THE PATTON COURIER

Beggars

Here we see Chicago with its fine

families, its beautiful homes, its great
and then

buildings;

ey ‘we s.»e’»‘t.« poverty,
its tenements, its
bootleggers and its
gangsters. And thus
it is a colorful pan-
orama that makes
a background for
characters who are
as vivid and real
as the people you
find every day about
you,

When the daugh-
ter of a well-to-do
family makes a
runaway match
with the carpen=-
ter's son, the fam-
ily, naturally, ob-
jects. The theme is
not new. It is a famous complication
of real life which, in its various angles,
has provided inspiration ever since
poets began to sing and novelists to
write.

This is a story of youth and love
that is as new and refreshing as the
first violet of spring, yet its problems
are those which might have confront-
ed a pair of lovers at the dawn of civ-
flization; but in this case they are set-
tled in a truly modern manner, with
the advantages of decision which com-
mon sense, freedom of thought and
freedom of action are supposed to con-
fer.

Infidelity and the overstressed tri-
angle are absent. Art is the only jeal-
ous mistress here, It has been the
achievement of the author to write a
real love story of the present worka-
day world, a story in which maid and
man, husband and wife, through all
their stress, even anger and possibly
hatred, feel the dynamic current which
steadily draws them one toward the
other.

R

Margaret W,
Jackson.

CHAPTER 1
ek,
Call Me Up

Her life began to have meaning and
fmportance the day that Ernestine met
Wwill again on Michigan boulevard.
She had not seen him since they were
both children, and the attachment she
had formed for him then was a pale
plant beside that which sprang up in
her now. She was so beguiled with
Wwill, so in love with his long nervous
person, his burning black eyes, and his
bright exclamatory ways, that nothing
mattered to her except that he love
her. Lillian always contended that
Ernestine could have stopped the
whole affair in its beginnings, but it
§s more than likely that she was
wrong.

At that time Ernestine was surfeited
with safety. She felt in herself the
beginnings of spiritual indigestions at
the security and complacency of the
Bricelands. At school she had dis-
covered that there were worlds beyond
worlds outside of her mother's, Her
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smiled In return, memories flooding
over her. He had always smiled
charmingly., When he was a child she
thought it was because he was lame

that he smiled so sweetly, but now,
he was free from any impediment that

and his
firmed her recognition of him.
his old stare.

When she
touched his arm, his glance came bac
from the clouds and rested on he
face, and he smiled. His smile wa

It wa

intense concentration con-

approached him and
k

she could see.
Ernestine recalled
wagon at the stone carriage block of
her mother’s house. It was a bright
green wagon, with a green and yellow

S

r

8 0ld Peter Todd, who worked for papa,

had got down from this high seat and

*harming. His who! countenance 5

(lll:lill]lllh Y inItI? d‘iffergnt llilne ‘amd turned to help his son. He—Peter—
yrok C s .

roke ur had come to repanel the dining room

planes; his face seemed
nearer.

“Hello,
natural tone,
book?”

She laughed with delight.

“Wwill Todd, you are incomparable.
They were shaking hands
laughing together.

Sat Leaning Forward, Looking at Each
Other,
remember me, after all this time.

Ten years—no twelve! But—of cours

warmer,

Ernestine,” he said In a
“Did you get the bird

now and
“To think that you

for mamma. As the boy’'s mother
wasn't well, he explained, he'd had to
bring him. Ernestine had at once ex-
tricated the tall thin boy, with a metal
brace on one foot, from behind his
father. He liked her. Silent with
every one else, he was gay and friend-
ly with Ernestine. He had come with
his father every

morning till night. How kind mam-
ma had been to him! Ernestine won-
dered if mamma would be as kind
now?

She had never had so nice a play-
mate. Perched perilously on the high
wagon seat, she had gone home with
him and his father. The tiny house
in which he lived had seemed to her
like the little house on the plains in
the story of The Wonderful Wizard of
Oz He had given Ernestine a pine
shingle with a rippling American flag
painted on -it; and, after she came

of one of his own that she had ad-
mired.

nor thanked him!

“what a charming place, Will!” she
exclaimed, as they came out on an
upper floor and into the room with the
walls crowded with brass and metal
relief work. Crowded, small, dark
tables were set with colored linen run-
ners. At every table . there were

room a sprinkling of men who looked
strange to Ernestine. They had a for-
eign sophisticated air. They were not
at all like papa or Loring.

They ordered pastry and coffee and

sat leaning forward on their elbows
o | looking at each other, smiling, remem-

1

*

the carpenter's |

SEES HIS FATHER |
KILLED, SON THEN |
SLAYS MURDERER
g

|

|

Old Enmity Between Sheep-
men and Cattlemen
Flares in West. i

b+ e |

Sioux Falls, §. D.—The old er =ty
between sheepmen and caftiemen, |
which years ago cause” nany deaths
on the ranges of the west through as-
sassination or & open gun fights,
flared up once more the other day,

| with fatal results.

striped umbrella over the driver’s seat. |

{ Newcastle (Wyo.) district.

When the smoke of battle cleared
away one man lay dead and another
dying. The latest affray, which had
its outgrowth in the long-time feud
between cattle and sheep raisers, had
for its setting the western slope of
the Black Hills, which embraces the

John E. Meade, well known old-time
stock man, engaged in the production
of sheep and wool, was the man first
slain. Larry (“Blackie™) Wolfe, an-

| other old-time stock man, fired seven

day that summer, |

and they had played together from | Meade’s chest and side

back from the lake in August, he had |

brought her the bird book, a duplicate [
-iﬁred struck

And she had never seen him again— |

women smoking, and throughout the |

family's outspoken conviction that so-
clety began and ended in their own
particular group was a conviction en-
tirely unjustified by facts. The oasis,
Sheridan Park, had become lost long
since in the great activity of Chicago,
and what the Bricelands considered
“old family” was unknown among the
really rich and powerful of the city,
as well as among the newly rich and
arrogant “gold coasters” of the North
side.

Her schooling was finished when
Ernestine was twenty. Lillian had
been out of school a year and had
already taken up the threads of the
life outlined for them by mamma’s
connections. The sisters were con-
genial and fond of each other. At
first Ernestine had been more than
satisfied—she had been actively happy
—just to be with her mother and Lil-
llan again, with Grandmother Brice-
land and old friends in the big lovely
house on Sheridan road. There was
an endless parade of parties and
dances and weddings,

But after a few months Ernestine
decided that to be reared in an “old
family” group on the North side of
Chicago was almost as bad as being
brought up in a little town. She
knew everything that every one hoped
or did. Some of the younger people
were becoming definitely ambitious,
and aligning themselves with the gold
coasters, or making entry, through
gchool connections, into the older and
richer society of other cities. The
Bricelands were inaccessible to the
horde of apartment house dwellers
who were moving into Buena and
Sheridan Parks, and crowding the
North Shore with glass-enclosed tene-
ments, Mamma disregarded the in-
vaders superbly and refused to join
the northward movement out of Chi-
cago or the southward movement
downtown. She would stay where she
was, and Lillian complained that her
attitude not only protected her from
climbers, but also prevented the fam-
ily from doing any climbing of its own.

But Ernestine sympathized with her
mother’s loyalty to old associations.
Ernestine herself was without social
ambitions. She was established among
intimate friends. She had only to be
patural, casual, mocking, and it was
enough. Ernestine knew a strange
nostalgia. She wakened at night,
filled with the need to use her gifts
more actively.

And then, she met Will.

It had been twelve years since she
had last seen him, but she knew him
at once when she encountered him on
Michigan boulevard one November
afternoon after the Armistice. It was
late afternoon, and the sky was thick-
ening with dusk. Will stood with his
shoulders against the great granite
blocks of the library, looking out over
the heads of other people, into the
mysterious beauty of the clouds.

She stopped and looked at him, and
her heart missed a beat lest this be
gome stranger who might respond too
boldly to her stare. But she was sure
it was Will. He did not see her at all,

I got the bird book. I wrote and
thanked you for it! Didn’t you get
my letter?”

She was conscious of many things.
Of his clothes, which were all wrong,
too bright and loud, each garment
chosen without regard to the whole.
He was too white, like a person &l
ways indoors, and though e was tati,
he was not at all robust. Yet he gave
a distinet impression of energy, mental
rather than physical. He seemed to
Ernestine to be positively electrical,
the most alive person she had ever
known,

He put his hand within her arm and
turned her southward, so that they
walked shoulder to shoulder.

“Nary a letter,” he answered. *“I
see now why I have spent all these
years misunderstanding you. And you
wrote me! My heart was broken,
when I was ten. I've never trusted a
woman since.”

She laughed at his nonsense, but
with a certain catch at her throat.
When she was eight years old he made
a beautiful book of colored bird pic-
tures for her and bound it. He had
brought it from far out on the North-
west side of Chicago, where he lived,
to her home in Sheridan Park. She
had been at dancing school that after-
noon, and had never seen him since,

“1t seems dreadful that you should
never have been thanked for the book.
I wanted to go to see you again, but
no one would take me. But I spent
a whole month’s allowance on a gor-
geous box of stationery with a huge
gold E on every page, and I wasted
most of it before I had a letter per-
fect enough to send youn.”

«I'll never have it now,” he said.
“It isn't right.”

“1 suppose I didn’t address it cor-
rectly. Somebody should have helped
me. But let me thank you now for the
book, Will. It was beautiful. I have
always treasured it. It was the only
thing I had given to me that the giver
made with his own hands.”

“Don’t thank me yet,” he said,
drawing her into an entrance and
pushing a gilded button for the ele-
vator. “Take tea with me, and thank
me, in detail, and with repetitions.”

As they ascended in the elevator he
gave her arm a little squeeze, she

bering,

“But how about your brace?” she
asked him. “Were you able to discard
it at thirteen, as you expected?”

“Sooner. But walking without it
was a staggering business for a year
or so, I can tell. I'll never be a golf
champion, and the American army had
to go to France without me, but I'm
well, really. 1 never think of it any
more. It's such a dafned interesting
old world to kick around in, without
wanting to play tennis. I work on
the Sun, and often go home after two
in the morning. I come over here
sometimes, when it's quiet except for
a few cars. The streets echo, and the
strangest feeling of unreality comes
over me.”

His eyes shone. His voice thrilled
with enthusiasm and excitement.

“I work in the art department,” he
told her, and the way he put it, it was
a “brag,” a superlative announcement.
“I've been there over a year now, and,
Ernestine, I'm crazy about it. Lord,

a paper. I've made some fine friends.
John Poole is a friend of mine, and a
good one, too.”

Every one in Chicago knew John
Poole, whose comic strip in the Sun
was as much a feature of Chicago life

against a winter sky.
“Why, Will, how fine!
you draw?”

But what do

to hers in his eagerness.

“Did you ever see, in a newspaper,
the little curlicues around a half-tone
—that's a photograph—decorations to

in shape, fit into the type? I do those
things, and lettering, and sometimes
a spread.” He sent a waitress for a
paper, and showed her what he did.
“] get twenty-five dollars a week
for it,”” he boasted. “And I'd do it
for nothing, if they didn't pay me,
The fellows are real guys, and we've
got a regular boss. This is my day
off, and here I am downtown, and go-
ing over there, pretty soon, I can’t
stay away. If you'll go with me, I'll
drag you around the plant, and show
you the big presses, and introduce you

art room.”

looked up at his bright smile and

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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Many surmises have been made re-
garding the oldest language. In an
attempt to discover what children
would say if uninfluenced by estab-
lished speech, Psametichos, an Egyp-
tian king, entrusted two new-born in-
fants with a shepherd, with the strict
charge that they were never to hear
anyone utter a word. These children
were afterward brought before the
king and uttered the word “bekos”
(baked bread). The s@me experiment
was tried by Frederick II of Sweden
and James IV of Scotland and by one
of the Mogul emperors of India. Noéh-
ing conclusive was proved in either
case. The Persians claim that Arabie,
Persian and Turkish are the three
primitive languages. Thelr tradition
says that the serpeot that tempted

Eve spoke Arabic, the most persuasive

Only Surmises as to First Spoken Language

language fn the world. Adam and Eve
spoke Persian, the most poetic lan-
guage of all, and the angel Gabriel

that Sanscrit was the oldest tongue
but later discoveries suggest that it
too is derived from some still more
ancient speech.

Superstition Lingers

Even in this day and age there are
some people in England who believe
in witches. Burning
ancient custom,
is to free the inhabitants of the city
from witches for another year, is still
celebrated at Burghead. Blazing em-
bers are carried through the town and
flung through open doors of houses to
burn up the witches

“What do you do, Will, on the Sun?” |

it’s wonderful, the feeling you get on |

as the beauty of the Blackstone reared |

He hitched his chair a little nearer |

make the picture, which may be odd |

spoke Turkish, the most menacing |
language. Scholars formerly agreed |

the Clavie, an |
of which the object |

revolver into

Meade and
his son, Keith, a student at Colorado
Agricultural college, were en route to |
their ranch in an automobile when
they met Wolfe, also in an automobile.
The two cars stopped and an argu-
ment ensued between the elder Meade
and Wolfe.

Argue Over Range Lands.

This argument, involved a&n
old-time dispute between them over
the use of range lands, became very

bullets from a heavy

which

| bitter and Meade started to get out of

| his automobile. Wolfe, fearing he was
| to be attacked, drew his gun and com-
menced shooting. Every bullet he
Meade, who died Iin-

stantly.

Keith Meade, seeing his father lying
dead, dashed upon Wolfe with the
ferocity of a tiger, grappled with him,
and wrestled the revolver from his
hand.

Using the weapon as a billy he beat
Woife over the head with it until
Wolfe became unconscious. The young

Commenced Shooting.

man then drove to a nearby ranch and
telephoned the coroner and sheriff.
| The body of the elder Meade was
taken to Newcastle. Wolfe also was
taken there and placed in a hospital,
where he died later in the day. {

A coroner’s jury returned a verdict
to the effect that the elder Meade
«ame to his death from gunshot
| wounds caused by bullets from a gun
in the hands of Wolfe, and that Wolfe
“came to his death from injuries in-
| flicted by Keith Meade.”

No Jury Recommendations.
The jury made no recommendation

matter now i in the hands of Pres-
ton T. McAvoy, state’s attorney of
Weston county, for further action.
In some quarters it is believed that
the old law of the range, “an eye for
| an eye, a tooth for a tooth,” will pre-
| vail in this case, and that Meade will

not be prosecuted for avenging the |

slaying of his father.

The affray and its tragic termina-
| tion caused excitement over a wide
scope of country, as the elder Meade
| and Wolfe were widely known in east-
ern Wyoming and in western South
Dakota. The élder Meade and his son

| sively engaged in the production of
| sheep and wool, Wolfe being an ad-
joining rancher, but with cattle rais-
ing as his chief interest. Like all
cattle men, he despised sheep men in
general and believed sheep had no
right to range la when there were
cattle in the region.

|
|
|
|
|

7

; Daughterrrsaves Father
From Gas in Jail Cell

Chillicothe, Ohio.—The timely ar-
rival of his ten-year-old daughter, Eve-
lyn, saved \Wijlliam Jarker, thirty,
from a sul
Evelyn, bearing a tray
| her father's cell, found him
| seious at the hase of an open gas fet,

of food into

| his head reclining upon a tattered
| Bible.

| Aryests Himself

| Pittsburgh, pa, — Edward  Parfitt,

{ elty patrolman, was accused of heing
| disorder!y by his wife, so he called

| the patrol wagorn and had himself ar- |

rested. He was discharged.

| to carve. All

| neck bones from the meat.
{ shoulder there still remain the blade

in the case of young Meade and the |

the Mr. Poole, and the fellows in the } had, during recent years, been exten- |

ide’s death in a jail cell. |

uncon- |

SHOULDER OF LAMB
IS EASILY BONED

Sharp Knife With Narrow
Blade Is Requisite.

| (Prepared by the United States Department

f Agriculture))

A shoul of lamb is one of the

| most tender and juicy cuts, but it is

sometimes passed by because the
housewife believes it will be difficult
of the bones can be
removed, however, and the
meat 1is then sliced without any
trouble. The Bureau of Home Eco-
nomics of the United States Depart-
ment of Agriculture likes a boned
shoulder to be stuffed and sewed up
for baking in the form of a “cushion
roast” rather than a rolled roast. Di-
rections for taking the hones out prop-
erly are given by the Bureau of Ani-
mal Industry.

The first requisite is a sharp knife
with a narrow blade about 4 or 5
inches long and half an inch wide. Do
not keep this knife in a Kkitchen
drawer among other kitchen tools, or

easily

| where it is likely to be picked up for

odd uses, like peeling potatoes or
whittling.

Lamb shoulder, as cut for the retail
trade, is almost as square and plump
as a cushion, It contains four or five
ribs, the shoulder blade, the round

arm bone, and part of the neck. To

Boning a Shoulder of Lamb.

bone it, lay the shoulder flat on the
table with the fat side down and the
rib side up. First, slip the knife un-
der the edges of the ribs and follow
down along them to the neck bone,
leaving just as much meat as possible
on the shoulder. Cut the ribs and the
Inside the

{ bone and the short end of the arm.

The flat blade and the round arm bone

| form a sort of ell that extends through

the center of the shoulder. The edge

| of the blade bone can be seen on the
| rear of the shoulder, and the arm bone
{ on the side toward the one who is

cutting. Slip the knife deep into the
meat along the top or smooth side of
the shoulder blade. Continue the cut
around the corner to the arm bone,
raising a flap of lean meat that can

| be laid back far enough to expose the

full length of the bones. Peel out the
shoulder blade and arm bone. You
now have a cushion of meat open on

| two adjacent sides with a fine large

pocket to hold a tasty stufling.
Whether roasted with or without stuff-
ing, the edges of the pocket should
be sewed together before cooking.

Tomato Cocktaili Makes
Excellent Appetizer

It 1s customary at most formal din-
ners to serve an appetizer of some
sort before the main course. Soup Is
sometimes the appetizer course. A
fruit such as grapefruit, canteloupe,
honeydew melon or watermelon, in
season, or a fruit mixture or “cock-
tail,” may be used as an appetizer for
either formal or informal occasions,
also other “cocktails” of sea food,
such as oysters, crab flakes, shrimp
or clams, in chili sauce, as well as
a great variety of small “hors
d’oeuvres” as the French call them.
One of the most tasty and pungently
flavored appetizers is a tomato cock-
tail, made from canned« tomatoes
cooked with vegetables and season-
ings, strained and chilled. As tomato
cocktails should be prepared early In
the day, they are a good choice for the
housewife who wants to have part of
her dinner tasks finished well ahead
of time. The recipe is given by the
bureau of home economics.

1 quart canned to- 135 tsp. salt

matoes 1 tsp. onion pulp
2 stalks, celery, 1 tsp. horseradish
chopped 2 tbhs. tomato cat-
14 green pepper, sup %
chopped

Joil the tomatoes, celery, pepper,
and salt for about 5 minutes, and rub
through a sieve fine enough to keep
back the seeds. To the tomato juice
and pulp add the catsup, onion, and
horseradish, stir well, and put in a
cold place to chill. Beat before serving,
pour into small glasses, and use as
the first course at dinner or a hearty
luncheon.

Okra Gaining Popularity
All Over United States

Okra is one of the vegetables which,
after being used chiefly in a limited
locality, suddenly began to find its
way all over the United States, due
to better marketing and storage fa-
cilities. One result has been that many
! people are not quite sure how to cook
it when they see it offered for sale.
In the South, there are numerous uses
for okra, and various methods of pre-
paring it. Here is one of the-best. The
recipe is furnished by the bureau of
home economics:

2 quarts okra
4 tbs. fat

Salt to taste

cut crosswise in pieces about % inch
thick. Heat the fat in a heavy skillet,
add the okra, cover, cook for 10 min-
utes, and stir frequently to prevent
burning. Remove the cover, continue
to cook until the okra is tender and
lightly brown, and serve at once.

Asparagus

Asparagus, freshly cut and imme-
diately served is a wholesome and ap-
petizing product of the garden. As
it is one of the earliest green vegeta-
bles it is especially enjoyed.

Wild asparagus, which Is often
found growing on the farm, may be
used by the housewife. It furnishes
nourishment for the family which
would otherwise be used by the plant
in the growth of its stalk and leaves.

For green asparagus the shoots are
cut near the surface of the soil, while
for white asparagus the
cut several inches below the surface
as soon as the tops appear.

SAVE FOOD BY NOT

( =)
' ROOM
TEMP,
75%
Il
_Lm..ﬂgﬁ.\lh.
ﬁ 42°F. ]
4] s ICE
SAVED
: ‘-(N ce MII.T[D‘I_N 2 D /b‘s'
24 hrs.—24 1bs.

ICE UNWRAPPED

Difference in Temperature In Two Boxes.

mrapping inay

temperatures

(Prepared by the United States Department
of Agriculture.)

A better understanding of what
goes on when we put ice and food
into a refrigerator has led to an ab-
solute repudiation of “Ice blankets,”
or any sort of paper or cloth covering
that retards the melting of the ice.
It is true that wrapped ice does not
melt as fast as unwrapped, but for
that very reason it does not give as
low temperatures in the refrigerator
| as unwrapped ice. In a good refriger-
ator the faster ice melts the lower the
temperature of the air around it. More
surface is also furnished by melting
ice for the absorption of odors. The
important thing in using a refriger-
ator is that it shall be possible to
maintain temperatures low enough to
safeguard milk and meat, especially
| since bacterial increase goes on very
| rapidly in these foods above certain
temperatures. Below forty-five de-
| grees is now considered proper for &

WRAPPING YOUR ICE

ICE WRAPPED

save ice,(a cent

a day), but it does not save food
Unwrapped ice melts slightly
faster, therefore

gives lower
and furnishes

surfaces for condensationof odors

24-hour storage of milk and meat.
The diagram prepared by the bu-
reau of home economics of the United
States Department of Agriculture
shows the difference in
in two boxes, one with
the other with wrapped ice.

unwrapped
Currents

low the ice on the floor of the refrig-
erator is the coldest spot. In the first
case it is 42 degrees Fahrenheit in
this part of the box and in the second,
43 degrees Fahrenheit.

In laboratory tests made by the bu-
reau the total amount of ice saved
in 24 hours by wrapping was two
pounds, worth about one cent a day,
but to save this small amount the
housekeeper runs the risk of insuffi-
clent refrigeration and feilure to have
odorg absorbed. These shortcomings
defeat the entire purpose of reirig-
eration.

Select young okra, wash it well, and |

shoots are !

of cold air move downward from the |
melting ice so that the place just be- |

temperature |

|
1
|

VENTILAYO s

The Work Shirt

with patented
Cigarette Pocket

for ONLY 00

You'll smile all over
when you see the new
Big Yank, Twelve big
features including
handy cigarette pocket.
Resists sweat; keeps
cigarettes fresh and
uncrumpled. Has air
space and extra ply of
fabric between body THAT'S
and cigarettes. So ALLL
clever we got a patent on it.
Made so you can push a single
cigarette up without unbuttoning
flap. Eleven other big features
will also win your favor.

The 12 Big Yank Features

1. Sweat Resisting Cigarette Pocket
with button flap.

2. Big Utility Pocket, with pencil
section, holds can of tobacco when
buttoned.

3. All Strain Points Thread Riveted.

4. Double Thick Ventilated Arm Pitge

5. Conforming Ventilated Yoke.

6. Triple Stitched Seams.

7. Over-size for Comfort.

8. Fashioned Collar.

©. Indestructible Buttons.

10. Special, Extra Strong Fabrics.

1 1. Form-Fitting Shouldef.

12. Every Garment Guaranteed to
Give Satisfaction.

Be Smart, Be Comfortable
—Wear Big Yanks

Every Big Yank is triple-stitched,
thread-riveted; guaranteed not to rip.
Most good dealers everywhere can show
you this new Big Yank. Ask to see this
sensational shirt value. If by chance he
can’t supply you, send $2.00 and we'l}
send you two shirts, postpaid.

$1000 Reward

will be paid to anyone furnishing
proof that the BIG YANK Work
Shirt or any of the other adver-
tised Reliance products are being
made anywhere except in the
Reliance sunlit factories, under
the most sanitary conditions, by
trained women operatives.

RELIANCE MANUFACTURING COMPANY
212 WEST MONROE STREET
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS
R TP A A NI RS L A
Try One

She—Do you like fish balls?
He—Don't believe I ever attended
one.—Detroit News.

After seventy, presumably, no
man turns over a new leaf, or is pes-
tered with the thought of it.

s . y

Make Big Profits!

Y& For soil improvement

alone they pay for

themselves. A wvalu-

soY able general farm crop.

They make rich hay,

pasture and nutritious

silage and build up

! soil fertility. Willgrow

in poor soil. Any farmer can grow Scott’s Soy Bean:.

Soy bean hay is richer in protein than any othur

annual crop of equal yield. Scott’s Soy Beans are

of highest quality and cost no more than the ordi~

nary kind. And besides — we pay the freight.

Our new Seed Guide is the best book we have
ever offered. Write for your free copy today.

O. M. SCOTT & SONS CO.
Dept. 420 - Marysville, Ohio

Encyclopedia of Money Making. Most prof-
itable opportunity ever offered, Unlimited
Have testimonials from In-
lodges. Make

Further ac-

schoc
Price $3
quaint you partic rs sample plan 10c. N«
A. Steed, Ensley, Birmingham, Alabama.
Don’t Sacrifice Your Eggs; hold your sup
ply for higher market: you can pres

your eggs 6 months or a W

Wonderful Ligui i
Write for inform
E. Lanvale St.,

o

timore, Me

Get a (Non-Eleetrical) Vibrator., Guaran-
teed, and get we Instant relief for any ail=
ment. Pric 0; §1down, > .
i charges. Vibrator

Lexington St., i

1011 W,
Real Southern Barbecued Meat cooked on
kitchen stove. No outdoor pit needed. Full
instructions and recipes fo

sauces $1, Williams’ Cafe, Hogansvi

Agents Make Up to $1(
only perfect reduci
Money back guarante
tories, 102 Murray St.

BARBED WIRE,
y Bargain

Keystone
Brooklyn. N, Y.

opelitan Ave.,
RUIT GROVES
xas make biw

Arro Cit-

AND GRAPE
G le Valley of '
profits. Write for informa
rus Groves, Box 2 k

For Sale—Tk
ton gin located in Canto
business at a bargain. I. 8
er, 1085 White Oak Av

W. N. U, Pittsburgh, No. 23-1930

only planing mill and cot-
A, & Rood

4 rd, Owne-
.. Atlanta, Ga.

HIS

Little Billy,
gchool, was asl|
was the lesso
plied. “Not s

“How do yo

“Well,” said
year-old, “I cc
teacher showe!

“Oh, so that
think was the

“Well, Mum
about it, and I

GOOD

He—Are you
She—Inded I

date,

No U
Though comp
When polit:
There’'s work
To keep la

Nothing
Gentleman  (
Jovel If 1 hg
book at home.
Saleswoman—
can pay me tor
Gentleman—)
should get run
falling brick?
Saleswoman—
any great calar
Qu
Policeman (t
ecollided) —Don’t
should always
to a woman dr
Motorist—I1 a
out which half
—Boston Trans

Result:

“Say, old m:
Why, you are |
smeared with cl
up in a candy
“Worse than
umpire a bas
two girl teams.’

WOULDN’'T

o

Diner—Let me
yesterday.

Waiter—Yes,
again today?

Diner—No, 1 f
bring me a diffe
I can do.

The F

How many a |

Who can't se

Is entertaining

And then pr

Poc

He—My dear,

sleep a long tim

She—What dic

“Well—er—it
abuse of me.”

She—1 wasn’t

MOI’C ‘
Jack—Why di
Alice, 1 thought |
her?
Jim—I1 am, but
stand it to live v

Something
Solomon must
that there were
his day.—Albany
World

A wise wife is
believe everythin
her,—Chicago Ne

Long Tec
“Streblomicrods
term applied to

erooked little fin



