began, “I am the
mother of a baby girl. Her name is
Bylvia. 1 wanted you to know about
my great happiness, Bylvia."

Toreh-1t ?uu, and malds dlahnrl'n
Track'd the princess by scraps of lace!

¥Every hour of dark she numberd-
Grim duenna—with terror wild;

Whila ever the princess calmly slumberd
On the straw with the cotter's child!

Connsal'd at morn the lords together;
Paced the monarch on restless feet.
(Far away, from the grass and hedther,

Kehoed  the bird’s song, “'Swoeel, oh,
Bweat!')
Suddon a tumult—guards gnid pages,
Tom green kirtla and golden hair;
“Punish! the ol duenna mges
Shrleks the princess: *“You
l‘l!'l"“

will not

“Bue T fove har! We play'd togethori™

Smnll white palm  Into  bhrown  one
st yed]

(Bepred, ke eattle In hempen tether,

Siood the hinds and their  bapefoot
maid)

"Kind  they ‘were when 1 wandar'd

thitier
T8 It by bonide such debin we pay?
Wicked pages, to hale them hither!
I'm to blame, for—1 ran away!”

Twinkled the king's eyes, laughter-
lndens
setold and fresdom foe them,'' quoth he,
“Sinee they have hous'd  this  wilful
maidan
Whe hath flouted my house and me."
Kieg'd nnd tweak'd In A breath ahn
wWini'es,
“This for penance, my tricksy
Listen—whispar: your fnthef, pri s,
Did the very same thing himeelf!”

E, Vinlon Blake, In 8t Nicholas,
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the Carter farm as iy had been moy-
ing for sixty years more. Abner toil
od nnd saved and steadily added to his
carthly treasure and his nelghbors
looked upon him as a solld member
of the scattered community,

Ten years had passed when he heard
from Sylvia again

The letter was also from New York,
it It bore the name of another striet
nnd nnother number.

“Dear father,” he slowly read alond,

“I'am writing o t2ll you that our It-
tle Syvivin, who has heen very, very il
is going to get well. For hours wae
thought we had lost her. And when
the doctor andd just now that the dan
ger was passed my mother heart cried
out to your father heart, and so [ am
writing to tell you this wonderful, this
blessed news. Sylvia”
Abner stared at the letter for a long
time, Then ho slowly folded it and
put it in the envelop and tucked it he-
hind the old elght-day clock on the
mantal,

Then he sap looking into the fire-
place for a long time,

“Guess I'm gettin® 0ld,” he said pres.
ently, He ran hf hand through his
thick gray hair. “Too much thinkin'
ain't good for a man,” he muttered.

"More work s what T need. Lemme
read that letter agaln.' ‘He rose up
and stretched out his hand. “No. 1|

won't. There's no use getting harried
up again. It sounds stradght, 1 re.
member 1 felt a goad deal llke thal
when Sylvy had dipthery. Down on
my knees | was up there behind the
bed prayin® that old Dr., Bingham
would see a change for th' bhetter, An’
when he cime to me an' whispered
thers was a chanee for her 1 folt like
gettin® out in the back lot an" yellin®,
She was only five then,” He pansed

“Seen 'em yet?

“Nope, I ain’t seen 'em myself, but
my folks think they're mighty inter
estin’, Feller is doing pretty well, too,
I'm told—'specially Saturdays.'

“Chlid's play, ! puess,” growled Ab-
ner Carter ns he turned away.

He was in no hurry to return home.
He strolled along the street in an aime
lees way.

This was o changed Abner Carter.
He was uneasy and unsettled. He
wouldn't admit i, but the letter be-
hind the old clock on the mantel had
shaken him a good deal,

He wallked by the moving pleture
theatre and stared at the lithographs
as he passed. He had been thinking
too much lately, He needed some-
thing to get his mind away from that
—that siuff about a father's heart. A
cheap trick to eateh his sympathy, per
haps. No, no, He wouldn’t believe
it. Sylvie meant it—every word of it
Sylvin—it was his mother’s name and
for years he had bharred it even from
his thoughts.

He turned and walked back and
then, half antomatically, found him-
gelf pushing a nickel along the glass
shelf before the girl in the ticket
booth and a moment later was in the
dark auditorium. He stumbled to a
goat and presently grew nccustomed to
the novel surroundings. One of the
films was nearing the end as  he
renched his seat, and when he looked
up ut the stage the next series was
riunning.

From the first it held Abner Carter’s
attention. He forgot the noveity, the
mechanism—it was all real to him,

The story told by the film was a
simple one. An old farmer, a stern
olil man, harsh and grizzled, had an
only son, a fine young fellow, smart
and active, This Ind was very dear
to his father, although the old man
made few demonstrations of affection,
It appeared that he decided the boy
shonld marry Dora, an  estimable
voung woman, a relative of one of the
family. But the boy fell in love with
the mald, a pretty girl who helped
with the honsehold duties, and braved
his father for the pretty girl's love.
And the hard okl man turned him
from his door. So William, with his
head high went away with the pretty
maid and they were married and lived
very humbly, William finding employ-
ment in a quarry.

014 Abner Carter watched this ple-
ture story with a wondering Interest,
finding no trouble in following It

A ehild was born to William and his
wife, and while it was still a babe wik
fiam, hurt in an accident, waa Lbrought
to the 'tile cottage dead. The old
farmer, etill hardening his  heart,
would not wsit the stricken home—
and threw aside the pitiful letter his
son's wife wrote him. But Dora, who
had loved William, went to the hum-
ble home and brought such comfort as
she could. And then she thought of
a way to soften the farmer’s heart.
She took the biaby boy from the moth-
er and 1aid him in the cornfleld where
the farmer would see him, But the old
man's heart was etill hardened and
his words were btter when he found
the boy. Then Dorm ran back and
tald the poor little wife what had hap-
pened.  And the heart of the mofher
swelled with outraged love and dig-
nity end ehe ran swiftly, with Dom
following, to bring back her child,
And 16! when they neared the house
they saw the old man playlng with
the child and holding him to his hard
old breast and crying over him. And

a moment. “l wonder how they're fix.
“That husband

ed?" he slowly said.

~ Where clay bound souls
Kre pagsing forward tow

From primal being unto

Before his footsteps lo

Shall find us greater for

of hers didn't look llke anythin' of a
saver, an' [ wouldn't ke the child to
suffer—an’ me here with plenty.” He
pushed back the old rocker. “Abner
Carter,” he harshly said, “you're an
old fool."

Two days later he was in the village
with @ load of produce. As he drove
up Main street he heard the sound of
musle. He looked around. The mu-
sle eame from one of the stores along
the way. The store front was paint-
el white and there were pictures on It
and a slgn in gilt letters over the aoor-
way. The sign bore the words “Al-
hambra.”

_The old man drove up lo the gen-
eral store,

“hWWwat's that show place up .th'
gtreet with th’ music? Le presently
asled the proprietor,

“Movin' pictures,” the latter replied.

“Panoramy ?”

“Nope. People move in ‘em same

| when he saw the two women he beck-
| oned to them and they came nearer

OUR OPPORTUNITY.

Life is 80 short, 'twore well, it seems to me,
To look upon it as o breathing space

may recognize sheir grace
ard eternity,

"Tis but one ‘chance in all the darkened way

man's estale,

Wherein the Bgo can consult with fate

oblivion stray.

Here, on this planet, we at least can trace
Our varied paths since so called, life, began;
Here we may join fish, reptile, banst and man
And, sans all knowledge of our future place,
So shape our actions that another sphere
our sojourn here.
L. 8. wWaterhouse
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and noted how bhroken he was, and
then he openeidpils heart and arms
and his home to them and to his son’s
child,

Old Abner Carter rose up when the
little story was ended and stumbled
Into the open alr, He dimly noticed
on & lithograph eheet at the door as
he went out, that one of the fiims ii-
lustrated Tennyson's “Dora,” but he
knew nothing of Teanyson-—and be-
sides lis eyes smarted.

He hurried back to the tavern sta-
l:lee and got his team and drove home.

The next morning he was busy with
a sheal of papers and later came to
the village and visited the bank. In
the afterncon he took the stege for
Burlington.

The next morning with his frayed

address at the top of the sheet,
he asked a blg policeman where
house was. The officer looked at him

| euriously.

“Straight out this street,” he said,
“Just two miles If you want the walk."”

“I'l1 walk,” said the old man and he
stopped off briskly.

He had gone n mile perhaps when he
declded to cross the street, A curlous
buliding drew him to & closer view,

He was still a lttle dazed by the
bustle and roar of the city.

As he stepped from the eurb a shrill
volee warned him. He  blundered
ahead and was swiftly bowled over by
an automobile.

A policeman renched him almost in-
glantly and the aulomobile driver
gtopped his mochine and quickly ran
back. They lifted the old man to his
feet and held him up. He bhad been
knocked down, not run over, and his
head had been bumped by the fall,
He wasn’t hurt, he told them,

“Hospital?" the automobile
whispered to the policeman,

The keen old ears heard him,

“This is where 1 want to go,” he
murmured as he fomblingly brought
out Bylvin's address. The driver and
pollceman looked at it

“Relatives?” the driver asked.

“Daughiter,” the old man answered,

“I'll have him there in balf a min-
ute,” snld the driver. "Help me get
him to the machine”

It was a brisk and brief ride, but
the old man took no note of it. The
gray head toppled back ngainst the
cushions and the dim eyes closed. In
a stupld way he wns dimly consclous
that he was being bhelped up many
steps and then he lost all consclous-
ness,

He awoke with the sunshine stream-
ing into the room, a beantiful room,
high #nd shining. His head ached a
Httle, but he fely refreshed and keen
and even hungry. As his head turned
an the soft plilow he saw that he was
not alone, A child was gitting by the
bedside, a girl whose smiling blue eyes
met his wondering gaze, n girl whose
slender fingers were twined about his
brown old hand.

"Are vou awake, grandpn.” the child
softly asked. "I'm 8ylvia, vou know
—your little nurse. And you are 1o
take a drink from the ginss ns soon
as you wake up—that’s what Dr. Van
Gorder said. Let me help you." Hold-
Ing the glass in one hand she clam:
bered carefully on the bed, Then
slipping a round arm under the gray
fiead she put the glass to Auner's
lips.

“Why, grandpa she sald, “you're
crying! Does your poor head huort
you g0? 11 eall mamma—she's walt-
ing at the door. Mammal!”

And Sylvia eame—so much ke the
old Sylvin—and ran to him and put
her arms abont him and softly smooth-
ed his gray hair,

“I'm so glnd you've come, father”
she gently sobbed.

“Sylvy,” sald the old man In 8
hoarse whisper, “bow are you fixed?
Are vou comfortable? Can Richard
support you? Tell your old father th’
truth—'canse he's got enough for you
all”

Then Sylvin laughed and cried to-
gether and hugged him again.

“Yes, yes, father, we have every-
thing we could want—now that we
have you. And here's Richard to say
good morning.”

Richard, looking a good deal older
and a lttle careworn, suddenly mp-
peared, and nothing conld have ex-
ceoded the friendliness of his greeting.

“We'll soon have yon wup and
around and taking In all the sights,
father,” he cordially cried, “And what
do you want to see firat?"

A whimsical look rested on the
wrinkled face.

“Do you have any of those movin'
pleture shows in your town?" he ask-
od

driver

Richard lsughed merrily.
*Hundreds of them."”
“1'd 1ike to go to one,” sald the old
man. And when Richard laughed
again he suddenly smiled and 1ooked
at the little Sylvia and softly added,
“Some day I'll tell you why."

e ——

The Agricultural Department.
(Washington Letter to Hoston Tran-
seript.)

By common consent today the ng-
rioultural department, which is spend-
ing $15,000,000 a year, la in o state of
pathetic demoralization. Secretary
Wilson Is u benevolent old man, of
kindliness and of good Intentions. He
was never strong intellectually and
never had any standing as a sclentist,
He 18 a farmer-politiclan who through
a serles of accidents has been permit-
ted to hold a place In the eabinet long-
ger than any other man in the history
of the country, his record some time
ago distancing that of the great Gal
latin of the formative perfod of the
republic. And yet the waste and mis-
application of energies due to Wik
son's remaining at the head of a de-
partment which has got entirely away
from him, runs ioto tremendouns fig-
ures. Hig real sclentlsts are only
marking time until a new head ean
come: and he has under him the larg-
eat aggregation of sclentific talent Lo
be found on the face of the globe.
President Taft realizes the need of a
change and told his friends so before
his inauguration, but he has felt pow-
erless to move, and still hesltites.

e S
. In The Good Old Times.

A Northerner sitting on the veran-
da of a Southern home was enraptur-

IN CASE OF FIRE
Some Ways It May Happen and How
to Act When It Does.

Attlos and closets are the brescin,
places of many fires, An attle ls gen-
arally the asylum for all sorts of in-
flammable material, and as it never
is properly ventilated It becomes a
firs incubator when the summer sun
Btrikes the roof,

Among the odds and ends that make
up the contents of the average attie
ar¢ old varnished furniture, dry as
tinder, rags, maty of them greasy and
ripe for spontaneous combustion,
painting oils, llable to take fire when
the sun beats on the roof; broken
toys and old clothes, the pockets of
which may contain matches, Attles
and garrets often hhve a lempera-
ture of 110 dezrees Fahrenheit. which
fs the fgnition point for matches,

Floor sweepings under furniture or
in a closet are liable to take fire
spontnneously or from a fiying mateh
head. Bawdust used In sweeping floors,
If left in @ corner where there is no
current of afr to carry off the heat It
generates, 18 very lkely to become
hot enough to ignite itself,

A preparation ndvertized for aweep-
ing carpets {s composed of sawdust,
sand and .a mineral oil to give it col-
or, together with tincture of benzine
to give it odor, according to Good
Housekeeping. IYires have frequently
started spontancously from heaps of
this materinl. Greasy overalls kept in
a tight wardrobe have been known to
Ignite.

The most dangerous closet Is that
nnder a stairway, because inflammable
materials may hide there and if a fire
starts in {t the best avenue or escape
from upper storles Is cot off.

Furnace ashes In the cellar have in
them go much fine conl and litter that
they are llable to spontaneous com-
bustion if an open window permMs
them to get wet by a rain storm. The
fine coal from the winter's supply
may ignite If wet,

Playing with fire and matches by
children 18 a prolific source of fires
In restdences,

One's ability to extinguish a start-
{ng fire depends upon intelligence and
gelf-vontrol. I the blaze s just start-
ing (hrow waler on the burning ma-
terial, not on the blaze. One hucket of
water will do more good I thrown
on by handfuls or with a broom than
daghed on at once, A small fire may
be smothered with & rug or blanket
or beaten out with a wel broom,

1f you cannot put out the fire in &
minute then glve an alarm at once.
Do not leave a door vpen whan you
run out to give an alarm, If the doors
and windows are closed when a Hre
gtarts you may be able to gel the
firemen thers in time to put it out
while it is In only one room. The
fire soon consumes all the oxygen in
a closed room and may die out If 1t
gels no fresh alr,

After the flremen are called work
at getting out the things you waat
most to save. Don‘t throw the clock
from the window and then carry out
your clothing, as some persons have
done.

If awakened in the might by the
smell of fire don't dress, Wrap your-
ged In a blanket or quilt from the
bed and get out the qulckest Way you
can, Shut the doors you pass through.
After calling help look In nuu =ec
where and what is the danger. If the
fira Is on the first floor it s very
dangerous to go above, bemuse heat
and smoke ascend.

One can often get out through a
hall filled with smoke by going on
hands and knees when one would fall
choking if one ran., The smoke i
thickest at the celling. Holding a wet
towel or anything made of wool, or
even a coat collar over the month
greatly lessens the danger of injury
to the lungs or death from the car-
bonie acld gas In the smoke.

If a man i In a burning building
with no fire escape aud the stair be-
low is burning or the hall filled with
smoke, he should shut the door and
transom to keep out the gases. Then
he should throw open the window to
get cool alr and to let the firemen and
nelghbora see where he |s, so that
they may bring a ladder to the win-
dow.

Who Is Feeding the World?

In 16807, the United States produced
£34,000,000 bushels of wheat, in 1908
it produced 664,000,000, and in 1909
no leas than 737,000,000, Yet the HBuro-
pean tables show that whereas this
country and Canada, up to the middle
of the ensuing April, sent 148,000,000
bushels to Europe from the crop of
1907, and 128,000,000 from the crop of
1008, ¥t has sent only 67,000,000 from
that of 1908. Burope has neverthe-
less imported, from all quarters, 60
000,000 bushels more than in either
last year or the year before, and the
reason ls, that Russia has sent out
120,000,000 bushels more from the crop
of 1909 than from that of 1903. The
same thing happened with the crop
of 1885, from which the United States
went out 32,000,000 busheéls less than
a couple of years before, and Russia
and the Danube 66,000000 bushels
more. In 1805, It wans epeculation
and high prices in America which did
she business.—New York Evening
Post.

No Cause for Alarm.

“Dis Is an exciting novel, Jimmy.
De hero is in a tight place, sure
Think be'll get out alive?

“Sure he'll get out alive, Aln't they
sequel I"—Washington

Mra. F. M. Carnrike, 130 Allen Bt.,
Rochester, N. Y., says: “My kidneys
and bladder were In terrible condi-
tion. My ankles and
wrists swelled and
pufty sacks nppearsd
beneath my eyea.
The pain when pass-
ing the kldney secre-
tiong was often 8o
grent as to make me
seream. 1 was treats

g ed by a physician,
but he did not help me. For months
I was lald up and did not walk a step.
At last 1 began using Doan's Kidney
Pills and all my troubles disappeared.
In a few weeks I was so changed my
friends could hardly belleva it.”

Remember the name—Doan's. For
sale by all dealers. 60 cents a box.
Foster-Milburn Co., Buftalo, N. ¥.

92 —_—
FLYING CHEAPER WAY

About Two Cente a Mile Is Expense
of Curtiss.

The cost of acroplane flylng as com:
pared with dutomoblls or triin travel
I8 shown by the fact that Curtlss used
Just seven gallons of gasoline, worth
sbout $1.40 at retall, to travel the 75
miles from Albany to his landing
place near Poughkeepsie. This comes
to less than fwo cents a mile, which Is
what the New York Central's rates
figure. But Curtiss carried baggage,
including himself, welghing 1,000
pounds, and the rallroad would have
charged extra for his overwelght, says
the New York World.

By automoblle the cost would wary,
according to the type of machine used,
But with a machine able to make 60
miles an hour, as Curtiss did, the eost
n mile would not be less than two
cents and probably more.
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Eiectricity from Wind,

The machinery of a modern wind-
mill ts just as far advanced over the
crude machinery of the windmill of
fifty years ago as are the works of a
fine watch over the works of a dollar
alarm clock. One type of wind tur
bine, for instance, consists of n wheel
fabout sixteen fest In diameter mounts
ed upon a steel tower fifty feet In
helght.  The entire windmill Is of
galvanized steel, and all [t& moving
parts run on ball bearings, Its trans
migslon gear works In an oll bath,
and the best methods known to engl
neering have been adopted in order
to ellminate friction and enahle the
wheel to make the hest of light winds,
The result ls that even In a wind hay-
Mg a velocity of no higher than § miles
an hour the turbine generates elec-
trieity. Such a windmill as this Is
provided with an elootric generator
and switchboard and a fitty-five oell
storage batlery as its prineipal appar-
atus. The wheel is always In rume
ning position, ready to make use of
every puff that comes, and It steadily
makes and stores current exocept In
times of absolutely still westher.—
Popular Mechanles,

A Great Banana Country,

The growing of bananas for éxport
ls lhaﬁnat basie Industry of Hondu-
ras, @ enormous Inerease (n recant
years in the consumption of bananas
and the fortune made by successful
growers make this a subject of wide
Interest. The exports of this fruit
from Central Ameriea ‘Thave trebled
during the lnst 10 years and constitute
about 80 per cent of all the bananas
imported into the United States

The banana In Honduras grows wild
in practieally all parts of the country
up to an elevation of 3,000 fest or
more, but the industry of cultivating
this fruit for export is confined to the
rich, hot lands along the north cosst
and not extending further inland at
any point than 50 or 76 miles, Puer-
to Cortes, Celbn and Trujillo are the
shipping points,—Bulletin of American
Republies.

Delays of the Law.

“I understand that you caled on
the plaintlf, Is that go?"

“Yes," replied the witness,

“What did he say?"

The attorney for the defonse jump-
od to hia feet and objected that the
conversation could not be admitted In
the evidescs. A half hour's argu-
ment followed, and the judges retired
’;aﬂ their private room to consider the

nt

An hour later they filed Into the
courtroom and announced that the
question might be put.

“Well, what did the plalntiff say?'"

“He weren't at home, sir,” camas
the anawer —Housekeepor,

A Pleasing
Combination

Post
Toasties

‘with Cream and Sugar. -
Adding strawberries or
Kind of foeah or stewed fruls
makes a delicious summer
dish!
The erisp, Iden-brown
bits have a wmost delightful ¢

flavour—a

appeals to the appetite.

Sold by Grocers,
Pkgs. 10c and [5c.
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