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“You think 1 am joking?" she asked,

*Why, yes!"”

“But | nm not! No, no, not about
guch a ghastly subject as a war to-
day!™ She was leaning toward him,
hands on kKfee and eyes burning like
coals without a spark, “1"—she paused
as she had before she broke out with
the first prophecy—"1 will quote part
of our children's oath: ‘I will not be
a coward. It is a coward who strikes
first. A brave man even after he re-

“ | find that tea fs, ms usual, at four

« | tain keys, certain chords responded. |

harles Scribuer’s Sous)

| “Taint fit for civilized folks!

he hazarded.
bring
home?” I

naturally Hght-minded
‘em well.”
questions and comments.
Tom, or was you just joking when ynui

pe

“Iut 1 sort of got used to thelr

ways,” eaid Tom.

“Eh, eh?" Grandfather looked at

grandson quizzically, seeking the cause |
of such heterodoxy in a northern man. |

Say, you ain't been falling in love
“You—yoo ain't going to |
one of them southern girls
“No!" sald Tom, laughing.

“Well, I'm glad you ain't, for they're
I remember
He wandered on with his
“Is it a fact. |

wrote home that the soldiers took so |

yit isin the soil of your three acres. I
" love to feel the warm, rich earth of our |
{own garden in my hands! Hercafter 1
shall be a stay-at-hoiae; and if my chil-
dren win,” she held out her hand in
parting with the same frank, earnest
grip of her greeting, “why, you will

‘e e e |
| he realized—much alike. Striking cer- |

| He could probe the depths of their
minds, he thought, in a single evening.

| just from living close together.
to comb ‘em out and pick 'em out of |
cour clothes,
-all it.”

| Then he passed on, unless it was in
!11-1-- interest of pleasure or of his ca-
reer to linger. This meeting had left
| his curiosity bafled, He understood
| how Marta's vitality demanded action, |
exerted itself in a feminine way |

many haths?”

you didn’t all die of pneumonia’l
paused to
Then his half-childish mind, prompted
by a random recollection, flitted to an- |
other subjeet which set him to gig- |

mystified,

¥
&

gone out of fashion.

“Yes, they do.”
“\Well, that beats me! It's a wonder |
He

phenomenon.

absorb the

ity ] 2

: : gling. “And the little crawlers—did
e had found the women of his high they bother you much, the little crawl-

official world—a narrower world than | org 2"

“The little crawlers?” repeated Tom.

Everybody used to get ‘em
Had

“Yes.

The chase we used to

crawlers have
And no more epl-

“No, grandfather,

|

which : " :
! R : | demics of typhoid and dysentery
| for a feminine cause. The cure for AR,

such a fad was most clear to his mas; efther,” gaid Tom. :
i 5 Z | “Times have certainly changed!™

culine perception. What if all the
power she had shown in her appeal for |

grumbled Grandfather Fragink

Iuterested in their own reunion, they

!
Tbrn.nd—why, it ain't bread! It's chips! no more than that of any other coun-
tryi™

“Hold on! The flag is sacred!”

cried the banker's son.

()

“Yes. that will do!
“Shut up!™
Other voices formed a chorus of

| angry protest.
“] knew you thought it; now T've|
caught you!"”

in Africa

the Hodlapoo affair.

This from the sergeant, |
whe had seen hard fighting against |
a savage foe !
fore was particularly bitter about
The welt of a|

| he heard the situation explained, with I: —— —— |

the old sergeant, still holding fast to '
Stransky's collar, a capable and in- |
sistent witness for the prosecution; I !
while Stransky, the fire % his eyes 1

and there- |

Farmers’ Educational
| and Co-Operative
Union of America

By this time the colonel command- |
ing the regiment, who had noticed the
excitement from a distance, appeared,
forcing a gap for his passage through
the crowd with sharp words. He, too,
recognized Lanstrou. After they had
shaken hands, the eolonel scowled as

dying to coals, stared straight ahead.
“It is only a suggestion, of course,”
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cheek turned a deeper red as he seized |

sear on the gaunt, fever-yellowed | said Laustron, speaking quite as a

the Progressive Agriculturist

gpectator to avoid the least indication

Stransky by the collar of the blouse. |
Stransky raised his free hand as ir |
to strike, but paused as he faced the |
company's boyish captain, slender of
figure, aristocratic of featufe. His in-|
dignation was as evident as the ser- tice. He Is really an individualist. En-
geant's, but he was biting his lips t0  raged he would fight well. 1 should
keep it under control, :]ike- nothing better than a force of
“You heard what he said, sir?" | Stranskys if 1 had to defend a redoubt
“The latter part—enough!™ in a last stand.”
“It's ineitation to mutiny!
ample!™
“Yes, put him under arrest.”
The sergeant still held fast to the
collar of Stransky's blouse. Strangky |
rould have shaken himsell free, as a
mastiff frees himself from a puppy,
but this wae resistance to arrest and
he had not vet made up his mind to
g0 that far. His muscles were weaving
under the sergeaut’s grip, his eyes | Jimit of the law, why, he becomes a
glowing as with voleanie fire walting | giartyr to p@r.-i--vutiuh.
on-the madness of lmpulse for erup- | that his remarks might pass for bar-
tion.
“I wonder if it is really worth while |
to put him under arrest? said some
one at the edge of the group in amiable | .o will excuse the first off

of interference with the colonel’s au- |
thority, “but it seems possible that
Stransky has clothed his wrongs in a
garb that could never set well on his
nature if he tried to wear it in prac-
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“Yes, he might fight.” The calonel y 0" I.1- l-. - ke
| looked hard at Stransky’s rigid profile, £l i) : ;;- L.
| Iwilh its tight lips and chin as firm as A pe e Sout -.II, | t.-..‘:‘:T!"U.II.-
{ if eut out of stone. “You never Know | gp. poeecn T Trom - Lha: HthEEs b
who will fight in the pinch, they say. The Hus ; ‘, North fha Ve o
But that's speculation. IU's the eX- | tp. oorron producer from the specus | ne i Clre P
ample that T have to deal with.” lator, he ped i
“He is not of the insidious, plotting No farmer shonld w g0 much of ! 1
| type. He spoke his mind openly,” U8  any crop that he must grow it care-| i o | : o
| gested Lanstron. *If you give him the .. delts W I t the coug. be
without ol try mer [ 1 i
1 should eay 1 ¢h 1o pay his
| rack-room gassing.” Notal mong  the large it
| “Very well,” gaid the colonel, taking ut e I --jIT"-.. r.-.l\l.s
| the shortest way out of the difficulty. { Sl ot N6 .._' o ,‘ul:: I
' ¢ 3 n. New York, Phila.

| peace could be made to gerve another
| ambition? He knew that he was a = |
| great man. More than once he had | Tom's

had paid no attention to a group of
comrades nearby, sprawled |
the |

ceives a blow tries to reason with his | wondered what would happen if he |

*  “The old answer!

assallant, and does not strike back un-
til he receives a second blow. 1 shall
not let a burglar drive me from my
house. If an enemy tries to take my
land I shall appeal to his sense of jus-
tice and reason with him, but if he
then persists 1 shall fight for my
bome. If I am victorious I shall not
try to take his land but to make the
most of my own. 1 shall never cross a
frontier to kill my fellowmen.'"

Very impressive she made the oath.
Her deliberate recital of it had the
quality which justifies every word
with an urgent faith.

“You see, with that teaching there
can be no war,” she proceeded, “and
those who strike will be weak; those
who defend will be strong.”

“Perhaps,” he sald.

“You would not like to see thou-

sands, hundreds of thousands, of men
killed and maimed, would you?" she
demanded, and her eyes held the hor-
ror of the sight In reality. “You can
prevent it—you can!” Her heart was
in the appeal.

“The old argument! No, 1 should

not like to see that,” he replied. “I1
only do my duty as a soldler to my
country.”
The more reason
why you should tell the premier you
can't! But there i8 still another reason
for telling him,” she urged gently.

Now he saw her not at twentyeeven
but at seventeen, girlish, the subject
of no processes of reason but in the
spell of an intuition, and he knew that
something out of the blue in a flash
was coming.

“For you will not win!" she declared.

This struck fire.

| were to meet a great woman. And he
should not see Marta Galland again
unless war came.

CHAPTER IV.

Times Have Changed.
for La Tir on the same day that the |

South La Tir. [
going to new scenes, the 63d was re-
turning to familiar ground.

from which its ranks had been recruit- |

welcome bugle note and with shouts
of delight the centipede’s legs broke
apart! Bankers', laborers’, doctors’,
valets’, butchers’, manufacturers’ and
judges’ sons threw themselves down |
on the greensward of the embankment
to rest. With their talk of home, of
relatives whom they had met at the
station, and of the changes in the town
wag mingled talk of the crisis.
Meanwniie, an aged man was ap-
proaching. At times he would break
into a kind of trot that ended, after a
few steps, Iin shortneses of breath. He
was quite withered, his bright eyes
twinkling out of an area of moth
patches, and he wore a frayed uniform
coat with a medal on the breast.

“ls this the 53d?" he quavered to

| around a newspaper containing
| 1atest dispatches from both capitals.

million!™ .
| million!"

are bound to yield, no matter if we are
The 53d of the Browns had started | in the right!”

128th of the Grays had started farllson.
\While the 128th was | wave of blood.”

It had de- | said the judge's son.
trained in the capital of the province | land.”

ed. After a steep incline, there was a | back.
| nese,” said the banker’s son.

well enough alone!” said the manufac-
turer's somn.

| said the laborer's sou, “byt I am think-
fng it's a poor way of raising your
pay.”

banker's son.
credit.
not permit it."”

judge's son, “always when one people
determines to strikp at another people
—even if it brings bankruptcy.”

all others in history a mere exchange
of skirmishes.

“Five million soldiers to our three |
“Eighty million people to our 8fty
“Itecause of the odds, they think we
“Let them come!™ sald the butcher’s
“If we have to go, it will be on a

“And they will come some time,”
“They want our

“We gain nothing if we beat them
war will be the ruin of busi-

“Yes, we are prosperous now. Let

“Some say it makes wages higher,”

“There won't be any war,” said the
“There can't be without
The banking interests will

“There can always be war,” said the

“Jt would be a war that would make

Every able-badied man |

the nearest soldier,
“It certainly is!” some one answered.
“Come and join us, veteran!"

in line—automaties a hundred shots a
minute—guns a dozen shots a minute

Bquare jaw and

“Is Tom—Tom Fragini here?”

The answer came from a big soldler,
who eprang to his feet and leaped to-
ward the old man.

“It's grandfather, as 1 llve!” he

called out, kiesing the veteran on both
cheeks. “1 saw sister in town, and |
she sald you'd be at the gate as we
marched by."” ‘
“Didn't wait at no gate! Marched |
right up to you!" said grandfather.
“Marched up with my uniform and |
medal on! Stand off there, Tom, ml
1 can see you. My word! You're big- i
ger'n your father, but not bigger'n 1
was! No, sir, not bigger'n 1 was in
my day before that wound sort o' bent
me over. They say it'e the lead in the
blood. I've still got the bullet!™
The old man's trousers were thread- |
bare but well darned, and the holes in
the uppers of his shoes were carefully
patched. He had a merry air of op-
timism, which his grandson had In- |
herited.
“Well, Tom, how much longer you |
got to serve?” asked grandfather,
“Six months,” answered Tom.
“One, two, three, four—" grandfa-
ther counted the numbers off on his
fingers. “That's good. You'll be in
itlme for the spring ploughing. My,
how you have filled out! But, some-
how, 1 can't get used to this kind of
uniform. Why, I don't see how a girl'd
be attracted to you fellowe, at all!™
“They have to, for we're the only
kind of soldiers there are nowadays.
Not as gay as in your day, that's sure,
when you were in the Hussars, eh?"
“Yes, 1 was in the Hussars—in the

sturdy bedy, in masculine energy, reso-
lute and trained, were set indomitably
against feminine vitality.

“Yes, we shall win! We shall win!™
he said without even the physical dem-
onstration of a gesture and in a hard,
even voice which was like that of the
machlnery of modern war itself, a
volce which the aristocratic sniff, the
Louis XV1 curls, or ang of the old gal-
lery-display heroes would have thought
utterly lacking in histrionics suitable
to the occasion. He remained rigid
after he bad spoken, handsome, self-
possesaed.

There was no use of beating femi-
nine fists against such a stone wall
The force of the male was supreme.
8he emiled with a etrange, quivering
Joosening of the lips. She spread out
her hands with fingers apart, as if to
let something run free from them into
the air, and the flame of appeal that
had been in her eyes broke into many
lights that seemed to scatter into
#pace, yet ready to return at her com-
mand. She glanced at the clock and
rose, almost abruptly.

“l was very strenuous riding my
hobby against yours, wasn't I?” she ex-
claimed in a flutter of distraction that
made it easy for him to descend from |
his own steed, “1 stated a feeling. I
made a guess, a threat about your
winning—and all In the air. That's a
woman's privilege; one men grant,

isn't 1t
Hussars! 1 tell you with our sabres
“We enjoy doing so0,” he replied, .
i L plied, all | 4 p1eaming, our horses' bits a-jingling,

our pennons a-flying, and all the color

{of our uniferm—I tell you, the girls,
must be at home In time for the chil- | ,..4 to open their eyes at us. And we

;!.m:l 8 la::on :n“SIunda.\- My sleeper | wont Into the charge like that—yes,
engnged, an am not to miss the | ;i just that gay and grand. Colonel
train 1 must go immediately.” | Galland leading!”

With an undeniable shock of regret | Military history sald that it had
he realized that the interview wes bheen a rather foolish charge, a fine
over. Heally, he had had a very good example of the vainglory of unreason-
time: not only that, but— | ing bravery that accomplishes nothing,

“Thank you!™ she sald simply. *1

w
v

“Will it be ten years before we meet | but no one would suggest such gkepti-
agrin T he asked. | ci#gm of an immortal event in popular
“Perhaps, unless you change the Imagination in hearing of the old man
rules about officers crossing the fron- | as he lived over that intoxleated rush
tler to take tea,"” she replied. \ of horses and men into & battery of
“Even If 1 did, the vicechief of staff | the Grays.
might hardly go.”
“Then perhape you must wait,” she
warned him, “until the teachers of

was true about the lowlanders?" asked
grandfather after he had finished the
peace have done away with all fron- | charge, referring to the people of the
tiers.” : southern frontier of the Browns, where

“Or, it there were war, ] should | the 53d had just been garrisoned.
come!™ he answered In kind. He half “No, I kind of liked them. I made a
wished that this might start another  lot of friends,” admitted Tom. “They're
argument and she would miss her very progressive”
train. But she made no reply. “And “Eh, eh? You're joking!"
you may come to the Gray ecapital | the peaple of the southern frontier was
again. You are not through traveling!” | only less conceivable than liking the
he added. : people of the Grays. “That's because

This aroused her afresh; the flame you didn't see deep under them.
was back in her eyes. They're all on the cutside—a flighty

“Yes. I have all the memories of my | lot! Why, if they'd done their part
journeys to enjoy, all their lessons to | in that last war we'd have licked the
study,” ehe said. “There is the big | Grays until they cried for merey! It
their army corps had stood its ground
at Volmer—"

“So you've alwaye said,” interrupted
Tom,

“And the way they cook tripe! I
couldn't stomach it, could you? And
if there's anything I am partial to it's
a good dish of tripe! And their light
beer—like drinking froth! And their

To like

A
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“But | Won"t Fight for Youl"™

—and aeroplanes and dirigibles!™ said
the manufacturer’s son.

“To the death, too!™

“And not for glory! We of the 534
who live on the frontier will be fight-
ing for our homes.”

“If we lose them we'll never get
them back. Better dig than be beaten!™

Herbert Stransky, with deep-set
eyes, slightly equinting inward, and a
heavy jaw, an enormous man who was
the best shot in the company when
he cared to be, had listened in silence
to the others, his rather thick but ex-
pressive lips curving with eynicism.
His only speech all the morning had
been in the midst of the reception in
the public square of the town when he
said:

“This home-coming doesn't mean
much to me. Home? Hell! The

He appeared older than his years,
and hard and bitter, except when his

eyes would light with a feverish sort |

of fire which shore as he broke into
a lull in the talk.

“Comrades,” he began.

“Let us hear from the Soclalist!” a
Tory exclaimed.

“No, the anarchist!” shouted a So-
ciaiist,

“There won't be any war!" said
Stransky, his voice gradually rising to
the pitch of an agitator relishing the
seneation of his own words. “Patriot-
ism is the played-out trick of the ruling
classes to keep down the proletariat.
There won't be any war! Why? He
cause there are too many enlightened
men on both sides who do the worid's
work. We of the 534 are a pro-
vinclal lot, but throughout our army
there are th ds upon the ds
like me. They march, they driil, but
when battle comes they will refuse
to fight—my comrades in heart, to
whom the flag of this country means

i evenly distributed,"” ‘continueﬁ Lan-

Irecreatian of soclety!" Stransky ut-

inquiry. |
The voice came from an officer nl"
about thirty-five, who apparently had |

| strolled over from a near-by aeroplane

gtation to look at the regiment. From |
hie shoulder hung the gold cords of
the staff. It was Col. Arthur Lanstron,
whose plane had skimmed the Gal-
lands' garden wall for the “easy
bump” ten years ago. There was some-
thing more than mere titular respect |
fn the way the young captain saluted
—admiration and the diffident, boyish
glance of recognition which does not
presume to take the lead in recalling
a slight acquaintance with a man of
distinction., |

“Dellarme! It's all of two years |
since we met at Miss Galland's, isn't |
it?" Lanstron sald, shaking hands with |
the captain. ]

“Yes, just before we were ordered
south,” said Dellarme, obviously
pleased to be remembered.

*] overheard your speech,” Lanstron
continued, nodding toward Stransky.
“It was very informing."

A crowd of soldiers was now press-
ing around Stransky, and in the front
rank was Grandfather Fragini.

“Said our flag was no better'n any
other flag, did*he?” piped the old man.
“Heat him to a pulp! That's what the
Hussars would have done.”

“If you don't mind telling It in pub-
lie, Stransky, 1 shouldy like to know
your origin,” said Lanstron, prepared
to be as considerate of an anarchist's
private feelings as of anybody's.

Stransky squinted his eyes down the
bony bridge of his nose and grinned
sardonically.

“That won't take long,” he answered.
“My father, so far as 1 could identify
him, died in jail and my mother of
drink.”

“That was hardly to the purple!” ob-
served Lanstron thoughtfully.

“No, to the red!" answered Stransky
savagely.

“] mean that it was hardly inclined
to make you take a roseate view of life
as a beautiful thing in a well-ordered
world where favors of fortune are

stron.
“Rather to make me rejoice in the
hope of a new order of thinga—the

tered the sentiment with the trium-
phant pride of a pupil who knows his
text-book thoroughly.

INDOORS

TAKES HIS REST

Hubby Has Given Up His Porch Bunk
and Wifey ls at a Loss to Un-
derstand Why.

A man Uving on the West side has
not been feeling very well recently,
and after much urging from the wife
| consented to sleep in a couch ham-
| mock on the rear porch of the home.
The first night his wife made up &
nice little bunk for him in the ham-
mocek, and in a few minutes he wag
sound asleep.

He had slept about an hour when he
was awakened by his anxious wife,
who came out to see if he was sleep-
ing all right. Being assured that sleep
and the man were bosom friends, the
wife withdrew and once more the man
| slept. This time he rested a little
over an hour before his wife once
| more appeared on the scene and anx-
| fously inquired how hubby was sleep-
| ing. Hubby was a little sore by this
| time over being aroused from a

“Well, didn't you find what I sald | hedgerows of the world are my home!" | solid sleep twice, and curtly informed

| the wife that he was doing all that
| could be expected In the sleep line.
Wifey again retired into the house,
and hubby was soon snoring and en-
joying his rest.

Wifey stood it as long as she could,
but shortly before midnight she agaln
tiptoed out onto the rear piazza and,
after rousing hubby from his sleep for
the third time, sweetly inquired if he
was sleeping all right. Hubby didn’t
| offer any explanation or deign to re-
ply, but, erawling out of the hammock,
betook himself to his bedroom, locked
the door, tumbled into his bed and
managed to finish the night without
any further inquiries as to his ability
to sleep. Now he refuses to try the
out-of-door sleeping stunt and wifey
says she can't understand why, be-
cause ghe just knows it will do him
a world of good.—Worcester Post.

Columbia’s badge is a lion, and in
the intercollegiate they certainly ro'd
like a lion?—New York American.

“Yes, eir!” saild the sergeant rme-
chanically as he released his grip of
the offender, “We had two anarchists
| in my company in Africa,” he observed

in losal agreement with orders. “They
fought like devils. The only trouble
was to keep them from shooting lnno-
cent natives for sport™

Stransky's collar was still erumpled
on the nape of his neck. ke remained
stock-still, staring down the bridge of
his nose. For a full minute he did not
vouchsafe o much as a glance upward
over the change in his fortunes. Then
he looked around at Lanstron glower-
ingly.

“l know who you are!'” he said.
“You were born in the purple. You
have had education, opportunity, posi-
tion—everything that you and your
kind want to keep for your kind. You
are smarter than the others. You
would hang a man with spider webs
inetead of hemp. But I won't fight for
you! No, I won't!™

He threw back his head with a de
termination in his defiance so intense
that it had a certain kind of dignity |
that freed it of theatrical afectation,

“Yes, | was fortunate; but perhaps
pature was not altogether unkind to
you,” said Lanstron. “In Napoleonic
times, Stransky, I think you might
even have carried A marshal's baton in
your knapsack.” |

“You—what rot!” A sort of triumph |
played around Stransky's full lipe and
his jaw shot out challengingly., *“No,

who ean de
y thot

A real sei
seribe a e

[t
tand it

n life just
n who ex-

a pinhead can unders
It s said that
what we expect. The ma
pects low wages will get them.
There are no [ailures in life more
pitiable jperbaps than those
result from too much success,
A good dairy herd is rather to be
chosen than great riches,
may easily lead to the latter
When it comes to a showdown,
weuldn't the average man rather give
up his virtues than his faults?
There are sheep-killing dogs and
gheep-killing men; if all dogs should
be killed why not all men jailed?
The war will drain Europe of its
best horses. Is your barnyard ready
for the opportunity this will create?
Modern farming is an occupation

wie gel

which ecalls for the highest tvpe of |

intelligence, pride, and systematized
fndustry.

'COTTON WILL REPLACE JUTE

More General Use of Raw Material for
Manufacture of Twine and Bag-
ging WIill Aid Demand.

which |

hecanse it |

| nouncems

il bales
age of §
vestment

| tions of
| Chicago
[ place in

| ber of bales
! A great deal of good was accoms
plished by the eitizens of New York
ity in helping the South during these
:, trying times,
campaign in that eity 2,500 bales wety
‘om the market, at the stap

retired N

bought

Fhlik

i the 1
the busin
G0 @ bale, represents an i

piete reports have not been received
from other large cities in other see

dard prie
cluding the cotton that was actually
for eash and the agreement
of New York firms to aceept cotton
for payment ofi accounts, or to g
vest a portion of their sales in the
South in cotton, it is estimated that
about 150,000 bales were disposed of
Information as to the exact number
of bales sold for cash is unobtainable

Among the organizations that were

Ltced herse

with the large citles whe

fment. A recent ans
ut from that ey
ess men have perch

of cotton, which at an aver S

of $71

Although com-

-

the country, it is believed
will be very close to first
the sale of the largest nume

Y
On the first day of the

e of ten cents a pound I

never against my comrades on the oth- A more general use of cotton in-
er side of the border!” he concluded, | stead of jute for the manufacture of
his dogged etare returning. | twine and bagging, it is believed, will

the most prominent in the selling ok
bales of cotton were the Busl

Men's league and the southern

The theatrical people

Now the cplonel gave the order ‘to
fall in; the bugle y.mnded and the cen-
tipede’s legs béEfin to aseemble on the
road. But Stransky remained a statue,
hig rifle untouched on the sward. He

‘be the result of an investigation made
by a number of public-spirited peo-
ple who endeavored to learn if there
were not other uses to which cotton-

ciety.

artists

were active, and many of the leadd
purchased
placed them in front of the theaters
in New York.

their bales and

It was in front of the

| made goods could be put to in this
| country, thereby creating a demand
| fer cotton which formerly kas been
| sent abroad.

seemed of a mind to let the regiment

go on without him.
“Stransky, fall in!” called the ser-
geant, |  When the bottom dropped out of
Still Stransky did not move. A com- the foreign demand for American cot-
rade picked up the rifie and fairly iton one of the first thoughts that
thrust it into his hands. passed through the minds of the peo-
“Come on, Bert, and knead dough ple of the South was to promote the
with the rest of ue!” he whispered. Us® of more cotton by the home man-
“Come on! Cheer up!” Evidently his iul'scturers. Appeals were made to
all of the mills in the United States

comrades liked Stransky. Ry ety .
“No!™ roared Stransky, bringing the i: m‘:sl:l':: A (R NG Catyeel

|
rifie down on the ground with a heavy '. As jute is imported, prineipally from

blow. Germany, and the conflict on the con-

!tinent has virtually blocked all im-
. }pm-mtion to this country, the supply
| of jute in the United States began to
greatly diminish. The price of cotton
| began to drop at the same time, with
| the result that shortly after the war
| began cotton was placed on a com-
petitive basis with jute,

An important result of this ecam-
| paign for the greater use of raw cot-
| ton in this country is an inquiry be-

ing made by the United States post
office department as o whether cot.
ton twine in place of jute twine In
ob | the post offices over the country would
 be a gaving. Postmaster General
Burleson sent a direct inquiry to the

| postmasters of the country, who are

TIntil recently Detective Bergeant | gsecuring all information available on
Tim Balley was a lover of mince pie. the subject. Should the post office
Today If anyone oftered him & bakery | department decide upon the use of cot-
tull of mince ples he would turn on | ton twine, it would mean the consump-
his heel and do a quick countermarch. | tion of thousands of bales yearly.
Figuratively he has had his fill of the Cotton for the manufacture of bag-
good old pastry. ging, to be used for cereals, prinei-

At dinner time ome day not long pally, is nl‘so an outcome of this move-
ago Balley went into a little restagrant Ment Wholesale and retail dealers
near the Hall of Justice. “Three throughout the South made an almost
bolled eggs, a cup of Java and a 12 by unanimous appeal to the manufactur-
14 wedge of mince pie,” he told the | ers of flour, salt, cereal and other
walter. Ifnmlstuﬂs to use cotton bagging for

Balley polished off the eggs and  the packing of their products. The
coffee in great shape, and then at- responses to these reguests were re-
tacked the ple He had just begun | ceived by the merchants of the South
when a big black cat that had been I £T€Rl numbers, and the indications
reposing on the counter a few feet are that many thousands of bales will
away awoke, stretched, struck at & be utilized in this manner,
vagrant fly with a chubby paw, and |
then leaped into the display window |
of the place. The window Wwas en |
with delicacies to allure the hungry
paseerby. |

The first thing that Tabby made for
was the remains of the pie that had
been cut for Bailey. Kitty's first bite |
was Balley's last He dropped his
fork with a bang, reached for his hat
and ruehed uv to the counter.

“Sa-a-y,” he cried, “what are you
running here, a restaurant or a ken-
nel club?™ He paid his bill, and was
away down the street before the |
dazed keeper of the place could cateh |
his breath.—New York Times. |

(TD BE CONTINUED.)

Lover of Mince Pie Had Decided
jection to Sharing the Delicacy
With Restaurant Cat

Public Benefactor.

With the product of the hen over
topping the field crops of the country,
the man who can devise some way to
keep biddy on the job all winter is a
public benefactor.

Sana Enjoyment.

The man who lives up to his now-a- |
davs opportunities for sane enjoyment
{s a mighty busy chap, but he certain-
1y has a good time.

Fattening Turkeys in England,

In parts of England tu-keys are
fattened chiefly on Indian corn, scald-
ed Indian meal and boiled potatoes,
with home-grown corn for a change.

Sharpens the Appetite. i
Jokeleigh (visiting Subbubs)—“And | Growing Onions, |
you have a grindstome, too. WIll 1t | Onicns are one of the common gar-
put an edge on a dull appetite? Sub- | den vegetables, also one of the most
bubn——“Cem]y! I you turn the | puying crops when properly managed,
handle long enough.”

Heow to Dust Poultry.

th When dusting a hen with insect
Qn the hand, with esgs at obe powder, hold her head down and work

their first glimpse of cotton other than

theaters that many New Yorkers got

in the finished cloth,
In Boston the state officials and es-gg
state officials and city officlals co
operated with the business men In
rendering aid to the South by selling]
bales of cotton. One of the first ci
to take up the “buy-a-bale” movemend
was Cincinnati. This s perhaps D
cause it is more closely related to
South than other cities in more distant
gtates. Here the chamber of commere
appointed a soliciting committee of
eral hundred prominent business m
who canvassed the commercial d
trict of the ecity thoroughly.
gands of bales were disposed of by
these energetic business men.
J
Disillusionize Yourself.
If you are one of those who this
that the old times are best,
to spend a while in the heart
winter trying to live out & W¢
the old house where your grand! g
was born. You will then chang
mind.

—————

Happy Man.
Happy s the man who, after .
cares and perplexities of the daily ta
either in the field, market place 0
office, can find the comforts of
a home and loved ones walting
him at close of day.
e
Plan to Co-Operate.
Plan to co-operite in filling
use of sires to head the dairy be
and ecooperate marketing of &
products. Somehody must take U
lead. Contact equals educatlon.

=
Little Things Count
The lttle things in any bt .
are what determine very freque
the profit or luss, the success oF '.
ure. It's the side line that bas
many & man in the millionaire class

Vvalue of Pedigree.
Mere family records never wade
man or weman great. W hlled“d. .
has its value, thought and -
pedigree, are the passportd
ing fame.
i
Provide Suitable Tocls '
For your tinkering provide
Only the stone-age mad
work with primitive
Lo didn't do o

hie

tools
compelled to
plements, and

1
a job.

¢ Injurious
the

High Roosts Ar
| 1

SHERS

Most of the ¢ =
2!:.!'..{. -I-,I to .j'r- p down ﬁlrE:ﬂl '
Orchard Pays Welk
A good orchard, well ca !
pay hetter than any plat of g
its size on the fa

Cern Impaossibility.
It is impossible 10 prodiucdy
dred-bushel crop of corn on HE

|

cent a dogen, the ordinary shad would the powder well into her feathers.

be a millionaire?

el land. 1




