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By Order of Court
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LEEPY desolation settled mora
thickly on the courthouse square
at placid Fuclid Corners as the

‘the county seat sizzied under ths|
flarce summer hest. Even the few,
general
store while their masters dawdled on

_ gwarmed ahout their sweaty flanks.

" In the old ccurthousa acrngs the
‘square the county clerk and his sin-
‘gl® assistant, perched upon their high|
‘wooden stools ecrawling at the docket, |
‘hemoaned the fate that kept them
thera while the summer recess alford.
'4d ‘some of their moras fortunate
) ren a chance to got away to cool-
M Jclimes. But off in nnes corner of
ithe old gray building, in a small
chamber, rather imperfectly cooied by
a large electric fan, lounged one in
dividual who seemed to cere not
{whether the rest of the world was
slzzling. Far behind a desk, heaped
Bigh with law honks, stenographer’s
‘coples, blue prints and papers of ev
ery sort and description, his feet en |
cased in large, roomy gaiters and rest-|
ing on tha deck before him, a huze|
#llk ‘kerchief wrapped about his|
is8amy neck and an old green eve
‘shade perched atop his broad, humor
‘ous nose, old Judze Bales sat drows-
ly sfaring at the printed paga before
jﬁlﬂl‘. his thoughts afar off.
* And into his musings, az If it were
+& dream, there ttole the souunds of
the rustle of A woman's dress, and
‘suddenly he turned his head toward
the half-opened door, and brought hiz
I'feet abruptly to the floor. For a young
vdeilciously cool little apparition in a
‘thin blue frock, revealing a white,
| rounded throat and a slender, grace-
ful figure from the top of her glorious
golden head to the tip of her tins
slippers ,advanced toward him, =a
| troubled look in her big hlus eyes.
' “Well, bless my soul!" exclaimed
the judge, kindly, rising and extend-
dng his horny brown paw and grasp-
ing her slim white hand cordlally;
“little Ruth Marston. What brings
you in town today?"

“J—came—(for advice, faltered the
" girl, nervously.
““Well, this is the place,” said the
. other, smilingly. “Here—=sit down."
| And he graciousiy brushed the dust
from an old arm-chair and beckoned

,partner to be seated. “What {s the
“trouble?"
She regarded him a moment in

| doubt, then plunged ahead.
*"[—er—if—er,"” she stammered, and
‘he leaned forwarded and patted her
band reassuringly.
*“Go ahead,” he urged, in a kindly
“tone. “Don't be afrald, Ruth. You're

Just like my, own daughter. 1s it—
8r—a love affair?”
She started and looked into his
en eyec before replying.
- "Y—vyes,” she admitted, bhlushing

furiously. "“I—wanted to know if I
could—that {2, can a young man—go
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back on vou whenever he wants to?"

The old Judge whistled

“S0, he exclaimed.
Who's the feller? 1Is
Ruth?"

“I—I don't know as I ought to tell
you,” she continued, “but 1 thought
maybe I could sue him for breach of
promise.”

“What!" almost yelled the judcze.
“A daughter of Sam Marston suing a
man for hreach of promize? Never
My dear girl, wheres your pride? The
idea!"

She dropped her eves and blushed
more furiously than ever.

“Well, I thought " she started,
then breaking into tears she cried,
through clenched hands, “but, judge
I love him =o! And 1 do want him
He's so fine, so noble.
it's my fault. He—"

The judge, who was gazing at her
sympathetically, felt a wave of pa-
ternal interest surge through him, as
he reached forward again and patted

*Is that jt?
he—all right,

Li-t CONFESSIONS OF A WIFE :-

“Chad did not say anything more
then, but the next day the old idea of
his dreading tie baby came up and it |
finzlly got so on my nerves that the!
doctor ordered me to the hospital and |

gnd play the piana for me once a day
or an hour.

“It was hard to get & room suffi-|
elently isolatgd to permit of piano p'ay-
ing Lut by taking a large sulte at one
end of the hospital we managed it.
I hate to think what poor Chad is do-

! Fd that Chad was only to come in |

Jikes the idea of the baby more than
aver.”

“Do you know, dear Margie,” Mollie
continued in her letter, 1 wonder il

u will understand all I have said
here (though why 1 should do so 1 don't
#ee, a8 you have always understood
me and my problems betier than ]{

“But I do so want you to understand
“that the only thing that bothers me
about the coming of the haby is the

afruid he is not going to love it. 1

happy, but you see he has had so lit-

he hates 10 see changes come when
be {5 s0 truly happy for the first time.
“He has flung himsell unreservedly
_Into the campaign for Harry Symone
mayor, and 1 think thac is going to

elp things. If Chad had snother io

be happier.

home. 1 never saw one prettier nnd'
Pat seems s0 happy over it. |

“The longer 1 live, Margie, tho more
sure I am in the conclusion that what-
sver is is right. It may ba treason of
the mort terrible kind, but | sincerely

through which Alice passed has made

“Margle, dear, there are other great

" times I feal that when woman passes
through the terrible fire of unhappi
egs and despair as Alice did that it

esses, all the little deceits and hypoc-

“I have been so taken up with my

‘'t laugh) be has gotten so sweet
lately that I am worried about him. I
im afraid he is too good for this wick-
world.

er mentioned it to a soul
hat it was a pity that you could not

" Maleolm Stvart, for even if
s my own brother it did not take

over you. But Dick bhas bee) so0 splan-
did since thet tragedy that 1 believe
I am right af:er all in thinkwng that all
things work tor good.

{ bi
“For 1 do love my brother and | know |

that you ar- the only woman in the
wotld that ho cculd be bappy with and
who could have made him the man he
Is telay. Ycu bave been very patient,
Margie, and 2y dear, 1 am 4frafd that |
in the same c.reumsiances 1 would
bave succumbed to the tiattery of Mal
colm Stuart's devotion, Yeu see |
never was apything but the little gitl
whe, when she was good could be very,
very good, aml when she was bad could I
be uorrid. |

“Uhad does vci know how much he |
owes to you, Margie, and I my haby s |
a girl 1 am goiug to edll het after you |
and every time 1 saw “er 1ame [ shall
moke a little prayer that she will be as
gond a woman a8 vou are.

“Don't think 1l am maudling—I really
oever could have sald the things to
you I huave wrirten. But somehow
whben a woman geis to the puce where
I am standing she wants ner friends
to know wh=t she thinks of them, so it
sho goes over that black route of agony
they will know just what she has held |
in her heart {or them.

“T paw Jim Fdie vesterday. [ never|
saw him look eo well. He says the
book business 's Fooming and thet he
was never happier in his e, |

“i* 1 expect you to read this letter, | |
mus! say good-bye Kiss dear old Lick
for his ‘little sister, as he always
callad— “MOLLIE." |

e e

e TATLLT
NO ONE IS LookiNG
S0 I°LL DLCE IN AND
Sge IF THE Boss
WIRED ME MY

SALARY —

And maybe )

) he soothed
“Brace up and tell me all about
Breach of promise suits never bring
‘em back, Meybe there's another
wey. Tell me, who's the man? And
what's the trouble?”

“It's John Summers,” she answerad,
brokenly, and the Judge jumpea
again

“Not that young feller
ticing leww over th' wa

her.
it.

that's prac-
7" demanded

the judge, incredulouzly, and as she
nodded du . he added, *What!
Well, see here, he's a nice boy., Tell

mn the rest™ ’
“Well.” she continusd, “he was go-
ing with me until papa died. Then
rted to grow eold He stoppea

g to the house, exeept

" nnee i“
hile, and then he ¢

a

coma at
ali And—and now he's g g with
the girl next to us. They moved here

from the city six months aco, and he's

hoarding at her house. They're al-
| ways together. What can 1 dn?"

The judge hit an end oe hiz plug
nf tobacen and settled back in  his
chair to think. Young John Sum-
mers! Why, he was one of the
brightest 1 young men that
practiced Upright, hon

3 tn tha eourt

& rlients—what

s wis something

! For a few mo-

shut 15 # d It seem-
had dre off again.

The old clock

on the wall ticke
away the minutes and she was get
ting Impatient—a bit angry—Ifor it

seemoed a sif her father's friend had

deserted her in her hour of extremity,
when his eyes opened, and he brought
his fist down on the desk heavily,
jolting a few papers to the floor.

“Sea here” he told her, “von leave
this to me. Ul ‘tend to it

“But, Judge,” sha demurred, gently.
“T—1 have no richt to tronbla you—
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about that. You—"

“Never mind!” he Interrupted, run-
ning his hand contentedly over his
b¥pad, bald pate. *“Jes’' leave it to
me. TUs old fellers don’t have much
fun these daye. Nothin' new to in-
terest us. This here business will give
me something new to think about
Now you jes' run along, and come
back here—Ilel’s see—a week from to-
day. That's it—a week from today.”

And ha settled back again in his
chair and seemed to be drowsing. She
=tarted to speak, then checked her-
scif, and looking at him, balf doubt-
fully, half lovingly, eha tiptoed from
the room and closed the door,

A clean-limbed young man, with a
zirl “at his side, emerged from the
Burns cottage, laughing merrily. They
swung down the village street in step
he carrving a suitcase, and sha a
iarge box. On the opposite slde, from
behind the wide trunk of an oak,
thers stepped a gray-haired but vig
orous old ;fntlama.n. and, starting af-
ter them, he shook his fist at thelr
backs menacingly.

“Well, John Summers.,” grated
Judge Bates hetween his teeth, for it
was he whp had been watching the
licugp opposite for nearly an hour.

\

""So wvoure jlltin' Rath, eh? Ha
started to mutter something else,
hen a sudden resolution seized him

swung acrnss to the waiched
cotinge and rang the bell

“Ju Bates!"™ exclaimed Mrs.
Burns in surprige, as she opened the
door. “What brings you hera?"

“l want to sée young Summers,"” he
answered, jumping at an excuse.

“Why, you just missed him." ans-
wered the woman; "he and Kather-
ine just left. She's going back to the
city for zix weeks. He's taking her
to the gtation. You see, Kits going
to marry John's hrother. He works
up in the city. Wanted her to come
up and help pick out the furmiture.’

Judge Bates stnod and grasped. She
stared at him amazement, and he
caught her stare and brought himselt
back to earth with a bump.

“Can l—er—wonld you.” he stam-
mered, confusedly, “show me his
room? I—er—I'd lika to see how the
yvoung man & fixed "

“Why— " answered tha surpris
ed Mrs. Burns, taken aback at the un.
usnal request. *“This way, judge’

Judge Bates prowled ahout John
Summer's room, and several times
paused and tock various photos in his
hand, then set them down withont
romment. Five minutes later he left
the house, but a humorous twinkle had
.get in the corner of his keen eves and
there was a grim set to his lips, as
her ambled back toward the court-
house,

It wes early morning, three days
later, as Judge Bates sat across his
desk from John Summers. For sever-
al eeconds ha had stared at the young
man silently, then he broke into
speech.

“You'ra a funny mixtyre, Summers,”
he was saving. “You're & whooping
hig fool, and a durn fine man. I kin
da reckomsd you was a hit proud.
But th' fool part if it is—stoppin’ to
a glrl jes’ ‘cause she'r got money
an’ vou haven't, Hang It, hoy, havent
yon got gumption enough to be look-
in' forward? D've expect t' be poot
all your life? Y' got th' counselship
fer th" Plow Work over t' Grandin.
An' vou're th' lawyer for the two
Smith old malds. You're gettin' on.
| What's the matter with you?'

“But 1 haven't as much as Ruth
has, judge.” stubbornly persisted the
young lawyer. “And 1 don’t want her

Ee

%m@

for her money."

ing his fist down upon the
its temper. Now, sea here, you proud
yvoung fool, God bless you. I'm trus.
tea for Ruth's monev and her two
brothers and sister, besides. Now I'm
getling too old for that job. It's about
time it went to a younger man. The
law allows 7 per cent, commission on
tha estate. That, with what you've
got now, will be as much as Ruth's
got. D'ye sea?”

"Yes, but—" John started to protest,
but again the judge exploded.

“No buts,” he snapped; * you're ap-
pointed trustee for the Marston es-
tate—to take effect at once. It's—it's
an order of this court. And what's
more—vye'll find Ruth over thera in

e

A cool, well-ventilated cellar un
tiens for the storoge of late vegetnb
on account of containing a furnace
be partitioned off either in one corn
the temperature may be controlled

Barrels, crates, hpxes or bins
various vegetables, but movable con
us It is possible to remove them for
shelves or a slat floor to keep tha ¢
tainers off the ground. This is hig

vermin. Shelves for canned goods
be more than six inches wide,

Send for Farmers' Bulleling 84
of Agriculture, Washington, D. C.
mation regarding storing

C'ut this out NOW and save It.

Save Vegetables By Basement Storage

tion of air and to prevent tha confalners from harboring mice, rats and

“Stop!"™ thundered the judgze, bring-|

: desk. |
“Stop hefore 1-—hefore this court loses |

der the dwelling offers good condi- ||

les. In cellars that are too warm
for heating the dwelling, a room may ||
er or at one end of the cells where
by means of outside windows.

mny be used as containers for the
tairers are preferable to built-in bins,
cleaning. It is advisabla to construci
rates, boxes, baskets, and other con.
hly desirable to insure a free circula

along one side of the room need not

7 and 879, United States Department |!
These give free of charge full infor-

Wateh for tomorrow's directions.

the next room. You've had your fill
at looking 'roun your room at her
plcture. Now, go get a good look!"
And a mecond later a resouading
smack from the next room acquainted
Judge Bates with the fact that the
order of court had béen obeyed,

WHOLE WHEAT BREAD.'
134 cupfuls of water or skimmed

milk. {
1 3 9
‘,I‘ i)
v

TOE,

1% teaspoonfuls salt,

1 tablespoon sugar. 5

3 cupfuls whole wheat flour. " {

Y2 vake dry or compressed yeast. or
1 gill lquid yeast.

—— |

The gponge_ghould be set at night,
using half the flour. The rest of the
flour 15 added in the morning, well
beaten, placed in a greased pan and
allowed to rise until it dousles in bulk.
A tablespoonful of shortening may
also be added If desired.

When dry yeast is used mix It with
13 cupful of lukewarm liguid, add the
sugar and '3 cupful flour, Let this

eponke rige before continuing with the |
recipe. 1
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DEATH OF AN INFANT.

James Frederick Clark, aged 14
months, son of Mrs. W. H. Reynolds, of
Farmington. died vesterday at Cook
hospital where he had been a patient
for some time. The body was taken
to the home of his mother at Farming-

ton 3yesterday whera funeral services
wil! he held,
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New Fall Apparel
_ and
Millinery

For Formal and Informal Wear

We have prepared an excellemt
selection of highly desirable

Suits Wraps
Frocks Blouses

and a Most Elegant Selection
of Hats

All very new and beautiful

and priced very moderate.

Ladies’ Tailor Opening Dis

Showing New Imported Models of

el
piay

i’

s

Carr Building
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Ladies’ Suits, Coats, etc.

establishment where I can show you the newest imported
fabrics and model suits designed hy I
gette and Paquin of Paris.

Open Wednesday

model suits.
ence in the tailoring business enables me, to make you a
real Parisian model suit at a very réasonable price that
will appeal to you.
please you, that unless your’suit & perfeet’in every detail, -
I shall not ask you to take it. e e

ftively hand-tailored throughout.
you a “somewhat different suit” which will hold its shape
and appeal to your friends, p

you satisfaction in material, style and price.

furs a specialty

H. SCHOOLNIC

Ladies’ Tailor and lm_p_orter

100 Main St._, Fairmont

I extend to you a very cordial invitation to visit my

sewis, Carlier, Geor-

September Sth

Most tailors charge you from $100.00 to $150.00 for
My facilities and my, fiftéen years experi-

So convinced am I of my ability to

My suits are distinctive creations. Bvery/slit 15 pos-
This feature gives

¥

Here is an opportunity to secure a suit that will give

We alter and remodel ladies’ suits, coats, and dresses,‘

\ =
. <

509 Charles St.
Baltimore, Md.
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| DON'T KNow ANY
ONE AROUND HERE

"'*f BACEPT MY FAMILY
/ AND | DON'T THIMIKS
IT BEST FOR

To know THAT I'M
GETTING THIS MoNEY

1 OUGHT To
HAVE SCME
SORT_ OF

EM (| IDEATIFICATION




