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|CHAPTER X. tContinued.) | 
RB've juat been reading about' 
[girls, sir," said the clerk respect-

"It's a pretty nervy little 
k! You must be proud of them!". 

girls!" ejaculated Mr. Starr. 
j,ven't you seen the morning pa- ] 
pTou're Mr. Starr, the Methodist' 
|ter at Mojint Mark, aren't you?" j 

But what has happened to i 
iris? Is anything wrong? Give 
le paper!" S 

^ Starr was greatly agitated. He 
it. 

the clerk could not lose this op-
»ity to create a sensation. It j 

ji a chance of a lifetime. "Why, : 
Jfglar - got in the parsonage last J 

Jie began; almost licking his 
with satisfaction. "The twins 
him at their dresser and when 

Bpped into the closet they locked 
i;there, and yelled for the rest 
family. But he broke away from 

rod-went downstairs and climbed 
pthe -dungeon to get the money. 
I Prudence, she ran downstairs 
'in the dark and locked him in 

|ungeon—pushed him downstairs 
lething like that, I believe—and 

^telephoned for the police. And 
Jitayed on guard outside the dun-
funtil the police got there, so he 
Vt get away. And the police got 

Ijuid found it was Limber-Limb 
|t, a famous gentleman thief, and 
1 girls are going to get five hun-
Kdollars reward for catching him." 
He minutes later, Mr. Starr and 
Suit case were in a taixcab speed-

rard union station, and within 
minutes he was en route for 

|t-Mark—white in the face, shaky 
knees, but tremendously proud 

irit. 
ing at Mount Mark he was in-
surrounded by an exclamatory 

Of station loungers. "Ride, sir£ 
to take you home for nothing," 
Harvey Reel. Mount Mark was 

ing more notoriety than ever be-
fin the two hundred years of its 
iilce. The nr.me of Prudence was 
(retry tonguo and her father heard 
th satisfaction. In the parsonage 

and at least two-thirds of the 
|HBf Aid society, the trustees and 
^Sunday school superintendent, 
[With a miscellaneous assortment 
iinary members, mixed up with 

^yterians, Baptists and a few un
ified outsiders. And Prudence 

4e center of attraction. 
. was telling the "whole story" 

jfethaps the fifteenth time that 
ig ,but she broke off when her 
hurried in and flung her arms 
him. "Oh, papa," she cried, 

|gr mustn't praise me. I had no 
fithere was a burglar in the house 

I ran down the staihs, and if I 
|t. been careless and left the dun-

?! ;unlocked the money would have 
}• in no danger, and if the twins 
[ft; wakened me I wouldn't have 
jrfc there was a burglar about the 

,and if Fairy hadn"t kept me 
rushing out to the dungeon to 

H the money was safe, he would 
Rhgot away, and—it took the po-
ben to get him out. Oh, I know 
fcis not very grammatical, father, 
{^8 just as true as if it were! And 
pestly can't see that much credit 
ke me." 
It Mount Mark did not take it so 
My. And as for the Methodist : 
ph—well, the Presbyterian people 
Ito say there was "no living with 
ft" Methodists since the girls 
mt a burglar in the parsonage." 
purse, it was important, from the 
fpdist point of view. Pictures of 
parsonage and the church were in 
jKe papers for miles around, and 
tjieir very next meeting the trus-
fflecided to get the piano the Sun-
liSchoOl had been needing for the 
fiiundred years! 
|hen the five hundred dollars ar-
a' from Chicago, Prudence felt 
^personally she had no real right 
TO money. "We must divide it." 
insisted, "for I didn't earn it a bit 
fc than any of the others. But it is 

LrNjjectly glorious to have five hun-
K.dollars, isn't it? Did you ever 

' .I'five hundred dollars before? Just 
fit, fatherland use it for whatever 

we need. It's family money." 
But he would not hear of this. "No," 

he said, "put it in the bank, Prudence, 
for there will come * time when you 
will want money very badly. Then 
you will have it." 

"Let's divide it then—a hundred for 
each of us," she urged. 

Neither the younger girls nor their 
father would consent to this. But 
when Prudence stood very firm and 
pleaded with them earnestly, they de
cided to divide it. 

"I will deposit two hundred and 
fifty dollars for the four younger 
ones," he said, "and that will leave 
you as much." 
. So it was settled and Prudence was 

a happy girl when she i saw it safely 
put away in the bank. 

"We can get it whenever we really 
need it, ycu know," she told her father 
joyfully. "It's such a comfort to 
know it's there! I feel just like a mil
lionaire, I am sure. Do you think it 
would be all right to send Limber-
Limb Grant a letter of thanks for it? 
We were horribly scared, but—well, I 
for one am willing to be horribly scar
ed for such a lot of money as that!" 

CHAPTER XI. 
Romance Comes. 

Sometimes. Methodists, or Presby
terians or heretics, whatever we may 
be, we are irresistibly impelled to the 
conclusion that things were simply 
bound to happen! However slight the 
cause—still that cause was predestin
ed from the beginning of time. A girl 
may by the sheerest accident, step 
from the street car a block ahead of 
her destination—an irritating incident. 
But as she walks that block she may 
meet an old time friend, and a strang
er. And that stranger—ah, you can 
never convince the girl that her step
ping from the street car too soon was 
not ordered when the foundation of 
the world were laid. 

Even so with Prudence, good Meth
odist daughter that she was. We ask 
her, "What if you had not gone out 
for a ride that morning?" And Pru
dence, laughing, answers, "Oh, but I 
had to go, you see." "Well," we con
tinue, "if you had not met him that 
way, you could have met him some 
other way, I suppose." "Oh, no," de
clares Prudence decidedly, "it had to 
happen just, that way." 

After all. down in plain ink on plain 
paper, it was very simple. Across the 
street from the parsonage was a little 
white cottage set back among tall ce
dars. In this cottage lived a girl nam
ed Mattie Moore—a common, unlovely, 
unexciting girl, with whom Romance 
could not aparently be intimately con
cerned. Mattie Moore taught a coun
try school five miles out of town, and 
she rode to and from her school, morn
ing and evening, on a bicycle. 

Years before, ^hen Prudence was 
young and bicycles were fashionable, 
she had been intensely fond of riding. 
But as she gained in age. and bicycles 
lost in popularity, she discarded the 
amusement as unworthy a parsonage 
damsel. 

One evening, early in June, when 
the world was fair to lok upon, it was 
foreordained that Prudence should be 
turning in at the parsonage gate just 
as Mattie Moore whirled up, opposite, 
on her dusty wheel. Prudence stop
ped to interchange polite inanities 
with her neighbor, and Mattie, wheel
ing the bicycle lightly beside her, 
came across the street and stood be
neath the parsonage maples with Pru
dence. They talked of the weather, of 
the coming summer, of Mattie's school, 
rejoicing that one more week would 
bring freedom from books for Mattie 
and the younger paisonage girls. 

Then said Prudence, seemingly of 
her own free will, but really directed 
by an all-eontroling Providence, "Isn't 
it great fun to ride a bicycle? I love 
it. Sometime will you let me ride 
your wheel?" 

"Why, certainly. You may ride now 
if you like." 

"No," said Prudence slowly, "I am 
afraid it would not do for me to ride 
now. Some of the members might 
see me, and—well, I am very grown 

•up, you kuow.—Of course," she added 

hastily, "it ia different with you. You 
ride for tiusiness, but it would be 
nothing but a frolic with me. I want 
to get up at 6 o'clock and go early in 
the morning when the world is fast 
asleep. Let me take it tomorrow 
morning, will you? It is Saturday and 
you won't be going to school." 

"Yes, of course you may," was the 
hearty answer. "You may stay out 
as long as you like. I'm going to sew 
tomorrow. You make take it in the 
parsonage now and keep it until morn
ing. I always sleep late on Satui> 
days." 

So Prudence delightedly tripped up 
the parsonage board walk, wheeling 
the bicycle by her side. She hid it 
carefully in the wood shed, for the 
twins were rash and venturesome. But 
after she had gone to bed, she confid
ed her plan to Fairy. 

"I'm going at 6 o'clock, and I'll be 
back in time to get breakfast. But 
as you know, Fairy, my plans do not 
always work out as I intend, so if I am 
a little late, you'll get breakfast for 
papa and the girls, like a dear, won't 
you?" 

Fairy promised. And early the next 
morning, Prudence, in a plain ging
ham house dress, with the addition of 
a red sweater jacket and cap for 
warmth, set out upon her secret ride. 
It was a magnificent morning, and Pru
dence sang for pure delight as she 
rode swiftly along the country roads. 
The country was simply irresistible. 
It was almost intoxicating. And Pru
dence rode farther than she had in
tended. East and west, north and 
south, she went, apparently guided by 
her own caprice. She knew it was 
growing late, "but Fairy'll get break
fast," the thought comfortably. 

Finally she turned in a by-road, 
leading between two rich hickory 
groves. Dismounting at the top of a 
long hill, she gazed anxiously around 
her. No one was in sight. The near
est house was two miles behind, and 
the road was long, and smooth, and in
viting, and the hill was steep. Pru
dence yearned for a good, soul-stir
ring coast, with her feet high up on 
the framework of the wheel and the 
pedals flying around beneath her 
skirts. This was not the new and 
modern model of bicycle. The pedals 
on Mattie Moore's wheel revofved, 
whether one worked them or not. 

It seemed safe. The road sloped 
down gradually at the bottom, with 
an incline on the other side. What 
more could one desire. The only liv
ing thing in sight besides birds gossip
ing in the leafy branches and the 
squirrel scolding to himself, was a 
sober-eyed serious mule peacefully' 

grazing near the bottom of the hill. 
Prudence laughed gleefully, like a 

child. She never laughed again in ex-
actly that way. This was the last ap
pearance of the old irresponsible Pru
dence. The curtain was just ready to 
drop. 

"Here goes!" she cried, and leap
ing nimbly into the saddle, she pedal
ed swiftly a few times and then lifted 
her feet to the coveted position. The 
pedals flew around beneath her, just 
as she had anticipated, and the wind 
whistled about her in a most exhilarat
ing way. 

But as she neared the bottom, a 
disastrous and totally unexpected 
thing happened. The placid mule, 
which had been righteously grazing 
beside the fence, suddenly stalked in
to the middle of the road. Prudence 
screamed, jerked the handle bar to 
the right, then to the left, and then, 
with a sickening thud, she landed head 
first upon some part of the mule's an
atomy. She did not linger there, how
ever. She bounced on down to the 
ground, with a little cry of pain. The 
bicycle crashed beside her, and the 
mule, slightly startled, looked around 
at her with ears raised in silent ques
tioning. Then he ambled slowly across 
the road and deliberately continued his 
grazing. 

Prudence tried to raise herself, but 
she felt sharp pain. She heard some 
one leaping over the fence near her 
and wondered, without, moving, her 
head, if it could be a tramp bent on 
highway robbery. The next instant a 
man was leaning over her. "It's not 
a tramp.' she thought, before he had 
time to speak. ' ' ' ' 

'Are you hurt?" he cried. "You poor 
child!" 

Prudence smiled pluckily. "My 
ankle is hurt a little, but I am not a; 
child." I 

The young man, in great relief, j 
laughed aloud, and Prudence joined 
him rather faintly. j 

"I'm afraid I can not walk." she | 
said. "I believe I've broken my ankle, 
maybe my whole leg, for all I know. 
It—hurts—pretty badly!" 

"Lie down like this," he said, help
ing her to a more comfortable posi
tion, "do not move. May I examine; 
your foot?" j 

She shook her head but he removed 
the shoe regardless of her head shake, j 
"I believe it is sprained. I am sure! 
the bone is not broken. But how in J 
the world will you get home? How far 
is it to Mount Mark? Is that where 
you live?" 

"Yes," considering, "yes, I live there 
and it must be four miles, anyhow. 
What shall I do?" 

jiiiiiiiiimiimimimiiiiiiiiiimiiiiiiimmmiiiuiiiiHiiiMimiiinmiiiiiiumiiimmm 
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Uncle Wiggily and the Moueie Girl. 
"Ho! Ho!'' exclaimed the red, white 

and blue sand flea, when he saw the 
ship held fast in the desert island. "I 
will soon have this loose for you." 

"Will you really?" asked Uncle Wig
gily. 

"That will be fine," Grandfather 
Goosey Gander said, "but I don't be
lieve you can do it." 

"Just watch," said the flea. Then 
he began digging in the sand with his 
hind legs, making them go flippity-flop 
as fast as anything, just as when your 
puppy dog digs in the dirt for a bone. 

The flea had not dug very long be
fore Uncle Wiggily cried: 

"There! Our ship is free! It is float
ing again. Now we can keep on sail
ing around the world. Grandpa Goos
ey!" 

"So we can!" exclaimed the old 
goose gentleman, and away they went 
sailing in their ship, and Jimmie 
Wibblewobble, the duck boy, yent with 
them. They sailed and they sailed, 

• having many adventures, about which 
i I have not time to tell you now, and 
] finally, when they had sailed. all 
. around the world, they came to the 
! place where they had started from, 

which was just where Uncle Wiggily 
i lived. 
I "Well, here we are back "home 
| again," said the old rabbit gentleman, 
! while Jimmie Wibblewobble jumped 
' off the ship to find some of his little 

animal friends. 
j "Yes, here we are again," Grandpa 
. Goosey said. "What are you going to 
do now?" 

] "He is going to stay home for a 
while; that's what he is going to do," 

' said Nurse Jane Fuzzy-Wuzzy, the 
fnuskrat lady. "You have traveled 
enough for a while, Uncle Wiggily. 
Now you must stay home and rest." 

I "Very well," answered the rabbit 
i^gentlenxan politely. "I will." 

But a week or so later Uncle Wig
gily had rested enough, so he set off 
to find more adventures. 

"I think I will go back to the sea
shore," he said. "I liked it very well 
there in the winter, "and, as it is sum
mer now I will like it all the more. 
Yes, I shall go down to the shore." 

And down on the ocean beach he 
went again, renting a bungalow where 
he could watch the ocean waves roll 
up on shore and then roll out again. 

Uncle Wiggily had a good time at 
the seashore and then one day 'he 
thought he would take a little trip up 
to the hot city, to see some of his 
friends who were not lucky enough to 
be able to go to the beach. And, as 
the rabbit gentleman was walking 
along he stopped to buy a glass of 
lemonade. And, while,he was drink
ing it along came two-bad old Sand 
Hoppers, who had made trouble be
fore, and right into the pail of lemon
ade they pushed Uncle Wiggily. 

The old rabbit gentleman might 
have been drowned but a poor little 
mousie girl and some of her brothers 
and sisters came along the street just 
then and pulled Uncle Wiggily out of 
the lemonade. 

Uncle Wiggily thanked the mousie 
girl very much for her kindness and 
when he saw how poor and ragged she 
was, and how tired, from staying in 
the hot city, he asked her why she did 
not go down to the cool seashore. 

"Oh, we have no money to go," s^id 
the mousie girl, "and no nice clothes 
to wear on the board walk." 

"Oh, we must fix that!" exclaimed 
Uncle Wiggily. "T will try and find a 
way so I can take down to the shore 
some of you children, who never have 
a chance to spend a vacation near the 
ocean. Yes, that is what I will do. 
I'll see you later, little mousie girl." 

"Thank you," said the »iousie girl, 
as Upcle Wiggily, went ona. •; ... , 

iTTOtf-PS" 

The rabbit gentleman hopped and 
hopped, until he came to the place 
where Grandfather Goosey was living, 
after his trip aroufid the world. 

"Well, well!" exclaimed Grandpa 
Goosey, as he saw his rabbit friend 
hopping up the front walk, "what 
brings you up from the shore? I 
thought you were spending part of 
your vacation there." 

"I was. But I came to see if Sammie 
and Susie Littletail, or Jimmie Wibble
wobble, or any of my friends were 
coming down to the beach to spend 
their vacations," spoke Uncle Wiggily. 
"I also wanted to see how hot it was 
in the city, atad if I could find any 
poor animal children, whom I could 
take down to the cool ocean." 

"Did you find any?" asked Grand
pa Goosey, as he quacked like an auto
mobile horn, to see if he had caught 
cold from sleeping in a mosquito net 
the night before. 

"Lots and lots of them." replied 
Uncle Wiggily. in a sad sort of voice. 
"Oh, it is terrible these warm summer 
daya for the children in the hot city," 
and he told about the pail of lemonade, 
and the mousie girl pulling him out, 
just as I told you. 

"My!" exclaimed Grandpa Goosey. 
"I suppose I should have thought of 
the poor children myself, but, some 
how, I did not. Say, I wish you would 
do something for me," he went on. 

"What is it?" asked Uncl0 Wiggily. 
' "I have quite a lot of money," spoke 
the kind, goose gentleman, "and I wish 
you would take some of it, and spend 
it on the little mousie girl, and he^ j 
friends, to give them a good time at' 
the seashore." 
- "I will," replied the rabbit gentle
man. "I'll use some of my own money, 
too, and we'll give those children a 
treat. But where is Jimmie Wibble
wobble, and the others?" 

"Oh, they are getting ready to go 
on their vacations," said Grandpa 
Goosey. "I think they will soon be 
with you down at the shore. They are 
going to rent a bungalow near yours." 

"Good!" cried Uncle Wiggily. "I'm 
glad of it!" Then he and Grandpa 
Goosey talked for a while, and the 
goose gentleman gave the rabbit some 
money for the poor animal children, 
and then Uncle Wiggily went to see 
Sammie and Susie Littletail, and some 
of his other animal friends. 

"We will soon be with you at the 
shore!" cried Sammie, and he turned 
a double somersault in the hammock 
and waved his ears like palm leaf 
fans. 

"And we will build sand houses!" 
cried Jimmie Wibblewobble, the boy 
duck. 

"Then I'll leave you for awbjje." 
went on Uncle Wiggily, "arid I'll go 
get the poor little mousie girl, and 
some of her friends, and have them 
ready to go off on a little trip with 
me." 

So with the money that Grandpa 
Goosey had given him, and some of his 
own, Uncle Wiggily bought some nice 
clothes for the mousie girl, and the 
others, and soon they were all on their 
way down to the shore, the rabbit 
gentleman included. They went in an 
airship, which the kind fish hawk gen
erously loaned them, for it was a little 
too far for the tiny mousie children 
to travel on foot, though Uncle Wig
gily could hop it well enough. 

A ragged little doggie boy went 
along, only he wasn't so ragged now, 
for Uncle Wiggily had bought him 
new clothes, and a little kittie cat 
girl was there, with a new dress, also 
the mousie girl's brothers and sisters, 
and a number of others had new and 
good clothes. 

"My, Uncle Wiggily!" cried Aunt 
Lettie, the old lady goat, as she saw 
them start off, "you have quite a fam
ily/there!" 

"Indeed, I have," answered the rab
bit gentleman proudly, as he bought 
them each a ten cent ice cream cone 
from the polar bear gentleman, who 
was sitting on a cake of ice. 

Well, pretty soon, in a little while, , 
not so very long, ^he fish hawk airship j 
was near the seashore. j 

"What's that booming noise, like 
thunder!'' asked the little mousie girl{ 
of Uncle Wiggily. ! 

"Those are the ocean waves, pound-' 
ing on the shore." replied the rabbit 
gentleman. "You can go paddling in 

j the water, if you like." 
Then, in a little while, they were 

all at the ocean and they thanked the 
kind fish hawk for the use of his air 
ship, and he flew away, promising to 
come back when they went.ed him. 

"Oh, is that all water?" asked the 
doggie boy. as he looked off across J 
the big, wide ocean, with the foamy. 
waves on the edge near shore. "I nev- j 
er knew there was so much water in 
the whole world." j 

"Yes, it is all water," replied-the; 
rabbit gentleman. 

c "Oh, will the policeman let us paddle 

EDNA a 
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Flexibility 

I WAS SORBY 
style go out. 
sented us with some curious speci
mens of the human form that con
sidered itself divine enough to go 

to see the corsetless give Dr. Mueller's trunk-circling 
To he sure, it pre- exercise, which is the very best for 

producing a lithe, graceful figure. 
Fat women will find that this will 
Etrip flesh from back and hips and 
abdomen, thin women will see that 
sharp angles are overcome, it this 
is practised faithfully. 

First, stand with hands on the 
hips. Lean back as far as possible, 
Inhaling as you lean, bend over to 
the left, swing forward, bend to the 
right, swing backwards to first po
sition. In other words, swing the 
trunk and upper part of the body 
in a circle above the hips, holding 
the hips firm. As you start, you 
Inhale, by the time you have com
pleted half your circle, you start 
exhaling, continuing till in first po
sition, A complete circle and a 
complete breath go together. After 
repeating this several times, try 
two or three of the complete 
breaths spoken of in a recent 
article. 

This exercise, it is claimed, adds 
height to the figure, and aids di
gestion. Later on, some exercises 
for developing the' bust will fce 
given. Even this trunk-circling will 
develop the bust somewhat, since ct 
course any form of exercise that in
creases the standard of health will 
automatically increase tt/e standard 
of beauty. Health and beauty are. 
synonymous. , 

Questions and Answers 
What it a good treatment for *mall 

corn»f 1 have one on each joint of the 
toes on my right foot and three on my left. 
Have coma roots t—Modeleint Travere. 

Reply—If the corns are very bother
some, go to a chiropodist and have them 
pared. If not, soak the feet is hot water 
and cut, or file the dead yellow skin away. 
Keep them shaved this way and you will 
have no trouble. Corns do not hare roots. 
They are only collections of horn-Ilk* skin 
caused by rubbing, pressing do^rn upon 
sensitive nerves, creating pain. 

* * * * 

Is there any good way of. making • 
baby's hair grow in curly t—Mother. 

Reply—No. There are "permanent 
waves," but they last but six months or 
so. Better let the hair grow naturally, 
occasionally rubbing olive oil Into the 
Ecalp to eucourage growth. 

If you would have a supple figure, 
do not let the waist line stiffen 

i 
about without stays—but it proved 
what this unnatural fashion has 
done to our figured—having been 
slaves to boned corsets for genera
tions we dare not go long without 
ihem any more. Which is the 
surest proof that we need to break 
the corset habit. 

However, I <had not meant to talk 
about these -today. I wanted to 
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in it?" asked the kittie girl. 
"Of course!" laughed Uncle Wig

gily. "There are no policemen here. 
Do just as you like." 

"Oh, isn't it slick!" exclaimed the 
doggie boy, turning a somersault on 
the sand. "And so cool! Oh, that hot 
city!" and he had to fan himself when 
he thought of it. Then he and the 
kittie girl, and the little mousie boy 
and girl went in paddling with their 
bare feet, but the big mousie girl stay
ed near Uncle Wiggily. 

"Don't you want to go paddling too?" 
he asked her. 

"Oh, yes,' she answered, "but I want 
to do something for you first. You 
have been so kind to us. Can't I 
sweep up your bungalow, or wash the 
dishes, or perhaps brush away the 
crumbs of the crackers and cheese?" 

"Yes, you may." said Uncle Wiggily 
kindly. "But don't work too hard. 
You came here for a vacation, you 
know." 

Still he was very glad to have his 
bungalow clean, and while the mousie 
girl was busy inside it, Uncle Wig
gily sat on the porch and went to 
sleep. And he hadn't been sleeping 
very long before a bad dogfish crawl
ed up out of the ocean, right toward 
him. 

"Ah ha!'\thought the dogfish, "here 
is where I bite Uncle Wiggily's tail!" 
Along, over the sands the dogfish 
crept, oh, so softly! making scarcely 
any noise, but you know a mouse can 
hear the least sound, even the sound 
of pussy's soft feet, and the mousie 
girl, sweeping out the bungalow, heard 
the bad dogfish creeping up to bite 
Uncle Wiggily. So she rushed to the 
door just as the bad fish was going to 
nip off tfie rabbit's tail, and the mousie 
girl cried out: 

"Oh. come quick! Come quick, ev 
erybody! Save Uncle Wiggily!" 

So her brother and sister, and the 
doggie boy and the kittie girl, and all 
their friends came rushing up from 
the beach where they were paddling 
in the water. Right at that bad dog 
fish they rushed, and they threw sand 
at him and also seaweed and pieces of 
clam shells, until he was glad to flop 
back .into the qce#p, a»d so Uncle 
1 r 'it 1 '/if ^ ^ ^ -V ./h * > J?-** 

Wiggily was saved again, for aboul 
the forty-'leventh time, I guess. 

"My goodness me, sakes alive' 
What happened?" cried the rabbi1 

gentleman, as he awakened, and the; 
told him about the dogfish. And h< 
was very thankful to all of them, es
pecially to the mousie girl. 

Then it was supper time and they had 
popcorn balls and salt water taffy, and 
in case the lobster peddler brings m» 
a pound of marshmallow candies for 
the canary bird to eat, I'll tell you next 
about Uncle Wiggily giving Jimmi# 
Wibblewobble a bath. 

CHARITON. 

Frank and Laura Fitch left today for 
Steamboat Springs, Colorado, where 
they have land and where they will 
spend a few weeks. 

Mrs. Arthur Er 
Oak to spend a 

Mrs. Olive Jol 
of Cedar Rapids, 
are here for a fc 

gone to Red 
i friends, 
wo children 
j£ this city. 

<.*' visit with 
her mother, Mrs. Roseaa McEndree, 
and other relatives and friends. 

Lyle Beck has gone to Lake Okobo-
ji to spend a few days. 

Mrs. A. M. German and son, Roy, 
of Otterweek township, left yesterday 
for a visit in Hamilton, Mo., with her 
parents. 

A social for the members of the 
Chariton Volunteer fire department 
and their families will be held on Fri
day evening on the lawn at the Jas. 
Baker home. 

Mrs. Grover Bergstrum entertained a 
number of lady friends yesterday af
ternoon, complimentary to Mrs. Han
son, of Sioux City. Delicious refresh
ments were served and a most enjoy
able time is reported. 

Mrs. Harry Slattengren was hostess 
to a number of lady friends this after
noon, her sister-in-law, Mrs. Swanson, 
of Erskine, Alberta, Canada, being tho 
guest of honor. The occasion was one 
of much pleasure. /" 

Mr. and Mrs. A. W. Gammel and son, 
Leonard, of Sioux City, who had been 
spending ten days in Charlton with her 
brother, Wm. Fuller and family, ro» 
turned home yesterday. i 
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