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CHAPTER XXII—Continued. 

t "All the witnesses necessary will be 
forthcoming at the proper time," said 
Mr. Stock, "and at the proper time 
there will be some rather difficult 

, problems for you to face. In the mean
time, it is open for you to give any ex
planation you like." 

"I decline to give any," she replied, 
with her confidence almost fully re
stored. "There is only one thing I 
shall do at the earliest opportunity: 
as soon as I am established here, Mr. 
Stock, I shall change my lawyer. 
Please understand that clearly." 

Mr. Stock gasped. That he should 
be threatened in this way by the wom
an he knew to be an iraposter was cer
tainly more than he expectedbut 
with the obstinacy of despair he re
turned to the charge again. 

, "You will never he established here. 
Miss Bland," he exclaimed. "The 
proof is overwhelming; your first note 
to me, when yqu arrived in London, 
had, as I pointed out to you at the 

. time, the Initials 'J. B.' attached to the 
•postscript—the initials of Joyce 
Bland." ' 

"Johnny Bull," she retorted, calmly, 
with a smile; "I explained that at the 

. . time; I am quite prepared to explain it 
anywhere—and to any one. Anything 
rise?" 

"You told me distinctly that your 
father was dead." 

"And explained afterwards the rea
son for making that statement," she 
replied. "Surely, Mr. Stock, you should 
have understood my feelings in such a 
matter." . • 

"1 am convinced. Miss Bland, that 
you are an imposter and that your 
name Is not Grace Yarwood," said Mr. 
Stock, Blowly. "I will give you one 
ehance: leave this place quietly—" 

"No to that at once," she exclaimed, 
with a stamp of her foot. "1 am Grace 
Yarwood, and I will remain In my own 
borne." 

"Then. I shall be under the painful 
necessity of having you ejected," said 
the lawyer. 

"Oh, you threaten me, do you?" she 
cried, fiercely. "Mind, you haven't a 

CUttle of evidence against me, and you 
-have all the papers in your hands 
which I gave yon. Make the attempt, 
even, to ejecte me and I will drag 7011 

through every court in the kingdom; 
I will ruin you; I will .fight the thing 

^gto the last, and still declare that I am 
%JjiSrace Yarwood. What do you say to 
„Mrthat, my friend? I can assure you that 
v you've got hold Of the wrong party if 

you think that you are going to do 
t; you suggest." 

1 "I eliall send to Nevada and bring 
people here who know you," he said. 

"Bring 'em—bring all America; and 
....jptill I'll fight. Now, Mr. Stock, I think 
l iyou understand pretty clearly my feel-
^i-Slng in the matter. And having said 
'^sFthat, I'll ask you to get out of my 
yjshouse until I send for you again. I 
vf^know that I can't touch the bulk pf the 
^fortune until I marry my cousin—" 

"You'll never do that," said Mr. 
Stock,.with a laugh. 

"We shall see about that; if I 
thought you'd take it I'd offer you a 

- bet Tin the subject," she replied, smil
ing at him. "Now go away and get 
some more stories ready, and . some 
more witnesses who won't appear, and 
all that sort of thing. Good-bye!" 

v "Understand that if you remain 
here another twenty-four hours I'll 
have you turned out, and I'll take the 
consequences," was the lawyer's part
ing shot. 

Left alone, Joyce Bland pondered 
over the situation, riowever magnifi
cently she might play the game now, 
and with however grand an air, she 

1 knew that her chance of ultimate suc
cess was a frail one; the forces ar
rayed against her were too great. Gn 
the other hand, the sheer bravery 
which was the chief and most charac- I 

. tertstie not of the woman prompted J 
her to keep the game moving to the j 
last. It must take time to . get wit
nesses from Americst, and even they 
inight be bribed, It they were the type 
with which she had been familiar in 
her wilder days. 

"At only one point do I stand to 
lose, she thought. 'If I could secure 
Raymond Hawley and make him, by 
any means, stick to the arrangement 
made, that he should marry Grace 
Yarwood, I should be safe. For his own 
sake he would have to support me; 
•while, on the other hand, Grace Yar
wood couldn't touch the fortune. But 
tor her he would have married.me, 
and he seemed almost to turn to me 
the other day; he suggested that he 
might have been in too much of a hur
ry when he gave his decision before. 
Raymond hold? the key; I wish—I 

' wish.—" 
She did not finish her thought; her 

mind switched off to other matters. 
All that Mr. Stocked said had been 
to surprising and so unexpected; ev
ery scheme she haxl attempted appear
ed to have failed. It would have been 

" ' better, almost, if old David Yarwood 
had lived; *he could always have 

' brought him to say what was required, 
of that she felt sure. But that Jag-
gard sho.uld have been preserved and 

' tt»t Grace Yarwood should hare es
caped—both were circumstances which 
required a great deal of fightng down. 

With Raymond Hawley still keeping 
tway from her (and doubtless,, as she 
told herself Jealously, keeping near to 
tb» other girl), she was helpless; at 

the best she could only keep the game 
up for a few months more. She was 
so determined to be prepared for ev
ery emergency that she rang for'her 
maid and gave her instructions regard
ing packing. 

"Janet, 1 may have to go a journey," 
she said; "I want to be prepared, in 
case that should be necessary." And 
there and then she gave the girl in
structions as to packing the most val
uable of the dresses and other things 
she had already been able to purchase. 

Curiously enough, Fate was working 
against her in a strange fashion and 
with strange Instruments, and yet with 
a queer ingenuity. Choosing as one 
of the instruments Mr. Roger Hawley, 
it put into the mind of thajt gentleman 
a mischievous scheme, which caused 
him to start up in a great hurry, and 
clap his hands with sheer Joy at hay
ing evolved such an idea. He had been 
sitting for some time beside Owen 
.laggard's bed, thinking about the va
rious events of the past few weeks, 
and deciding with some bitterness that 
matters would in all probability now 
straighten themselves put for his 
brother Raymond and the real Grace 
Yarwood, and that he himself would 
be left out of the reckoning. And the 
more he thought about it the more he 
saw, as Joyce had seen it herself at 
that very moment, that the marriage 
of Grace Yarwood and Raymond was 
the actual key of the situation, and 
that without it nothing could be done. 
If, by any chance, the newly-discov
ered Grace could be prevented from 
marrying her cousin, many other com
plications might ensue and Roger 
might stand a chance In what he 
laughingly termed "the scramble." 

If it could be prevented—there was 
the difficulty. The last he had heard 
concerning Grace Yarwood was at the 
gipsy camp; he knew nothing concern
ing her flight or the attempt upon her 
life, and certainly was not aware that 
she was at that moment in London. 
He firmly believed that she was living 
at the camp until Such tim6 as her 
identity could be declared and the 
other wofrian ejected. Clearly, there
fore, there was no time to lose if any
thing were to be done. v 

All thought or consideration for 
Owen Jaggard went to the winds at 
once—this was far more important. 
He hurried back to the inn at which 
he had been stoppng, got pen and pa
per, and wrote a note, chuckling as 
he did so, and this is what he wrote: 

"My Dearest Cousin: While all 
sorts of absurd questions are cropping 
up and all sorts of people are saying 
hard things about you, it occurs to me 
that this business is really in our own 
hands. I believe in you and I have a 
very real affection for you; only cer
tain officious persons have not hither
to given me the opportunity of show
ing how deep that affection is. The 
fortune is purs—jointly; why should 
we not secure it, in the easiest possi
ble way—and the most romantic—by 
running away together and getting 
married? Any stories you may have 
heard about me are quite wrong, I as
sure you; and we shall be able to snap 
our fingers at them all and step into 
possession in triumph. I start for 
London at once; join me there at the 
Ormond Hotel, {Jovent Garden, as soon 
as you can; we'll tell them all about 
it afterwards. 

"Your affectionate cousin, 
^ —"R. Hawley." 

This he addressed to "Miss Grace 
Yarwood," simply, putting no other ad
dress upon it. As he sealed it he 
laughed to himself. 

"Now, she is probably the most mer
cenary little creature possible, who is 
still afraid that she won't get the for
tune. I'll show her an easy way. 
More than that, she will of course be
lieve that Raymond is wooing her; it's 
his own fault for having the same ini
tial letter to his name. Then if I can 
get her away to London, so that she 
compromises herself, Raymond may 
refuse to have anything to do with her, 
and may even turn to the other girl, 
who is the wrong one. It's a beautiful 
scheme—quite appeals to my imagina
tion." 

The difficulty, of course, was to find 
a messenger; he must not appear In 
the business himself. He started for 
the camp, having quite made up his 
mind that he should be able to light 
on some one who could convey the 
note for him. And, as luck would have 
it, he found the messenger on the ac
tual outskirts of the camp. 

It was Absalom Tapney, regretfully 
sighing over the gaieties of London, 
which he had been compelled to leave 
behind, and blaming his luck at hav
ing a father so enamored of Nature 
as the professor was. Afjer hesitating 
a moment, Roger Hawley approached 
him and tentatively inquired if he 
woulO deliver a message for him. 

"Depends on what the message is," 
said Absalom, sulkily, and glancing 
from Roger to the note he held. 

"My dear fellow, there is a gipsy 
camp near here," began Roger. 

"Well, I know that. It's my misfor
tune to have to live there at present." 

"How splendid!" exclaimed Roger, 
in a delighted tone. 

Thank you, I think Sot," said Ab
salom. 

"I beg pardon. I meant how splen
did for me," said the other. "I dare 

say you know a young lady—a Miss 
Grace Yarwood?" 

"What of it?"..was the ungracious re
ply. 

"I want you to give her this note, 
and to be very careful ahout it. Quite 
an easy thing to do, and you will be 
rendering me a service," said Roger. 
"Also, you may be rendering yourself 
a service; the lady will be very grate
ful." 

"All right—I'll do it." said Absalom, 
who was ,if the truth be told, glad of 
anything to do under the circum
stances, and especially anything con
nected with a name which had already 
given him some days of liberty and 
money to spend. 

So Roger Hawley went, off at a great 
rate to his inn and started that even
ing for London. Absalom walked 
along in an absent-minded fashion, 
looking at the note and wondering 
what it contained. ^ 

He suddenly remembered;''"'with a 
start, that Miss Grace Yarwood was 
in that beloved Txindon for which hfc 
still so ardently longed, and that it 
was clearly^, impossible to deliver the 
letter. Then, having, perhaps, a mind 
not unlike that of his father, an easy 
solution of the difficulty presented 
itself, and he laughed to think that he 
had not thought of it before. 

"Why, there's two of 'em!" he ex
claimed. Nobody seems to know 
which is which, so I think one would 
do as well as the other. Besides, 
there's only one I can deliver it to, 
and if it happens to be the sort of let
ter she wants, -there might be more 
money hanging to it. And I can do 
with a little, upon my word!" 

Accordingly, the misguided youth 
set off at once for Hawley Park, and, 
arriving there in due course, inquired 
for Miss Grace Yarwood. Being asked 
to state his business, he handed over 
the note and said he would wait, in 
case there should be any answer. And 
the note went up to, Joyce Bland and 
was opened by her. ^ , 

Joyce read the leiter through, at 
first in blank amazement and then 
with a growing excitement. If she, 
could have uttered any prayer at all 
with the certainty that it would be 
answered, it would have been tne 
prayer to which this was obviously 
that answer. She read the phrases in 
it over and over agains, and smiled as 
she read. 

"The fortune is ours." That was 
true enough, if only she could marry 
the man, and here was the definite 
offer from the man himself; for, of 
course, she neveif doubted for a mo
ment that Raymond had sent the let
ter; any thought of the other man 
never occurred to her at all. "We 
shall be able to snap our fingers at 
them all and step into possession in 
triumph." That was the truest part of 
all. 

"I've won!" she cried, starting to 
her feet and waving the letter over 
her head, "I expect he has felt, at the 
last moirient, that I had the biggest 
chance; he has decided to secure me 
while he can. If ever there was a 
really lucky woman it is you, Joyce 
Bland. Go to London ? 1 should think 
I would, indeed! Now, Mr. Stocky— 
and you, Grace Yarwood, the beggar— 
we'll see if you . can dare to threaten 
me!" 

Absailom Tapney went joyfully away, 
the richer by a sovereign, and decided 
that he certainly had done the right 
thing. Then Joyce, in sh&er bravado, 
sat down and wrote a note. It was ad
dressed to Mr. Stock, and was to be 
left at the house for him until his next 
visit: 

"Sir—You are smart—but 1 am 
smarter; I have played the real win
ning hand all the time. Probably by 
the time you have read this you will 
understand that I have taken the move 
I meant to have taken all along, and 
that I am, to all intents and purposes, 
out of your hands. I shall return when 
it suits me—probably after the lapse 
of a week or two; you know well 
enough that you dare not do anything 
against me. Yours, —Johnny Bull." 

She gave the letter/to Janet, with in
structions that it was to be given to 
Mr. Stock when next he came to Haw
ley Park; she had her boxes conveyed 
to the station; then she drove off in 
style and caught a train for London. 

Mr. Roger Hawley, waiting impa
tiently in a private room of the Or-
rnond hotel, Covent Garden, was told 
that a lady had arrived and was in
quiring for him. After bending him
self double with silent laughter, great
ly to the astonishment of the waiter, 
Roger requested that the lady be 
Bhown up at once, ani sat down to 
await the completion of his elaborate 
joke. And the completion came when 
the waiter opened the door and ush
ered the lady in. Roger Hawley had 
his back to the door at the moment, 
because he found it really dimcult to 
control his features at all. 

He turned round with a grin and a 
swagger, took a step toward her; 
faltered, gasped and fell back. 

"What In the name of •" h« b>»-
gan. * 

"You?" exclaimed Joyce 
"There's some horrible blunder" 

said the man. "I sent my note to 
Grace Yarwood." 

"Well, I am Grace Yarwood," she re
torted And you signed it 'R. Haw
ley.' 

"Well, my name happens to be Rog
er Hawley," he replied. "But come, 
now; let's have no nonsense about 
this. You know you're not Grace Yar
wood, and you know there's been some 
confounded trick about it." 

"Never mind what I am or who I 
am; this is a more serious blunder 
than you think," she cried, almost 
breaking down. "I thought that that 
note was written by your brother Ray
mond, and I thought—" 

"That you could secure him and the 
estate as well." said Roger. "That's 
not bad; come to think of it, it's 
deuced good. I wanted to spoof Grace 
Yarwood and you wanted to spoof my 
brother; Instead of which we're 

spoofed each other. I say, really, he 
went on, forgetting the disaster in the 
exquisite joke of the thing, "it's really 
very funny." 

She stood before him, blazing with 
excitement and fury. , "You idiot!" she 
exclaimed, savagoljv ' ''Do you know 
that I've left behind a letter, under the 
impression that 1 was coming here to 
meet your brother? Do you know that 
I have practically burnt my boots and 
played into the hands of the very peo
ple 1 ve had at bay all these weeks? 
l)o you know that the game Is up?" 

•Then it was a game?" he asked, 
quietly. -'v.i 

"Yes, it was a game", and the finest 
that ever livinj? woman played," said 
Joyce, her splendid serenity gone at 
last, and actual tears of rage and mor
tification springing into her eyes. "It 
serves me right, and it's just what, 
night have been expected. I've had all 
the serious people fighting, hard 
against me all this time, and have 
never once allowed them to find a flaw 
in my armor; I've done things that 
have kept me awake nights—although 
I can say now, 'Thank goodness, they 
never came off;' and, at the finish, a 
fool—yes, a fool—a mountebank— 
brings down my house of cards!" 

"Do you feel better now?" he asked, 
quietly, after a pause. 

"Don't talk to me!" she exclaimed, 
then buried her face in her hands and 
sat very still. Mr. Roger Hawley 
walked across the room and looked 
out of a window, whistling softly. 
Finding that a cheerless occupation, 
after a moment or two he turned round 
and spoke. 

"I say, I wouldn't give way, you 
know," he said. "You've fought splen
didly up to now; and just think what 
fun you've had." 

•S r ' 

1 GEORGE GOULD'S STORY. 
—: • 

Man Whose Life Was Saved Proved 
Grateful. 

"It seems that at a suburban sta
tion, said George Gould, a train was 
starting off one morning when an eld
erly man rushed across the platform 
and jumped on one of the slowly mov
ing cars. 

The rear-end brakeman, who was 
standing by, reached up, grabbed the 
old man't coat tails and pulled him off 
the train. 

" 'There,' he said, sternly, '1 have 
saved your life. Don't ever try to 
jump on like that again.' 

" 'Thank you,' said the old man, 
calmly, 'thank you for your thoughtful 
kindness. It is three hours till the 
next train, isn't it?' 

" 'Three and a quarter,'/ sSid the 
brakeman. 

The long train, meanwhile, had been 
slowly gliding by, slowly gathering 
speed. Finally the last car appeared. 
This was the bralteman's car, the one 
for which he had been waiting, and 
with the easy grace that is born of 
long practice he sailed majestically 
on to it. 

"But the old gentleman seized him 
by the coat and with a strong jerk 
pulled him off, at the same time say
ing grimly: ' 

" 'One good tunr deserves another. 
You saved my life; I have saved yours. 
Now we are quits.' "—Exchange. 

""S f- V 

THE TRAMP'S TIP. M 

An Up-to-date Pointer in Payment for 
Breakfast. 

Soon after the song, "Just Tell 
Them That That You Saw Me," was 
published, a tramp entered the yard of 
a spinster living at Hagerstown, Md„ 
and asked for his breakfast. The 
woman said: "You must work for it 
first. There Is the wood pile. Go and 
saw jSome wood." 

She prepared a substantial break
fast and put it out in a shed to be 
ready for the tramp when his work 
was done. She was soon called to the 
front of the house, and upon her re
turn to the shed found the breakfast 
gone and no sign of the tramp, but 
this note was on the empty plate: 

"Just tell them that you saw me, but 
you didn't see me saw."—Philadelphia 
Public Ledger. 

A Law-Abiding Citizen. 
Representative Hull of Iowa sent 

home garden seeds to a constituent 
last spring. They caflie from the de
partment of agriculture, and were en
closed in one of the regular franked 
government envelopes. On the corner 
of each of these envelopes appears this 
legend, "Penalty for private use, $300." 

A few days later Hull received a 
letter from his constituent which read: 

"Dear Mr. Hull: I don't know what 
to do about those garden seeds you 
sent me. I notice it is $300 fine for 
private use. I don't want to use them 
for the public. I want to plant thera 
for my private garden. I can't afford 
to pay $300 for the privilege. Won't 
you see if you can fix it so I can use 
them privately, for I am a law-abiding 
citizen and do not want to commit any 
crime?"—Philadelphia Public Ledger. , 

The Sleeping Car Pillow. 
A Cincinnati man recently returning 

frPm the East was about to get into 
his berth on a sleeping car, when he 
heard the voice of a huge Kentuckian, 
who was holding up a pillow between 
his thumb and finger while he roared 
out to the porter: 

"I say, you boy, come back and take 
this away." 

"Wha' for, sah?" iMfeH 
"Because I'm afraid the derned thing 

will get into my ear." 
None other, however, was to be had, 

so, placing his head on the feather or 
two inserted In the tick, he was soon 
asleep.—Philadelphia Public Ledger. 

His View of It. 
Mr. P. Packer—I hope we'll not run 

over anybody, 
Chauffeur—Why? 
Mr. P. Packer—It always gives me 

such an awful jolt.—Cleveland LeaAcat, 

SET HIM TO WORK. 

Neat Way In Which Mrs. Delicate Gol 
the Lawn Trimmed. 

"Fred, dear," said Mrs. Delicate, 
'Mrs. Neighbor was talking ahout you 
the other day, and she said she 
hought you didn't look well. 

!)" you know, I'm getting to be quite 
iiiMouK about .von.'' 

"What are you anxious about, I'd 
• ike to Know? Don't 1 eat and sleep 
i\ell? he asked. 
."Well, jou sleep fairly well, and 

voUr appetite tis not so bad, but " 
''But what? Am I bent and stoop-

shouldered and bald, or what is it you 
:m;an ?" 

"Why. dear, I thought that possibly 
vou ought to get your life insured, 
imi know we have very little saved 
up, and if you were to " 

"Alary Jane, what on earth are you 
talking about? To listen to you one 
would think that I -was in the last 
stages of a galloping consumption. 
I am as healthy and strong as I ever 
was in my life. There isn't any sort 
of hard work which I cannot do." 

"Oh, I'm so glad to heaT that, Fred." 
Mrs. Delicate gave a little gasp of joy 
and threw her arms arouud his neck. 
"I'm so glad to hear you say you are 
well and strong, because the lawn 
needs mowing so badly, and I was 
dreadfully afraid that you'were too ill 
(o run the iawn mower." 4 

Whereupon Mr. Delicate"!%fent but 
and shaved the grass in front of the 
house. j,_ <• <V 
. . .  . . . . ;  r--v'  '  ̂  

On the College Man. 
A University of Michigan man who 

was in Ithaca during navy week has 
the distinction of having seen the Cor
nell campus Under the most peculiar 
circumstances on record. 

The Ann Arbor man was a guest of 
a Cornell alumnus at one of the fra
ternity lodges located on the outskirts 
of the campus. The two had retired 
at a late hour Saturday night and lay 
for a long time swapping yarns of col
lege life. Sleep was impossible. 
About two o'clock Sunday morning 
the Westerner remarked that he had 
never seen the Cornell campus. Here 
was a ehance for the Cornell "grad." 
His former undergraduate spirit re
turned. "Come on," he said; "I'll 
show you the campus in proper style. 
Don't wait to dress; we'll go as we 
are." 

The Cornell man wore a suit of pink 
pajamas and the other a white night 
shirt. On their bare feet they crept 
quietly out of the house, and by the 
tight of the bright moon the Michigan 
man viewed the stately halls to great 
advantage. It was a chilly night, but 
when they got cold they ran for a spell 
and warmed up. 

They wound up on Eddy street, near 
the entrance of the college grounds, 
and with ̂ daredevil spirit waited some 
time for a trolley car. When none ap
peared the Cornell man happened tc 
remember that he was in Ithaca, 
where c^rs. 40not. run all night, so 
they returned as they had come, v* 

Gov. Hotliday on the Japanese. 
Mr. S. D. Buck of this city relates 

that in the course of a conversation 
which he had some years ago with 
Gov. Holliday of Virginia, the gov
ernor, who had traveled in Japan ex
tensively a short time previous, made 
the prediction that the Japanese would 
one day lead the world in war, sci
ence and witchcraft. "The governor," 
says Mr. Buck", "was very enthusiastic 
about the prospect for Japanese great
ness and prowess. He spoke of them 
as a wonderful people, the most won
derful, in many ways that he had 
ever seen. 'And mark my words,' he 
said to me, 'I may not live to see 4t, 
but you will. The Japs will some day 
startle the world by their ability in 
every line of human activity. The 
people there will be great in all things 
and if they ever get into a war with 
any other nation they will surprise 
the world. Should they go to war-
mind my words—they will either con
quer or be exterminated.' "—Balti
more Sun. 

Day by Day. % -
f hoard a voice :it evening softly sav 

Bear not thy yesterday into to-morrow. 
Nor loud this week with last week's 

IOHII of sorrow. 
Lift all thy burdens as they come, nor 

try 
To weight the present with the by and 

by, 
One step and then another, take thy 
, V> way— y **, » r  / 

Live day by day. . •-* f* >. 

Live day by day. 
The path before thee doth not lead 

astray. 
Do the next duty. Tt must surely be 
The Christ is In the one that's close to 

thee. 
Onward, still onward, with a sunny 

smile, 
Till step by step shall end in mile by 

mile, 
"I'll do my best," unto my conscience 

say— 
Live day by day. 

Live day by day. 
Why art thou 'bending' toward* the back

ward way? 
One summit and another, thou shalt 

mount. 
Why stop at every round the space to 

' count? 
The past mistakes if thou must still 

remember. 
Watch not the ashes of fhe dying em

ber. 
Kindle thy hope. Put all thy fears away. 
y . Live day by day. 
} —Julia Harris Hay. 

iV' ' 
•fi-i This Topsy-Turvy World. !ltl 

This is a topsy-turvy world. One 
man is struggling for justice and an
other is fleeing from it. One man is 
saving to build a house and another is 
try to sell his "for less than it cost." 
One man is spending all the money he 
can make In taking a girl to an enter
tainment and sending her flowers in 
the hope, eventually, pf making her 
his wife, while his neighbor Is spend
ing the gold he has got to get a di
vorce. One man escapes all the dis
eases man Is heir to and gets killed on 
the railway. Another gpes everywhere 
without being hurt, and dies with 
whooping cough. Such Is life!—Ex
change. 

How Could He Tetl? 
"What does it cost a week to ru ' 

an army like this?" asked the in quia- : 
itive war correspondent 

"How do I know?" said Gen. Sk»» 
daddleski, frowning. "Why don't you 
ask the little devils that have been, 
running us?"—Chicago Tribune. 

Extended the Usual Courtesies. 
"Throw up your hands," command 

ed the robber chief. 
"I'm an alderman, I'd have you 

know," indignantly said the victim 
as he obeyed the injunction. 

"How much money have you?" 
"One -hundred dollars." jr 
"Well, give us fifty. Half-rates to 

professionals."—Pittsburg Post. 

THE WORLD'S FAIR—ST. LOUIS. 
Hotel Epworth, three blocks from the Admin

istration and Convention entrances, is ft sals, 
permanent brick building of over 500 rooms. It 
costs no more to stop at Hotel Epworth than at 
the temporary staff add frame hotels. Ratea 
11.00 a day ana up. European plan. First-olaaa 
dining hall—reasonable prices. Every con
venience. Headquarters Farmers National 
Congress. Kooms may be reserved. (Delmav > 
Garden oar on Olive.; Hctel Epworth. MM •' 
Washington Ave., St. Lcui^ Mo. 

An Optimist. 
First Hbbo—Ever had a ride in an 

automobile, Clarence? 
Second Hobo—Nope; but it's on'y a 

matter uv a few years at de most be
fore de perlice departments adopt 
dem.—Puck. 

-
Liquid Interiors. ̂  ^ 

It was in the prohibition town.'^ 
"I'd like to see what you have la ; 

canes," said the stranger in the cor
ner shop. 

"Certainly, neighbor," responded 
the clerk. "W!hat would you like, ap
plejack, corn or old rye?"—Chicago 
News. V 

More worry Is caused by the mon
ey people have than by the money 
they havn't. 

Avoid passion and excitement. A 
moment's anger may be fatal. 

Be cheerful. "A light heart lives 
long." 

(file's (arbolisalve 
Instantly stop» the pain of 2 

Burns and Scalds 
Always heal* ffitboat icara. 

SSandSOobrdrngglBts, or mailed on receipt of 
price by J.W. Cole&Oo., Black River Falls, Wis 

i KBBP A BOX H A N D Y  

Around the World 
"I have used your Fish 

- Brand Slickers for years 
In the Hawaiian Islands 

' * , and found them the only 
'. article that suited. I am 

ln 1 now in this country 
^ (Africa) and think a great 

, i ^ k deal of your coats." 
(NAMI OH APPLICATION) 

The world-wide reputa-
tlon of Tower's Water-
proof Oiled Clothing 
assures the buyer of 
the positive worth of 

sa.WTS'&VSl? *mai& 
1- A. J*. TOWER CO.* 

j i Boston, U. S. A. 

r '(TOWER CANADIAN CO., LIMITED 
Toronto, casada 

h 

CTBAPtl - 'AND*. I MARK > V 

rOAM. 

Is the bast of yeast, made of 
the most healthful vegetable 

Ingredients, in the cleanest 
way. Bread raised with Teast 
Foam la the host of 

9 

Bread 
It retains freshness, moisture 
and wheaty flavor longer than 
bread made with any other 
yeast. There's life, health and 
strength iu it. 

The secret is in the yeast. 
Bold by all grocers at 6c a pack
age— enough for 40 loaves. 
"How to Make Bread"—/r«e. 

NORTHWESTFRN YEAST CO. 
Chicago. 

$43.75 CREAM SEPARATOR. 
F0RS43.75",,.U""""'™ . ^ ^ - -_*»••! g!•**• 
hand emm aeparaWr made, A bit 
separator witb a capacity of 809 
pounds or 140 quarts per hour, 
for any dairy of ton oowa or leaa 
Larger slui of 400 or 000 pounds pet 
fcour oapaclty, for large dairies, only 
slightly higher In price. Guaranteed 
the eltsiM skimmer, easiest raw 
blnp, strongest, most convenient, 
easiest cleaned, greatest capacity 
and least liable to get out of or* 
der of any cream separator mada. 

10-YEAR GUARANTEE. Every 
separater Is covered by aur 10-

year written binding guarantee 
GUARANTEEING EVERY PIBC8 
AND PART OP THE MACHINE. 

PROVEN IY COMPETITIVE 
TEST*, conceded by expert# an* 
dairy authorities everywhere, and 
declared by thousands of users to ba 
In everyway superior to any othev 

btor uade. Guaranteed te eav# 
I per cent to 90 per cent cream 
ou now lose In the slclmmenf 

separator made. Guaranteed te eava 
tne per cent to 
that you now Jos 
mlllc by the old style of sklmmlnfl 

__ frem the pan and besides you have 
the sweet skimmed milk for your calves) saves all tha 
cream, all the ewoetmllk; makes snore and better butter. 
With this separator you will get 810.00 to 120.00 per rear 
more from every cow, you will get more Income from 
seven oows than you are now getting from ten, and all 
with ene-hatf the labor. Our 949.7if •eparaterls needed 
by every farmer, whether you milk twe cows er ten. Yoa 
will save the cost of the separator la a few months. 

A BOY CAM HANDLE IT. 8e simple that anyone can 
operate It, noexperiehcelaneceesaryi If you have neve* 
Been a separator, ne matter, any 15-year old boy can har> 
die and n» It, the Ideal machine for boy, girl, woman o* 
man to run. none of the complicated, hard to handle parts 
found In other machines. Combines all the good qualitlcd 
of all other hlprh grade separators with the defects of none. 

90 DAYS' FREE TRIAL. We send our SEPARATOR 
TO ANY ADDRESS on SO days' trlsl, te convince VMS 
It la THE BEST SEPARATOR MADE IN THE WORLD, 

by return mall, postpaid, OD r Free Separator 
~ "lustretionsfp" 

full de scrip 
with large Illustrations (pictures), of all our eep 
ports, etc., full description, special inside r 
will send you Our SO Deya*rree Trial Offer* 

atatedwe 

„win<i 
plain our Guarantee, our Quality Challenge, We will tfc» 
plain why our machine Is the best. Yeu will get eur latsiril 
and meet marveleaaiy libera! Cream Separator Offer* aa 
offer and prices never before known. Don't buy a sepera» 
tor of any make, at any price, on time, on lnrtetlment or 
for cash until you cot this ad out and send to us and gel 
ell we will send yoo bv return mall, POSTPAID, FREE* 
If you own two ornon eows, write ua at onoe. AddrcesL 

SEABS, ROEBUCK ft CO., CHICAfiO. 


