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Union Stock Yards

Denver, Sept 3-4-5-6
Under Direction of the
WESTERN STOCK SHOW ASSOCIATION

IMPORTED AND DOMESTIC
RAMS AND EWES
Pure Bred and Registered
RAMBOUILLETS
SHROPSHIRES
CORRIEDALES

OXFORDS
HAMPSHIRES
COTSWOLDS
LINCOLNS
KARAKULS

ROMMEYS

Leading Breeders and Importers of
the United States have consigned their
best Rams ard Ewes to this sale.

A Big Opportunity for Western
Flockmasters and Ranchmen.

Dwight Lincoln, Auctioneer
Fred P. Johnson, Manager

LetCuticuraBe
YowBeautyDoctor

Bample each free of *“Outienrs, B,

Every Woman Wants

%/‘ £71¢
ANTISEPTIC POWDER
FOR PERSONAL

THEN “WILLIE” LEFT HASTILY

ed an Engag After
Learning Just Who the “Fresh
Old Guy” Was.

It was at a dance at the Waldorf-
Astoria In New York, when some can-
dles dripped and made quite a puddle
of grease on the floor. A gentleman
standing at the door immediately took
out his knife and his handkerchief and
begun - seraping  up the congealed
krease, when a very fresh young gen-
tleman in our “set™ tapped the gentle-
man on the shoulder and saild: “Say,
ol gentleman, you're Interfering with
our Paul Jones. Suppose you cut that
ont,”

“I was afraid some of the young la-
dies might stip,” courteously answered
the “old gentleman.”

“Well,  they  won't,” answered
“Freshie”  “Besides, you're not run-
ning the hotel.” The “old gentleman”
h‘nll tithered up all the grease by this
He and, giving no answer to the last
remark, left the room,

“Fresh old guy,” continued *“Willie”
after the dance—“that old man.”

“Not exactly fresh, but careful of hlg
Ruests; that's all,” answered a friend.

"|_||~' Huests? repeated “Willie,”

“Yes" answered the man; “that hap-
Pened to be Mr. Boldt, the owner of
the hotel,” :

Aund then didu't “Willle” fade away!
Young Ladies® Journal.

esibilities”

uv""‘“‘

£ T

hing \otion
U rnn‘d '
kled

There are several ways to pay debts,

Ut most of them are paid with relue
ance,
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dat says he'll give you $2 for a day's
work I”

you know I ain't got de time. You or-
ter understand dat out o' practice like

I am, it 'ud take me at least six weeks
to do a day's work.”

place?

kissed me,

mistress didn't like it.

That Toul Weather.

There are places In the world where
the wenther has bheen hetter the last
few weeRs than in the American see-
tor northwest of Toul, bhut the pre-
valling dainpness neyep even tarnishes
the American sense of hamor,

The colonel of g regiment, muking
a night tour of the trenches. was r-l;nI-:
lenged by a sentry who had been stand-
Ing at his post for two hours in a
driving rain.

“Who's there?" sald the sentry,
“Friend!" replied his colonel.
“Welcome to our mist." said the sen-

colonel did was to laugh.—From Stars
and Stripes, France,

MEAN ADVANTAGE OF HIM.

Lord Algy—Why did you uccede to
your valet's demands?
Lord Arthur—He threatened to

strike and quit just when I wus half
dressed, you know,

Undoubtedly True.

the following bit from an English pub-
lication :
First Tommy (in front line trench)—

a second)—You're wrong, Jim. That's
only the Americans chewing their gum,

= ¥
A Patriot.

Little Dorothy's uncles are both at

the wur, and she has & great admira-

tion for soldiers. The other day in a

crowded street car she was sitting on

dier entered. Dorothy
slipped to the floor.
“Here, soldy,"” she offered, “you can
sit on mamma’s lup."—Harper's Maga-
zine,

immediuately

Patriotic.
“He's certainly patriotie.”
“That so? In what way?"

possible on himself.”
“Economizing, eh?”

“Yes, He's even brought himself to

him In-

s relatives gave
stead of huying new ones.

WITH THE HOBOES.

“Pete, dere's a farmer up de road

*What's de use of temptin' me when

The Reason.
.Lady—Why did you leave your last

Maid—Because the lady's husband

Lady—And didn't you like It?
Mald—Oh, I didn't mind, but the

Not 8o Mean.
“Did the bride’s father give her
rny 2

o: on the contrary. he told the
videgromn she would mahe o very

eoc ol wife,

try. And the most serious thing the |

A new horror of war s indieated in |

Hark, Bill! I can hear Fritz advanc-
Ing. Hear it—squish-squash all the
time,

Necond Tommy (after listening for |

her mother's lap when a wounded sol- |

“He's spending as little money as

the point where he'll wear the neck- |

cheerful little red Chinese cups and ;

(Copyright, 1918, by the McClure Newspa-
per Syndicate.)

“I don’t see what you said we'd give
1 em tea for, when you know we
ilm\-vn‘z any sugar!™

[ “What difference does that make?
Some of our best families don't have
| sugar nowadays,”

|  “Well, I'll bet the Clarkson girls are
| rolling in sugar{”

“If they are, all we need to do is to
|shak» them over the cups, and there
| you are!”
| _ “You needn’t joke about it, Anne.
| T have some pride if you haven’t, and
| I'm not going to have those rich Clark-

sons coming here and thinking we're
| not as well able to have things as they
| ire, even if they do carry fifteen dollar
| knitting bags, all covered over with
| pin-cushion fruit, and tassels.”

| “I don't know how you're going to
| get it. T've telephoned to every store
I can think of and they all say the
same thing—'no sugar.’”

“Telephoning and asking face to face
are two different things. I'll run out
and see what I can do.”

“Josephine Bruce, not In this bad
weather?”
| ~ But Josephine had vanished into the

bedroom of the little flat.

It was the worst day of that “never-
remembered-such-a” winter. There had
been a heavy snow fall, a thaw and
then a sudden freeze, with thick, black
ice over everything. And in the night
the weather had moderated and rain
had fallen in torrents on the ice. This
morning it was still raining, with 8
heavy wind. It was a day when sensi-
ble folk wore creepers over their rub-
bers, and other people lost their pride
in the good old Biblical way.

Josephine appeared, clad in a very
becoming brown raincoat and little tan
| hat. She wore brown boots and ridicu-
lous low rubbers, and carried a brown
umbrella.

Sister Anne stood at her tower win-
dow and watched Josephine slip down
the hill, using her folded umbrella asa
staff. Anne began to chop nutmeats
for sandwiches, wondering what her
erratic sister might be doing. The
| reality was this:

In the nearest store, Anne marched
bravely up to the counter,
| “Two pounds of sugar, please” she
| =aid, with her sweetest smile.

“No sugar In the store,” growled the
| harassed clerk for the one hundred
| and thirty-seventh time that day.
“There’s no sugar in the store,” the
| next grocer told her, “and more than
| that, there's no sugar up to my own
| house, and I'm in the grocery business.
| What was yours, madam?” to a sleek-
haired Ttalian woman in a red shawl.
{ Josephine went out on more fce.

For an hour she slipped and slid
| from one store to another, and heard
| the same story in fift\“seven varieties.
[ Josephine paused on a corner to collect
her forces and decide where to attack
next. This particular corner was at
the foot of a hill—this city was bullt
on more than seven hills—and the side-
wulk sloped at an unpleasant angle;
ulso the building on that lot projected
in such a way that pedestrians coming
| down the side street were completely

hidden from those on the main thor-
oughfare. Josephine had seen 80 many
people fall that day that she now me-
| chanieally watched them all. Perhaps
that was why she noticed the gray
raincoat behind the big market basket,

“New style coat,” she thought, and
looked again at the basket. She gasp-
ed! Not for months had she seen a
| sight like that. She looked again. It

was absolutely true. In that basket,
camouflaged by a flapping paper cover-
ing, but with tell-tale little yellow
sharp corners sticking out, were six
two-pound ecartons of sugar! And the
food commissioner had ruled that no
dealer should sell more than ten
pounds to any one person. And she,
Josephine Bruce, had not one single
grain!

She loo%ed above the basket to see
who this plutocrat might be, and met
a pair of serious blue eyes staring
straight into her brown ones. She had
only time to realize that this law-
breaker was young and very good-
looking when his feet appeared where
had been his face—he bounced up and
down. landing on the woman who had
slid down the side street, and vanished,
in the midst of arms and legs and
bodles that came faster and faster un-
til they piled up in a slipping, slopping
snarl of humanity, And high In the
alr, flying merrily toward the blue sky
hefore descending to the soaking side-
walk, went the six packages of sugar.

Josephine dodged. She escaped the
pedestrians because they all slid into
the gutter, but a couple of pounds of
sugar landed on her stylish little tan
hat and bounced down into her yawn-
ing knitting bag. Josephine had no
recollection of opening her bag, but she
knew exactly when she closed it. And
then, with the most outrageous polite-
ness, she stooped and picked up two
of the other packages. She handed
them to the young man In the gray
raincoat, erawling out from the chaos,

“Your sugar, sir,” she sald, smiling,
and went on her way, entirely unre-

ntant.
p'Perhnps the preclous ballast in her
bag preserved her equilibrium. She
hurried toward home, and after din-
per Josephine and Anne awaited the
Clarkson girls. In the little kitchen-
ette a teapot walted, with a fat little
red jug »f cream and a plate of nut
and checse sandwiches, And four

| th

and for three or four days raged un-

controlled. Buildings were burned,
stores and houses were looted, colored
persons were killed on sight and an-

And a sugar bowl that didn’t
match, but whose glass sides displayed |
proudly its white and glistening con-
tents.

“The walking isn’t a bit better,” ob-
served Josephine, looking out the win-
dow. *“I suppose they will come in the
machine. I'll bet the chauffeur has a
hard time getting up this hilL.”

But no struggling automobile pre-
ceded the ring at the bell. The Clark-
son girls called up from the door. “Just
a minute till we take off our creepers.
We don't want to scar your stairs—
take your's off, Jim—hurry.”

There was a deep tone among the
voices in the lower hall. Anae peeped
over the railing.

“Jo,” she whispered, “hustie out an-
other cup. They've brought a man.”

“May Jim come to the party, too?"
said Norah Clarkson. “He held us up
all the way over, and I know he Is ex-
hausted.”

“Certainly,” replied Anne, shaking
hands with blg, good-looking blue-
eyed James Clarkson, “but I'm afrald
it will be rather stupld for him, be-
cause we are going to knit.”

“Perhaps I could learn—you might
start me on a nineinch square, isn't
that what they call them?”

“Maybe Josephine will teach you.
She’s the Instructor,” sald Anne, as
Josephine came in from the dining-
room. “My sister, Mr. Clarkson.”

“How do you do?” bowed Mr. Clark-
son, gravely unaware of Josephine’s
hesitant hand.

“Brother is daffy over everything
concerning the war,” explained Gladys.
“I sup that makes you der why
he isn’t in uniform. He's doing all
sorts of especially Important govern-
ment work. This morning he had to
get after some grocers who weren't
living up to the regulations of the food
commissioner—sugar shortage, you
know. Don’t mind if I tell, do you,
Jim?”

“No, you can't have too many warn-
ings.”

Josephine was frantically casting on
stitches.

But it was really a very pleasant af-
ternoon, Anne thought. Mr. Clarkson
held four skeins of yarn for her to
wind, and didn’t mind at all when she
began at the wrong end of one and got
it all snarled up.

At last came tea—and the transpar-
ent sugar-bowl!

“Help yourself to sugar,” urged
Anne. “Jo got two pounds this morn-
ing. Wasn't it lucky?”

“Very,” solemnly agreed the aide of
the food commissioner. *“Anyone who
ventured out on this treacherous walk.
ing deserved to pick up some sugar.
It 1s exceedingly hard to find just
now.”

Norah pulled Josephine aside while
the others were saying good-by. *T
hope you don’t care because we
brought Jim,” she whispered. “He in- '
sisted on coming when he found out it
was you. He's been asking about you
ever since he brought those bundles
to the Red Cross rooms. He's all right,
Jim is, even If he is my brother!” And
she gave Josephine a hurried little
kiss. y

Next day a package arrived for Miss
Josephine Bruce. It bore the card of
Mr, James Clarkson, and It was a five-
pound box of perfectly good granu-
lated sugar! Josephine was furious.

‘S don't see anything to be cross
about,” remonstrated Anne. “That's a
valuable present in these times.”

“I won't have him buying me sugar,”
stormed Josephine.

But he did, just the same, and later
he bought her flour and grapefruit and
coal and summer and winter coats—
for years and years and years—but not
until a long time after the wedding did
Anne learn the real reason why her
brother-in-law’s favorite name for his
wife was—“Sweetness.”

Canned Ostrich Egge.

Signs reading *“Newly canned os-
trich eggs for sale” may soon meet the
eyes of the housewife looking into the
windows of grocery stores in London.
This statement is based on the fact
that ostrich eggs are being packed ex-
perimentally In South America for
shipment to England in liquid form.
One ostrich egg Is equal to about two
dozen hen's eggs. If the canning of
these eggs proves successful, it will
mean the salvation of the ostrich-grow-
ing industry, which has suffered con-
siderably as e« result of the war. It
will take a large family to consume
one breakfast egg.— Popular Sclence
Monthly.

Snake's Reputation Undeserved.
The beginning of all religi cere-
monial is magic. Thus Aaron with his

Wouldn’t Have to Go Abroad.

A big marine sergeant stood on the
front steps of the Star bullding to
take a look at the busy avenue before
going up to the “Devil Dog” recruit-
Ing station.

While he stood there along came
soldiers, sallors and marines. They
streamed by. The sergeant came to
sulute time after time. His arm be-
gan to grow numb, As husky as he
was, saluting at machine-gun rate be-
came tiresome,

The sergeant grinned as he saluted
for the steenth time.

“If salutes would win this war.” he
sald, pleasantly, “we would win it right
here In  Washington."—Washington
Star.

Why Bald 8o Young?
Dandruff and dry scalp usually the
cause and Cuticura the remedy. Rub
the Ointment into scalp. Follow with
hot shampoo of Cuticura Soap. For
free sample address, “Cuticura, Dept.
X, Boston. At druggists and by mail,
Soap 25, Ointment 25 and 50.—Adv.

Patriotic Youngster.

An officer at the efvic center in San
Francisco saw a 'i‘tle girl loitering
around one of the fountains, apparent-
Iy reluctant to leave. He investigated
and found that the girl had thrown
several expensive dolls into the water.
The officer rescued the “unconscious”
vietims, and found a German trade-
mark on every ome. Then he under-
stood.

A wooden leg Is an amendment to
the constitution.

A NERVOUS
BREAKDOWN
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More Ferocious.
“By gad!" pridefully ejaculated a
prominent resident of the Rumpus
Ridge region of Arkansas. “The way
them American soldiers fight the Ger-
mans Is a sight on earth! They are
reg'lar ring-tailed catamounts in bat-
tle, and then some !”
“Uh-buh!” returned Gap Johnson.
“But you ort to see my fourteen chil-
dren fight amongst theirselves over a
sack of mixed candy when I bring it
home from town for ’em !"—Kansas
City Star.

|
Benedict Preferred in Army.

“I suppose you always prefer to en-
list men who are not married?” re-
marked Jones to a sergeant at the re-
cruiting station.

“No; you're mistaken there,” the lat-
ter hastened to reply. “I prefer mar-
ried men every thme. You see, we don't
have to go to the trouble of teaching
married men to obey.”—London Tit-
Bits.

rod. He turns It Into a snake.

Most surprising, but not wholly
novel. “Old stuff!"” say the priests of
Phartoh. “Watch us!” They, In like
manner, transform sticks into serpents.
But Aaron’s snake gobbles up the
snakes of Pharaoh’s clergy, and that
settles the argument.

The snake 1s nearly, If not quite, the
least intelligent of animals. To speak
of the “wisdom of the serpent” Is a
Joke. Yet, through all the ages this
stupid and almost mindless reptile has
been credited with a sagacity ap-
proaching the supernatural.

New York “Draft Riots.”

The “draft rlots” occurred in New
York city during the Civil war. In
July, 1863, pursuant to orders by the
national government, a general draft
was begun to re-enforce the army. At
the commencement of proceedings a
great riot broke out in New York city,

N

The Kind.
“They say the people in Saxony are
eating dog meat.” “It must be a sort
of whine-er-wurst.”
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