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- FOR HUBBY TO PONDER OVER

" ‘Innocent Answer of Quiet Little Wife
Got Him Started on Train
of Thought.

. The husband and wife were on thefy
"lwny ‘to the theater when the husband
~ "'began kicking because his wife took
- such a long time dressing.
“What delayed you this time?" he
‘growled.
“Seeing the children to bed,” she
responded, quietly,
“What's the nurse for?" snapped the
man,
'"“The nurse 8 for our convenience—
Yours and mine, especially mine,” she
answered. “But the boy cartainly takes
after you. He asked the same kind of
a fool question just as I was kissing
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filled with

resource, quick to plan and equally
quick to etecute, he Wa8 always
where leasi expected, and ft was |
he failed to win reward for

I have been fearful lest it had cost
me what I valae more highly than you
can ever know.”

These words wero unfortunate, and

S8YNOPSIS.

The story opens In a Confederate tent
at a critical stage of the Civil War. Gen.
imparts to Capt. Wayne an important

“Sure; at ieast she has comfessed
enough to me regarding that night's
work to make me strongly suspicious
that Captain Wayae, of the Confed-

gide my cot, his eyes
anxlous interest.
‘Phil Wayne, of Charlottesviile?

You here? Not badly hurt, my boy?’ | seldom

him good night.”

“Fool question, eh? Well, what was

"

“T asked him If he had said his pray-

ers. And he eaid no. And I asked
" him if he dfdn’t want God to take care
ol him during the night. He answer-
ed: ‘What's the nurse for?'"
For the remainder of the way the
" manp pondered on this answer.

- RASH ALL OVER BABY’S BODY
‘Itched So He Could Not Sleep

{

" *“On July 27, 1909, we left Boston for

= trip to England and Ireland, taking

baby with us. After being in Ireland

& few days a nasty rash came out all

over his body, We took him to a doc-
~ tor who gave us medicine for him.

The trouble started in the form of a
rash and was all over baby's body,
head and face, at different times. It
irritated, and he would scratch it with
all his might. The consequence was
it developed into sores, and we were
. afrald it would leave nasty scars on
Jhis face.

' “When we reached England we took
‘baby to another doctor, who sald hiz
~condition was due to change of food
.and climate, and gave more medicine.

' he rash got no better, and it used to
Ateh and burn at night so bad that the
.child could’ not sleep. He was com-

- pletely covered with it at . different

message to Longstreet. Accompanicd by
Sergt. Cralg, an old army scout, Wayne
starts on his mission. They get within
lines of the cnemy and In the dark-
ness Wayne is taken for s Federal of-
ficer and a young lady on horseback !s
glven In his charge, She Is a northern
glrl and attempts to escape., Omne of the
orses succumbs and Cralg goes through
with the dispatches, while Wayne and My
Lady of the North are left alone. They
seek shelter In a hut and entering it in
the dark a huge mastiff attacks Wayne
The girl shoots the brute just In time.
The owner of the hut, Jed Bungay, and
Is wife appear and soon a party of
orsemen approach. They are led by a
man claiming to be Red Lowrle, but who
proves to Maj. Brennan, a Federnl
officer whom the Union girl recoguizes,
He orders the arrest of Wayne as a Spy
and he Is brought before Sheridan, who
threatens him with death unless hs re-
yeals the wecret message. Wayne belleves
Edith Brennan to be the wife of Malf.
Brennan. He is rescued by Jed Bungay,
who starts to reach Gen. Les, while
Wayne In disgulse penetrates to tHe ball.
room, beneath which he had been im-
risoned. He 1s Introduced to a Misy
{nor and barely escapes belng unmuask-
ed. Edith Brennan, recognizing Wayne:
says she will save him. Securing a pase
!h'l;onunu;‘h" the' "nl“i( they are confronted b

« . Who Is knocked senseless. Then
bidding » Edith adleu, Wayne makes
dash for llberty. Ho encounters Bungas
they reach tho Lee camp and are sent
with reinfaorcements to Join Early. In ti+
battle of Shenandoah” the regiment |
overwhelmed.

CHAPTER XXIIL.
Fleld Hospital, Sixta Corps.
My head ached so
~vhen 1 first opened my eyes that |
was compelled to close them again

up at something white above m« |
which appeared to sway as thoupis
blown pently by the wind. My grop

~ times. It was at this time that my
- mother advised us to try Cutlcura
- Soap and Ointment. After using Cuti-
<eura Soap and Cutlcura Ointment for

Ing hand, the only one I appearcd
able to move, tol. me I was lyimg
upon a camp-cot, with soft sheets
about me, and that my head restud

‘! alone?”

abominaiiy |

i Jate you, I'm sure
merely realizing dimly that I lookos |

;_ recalled to mewory the atmractive ple-
| ture of her glossy: black hair

¢ state

evate Army, and Colonel Curran, late
of Major-General Halleck'» staff, are
one and the same person. A mighty |
neat trick, by Jove, and .t would have |
done you good to see Sheridan's fowe|
when they toid him. But about the|
young lady—she clalms great friemd: |
ship witu the gallant Colonel of light/|
artillery and her deseription o? his ap=
pearance av the ball is assuredly =
masterpiece of romamntic fiction. Come, |

of man to forget a pretty face llke
that? 1 can assure you, you made &
deep Impression. There are times!
when I am almost jealous of you."

“But,” I protested, my heart beat
ing rapidly, “l1 met seweral that eve-
ning, and you hawe mentioned no
name."

“Well, to
but one worthy of mention,”
earnestly, “and. that onx Is
Minor.”

“Miss Minor!™ 1ifely a strange sense
“Does she come

me- it chiances there !s
he said
Celia

i
{ of disappointment.

“Most certainly; do youw seppose she

' would expose me in mmy present weak

to the sascinations ef any one
else?”

*“Oh, so the wind les im that quar-

ter, does It, oid fellaw? 2 congratu-

My recollection of Miss AMinor was
certainly a most pleasaat one, and I

and
vashing brqv:n eyes, ycu I felt ox-
ceedingly small interest in.again meet-
ing her. Indeed I was asleep when
she finally ontered, and it was the |

Captain, surely you are not the kiné |

instantly brought back to her a mem-
ory which seemed a barrier between
us. I read the change in her averted
face.

“That ecan never be, Captain
Wayne,” she returned ealmly. yet ris-
ing even as she spoke. “You have |
come Into my lfe under circumstances |
s& peculiar as to make me always
your friend. €elia,” and she turned
toward the others, "“is it not time we
were going? T am very sure the doe-
tor sald you were to remain with
‘lieutenant Caton but a brief time.™

“Why, Edith,” retorted the other,
#ayly, “I kave been ready for half an
lour—baven't I, Arthur?—but you
wore so deeply engrossed with your
Hubed I hadn’t the heart to interrupt.”

I' eould see the quiek color as it
mounted over Mrs, Brennan's throat.

‘“Nonsense,” she answered; ‘“we have
not been here that length of time.”

“Did the Major emerge from out the
laterentanglement unhurt?? It was Ca-
ton's voice that spoke.

“Much to his regret, I belleve, he
was* not even under fire.” The tone
was#ecool and collected again. ' will
say good-bye, Lieutenant; doubtless
we shall see you at Mountain View so
soon"as you are able to take the jour-
ney’ And, Captiin Wayne, I trust I
shall” scon learn of your complete re-
covery.”

My eyes followed them
long® aisle. At the
sianted back, and I
Whether she marked

down
entrance she !
lifted my hand.
the gesture I

the |

C

| of comm

1

san
do’ nbt know, for the next instant'ill-adapted to abide the stricter dls-l
|

“Shot ana bruised, Colonel, but ¥d
stand a good deal to get out of this.”

“And, by the Eternal, rou shall;
that is, if you ean travel in a wagon.
Hcre, Simg, Thomas; two of you carry
this officer out. Take bed clothes and
all—easy now.”

The fellows picked me up tenderly,
and bore me slowly down the central
aisle. Mos{?y walked beside us as
far as the outer opening.

“Put 2im down there by the fire,”
ke ordered, “until I look over the rest
of these chaps and divide the wheat
from the chaff.”

CHAPTER XXIV.

A Night Ride of the Wounded.

It was a wild, rude scene without,
yet in i{ts way typical of a little-un-
derstood chapter of Civil War. More-
over it was one with which I was not
entirely unacquainted. Years of cav-
and bore me slowly down the central
patro! lines of the two great armfies,
kad frequently brought me into con-
tact with those various independent,
irregular forces which, co-operating
with us, often rendered most efficient
service by preying on the scattered
Federal camps and piercing their lines
wnication. Seldom risking an
‘n the open, their policy
wes rather to dash down upon some
outpost or poorly guarded wagon
rain, and retreat with a rapidity ren
lering pursuit hopeless. It was parti-
warfare, and appealec¢ to many

engagzement

those who rode at his back. Pos
sessing regular rank in the Ceonfed-
erate Army, making report of hls op-
erations to the commander-in-cufef, his
peculiar talent as a partisan leader
had won him what was practically aw
independent command. Knowing him
as | did, 1 was not surprised that he
should now have swept suddenly out
of the black night upon the very verge
of the oattle to drive his irritating
sting into the hard-earned Federal vic-
tory.

An empty army wagon, the “U. 8 |
A.” yet conspicuoys upon its canvas
cover, had been overturned and fired
in front of the hospital tent to give |
light to the raiders. Grouped about |
beneath the trees, and within the glow |
of the tlames, was a picturesque squad |
of horsemen, hardy, tough-looking fel- |
lows the most of them, their clothing |
an odd mixture of uniforms, but ev- |
ery man heavily armed and admirably
equipped for service. Some remained |
mounted, lounging carelessly in their
saddles, but far the larger number
were on fcot, their bridle-reins wound
about their wrists. All allke appeared
alert and ready for any emergency.
How many composed the party
unable to judge with accuracy 3
congtantly came and went from out |
the shadows beyond the clrcumference |
of the fire. As all sounds of firing |
had ceaseq, I concluded that the work
arned bad been already accom- |
plished. Undoubtedly, surprised as |
they were, the small Federal fcrce |
left to guard this doint had been quick- |
ly overwhelmed and scattered |
| The excitement attendant upon my |

|

You'll be de-
lighted with the re-
sults of Calumet Baking
Powder. No disappoints —
no flat, heavy, soggy biscuits,
cake, or pastry.

Just the lightest, daintiest, most
\. uniformly raised and most deli-
cious food you ever ate.
Recelved highest reward World's

Purs Food Exposition,
Chicago, 1907,

~about nine months the places disap- upon a pillow. Then I passed once
“peared. There are not any scars, of [ more int, unconsclousness but this
- other kind of disfigurement, and baby {ine 1t was asleep. :
- 15 completely cured by the Cutleura | wpan I once more awakened the
Soap and Olntment. We have no fur- | ¢3,ohhing palm had largely left my

: _ ther trouble with baby's skin. Noth- [po¢ ¢ ;
‘Ing stopped the itching, ‘and allowed ot temples, and 1 saw that the sway

release had left me for the time being |
utterly forgetful as to the pain ot my '
wounds, so that weakness alone held |
me. teft.” Wres el | bad |
¢hilly, yet 1 had scarcely begun s
feel its discomfort, when a man stroda ‘

| forward from out of thc nearer group |

sound of Calon's weice {iig{ aro ] |
me and made mea conseious fr%f"
presence of others.

“1 shall share these grapes with my | = £
cot-mate over yonser,” Wa said laugh- / - o |
ingly. “By the way, Cella, his voice

~ «Cuticura Ointment.”

dbaby to sleep but Cuticura Soap and
(Signed) Mrs.
- Margaret Gunn, 29 Burrell St, Rox-
Jbury, Mass.,, March 12, 1911,

. Although Cuticura Soap and Oint-

Cleaned Up.
next summer?”’ asked
s tall stories, i
- Mr. Growcher, ‘it

the fish you said you
ner, there won't be

fishing next uum.

-

pation and resultant
, B herb laxative, |

> | petulantly, “that beef stew was to

|heavy red halr a most eonsplcuous

| awake, my eyes closed to keep out the

"
fand

| “Well, It's all of three now.”

ing white canopy composed the roof
of a large tent, upon which the
golden sunlight now lay in checkared
masses, telling m>» the canvas had
been erected among trees. A faint
moan caused me to mowe my head

eots, exactly slmilar to the one I
occupled, each apparently filled,
Stretching away toward an opening
that looked forth inte the open air.
A man was moving slowly dawn the
narrow aisle toward .ne, stopping
here and there to bend ower some
cufferer with medicine or a cheery
word. He wore a short white jacket,
and was without a cap, his head of

object. As he approached 1 en-
deavored to speak, but for the moment
ny throat refused response to the ef-
fort. Then 1 managed to ask feebly:
“Where am I?”
~ The Llue eyes in the freckled, boy-
ish face danced good-humoredly, and
he laid a big red hand gently wupon
my forehead.
“Fleld hospital, Sixth Corps,” he
said, with a strong Hibernlan ac-
cent, “An' how de ye loike it, John-
n l" ’

“Better than some others I've seen,”
I managed to articulate faintly. “Who
wan?”
“Divil a wan' of us knows,” he ad-
mitted frankly, “but your fellows did
the retratin'.”
It was an old, old story to all of us
by that time, and I closed my eyes
wearily, content to ask no more.
1 b no way of knowing how long
1 rested there motionless although

painful glare, my sad thoughts busi
with memory of those men whom
had s ‘reel and fall upon that
icken field we had battled so valnly
o save. Once I wondered, with sud-
den start of fear, if 1 had lost a limb,
it I was to be crippled for life, the
one thing 1 dreaded above all else.
Fecling feebly beneath my bed-cloth-
‘T tested, as best I could, each
b All were apparently intact, al
gh my left arm seemed useless
devold of feeling, broken no
doubt, and I heaved a sigh of genuine
rellef. Then I became partially
‘aroused to my surroundings by a
voice speaking from the cot mnext
m‘- VL by A g w4
“You lazy Irish marine!” it cried

‘have been given me an hour ago.”

. “Sura, sor,” was the soothing reply,
*“ft wasn't to be given yer honmor till
0 o'clock.”

) an- , on mo sowl, sor.”

' That first volce sounded oddly

familiar, and | turned my face that

way, buc was unable to percelve the

specker.

| “ir that Lieutenant Caton?" I ssked

| doubtruny.

- “Most essuredly it 1s," . quickly.

| "And who are you?” <

| “Captain Wayne of the Confed

~Wayne? Glad you spoke, but
- sorry to have

m" R

leﬂqg{y_l think. No lmbs

| the war.”

sounded strangely famillar o me &
short time ago. Just glance over
there and: see i% he Ia. any one you |
know.”

1 hearda the soft rustle of skirts,
and, witlout a smile, looked up into
her dark eyes. Thera was a sudden |
start of please@ surprise. [
“Why,” she exclaimed eagerly, “It |
is Colamel Cuwran! Edith, dear, here |
is the Rebel who pretended to be |
Myrtla Curraa’s brother.”

Homw tho hat blooa leaped within my |
Yeins at meation of: that name; butl
befare I could lift my head she had |
swept across the narrew aisle, and
was standing beside me. Wife, or
what, thera vas jhat within her eycs.'
which told me a wondreus story. For-!
| the instamnt, in her surprise and agita;
tion, she forgot herseM, and lost thad
marvellous self-restraint which had,
keld us so far apart.

“Captain Wayne!™ she cried, aad
her gloved hands fell Instantly upon
my own, where it rested without the
coverlet. *“You here, and woundad?"

1 smiled up at her, feeling now that
my injuries were indeed trivial.

“Somewhat weakened by loss of
blood, Mrs. Bremnan, but not Qanger-
ously hurt" Then 1 could net for
bear asking softly, “Is it possidle you
can feel regret over injuries inflicted
upcn a Rebel?™

Her cheeks flamed, and the zudaci-
ous words served to recall her to our
surroundings.

“Even although I love my eountry,
and sincerely hope for the downfall of
her enemies,” she answere@ soberly,
“T do not delight in suffering. Were
you in that terrible cavalry charge?
They tell me scarcely a mar among
tkem survived.”

“l rode with my regliment.”

“I knew it was your regiment—the
name was upon every lip,- and even
our own men unite in declaring it a
magnificent sacrifice, a most gallant
deed. You must know I thought in-
stantly of you when 1 was told it was
the act of the —th Virginia.”

There were tears in my eyes, I
know, as I listened to her, and my
heart warmed at this frank confes-
sion of her remembrance.

“l am glad you cared sufficiently
for me,” 1 sald gravely, “to hold me
In your thought at such a time. Our
¢o>mmand merely performed the work
given it, but the necessity has cost
us dearly. You are yet at General
Sheridan's headquarters?”

“Only temporarily, and simply be-
cause there has been no opportunity
to get iway, the movements of the
army have been so hurried and un-
certain. Since the battle Miss Minor
has desired to remain until assured
of Lieutenant Caton's permanent re-
covery. He _was most

|
|
|
|
|
|

severely
woundea, and of course I could not
well leave her here alone. Indeed
1 am her guest, as we depart tomor-
row for her home, to remain indefi
nitely.” o

+“But Miss Minor is, I understand, a
native of this State?”

“Her home is in the foot-hills of the
Elue Ridge, along the valley of the
Cowskin,—a most delightful old South-
‘ern manpsion. I passed the summer
‘there when & mere girl, previous to

ey
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both ladics had disappeared without.
The night Jrew slowly dowsm, and
as it darkened, only one miserable
lamp shed its dim rays througheout the
great tent; nurses moved noislessly
from cot to cot, and I learned some-
thing of the nature of my own in-
juries from the gruff ol@ surgeon who
dressed the wound in my ckest and re-
fagtened the splints. along my arm.

It must have been midnight, pos-
sibly ever later, when a number of
rapid shots fired outside the tent
aroused me, and 1 heard many voices
‘shouting, mingled with the tread of
horses’ feet. The night-watch had al-
ready disappeared, and the startled in-
mateg of the tent were in a state of
intense confusion. As I lifted myself
slightly, dazed by the sudden uproar
and eager to learn its cause, the tent-
flap, which haud been lowered to ex-
clutv the cold night alr, was hastily
jerked aside, and a man stepped with-
in, casting one rapid glance about
that dim interior. The finiing lamp
overhead revealed to me a short,
heavy-set figure, clad in a gray uvab
form.-

“No one here need feel alarm,” he
said quietly. “We are not making war
upon tkc wounded. Are there any
‘Confederates present able to travel?

A dozen eager volces answered him,
and men began to crawl out of their
cots onto the floor.

“We can be burdencd with no help-
less or badly wounded men,” he. said
sternly. “Only those able to ride. No,
vy man, you are in too bad shape to
travel. Very sorry, my boy, but it
can't be done. Only your left arm,
you say? Very well, move out in front
there. No, lad, it would be the death
of you, for we must ride fast and
hard.” !

He came to a pause a half-dozen

from me, and seemed about
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“Captain Wayne!"” She Cried.
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cipline of regular service 7hese bor-
der rangers would rendezvous under
some chosen leader, strike aa unex-
pected blow where weakness had been
discovered, then disappear as quickly
as they came, aftentimes scattering
widely until the call went forta for
some fresh agsault. It was service
not dissimilar to-that perfopmed dur-
ing the Revoliutionary struggle by
Sumter and Marion in the Carolinas,
and added in the aggregate many a
day to the contest of the Confederacy.
Among these wild, rough riders be-
tween the lines no leauer was more
favorably known of our army, nor
more dreaded’' by the enemy, than
Mosby. Daring to the point of reck-
lessness, yet wary as a fax, counting
opposing numbers nothing when
weighed against the advantage of sur-

| and stood looking down upon me.

Hao
was a young fellow, wearing a gray
artillery jacket, with high cavalry
boots coming above the knees. | nos
ticed his firmly set jaw, and a pearl
handled revolver stuck carelessly in |
his belt, but observed no symbel of |
rauk about him.

*“1s this Captain Wayne?" he asked,
not unpleasantly.

I answered by an inclination ol the
head, and he turned at once toward
the others. |
“Cass, bring three men over here,
and carry this officer to the same
wagon you did the others,” he com-
manded briefly. “Fix him comfort
ably, but be in a hurry about it."”
They lifted me in the blankel, one
holding tightly at either cerner, and
bore me tenderly out into the night.
Once one of them tripped over a pro-
jecting root, and the sudden jar of his
stumble shot a spasm of pain through
me. which caused me to cry out even
through my elinched teeth.

“Pardon me, lads,” 1 panteds |
ashamed of the weakness, “buf 4t |
slipped out before I could help it.”
“Don't be after a mentionin’ av It,
yer honmor,” returned a rich brdgue.
“Sure an me feet got so mpixed oup
that 1 wondher 1 didn't dvap ye en-
toire!y."”

“If ye had, Clency,” sald the man
named Cass, grimly, 1 reckon as how
the Colonel would have drapped you."

At the foot of a ngrrow ravine, lead-
ing forth into the broader valley, we
came to a covered army wagon, Lo
which four mules had been already at-
tached. The eanvas was drawn aside,
and 1 was lifted up amd carefully de-
posited in the hay that thickly covered
the bottom. It was so intensecly dark

mediate surroungdings, but a low moan
told me there must be at least ope
otheér wounded man present. Outsjde
1 heard the tread of horses’ hoofs. and
then the sound of Mosby's voice,
“Jake,” he said, “drive rapidly, but
with as much care as possible. Take
the lower road after you cross the
bridge, and you will meet with no pa»
trols.
couple of miles.”

g
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Had Reason.
Mrs. Nagg-—Who was It that said, “1
thank Ged 1 am not as other men?"
Mr. Nagg—Socme bachelor,—Lippin-

prise, tireless in saddle, audacious in

Used the Plumber’s Language to
it L TS T
The M. B. Dalys are blessed with
children. This summer. they ara cc-
cupying a cotiage on the lake, just
west of Vermillion, where there's
plenty of air, and sunshine, and wa-
ter. Whenever his arduous duties per-
mit, the president of the East Ohio
Gas company hurries westward in the

general direction of Vermilion.

The last time he went out he cama
upon his youngest daughter, Mar-
guret, all huddled up on a bench, and
unusually quiet.

“What's the matter, Margie?” he
asked. “Anything wrong?”

“Yes, indeed,” replied the young
lady. “T've stubbed my toe, and the
kitten scratched me, and the boys
won't play croquet with me, and
mother won't let me go in bathing
alone, and—"

“Why, why,” said the father, sym-
pathetically, “you are having a seri-
ous time, aren’t you?”

“I'm having a heluvatime,” was

| the unexpected reply. And then, no-

ticing the astonishment on her fa-
‘ther’'s face, she hid her head in his

arm and ;ﬁdoa,' with » blush of

Mar_garét .Was Not Happy

plumber

Everything Was Going Wrong and Sha !

cott’s,

7 i
gullt; “That's what the
sald."—C!eveland _Leader.
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Amusing Typographical Errors,

A double-barreled typographical er
ror iz related in Henry S Harrison's
novel, “Quced.’ A southern paper re-
ferred to a spirited o'l major ag
“that immortal veterinary” and when
it sought the next day to retrieve it-
self, at the major’s insistent demand,
the hateful words came out “immoral
veteran.” An equally amusing error
was made on the occasion of & char
ity ball held in Buffalo. The society
editor {n'describing the gowns of the
women guests characterized one as
having “iridescent trimmings.”
her horror and surprise when she
saw the article in print the dress
was adormned with ‘“indecent trim-
mings.”

A Peace Program.

“What we want is peace and har
mony and politeness in business,” said
Mr. Dustin Stax. “And there {s only
one way to get it”

“What is that?”

“Find some way to convince the
fellow who gets the worst of it that
he might as well take hig ‘medicine

/

We will ride heside you for s

To | BN

Reggy—FHow is this in the second
chapter of my great stery: “The
‘beautiful girl dropped her ayes?”
Peggy—How pathetic! Were they
%lass eyes?

Filiplnos Dislike Autos.
The reckless and insolent automo-
bilist is hated the world over. In the,
Philippines, where most of the auto
mobilists are foreigners, and whare
the matives have been used to lgjter
comfortably in the roads after the
faghion of easy going southerr, ¢oun-
tries, the automobiles have loag been
a grievance, and, failing to gecure ef
fective regulation, the Filigzinos have
adopted the practice of rolling big
boulders into the roadvypy as a hint
not to twrm corners at ‘a breakneck
speed, v

s
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Medical @enius. i

An old doctor, seeing a young oné
whko was going along the street with
half a dozen shabby-looking men and
women, calleq him aside and asked:

within 1 ¢ould see nothing of my im- | “Who are al} those peaple, and where

, &re you golmg with them?”

“I will tell you in confidence,” was
the reply, “that I've hired them te
come and sit in my reception room. I
expect a8 rich patient this mornisg,
and I want ta make an impressign on
him.’*—Judge's Libr: P

i Shocked. =
He—Well, my dear, what did the
landscape gardemer I sent out from
town say about making the artificlal
lake where we wanted it? P
She—He was maost profane about it
He told me the site we wanted wasn’t
worth a dam.

Qulet, As a Rule.
“What sort of town 18 Squidge-
ville?” . v TR,
“The sort of town where a funer
is a IOCII.I? event.”

al

The more o man expects the more
he will be surprised if he gets it.

.U‘u | "I ‘ i —Fl==
and be compelled to to your Iandlord most
of your h-rd-um«r ‘:roﬁu? Own your own
farm, s‘e’cum a Free Homestead in
itoba, Sask hewan or

Alberts, or purchase
land in one of these

d[.';ll:uf-snilob(.)nok a
rofito X or
SIZ.OO an acre
every year.

Land purchased 3
years ago at $10,00 an
acre has recently
changed hands at
$2500 an mcre. The
crops grown on these
lands warrant the

You can

g by cattlerai rd ng,mixed
farming “‘l}l;lm:!fﬂ . in

{3

the ces of Manitobe
&m:wn :-d .A.Ib:ru:
Free homestead and

nd-v-nco

gt
E 7. Nolmes. 315 Jackses SL, St
3. Maclachien, Brawer 197, o~

and stop kicking.™

Please write to the agont nearest you |




