'SPLENDID OUTLOOK
__FOR CROPS IN
WESTERN CANADA

RELIABLE INFORMATION FROM
. /THE GRAIN FIELDS SHOW
' THAT THE PROSPECTS

: ~  ARE GOOD.

This is the time of year when con-
siderable anxiety s felt in all the
porthern agricultural districts as to
the probable outcome of the growing
crops. Central Canada, comprising
the Provinces of Manitoba, BSas-
Kkatchewan and Alberta, with thelr
‘ 16,000,000 acres of wheat, oats, bar-
1 Jey and flax, of which 6,000,000
it acres may be said to be sown to
wheat alone, has become a great fac-
tor in the grain markets of the world.
Besides this, government returns
show that every state in the Union
has representatives in these prov-
inces, and naturally the friends  of
these representatives are anxious to
hear of thelr success, It has never
been sald of that country that it is
absolutely faultless. There are, and
have been, districts that have experi-
enced the vagaries of the weather,
the same as in districts south of the
boundary line between the two coun-
tries, But these are only such as are
to be expected in any agricultural
country. The past has proven that
the agricultural possibilities of this
portion of Canada are probably more
attractive in every way than most
countries where grain raising is the
chief industry. The present year
promises to be even better than past
years, and in & month or six weeks
1t is feolt there will be produced the
evidence that warrants the enthusi-
asm of the present. Then these great
broad acres will have the ripened
wheat, oats, barley and flax, and the
farmer, who has been looking forward
to making his last payment on his
dig farm will be satisfled. At the time
of writing, all crops give the prom-
ise of reaching the most sanguine ex-
= pectations, ;
¢ In the central portion of Alberta,
it 4s said that crop comditions are
more favorable than in any previous
year. Heavy rains recently visited
t, and the whole of this grain
ng section has been covered. Re-
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S8YNOPSIS.

Richard Zightnut, an American with an

Affected English accent, recelves a pres-
ent from a friend in China, The present
roves to be a palr of pajamas, A letter
1ints of surprise to the wearer., Lightnut
dons the pajamas and late at night gets
up Jor a smoke, His servant, Jenkins,
comes in and, falling to recognize Light-
nut, attempts to put him out. Thinking
the servant crazy, Lightnut changes his
clothes intending to summon help, When
he reappears Jenkins falls on his neck
with Jo¥. confirming Lightnut's bellef
that he 1s crazy. Jenkins tells Lightnut of
the encounter he had with a hideous
Chinaman dressed In ajamas, In a
message from his friend, Jack BIillings,
Lightnut Is asked to put up “the kid"
for the night on his way home from col-
lege. Later Lightnut finds a beautiful
girl in black pajamas in his room. Light-
nut s shocked by the girl’'s drinking,
smoking and slangy talk. BShe tells him
her name is Francls and puzzles him
with a story of her love for her sister’'s
room-mate, named Frances. Next morn-
ing the girl i1s missing and Lightnut hur-
ries to the boat to see her off. He is ac-
costed by a husky cnllegu boy, who calls
hll"l‘. “Dicky,” but he does not see the
Kir

CHAPTER VIIL.

Her Brother Jack,
*“Good night, Dicky!” came up the
elevator shaft. And then more “good
nights,” growing fainter with their
laughter as the car shot down.
“Good night,” 1 called after them.
“Devilish sorry you fellows won't stay
longer!”
“Jolly good lle, Jenkins,” I sald,
yawning sleepily, as I dropped back
into my own apartment,
“Yes, sir,” assented Jenkins demure-
ly. “It's sleeping on the divan the
other night, sir. Eight hours there
ain’t nothing like elght hours in bed
®nd in your pajamas.”
“Pajamas!"” 1 ejaculated, startled.
For all day I had been thinking of
her. I wondered if Billings would hap.
pen to Invite me up for the week end.
But he had so many times, and 1 had
never gone.
“By Jove, that reminds me,” I sald.
“Those red silk pajamas!”
“Yes, sir.” Jenkins' face hardened
in an odd, wooden way. °
“I was wondering, Jenkins, if those
pajamas were torn any in our little
row the other night.”
Poor Jenkins winced a little. *“I
think not, sir,” he muttered humbly—
*leastwise, they were all right last
filght when Mr.—"” He seemed to catch
himself abruptly, *“I mean when 1
found them this morning, sir.”
He returned with the garments 1
had recelved from Mastermann, and
again we spread them under the
lamp on the table. They looked singu-
larly smooth and unwrinkled. There
was not a single tear or break, not
even with the delicate cords that
twisted to form the frogs of the seat.
“My, sirl But ain’t they red!”
breathed Jenkins. “Them cords look
like little red snakes.”
1 cut an anxious glance at Jenkins,
for 1 did not like his reference to
snakes. Seemed ominous, somehow.
But his appearance was composed and
reassuring. And, by Jove, come to
look, the cords did look just like tiny,
colled serpenta of glowing fire. Why,
they were 80 jolly red they hurt your
eyes. Fact! And thin as the beau:
tiful stuff was, thia brighter red ran
all over the other, covering every inch
of it and forming the closest, finest
what-you-call-it embroldery. It was as
faint and dainty a pattern as that on a
soap bubble! ct is, I could not
trace it, even with my glass.
The only part that wasn’t covered
with this embroidery business was the
stuff used to cover the knots, or little
balls, over which the cords were
meant to hook. In working with
some of these cords, idly fastening
and unfastening them, I got a little
impatient with one that seemed tight,
you know, and I used my manicure
knife to pull the knot through.
“Careful, sir,” warned Jenkins.
“Likely to cut something.”
By Jove! No sooner sald, than 1
dia 1it!
The dashed blade slipped somehow
agd cut into the threads that tied the
covers or caps or whatever-you-call-
‘ems, over the knots. And when I
pulled, the beastly plece of silk came
off in my fingers.
And th but T say! 1 just
gave a sort of yell and dropped the
whole thing!
Ever have some silly ass try to

at you in the dark? Know how you
jerk back? Well, there you are! For,
glve you my word, when I peeled off
the little cloth cap, regular blazes of
crimson fire seemed to shoot from
the end of the knot.

" Fact s, it wasn’t a knot at all, but

a button—a devilish glassy button,
something bigger than a dime, per-
haps, and thick as the end of your
little Ainger. And there it lay against
the silk, burning its way through it

rolled in. R
40 1 say “rolled in,” because it always

looks that way. That's the way Bill-
fngs is bullt, you know.

wcare you by poking a red hot cigar |,

Dicky's Koroskos and a sloe fizz—not
too sweet, you know; and you may—""

Billings broke off suddenly. Then
he climbed heavily to his feet, and
without warning, heaved himself
across the room and seized the button
I had just uncovered. Dashed if he
didn’'t almost upset me.

“Here, I say!” I protested. *“Don’'t
lose that cap.” I picked it up from
where he had jerked it to the floor.
“It's the cover to hide that glass, you
know.”

“Wh-a-a-t!”

Billings swung round, staring at me
with the most curious expression.

“See here, Dicky,” he exclaimed
rather excitedly, but in a low tone, as
he cut a side glance at Jenkins si-
phoning the flzz over at the cellarette.
“What In thunder have you been do-
ing now?”

By Jove, I turned cold for a minute,
I was that startled. I thought he was
going to use the pajamas as an intro-
duction for reference to last night, But
in a minute 1 saw that he did not
mean that.

‘“Where on earth did you get any-
thing like this?”

“Oh, 1 say now!” I remonstrated,
alarm changing to a mild dudgeon.
Billings’ devilish rude manners are so
offensive at times. “What do you

mean? It's a present from a friend
fn China.”
“Present!” Billings’ eyes bulged

queerly. He stooped toward me, whis-
pering: “Did he know what this but-
ton was?”

“Why, of course he didn’t,” I an-
swered Indignantly. ‘“Never dreamed
of it, of course. I tell you, it was all
nicely covered, was what-you-call-it—
upholstered, you know—with devilish
nice silk. I cut it off accidentally,
trying to force the thing through that
loop. That left the marble exposed.”

Billings took the glass mechanically
from the tray tendered by Jenkins and
gipped it slowly, eying me curiously
over the top. Then he set it back,
very dellberately, wiped his mouth
with the bit of napery, and without
taking his glance from me, waited un-
til Jenkins had left the room. Where-
upon, after another searching look at
the button, he dropped it with the
garment upon the table, and with
hands jammed deep in his pockets,
faced me with a long-drawn whistle.

“Well, I'll be hanged!” he ex-
claimed. Just a coarse, vulgar out-
burst, you know—no sense to it; no
point at all, you know—that's Bill-
ings.

He caught up the coat agaln. “And
these others—four of them-—are they
just the same?” he demanded sharply.
“Dash it, how should I know? I
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“By Jove, of course,” I answered
ruefully, *I can’t sleep in the things
now, you know. What would people
say?”

Billlngs stared at me disagreeably
a moment and sald something under
his breath. Then he caught up the
buttons and the silk, and crushing
them {n his hands, buried his face in
the mass,

“Oh you beauties, you darlings!” 1
heard him murmur.

Then he looked at the buttons
again, and dash it, he Kkissed me.
Maudlin—jglly maudlin, I g2y, if you
ask me!

“l say, Dicky,” he sald carelessly.
“You may not care for them, but I've
taken rather a shine to these buttons.
Mind letting me have one, eh?”

He flashed a quick glance at me
and then away,

“Mind? Why, certainly not; take
'em all, old chap, and welcome.” Yet
I responded gloomily enough, scarcely
polite, you know. And I felt too jolly
prostrated to be curious as to what
he could possibly want with the
things. Walistcoat buttons, Ilkely—
Billings was given to loud dress and
other bounder stunts. But he just sat
there looking down after I spoke, and
presently stole a queer glance at me.

He suddenly held up the row of red
buttons again,

“Look here, you blessed dodo,” he
exclalmed brusquely. “Have you real-
ly no idea what these are, these glass
buttons you are yapping about? Of
course you haven’'t, you jolly chowder
head, but I'm going to tell you.”

He threw the coat into my lap.

“They are rubies, old man, that's
all,” he said quietly. “Oriental rubles,
at that—flawless and perfect—the
rarest and most precious things in the
world.”

CHAPTER IX.
An Amazing Revelation.

I stared blankly at Billings.
bles!” I gasped.

He nodded. “Genuine pigeon bloods,
my son, no less.”

“Oh, come now, Billings,” 1 protest-
ed. I felt a little miffed, just a little
you know. So jolly raw to try It on
that way.

“By Jove, old chap, you must think
me a common ass,” I suggested dis-
gustedly.

Billings grinned at the very idea.

“You a common ass, Dicky?” he
ejaculated. ‘“Nobody who knows you
would ever think that, old man.”

“Ru-

“But, 1 say—"
“See here, Dicky boy, I'm in dead
earnest,” he Interrupted eagerly.

“Don’t you remember my one fad—
gems? Got enough tied up in them

suppose 80,” I answered indifferently.

And I closed my eyes and leaned back,
feeling a bit—just a bit—weary. Some-
how, Billings is always so exhausting
when he gets started on something.

*“Oh, cut it out, old chap,” I protest-
ed, drowsy-like.

“I will,” I heard him say. Then 1
guess I must have dropped off a bit,
for the next thing I knew he was
shaking me. .

“Dicky! Dicky!
Look, I tell you!"”

I did look, and—well, I was jolly
vexed, that's all.

« "Oh, I eay now!” 1 spoke severely—
just that way, you know. I went on,
remonstrating: “Devilish gilly joke, it
you ask me. You've gone and ruined
the thing, Billings! Flashy buttons
like that, you know—too tawdry, too
eh..p-. 1

“Cheap!” He almost shouted it
Then he leaned over the back of the
Jeather chair and pounded his fat head
against the cushions, writhing his big
bulk from side to side.

“Quite impossible,” I sald firmly

Say, look here!

o
“Have You Really No Idea What Thess Are?”

to build two apartment houses as big
as this. Best amateur collection in
New York, If I do say it. But I haven’'t
anything like one of these rubies, and
neither has any one else—no one else
in this country, anyhow. There’'s

nothing like them In all New York,
from T#fany's down to Maiden Lane,
and never has been. [ never saw any-
thing llke—near like any of them—
except the one in the Russian crown
of Anna Ivanovana. That's bigger,
but it hasn't the same fire.”

I just laughed at him. “Why, Bill-
ings, these pajamas were sent me by
a friend in China, and 1 assure you—"

“Assure? What can you assure—
what do you know about 1t?” sald
Billings rudely. “What did your friend
know, or the one he had these things
from—or the one before him—or the
one still before that? Pshaw!” And
he snapped his fingers.

With his hand he swept up the Iit-
tle caps and the long, wirelike threads
that held them and sniffed the hand-
ful curiously.

“H'm! Funky sort of aromatic smell
—balsam, cedar oll or something like
that,” he muttered half aloud. *“That
accounts for the preservation. But
still—"

He crossed his
thoughtfully,

“Tell you how I figure this out,
Dicky,” he said finally. *“These night-
fes your friend has gent you are aw-
fully rare and old; and for delicate,
dainty elegance and that sort of thing
they’'ve got everything else in the silk
way shoved off the clothes-line. But
as to these jewels, you can just bet
all you've got that whoever passed
them on was not wise to them being
under these covers.”

Here he got to looking at one of
the buttons and murmuring his ad-
miration—regular trance, you know.

“By Jove!” I remarked, just to stir
him up a bit. And he unloaded a
great funnel of smoke and continued:

“My theory {s that during some
danger, somé mandarins’ war, likely,
somebody got cold feet about these
jewels and roped them in with these
bits of silk—see how different they
are from the rest of the stuff! Then,
when the roughhouse came, these pa-
jamas were swept along in the sack-
ing—sort of spoils of pillage, you
know. It was a clever method of con-
cealment—clever because simple—a
hiding place unlikely to be thought of
because right under the eye. You re-
call Poe's story of ‘The Purloined Let-
ter?'”

I asked Billings how much he
thought one of the rubies was worth.
I had in mind how devilish hungrily
he had looked at them. But he sighed,
then frowned and answered impatient.
ly:
“That’s it! That’s the trouble about
all the rare and beautiful things of
this life! Always some debasing,
prohibitive sordid money value, dam-
mit!”

He squinted at the stones again and
let the weight of one rest upon his
finger. He shook his head, sighing.

“Well, they're over twenty carats
each, and therefore, of course, many
times the value of first water dia-
monds. After you get above five
carate with real Oriental rubles, dla-
monds are not in it.”

With an abrupt gesture he pushed
the things away and rose. His pipe
had gone out, but I noticed that he
did not relight it. I held the gems
full In the rays of the lamp, and Bill-
ings paused, holding a hungry gaze
over his shoulder,

“l say, Billings, how much did you
say one was worth?” I asked care-
lessly. For a moment he did not re-
ply, but muttered to himself.

“] didn’'t say,” he finally replied,
and rather crossly. Then he whirled
on me impulsively. *“See here, Light-
nut,” he exclaimed, “if you'll let me
have one of those for my collection,
I'll give you twenty-five thousand for
it—there!”

He gulped and continued:

“I'll have to make some sacrifices,
but I don’t mind that. I—"

But I shook my head. Really, I
could hardly keep from laughing in
his face.

“Sorry! Can’'t see it, old chap,” I
gaid. “Wouldn’t sell one of the:n af
any price.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)
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Delicate Plant.

“The flower of the air” is a plant
found in Chill and also in Japan. This
appellation is given to it because it
has no roots. and is never fixed to the
earth. It twines round a dry tree or
sterile rock. Each shoot produces two
or three flowers like a lily—white,
transparent, and odoriferous. It is
capable of being transported two or
three hundred leagues, and vegetates

as it travels, suspended on a twig.

wghe Picked the Wrong Man

Woman WiIith Prominent Jaw Did Not
Get the Seat She So Evi
dently Desired.

She hed a jaw that somehow re
minded one of the cowcatcher on a lo-
comotive—perhaps because it was al-
ways somewhat In advance of her
countenance. Also there was a look
of determination in her eyes, and it
was evident, from the manner in
which she elbowed other passengers

—

by kicking his toes. He curled his feet
back under the seat and continued to
read his paper. Then she “hemmed”
loudly and bumped against his knees.
He looked up at her, indulged in a
sigh of weariness and tried to make
room for her by crowding closely to
the woman who sat at the left of him.
She declined to budge, however, and
the old gentleman again turned his
attention to his paper.

Exasperated by such ungallant be-
havior on his part, the woman with
the decisive jaw sald in tones that in
no wise suggested the haunting mel-
ody of & tinkling brook:

“1 suppose I'll have to stand all the
way home. I've heard of men who
had the decency to get up when the
cars were crowded, but I guess they’re
all dead.”

“Madam,” the little old gentleman
mildly remarked, “I would give you
my seat, but I'm saving it for a lady.”

—Chicago Record-Herald.
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Two Enough for Her.

He was a small boy with a dark,
eager face and he was walting at the
end of the line of eight or ten per-
sons for a chance to make his wants
known to the lbrarian. When his
turn came he inquired briefly: “Have
you got ‘Twenty Thousand Legs Un-
der the sea?”

“No,” responded the librarian a lit-
tle snappily, for she was tired, “I'm
thankful to say I've only got two.
They're not under the sea!”

Persuasion.

“What made Mr. Chuggins buy an
automoblle?”

“His wife persuaded him by calling
his attention to the economy of hav-
ing gasoline on hand to clean gloves
with.”—Washington Star.

The Writer Who Does Most.
That writer does the most who
gives his reader the most knowledge
and takes from him the least time.—
C. C. Colton.

A girl may not marry the best man
at her own wedding, but she should
try to make the best of the man she
marries.

R Luncheon—or picnic
sandwiches, nothing equals

Veal Loaf

Or, serve it cold with crisp new lettuce.

It is & tasty treat and economical as well.
At All Grocers

Libby, MsNeill & Libby
< Chicago
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Free 0ur new bookla, telling of Coca-Cola
vindication at Chattancoga, for the asking. Whenever
1] Demand the Genalne as made by A’:‘ﬁm

THE COCA-COLA CO., ATLANTA, GA. of Coca-Cola.

: A vanished thirst—a cool body and a refreshed one; the
surc way—the only way is via a glass or bottle of

Ideally delicious—pure as purity—crisp and sparkling as frost.
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MADE BIG PROFIT FOR STATE

Purely Business Argument for the Es-
tablishment of Sanlitoriums for
the Tuberculosls.

According to figures contained in the
annual report of Dr. H. L. Barnes, su-
perintendent of the Rhode Island state
sanitorium, the earnings of the ex-
patients of that institution during the
year 1911 would amount to over $266,-
000. This is a sum three times as
large as that spent each year for main-
tenance of the {institution, including

tion charges.

The actual earnings in 1911 of 170
ex-patients were obtained by Dr.
Barnes. These ranged from $2 to $31
per week, the total earnings for the
year amounting to $102,762. On this
basis, Dr. Barnes computes the figures
above given. He says, however:
“While institutions for the cure of
tuberculosis are good investments,
there 18 good reason for thinking that
institutions for the {isolation of far-
advances cases would be still better
investments.

Out of a total of 46,4560 hospital
days’' treatment given, 39,147, or 84
per cent.,, were free, the treatment
costing the state on an average $200
per patient. Out of 188 free cases in-
vestigated, 56 had no familles and no
income on admission to the sanito-
rium. Out of 132 patients having
homes, the number {n the family aver-
aged 5.2, and the average family earn-
ings were $5.46. In 59 cases the fami-
lies had no income, and in only five
cases were there any savings, none of
which amounted to as much as $100.

Too Eager.

Fred Poyner, a Chicago dentist, was
recently at a banquet given by the
Dental association.

He said: “On on side 1s the right
of things and on the other is wrong;
sometimes the difference between the
two Is slight. As the following story
shows: A gypsy upon release from
jail met a friend. “‘What were you in
for? asked the friend.

“‘1 found a horse,” the gypsy re-
plied.

“‘Found a horse? Nonsense! They
would never put you in jall for finding
a horse.

“*Well, but you see I found him
before the owner lost him.'”

Excellent Plan,

“] mee,” sald Mrs. De Jones, while
Mrs. Van Tyle was calllng ‘“that you
have a Chinese chauffeur. Do you
find him satisfactory?”

“He's perfectly fine,” sald Mrs. Van
Tyle. “To begin with, his yellow com-
plexion is such that at the end of a
long, dusty ride he doesn’t show any
gpots, and then when I am out in my
limousine 1 have .his pigtail stuck
through a little hole in the plate glass
window and I use it as a sort of bell
rope to tell him where to stop.”"—
Harper’'s Weekly.

Height of Selfishness.

Some men are so selfish that if they
were living in a haunted house they
wouldn’t be willing to give up the
ghost.—Florida Times Union.

Old friends are best, but many a
woman deludes herself with .the idea
that she is too young to have any old
friends.

LOGICAL QUESTION.

Stage Manager—Why didn't you go
on when you got your cue, ‘“Come
forth ?"

Supe—O! was waitin’ for the other
three to go on first. Sure, an’ how
could I come forth if I wint first?

The Middle-Aged Woman,

Of the many ways in which the mid-
dle-aged woman may vary the effect
of her afternoon gowns none s sim-
pler than the use of a collar and cuffs
of white volle edged with scalloping
and embroidery in a floral design. An-
other change may be the frock set of
white chiffon with border of black
malines, and still another is the one
of black net hemstitched with silver
thread. Some of these collars are so
long in front that they terminate only
at the walst line, where they cross in
surplice effect and are tucked away
under the girdle. An excellent model
of this sort is of light blue lawn em-
broidered with black dots, and a sec-
ond is of white agaric trimmed with
tiny folds of broadcloth, alternating
with eponge.

A Lottery.

“Is that picture one of the old mas-
ters you were telling me about?”
asked Mr. Cumrox.

“Yes,” replied the art dealer. “It Is
a genuine treasure; absolutely authen-
tie?

“I'll buy it. I already have three
just like it, and somewhere In the
bunch I'm liable to hit the original.”

Laying a Foundation.

Little Bobyb (the guest)—Mrs.
Skimper, when I heard we were goin’
to have dinner at your house I start-
ed right in trainin’ fer it.

Mrs. Skimper (the hostess)—By sav-
ing up your appetite, Bobby?

Little Bobby—No'm. By eatin’ @
square meal first.

Let’s Be Thankful for That.
At any rate a woman's shoes haven't
yet reached the point where they but-
ton up the back.

Many a girl strives to make a name
for herself rather than attempt to
make a loaf of bread.

People who live in clean houses

shouldn’t throw mud.

And fumish him strength

To see him so much on

Old Michigan's wonderful batter
Eats Toasties, ‘tis said, once a day,
For he knows they are healthful and wholesome

His rivals have wondered and marvelled

Not knowing his strength and endurance
Is due to the com in TY CORB.
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