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..s ticket to the ball
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SThi'-He"! ! on the Journey. They
that ne ao ■ future depend-

,j i!ion of D'Artlgny whom
W wk- ,ws she loves, Cassion and

words. Uncle Chevet for
*£ first tin ■ hears that his niece is an

,", begins to suspect Casslon's
A,! dr refuses to permit her hus-

S to share her sleeping quarters.

I Young Madame Cassion comes ;i;
8 to the conclusion that she alone ,),
| w jH be unable to cope with her <|j
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bo th her fortune and her per-
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Adele has just declined to share
sleeping quarters with her husband.
He is furious when she refuses even

to kiss him.

CHAPTER Vlll.—Continued.

Furious as the man was I felt no
fear of him, merely an intense dis-
gust that his hands should touch me,

an indignation that he should offer
me str'.U insult. He must have read
sil this in my eyes, for he made but
the one move, and I flung his hand
aside as easily as though it had been
that of a child. I was angry, so that
my lips trembled, and my face grew
white, yet it was not the anger that
itormed.

“Enough, monsieur—go!” I said, and
pointed to where the fires reddened
the darkness. “Do not dare speak to
me again tht3 night.”

An instant he hesitated, trying to
muster courage, but the bully in him
failed, and with an oath, he turned
away- sai vanished. It was nearly
dark then, and I sat down on a

blanket at the entrance, and waited,
watching the figures between me and
the river. I did not think he would
tome again, but I did not know; it
would be safer If I could have word
with Chevet. A soldier brought me
food, and when he returned for the
tins I made him promise to seek my
unde and send him to me.

My only faith in Hugo Chevet rested
In his natural resentment of Cassion’s
treachery relative to my father's for-
tune. He would feel that he had been
Seated, deceived, deprived of bis
rightful share of the spoils. *

1 had been alone for an hour, al-
ready convinced that the soldier had
failed to deliver my message, when
®y uncle finally emerged from the
shadows, and announced his presence.
He appeared a huge, shapeless figure,
Ms very massiveness yielding me a
ffeang of protection, and I arose and
joined him. His greeting proved the
unhappiness of his mind.

“So you sent for me—why? What
hss happened between you and Cas-
sion!’’

No more than occurred between os
fonder In Quebec, when I informed
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•tchanged no word

since. When my presence was dis-
covered D’Artigny escaped unseen
through the open window. I need to
meet him again that these matters
may be explained, and that I may
learn just what he overheard. It was
to enlist your aid that I sent for you.”

‘‘To bring the lad here?”
‘‘No; that could not be done with-

out arousing the suspicion of Cassion.
The two are already on the verge of
quarrel. You must find some way of
drawing the commissaire aside—not
tonight, for there is plenty of time
before us, and I am sure we are being
watched now—and that will afford me
opportunity.”

“But why may I not speak him?”
“You!” I laughed. “He would be

likely to talk with you. A sweet mes-
sage you sent him in Quebec.”

“I was drunk, and Cassion asked it
of me.”

“I thought as much; the coward
makes you pull his chestnuts from the
Are. Do you give me the pledge?”

“Ay! although ’tis not my way to
play sweet, when I should enjoy to
wring the fellow’s neck. What was
it La Barre said?”

“That just before he died my fa-
ther’s property was restored to him
by the king, but the royal order was
never recorded. It exists, but where I
do not know, nor do I know as yet
for what purpose it was concealed. My
marriage to Cassion must have been
an afterthought, for he is but a crea-
ture of La Barre’s. It is through him
the greater villains seek control; but,
no doubt, he was a willing tool enough,
and expects his share.”

“Why not let me choke the truth
out of him then? Bah! it would be
easy.”

“For two reasons,” I said earnestly.
“First, I doubt if be knows the true
conspiracy, or can lay hands on the
king’s restoration. Without that we
have no proof of fraud. And second,
coward though he may be, his very
fear might yield him courage. No.
Uncle Chevet, we must wait and learn
these facts through other means than
force. ’Tis back in Quebec, not in this
wilderness, we will find the needed
proofs. What I ask of you is, pretend
to know nothing; do not permit Cas-
sion to suspicion that I have confided
in you. We must encourage him to
talk by saying nothing which will put
him on guard.”

“You—you will try, as his wife, to
win confession?” he asked finally,
grasping vaguely the one thought oc-
curring to him.

“No; there is a better way. I de-
spise the man; I cannot bear that he
touch me. More than that, if I read
him aright, once I yield and confess
myself his property, he will lose all
Interest in my possession. He is a
lady killer; ’tis his boast The man
has never been in love with me; it
was not love, but a desire to possess
my fortune, which led to his proposal
of marriage. Now I shall make him
love me.

“We shall be alone in the wilderness
for months to come. I will be the one
woman; perchance the only white
woman Into whose face he will look
until we return to Quebec. I am not
vain, yet I am not altogether ill to
look upon, nor shall I permit the hard-
ships of this Journey to affect my at-
tractiveness. I shall fight him with
his own weapons, and win. He will
beg and threaten me, and I shall
laugh. He will love me and I shall
mock. There will be jealousy between
him and D’Artigny, and to win my
favor he will confess all that he
knows. Tonight he sulks somewhere
yonder, already beginning to doubt
his power to control me.”

“You have quarreled?”
“No—only that I asserted Independ-

ence. He would have entered this tent
as my husband, and I forbade his do-
ing so. He stormed and threatened,
but dare not venture further. He
knows me now as other than a weak
girl, but my next lesson must be a
more severe one. ’Tis partly to pre-
pare that I sent for you; I ask the
loan of a pistol—the smaller one. to
be concealed in my dress.”

“You would kill the man?”
“Pooh! small danger of that You

may draw the charge if you will. For
him to know that I possess the weapon
will protect me. You do not grasp
my plan?”

He shook his head gloomily, as
though it was all a deep puzzle to
his mind, yet his great hand held forth
the pistol, the short barrel of which
gleamed wickedly In the fire glow as
I thrust it out of sight.

“ ’Tis not the way I front enemies,”
he growled stubbornly, “and I make
little of it. Mon dJeu! I make them
talk with these hands.”

“But my weapons are those of a
woman.” I explained, “and I will lear"
more than you would with your brv.ce
strength. All I ask of you now, Uncle
Chevet, Is that you keep on frierdly
terms with Monsieur Cassion, yet re-
peat nothing to him of what I wave
said, and gain me opportunity for
speech alone with Sleur d'Artigny ”

He growled something indistinctly
in his beard, which I interpreted as
assent, but I watched his great form
disappear in the direction of the fire,
my own mind far from satisfied; the
man was so lacking in brains as to
be a poor ally, and so obstinate of na-
ture as to make it doubtful if he
would long conform to my leadership.
Still it was surely better to confide in
him to the extent I had than permit
him to rage about blindly and in open
hostility to Cassion.

CHAPTER IX.

We Attain the Ottawa.
It was not yet dawn when the stir

in the camp aroused me, and the sun
had not risen above the bluffs, or be-
gun to tinge the river, when our laden
canoes left the bank and commenced
their day’s journey up stream. D’Ar-
tigny was off in advance, departing In-
deed before I had left the tent, the
chief seated beside him. I caught but
a glimpse of them as the canoe round-
ed the bend in the bank, and slipped
silently away through the lingering

shadows, yet it gladdened me to know

his eyes were tamed toward my tent
until they vanished.

Anew distribution had been ar-
ranged, Chevet accompanying the ser-
geant leaving the commissaire and
me alone, except for the pere, who had
position in the bow. I observed this
new arrangement from underneath
lowered lashes, but without comment,
quietly taking the place assigned me.
and shading my face from the first
rays of the sun.

At noon we landed in a sheltered
cove, brilliant with wild flowers, and
partook of food, the rearward canoes
joining us, but D’Artlgny was still
ahead, perhaps under orders to keep
away. To escape Cassion I clambered
up the front of the cliff, and had view
from the summit, marking the sweep
of the river for many a league, a
scene of wild beauty never to be for-
gotten. I lingered there at the edge
until the voice of the commissaire re-
called me to my place in the canoe.

It is of no consequence now what
we conversed about during that long
afternoon, as we pushed steadily on
against the current. Cassion en-
deavored to be entertaining and I
made every effort to encourage him,
although my secret thoughts were not
pleasant ones. He had set out to over-
come my scruples, to conquer my will,
and was merely biding his time, seek-
ing to learn the best point of attack.
It was with this end in view that he
kept me to himself, banishing Chevet,
and compelling D’Artigny to remain
well In advance. He was testing me
now by his tales of Quebec, his boast-
ing of friendship with the governor,
his stories of army adventure, and
the wealth he expected to amass
through his official connections. Yet

-

Cassion Endeavored to Be Entertain-
ing.

the very tone he assumed, the conceit
shown in his narratives, only served
to add to my dislike. This creature
was my husband, yet I shrank from
him, and once, when he dared to touch
my hand, I drew it away as though
it were contamination. It was then
that hot anger leaped into his eyes,
and his true nature found expression
before he could restrain the words:

“Mon dieu! What do you mean, you
chit?”

“Only that I am not won by a few
soft words, monsieur,” I answered
coldly.

“But you are my wife; ’twill be
well for you to remember that”

“Nor am I likely to forget, yet be-
cause a priest has mumbled words
over us does not make me love you.”

“Sacre!” he burst forth, yet careful
to keep his voice pitched to my ears
alone, “you think me a plaything, but

METAL COLORS RARELY SEEN
Some Light Waves Absorbed, Others

Reflected—Copper Is Really
Salmon-Pink Shade.

One of the beautiful things we sel-
dom see is the color of pure metals.
When exposed to the air most metals
tarnish so rapidly that our only means
to get even a passing glimpse of their
true color Is by quickly scraping off
the corroded surface.

The color of metals depends upon
tho selective absorption of light waves
of different lengths. For Instance, If
a metal absorbs every light wave ex-
cept that of the length which pro-
duces the optical sensation yellow,
then its color Is yellow, for what It
cannot absorb it reflects. Gold is
such a metal. On the other hand,
when gold is beaten to such thinness
that it becomes translucent, It trans-
mits not yellow light rays, but those
which it formerly absorbed, namely,
a greenish blue mixture.

Silver Is the best example of a large
class of metals that reflect practically
all the light they receive, and are
therefore approximately of the same
color as the light to which they are
exposed. From their color in the sun-
light they are quite properly called
“white” metals. Some of these are
aluminum, magnesium, nickel, sodium,
tin, iron and antimony.

Others, like lead, cadmium and
zinc, have something of this silver
luster, but with a slight bluish tinge.
The gray metals, such as manganese
and cobalt, probably owe their lack of
color to their tendency to absorb all
colors In about equal amounts. Bis-
muth is of a peculiar light red and
potassium has a pinkish tinge. Cop-
per, strange to say. is not “copper-
colored,” but Is usually described as
salmon-pink.

Jenny Wren is Particular.
Sometimes when I have mentioned

my wren family to a friend and told
how the pair came to the little house
almost as soon as it had been put up
the first time, someone has said: “I
have had bird boxes set up for years
and no birds have ever occupied them."
The reason for that state of affairs
must be that the boxes are not in the
right position. They should face the
south and are better, so I think. If
somewhat sheltered from the rain and
heat by overhanging eaves.—Philadel-
phia Ledger.

Not Enough.
“How long did you boll ihese eggs,

Norah?”
“Three minutes, ma’am.”
“They are not nearly soft enough.

Boil them at least six minutes next
time*"

Important Law Projected.
Great Britain proposes to pass a law

prohibiting the importation, sale or
use of any paint material containing
more than 5 per cent of its dry weight
of a soluble lead compound.

yon shall learn yet that I have claw*.
Bah! do you imagine I fear the cox-
comb ahead?”

“To whom do you refer, monsieur?”
“Such innocence! to that bootlicker

of La Salle’s to whom you give your
smiles and pretty words.”

“Rene d’Artiguy!” I exclaimed pleas-
antly, and then laughed. “Why how
ridiculous you are, monsieur. Better
be jealous of Pere APouez yonder, for
of him I see far tie most. Why do
you- pick cut D’Artigny on whom to
vent your anger?”

“I like not the way he eyes you,
nor your secret meetings with him in
Quebec.”

“If he even sees me I know it not.
and as ferr secret meetings, knew you
not thac Sister Celeste was with me
while we talked?”

“Not. in the governor’s palace.”
“You accuse me of that then.” in-

dignantly. “Because I am your wife
you can insult, yet it was your hand
that drew aside the curtain and found
me alone. Do you hope to gain my
respect by such baste charges as that,
monsieur?”

“Do you deny that he had been with
you?”

“I? Do I deny! It is not worthy
my while. Why should I? We were
not married then, nor like to be to
my knowledge. Why, then, if I wished,
was it not my privilege to speak with
the Sieur d’Artigny? I have found
him a very pleasant and polite young
man.”

“A pauper, his only fortune the
sword at his side.”

“Ah, I knew not even that he pos-
sessed one. Yet of what interest can
all this be to me, monsieur, now that
I am married to you?”

That my words brought him no com-
fort was plain enough to be seen, yet
I doubt if It ever occurred to his mind
that I simply made sport, and sought
to anger him. It was on his mind
to say more, yet he choked the words
back, and sat there in moody silence,
scarce glancing at me again during
the long afternoon. But when we fin-
ally made landing for the night, it was
plain to be seen that his vigilance was
in no wise relaxed, for, although he
avoided me himself, the watchful
Jesuit was ever at my side, no doubt
in obedience to his orders. As we
were eating a party of fur traders,
bound east, came ashore in a small
fleet of canoes and joined the men
below, building their fires slightly up
stream. At last Pere Allouez left me
alone and descended to them, eager to
learn the news from Montreal. Yet,
although seemingly I was now left
alone, I had no thought of adventur-
ing in the darkness, as I felt con-
vinced the watchful priest would never
have deserted my side had he not
known that other eyes were keeping
vigil.

From that moment I never felt my-
self alone or unobserved. Cassion in
person did not make himself obnox-
ious, except that I was always seated
beside him in the heat, subject to his
conversation and attentions. How-
ever it w is managed l know not, but
my uncl_ never approached me alone,
and only twice did I gain glimpse of
Sieur d’Artigny—once, when his canoe
returned to warn us of dangerous wa-
ter ahead, and once when he awaited
us beside the landing at Montreal. Yet
even these occasions yielded me new
courage, for, as our eyes met I kuew
he was still my friend, waiting, as I

I was, the opportunity for a better un-
derstanding. This knowledge brought
tears of gratitude to my eyes and a
thrill of hope to my heart. I was no
longer utterly alone.

We were three days at Montreal,
the men busily engaged in adding to
their stofe of provisions. I had scarce-
ly a glimpse of rive town, as I was
given lodging in the convent close to
the river bank, and the pere was my
constant companion during houi’s of
daylight

Wr e departed at dawn, and the sun
was scarce an hour high when the
prows of our canoes turned into the

PREHISTORIC VASE IS FOUND
Blasting for Drainage Ditch in Nebras-

ka Uncovered a Remark-
able Relic.

C. F. Buchholz of this city has charge
of a company of men who are dyna-
miting a drainage ditch east of here
about four miles, says the Falls City
correspondent of the Omaha World-
Herald. The purpose is to loosen the
dirt so it may wash and both widen
aud deepen the ditch and prevent over-
flows. The dynamite shakes side walls
and bottom.

After an explosion the other day a
large portion of the south side wall
caved down, exposing a large vase
about nine feet below the surface. The
workmen thought the pot might con-
tain valuables and made further in-
vestigation, which disclosed no Span-
ish gold, but the pot Itself is a fine ex-
ample of the work of the prehistoric
race which inhabited this section in
bygone ages. The pot is blackened od
its interior as if It were from fire. It
was imbedded In stiff clay and the
ground about showed no appearance of
having been disturbed. A number of
photugraphs of the pot before it was
removed were taken to show the depth
and location.

The pot was found to be about eight-
een inches deep with an opening at the
top about the size of an ordinary table
plate, while it might measure three
feet in circumference at the middle.
Some distance farther down the ravine
some bones were found.

The pottery was brougb. to town and
will be reassembled, as the blasting
powder used in the ravine had caused
parts to crack and drop out.

Count on Woman’s Energy.
“The decision of national issues af-

ter the war will be in the hands of
women as well as men,” says Principal
Gilbert Slater of Ruskin college, Ox-
ford. In his book, “War and Peace in
Europe.” “For, while the advance of
woman toward political power has in
the past been slow In the extreme, It
has been irresistible and steadily ac-
celerating. The war itself has made
all Europe realize that in the supreme
struggle between nations, survival de-
pends upon the energies of women be-
ing utilized as well as those of men.
Henceforward, women will count; and
they will count more and more.”

The Superman.
I teach you the superman. Man is

something that is to be surpassed.
What have ye done to surpass man?
All beings hitherto have created some
thing beyond themselves, and ye want
to be the ebb of the great tide, and
would rather go back to the beast
than surpass man? The superman is
the meaning of the earth. Let your '
will say, “the superman shall be the j
meaning of the earth!” I conjure
you. my brethren, remain true to the
earth. Let it not be your honor hence-
forth whence we come, but whither
ye gc,^Nietzsche.

WAUSAU PILOT

Ottawa. Now we were indeed In the
wilderness, fronting the vast unknowr
country of the West with everi
league of travel leaving behind ai
trace of civilization. There was noth-
ing before us save a few scattered
missions, presided over by ragged
priests, and an occasional far trader’s
station, the .headquarters cf wander-
ing couriers du bois. On every side
were the vast prairies and stormy
lakes, roamed over by savage men
and beasts through whom we must

make our way in hardship, danger and
toil.

Our progress up the Ottawa was so
slow, so toilsome, the days such a
routine of labor and hardship, the
scenes along the shore so similar, that
I ’ost all conception of time. Except
for the Jesuit I had scarcely a com-
panion, and there were days.' I am
sure, when we did not so much as
exchange a word.

The men had no rest from labor,
even Cassion changing from boat to
boat as necessity arose, urging them
to renewed efforts. The water was
low, the rapids more than usually dan-
gerous. so that we were compelled to
portage more often than usual. Once
the leading canoe ventured to shoot a
rapid not considered perilous, and had
a great hole torn in its prow by a
sharp rock. The men got ashore, sav-
ing the wreck, but lost their store of
provisions, and we were a day there
making the damaged canoe again ser-
viceable.

This delay gave me my only glimpse
of D'Artigny, still dripping from his
involuntary bath, and so busily en-
gaged at repairs as to be scarcely con-
scious of my presence od the bank
above him. Yet I can hardly say that,
for once he glanced up, and our eyes
met, and possibly he would have joined
me, but for the sudden appearance of
Cassion. who swore at the delay, and
ordered me back to where the tent
had been hastily erected. I noticed
D’Artigny straighten up, angered that
Cassion dared speak to me so harshly,
but I had no wish then to precipitate
an open quarrel between the two men,
and so departed quickly. Later, Fa-
ther Allouez told me that in the over-
turning of the canoe the young sieur
had saved the life of the Alg&nquin
chief, bringing him ashore unconscious,
helpless from a broken shoulder. This
accident to Altudah led to the trans-
ferring of the injured Indian to our
canoe and caused Cassion to join
D’Artigny in advance.

It was five days later, and in ths
heart of all that was desolate and
drear, when the long-sought opportu-
nity came in most unexpected fashion.
We had made camp early, because of
rough water ahead, the passage of
which it was not deemed best to at-
tempt without careful exploration. So,
while the three heavily laden canoes
drew up against the bank, and pre-
pared to spend the night, the leading
canoe was stripped and sent forward,
manned only with the most expert of
the Indian paddlers to make sure the
perils of the current. From the low
bank to which I had climbed I
watched the preparations for the dash
through those madly churning waters
above. Cassion was issuing his orders
loudly, but exhibited no inclination to
accompany the party, and suddenly
the frail craft shot out from the
shore, with D’Artigny at the steering
paddle, and every Indian braced for
his task, and headed boldly into thr
smother. They vanished as thougH
swallowed by the mist, Cassion and
a half dozen soldiers racing along thr
shore line in an effort to keep abreasl
of the laboring craft.

It was a wild, desolate spot in which
we were, a mere rift in the bluffs,
which seemed to overhang us, covered
with a heavy growth of forest. The
sun was still an hour high, although
it was twilight already beside the
river, when Cassion and his men came
straggling back to report that the ca-
noe had made safe passage, and. tak-
ing advantage of his good humor, 1
proposed a climb up an opening of
the bluff, down which led a deer trail
plainly discernible.

“Not I,” he said, casting a glance
upward. “The run over the rocks will
do me for exercise tonight.”

“Then will I assay it alone.” I re-
plied, not displeased at his refusal. “1
am cramped from sitting in the canoe
so long.”

“ ’Twill be a hard climb, and they
tell me the pere has strained a tendon
of his leg coming ashore.”

“And what of that!” I burst forth,
giving vent to my indignation. “Am 1
a ten-year-old to be guarded every step
I take? ’Tis not far to the summit,
and no danger. You can see yourself
the trail is not steep. Faith! I will
go now, just to show that I am at
liberty.”

He laughed, an unpleasant sound to
it, yet made no effort to halt me. The
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We Departed at Dawn.

rude path I followed was narrow, but
not steep enough to prove wearisome,
and, as it led np through a crevice
in the earth, finally emerged at the
top of the bluff at a considerable dis-
tance above the camp I had left. Thick
woods covered the crest although there
were open plains beyond, and I was
obliged to advance to the very edge
in order to gain glimpse of the river.

Once there, however, with footing
secure on a flat rock, the scene out-
spread was one of wild and fascinat-
ing beauty. Directly below me were
the rapids.
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Milwaukee, July 25, 1916.

Butter Creamery, extras, 27%c;
prints, 28%c; firsts, 26@27c; seconds,
24@25c; Process, 26@26 4 ic; dairy,
fancy, 27c.

Cheese—American, full cream, new
made twins, 14%@15c; Daisies, 15@
15%c; Young Americas,
longhorns, limburger, fan-
cy, 2 lbs., 15Vi® 16c.

Eggs—Current receipts, fresh, as to
quality, 20®22c; dirties, 18@19c;
chicks and cracks, 16@17c.

Live Poultry Fowls, general run,
16%c; roosters, old 11c; springers,
18MsC.

Wheat—No. 1 northern, 1.23®1.24;
No. 2 northern, 1.21®1.23; No. 3 nor-
thern, 96e@1.10; No. 2 hard, 1.14@1.16.

Corn—No. 3 yellow, 82@S3e.
Oats—No. 3 white, 40@41c; stan-

dard, 41®42c; No. 4 white, 40% ®

41®4c.
Barley—No. 3, 74@76c; No. 4, 70®

73c; Wisconsin, 71®73c.
Rye—No. 3, 95®96e.
Hay No. 1 timothy, 15.00@15.50;

No. 2 timothy, 11.00@13.00; light clo-
ver mixed, 10.00® 11.50; rye straw.
9.00@9.25.

Hogs—Prime, heavy butchers, 9.90
@10.05; fair to best light, 9.55@9.70;
pigs, 9.00®9.25.

Cattle Butchers’ steers, 7.75®
10.50; feeders, 5.50@7.50; cows, 3.50@
7.25; heifers, 5.25@8.50; calves, 10.75
@11.50.

Potatoes—Wisconsin or Minnesota,
white stock on track, 65@70c; red
stock, fancy, new, 75@80c.

Minneapolis, July 25, 1916.
Wheat No. 1 hard, 1.32@1.33; No.

1 northern, 1.26@1.29; No. 2 northern,
1.23@1.27.

Com—No. 3 yellow, 83® 84c.
Oats—No. 3 white, 39@39%c.
Rye—9l@92c.
F1ax—1.96@2.00.

Grain, Provisions, Etc.
Chicago, July M.

Opsn- High- Low- Clos-
Wheat— lng. est. est. lng.

July 1.17% 1.20% 1.16% 1.30%
Sept. 1.15%-19% 1.22% 1.17% 1.22%
Dec L21%-22% 1.36 1.20% 1.25

Com—
July 84%-% .84% .82 .83%
Sept 78%-% .78% .77% .78%
Dec 66%-% .66% .66% .66%-%

Oats—
July 42 .42 .41% .42
Sept 41%-42 .42 .40%-41 .41%
Dec 43%-% .43% .42% .43%-%

FLOUR—Spring wheat, special brands In
wood, $6.90 per bbl.; hard, spring wheat
patents, 95 per cent grade. In jute, $5.75@
6.00; straight, in export bags, $5.66; first
clears at $4.60'2!4.85; In Jute, second clears,
$3.35@3.50; low grades, $3.00@3.20: fancy
soft winter wheat patents, in jute, $5.90;
standard! soft winter wheat, patents, $5.70
in jute; fancy hard winter wheat patents,
$5.65 In jute: standard hard winter wheat
patents, $5.55 In jute; straight, $5.35 In
Jute; first clears, $4.55@4.75 In jute, and
second clears in Jute, $3.30@3.60; pure
white rye flour, $5.05 in jute; pure dark
rye, $4.70 In Jute.

HAY—Choice timothy, $16.50@17.50; No. 1
timothy, $14.00@15.00; No. 2 timothy, $12.00
@13.00; light clover mixed, $12.00@13.00;
No. 3 red top and grassy mixed timothy,
$7.00@10.00; threshed timothy, $3.00@7.00; al-
falfa, choice, $16.00@17.00; alfalfa No. 1.
$13.00@15.00; alfalfa No. 2. $10.00@12.00; al-
falfa No. 3, $9.00@10.00.

BUTTER—Creamery, extras, 27%c; ex-
tra firsts. 26%@27c: firsts, 25%@26%0; sec-
onds. 24@!5%c; packing stock, 22@22%c; la-
dles. 23@23%c.

EGGS—First, 22@22%c; ordinary firsts,
21@21%c; miscellaneous lots, case- Includ-
ed, 16@22%c; cases returned, 15%@22c: ex-
tra, 26@27c; checks, 12@17c; dirties, 14@19o;
storage packed, firsts, 23@23%c.

LIVE POULTRY—Turkeys, ISc per lb.;
fowls, 17c; spring chickens, 21@23%c; roos-
ters, 13c; ducks, 14@15c; springs, 15c; geese,
10®12c; springs. 14@15c.

ICED POULTRY—Turkeys, 21@23e per
lb.; fowls, 17%@lSc; springs, 20@24c; roos-
ters. 13@14c: ducks, 16@17c; geese, 12@13c.

JOTATOES—Kansas, Missouri and Illi-
nois, Ohlos, 70@75c per bu.; Virginia cob-
blers, 80@86c; bbls., $2.35@2.40.

New York, July 24.
WHEAT—Higher, trade restricted; No.

1 northern, $1.89%; No. 2 red, $1.33; No. 2
hard. $1.32%; No. 1 Manitoba, $1.35.

CORN—Strong, light inquiry; No. 2 yel-
low, 93%c; No. 3,93 c.

OATS—Firm, moderate inquiry; stand-
ard white, 48@48%c; No. 3 white, 46%@
47%c. No. 4 white, 46@46%c.

Live Stock.
Qhicago, July 24.

CATTLE—Good to choice steers, s9.o4'!>
10.50: yearlings, good to choice. $5.50@0.75;

fair to good steers, $7.50@8.50; stockers and
feeders. $6.50@7.90: good to choice heifers,
$7.0008.75; fair to good cows.
butcher bulls. $6.40@7.50; cutters, $4.0Cf1)0.25:
canners. $3.50@4.60; bologna bulls. 39.000
6.65; good to prime calves, $9.0C@1L76;
heavy calves. $8 50@10.00.

HOGS—Prime light butchers, 39.70@10.05;
fair to fancy light, $9.66@10.00; prime me-
dium weight butchers, 240@270 lbs., ss.Bo@
10.10; prime heavy weight butchers, 270@

310 lbs.. $9.85010.10; heat's mixed packing,
$9.25@9.60; rough heavy mixed packing.
$9.25@9.60; pigs, fair to rough, $8.30@9.35.

SHEEP—Yearlings, $8.25@.00; fair to
choice ewes, $6.25@7.75: wethers, fair to
choice. $7.00@8.10; western lambs, $9.50®
10.40; native lambs, $9.00@10.40.

East Buffalo, N. Y., July 24.
CATTLE—Market slow, 25040 c lower;

prime steers, $9.25@10.00; shipping steers.
$7.70@0.00: butcher gradee. $7.0008.50; heif-
ers, s6.oo@f>.oo; cows, $4.00@7.25; bulls. sß.Oo@
7.25; milch cows and springers, $30,000
SIOO.OO.

CALVES—Market active, 26c lower; cull
to choice, $4.50@12.75.

SHEEP AND LAMBS—Market active;
choice lambs, $10.50010.75; cull to fair, $7.60
@10.00; yearlings. $7.0009.00; sheep. $3.00©
8.00.

HOGS—Market active. 10c higher; York-
ers, $10.00010.46: pigs, $10.00; mixed. $10.46;
heavy. $10.46; roughs, $8.50®#.00; stags, $6.60
@7.50.

New York--Twelve workmen were
reported killed and eight injured in an
explosion at the Hercules Powder
company’s plant in Kenville, N. J.

Algiers The British steamship
Grangemor, 3,198 tons gross, owned
by the Moore line of Newcastle, was
sunk by a submarine. Her crew was
landed.

Virginia, Minn.—Andra
was struck by lightning and instantly
killed at his home at the Franklin lo-
cation. Although with his wife and
three children at the time, none of
them were even stunned.

The Hague—The Dutch steamship
Maas has been sunk near the North
Hinder light as the result of striking a
mine. Ten members of the vessel's
crew were drowned.

Sunrise, Wyo. Five persons were
drowned near here when an automo-
bile, in which they were riding, was
swept away by a wall of water result-
ing from a cloudburst.

Austin—Damage estimated at $250,-
000 was caused in the center of the
business district here by a fire, during
which occurred a terrific explosion in
a garage.

Washington—President Wilson has
sent oersonal cable letters to the king
of England, the emperor of Germany,
the czar of Russia, the emperor of
Austria and the president cf France
“tendering the friendly offices of this
government” to bring about relief to
Poland.

Washington The senate judiciary
committee by unanimous vote recom-
mended confirmation of John H.
Clarke of Cleveland, 0., as associate
justice of the supreme court to suc-
ceed former Justice Hughes.

HORSE A FRIEND OF MAN
Ask Yourself the Question, How

Have You Dealt With Faithful
Animal Grown Old?

You may have had a favorite horse
sometime, aud it may have grown old
and the folks may have advised sell-
ing or turning it out to die, maybe,
Erasmus Wilson writes in the Pitts-
burgh Gazette-Times. Could you. or
did you give consent to thus disposing
of your old friend?

How would you like to meef such
an old friend on the avenue gei red in

i heavy, cumberous harness to a rickety
coaleart loaded to the limit of his
strength to move, and to hear the
coarse commands of the unfeeling
driver and the cruel cuts of the whip
when he was straining his stiffened

1 joints and weakened muscles until he
seemed ready to totter and fall?

But then you might not recognize
him on account of the prominence of
his bones, the roughness of his coat
aud his slavish and heartbroken ap-
pearance. We can hardly recognize in
a weary, shambling, ill-kept brute the
once sleek, sprightly, prancing steed
that was our pet and pride.

Maybe it is well that we do not
know them when we see them in their
sadly changed conditions.

Ask the veteran cavalryman about
his favorite horse and he’ll tell you
things that will bring a lump into your
throat. Many a time and oft, perhaps,
they endured storms and braved dan-
gers on picket posts, faced death in
mad and turbulent rivers, occupied a
common bed on the ground, foraged
for food to stay their hunger and
shared the last handful of parched
corn or piece of hardtack.

And he will tell of the times his
trusty steed saved him from capture
or death, or bore him into the thick
of the battle and maybe fell a victim
to Some merciless bullet or shell, or
maybe both were wounded together—

it to die in mercy, he to live and suffer
on

The old trooper is never willing,
much less anxious, to part with the
horse that has borne him through try-
ing campaigns, and to which he feels
so greatly indebted.

No doubt this was the feeling of
the Arab whom Mrs. Caroline E. S.
Norton has so deftly and effectively
sketched in the poem that made her
famous—“The Arab’s Farewell to His
Steed,” which concludes as follows:

When last I saw him drink! Away! The
fevered dream is o’er;

I could not live a day, and know that we
should meet no more;

They tempted me, my beautiful! for hun-
ger’s power is strong;

They tempted me, my beautiful! but I
have loved too long;

Who said that I had given thee up? Who
said that thou wert sold?

‘Tis false, ‘tis false! my Arab steed! I
flung them back their gold.

Thus, thus. I leap upon thy back, and
scour the distant plains—

Away! Who overtakes us now shall claim
thee for his pains.

Censorship Dragon.
Let the American people stand in

fear and trembling of the eventful out-
come of the insidious growth o£ cen-
sorship powers.

Censorship is no fantastical bugaboo
—it Is a real national peril, because
the day may not be far off when cen-
sors, under the shadow of the Ameri-
can flag of independence, will be em-
powered by legislative enactment to
foist their individual whims, hobbies
or prejudices on the suffering public.

It is not beyond our imagination to
see a fanatical functionary, with the
title of censor, who is a vegetarian,
forcing the people of his city to ab-
stain from meat.

Other censors with similar whims
might censor tea and coffee, cigars and
cookbooks. Already it is reported
ministers are sensing the possibility
of their pulpits being ruthlessly
purged of objectionable texts. —New
York Telegram.

The “Cullud Gemmen" Speaks.
A heavy shadow in the de**n gloom

of the recess approaching the bar be-
came animated and presently strolled
out into the lobby wearing a delegate’s
badge. He couldn’t escape. A pad
arid pencil backed by a reporter con-
fronted him.

“Is you one o’ dem writers dat pulls
dis cullud gemmen’ stuff ev’y day in
de newspapahs?” grinned the dele-
gate, evidently overjoyed at the pros-
pect of an interview.

“Sure,” said the reporter. “That’s
me. Pretty good—eh?”

“Well, sir, you are not the corre-
spondent I’m looking for. If I am to
be interviewed send one of your more
mature men, who elucidate the flank
movements of the old guard and
analyze the effect of a great man’s
dyspepsia on the vote of a delegation.”

Whereupon the shadow faded into
the deeper gloom of the streets.—
Chicago Tribune.

Tobacco Aids Soldiers.
The beneficent effects of tobacco at

the front were affirmed by the Lancet
as long ago as 1870, when the ques-
tion was being discussed in connection
with the Franco-Prussian war. “The
soldier,” it was said, “wearied with
long marches and uncertain rest, ob-
taining his food how and when he can,
with his nervous system always in a
state of tension from the dangers and
excitement he encounters, finds that
his cigar or pipe enables him to sus-
tain fatigue with comparative equa-
nimity. . . . For the wounded it
is probable that tobacco has slight
anodyne and narcotic properties that
enable the sufferer to sustain pain bet-
ter during the day, and to obtain sleep
during the night.”—London Chronicle.

Origin of Slang.
London Answers steps out to prove

that a great part of the slang of our
day came originally from the social
and shop talk of seafaring men. We
are amazed at the writer's display of
misinformation. Everybody knows
that no slang ever came from any
place except Shakespeare and the Bi-
ble.—Kansas City Star.

Rich Manganese Mines.
Manganese mines at Concepcion

Point, Lower California, are reported
to be the richest known deposits of
this element in the world. They are
situated in the arid hills of a small
peninsula, 25 miles long and five to
eight miles wide, between the coast of
the Gulf of Lower California and Con-
cepcion Bay.

Hungry.
“Gee, I’d like a square meal just

once.”
“What’s the matter, aren’t you get-

ting enough to eat at home?”
“No. You see, the doctor’s put pa

on a diet and the rest of the family
has to starve to keep pa out of temp-
tation.” —Detroit Free Press.

Preparedness.
“How did you get your motorcycle

so far in advance of the other orders?”
“I seized the cyde-logical moment

to ask for it.”

WOMAN HAD
NERVOUS TROUBLE
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegeta*
bieCompound Helped Her.'

West Danby, N. Y.—“l have had
nervous trouble all my life until I took

■Lydia E.Pinkham’s

ened me out in good

an the time, as we
live on a farm and I

chows that I stand it real well. I took
when my ten year old

daughter came and it helped me a lot.
I have also had my oldest girl take it
and it did her lots of good. I keep it in
the house all the time and recommend
it.”—Mrs. Dewitt Sincebaugh, West
Danby, N. Y.

Sleeplessness, nervousness, irritabil-
ity, backache, headaches, dragging sen-
s&tions, all point to female derange-
ments which mav be overcome by Lydia
E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound.

This famous remedy, the medicinal
ingredients of which are derived from
native roots and herbs, has for forty
years proved to be a most valuable tonic
and invigorator of thefemale organism.
Women everywhere bear willing testi-
mony to the wonderful virtue of Lydia
El Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound.

FOR PERSONAL HYGIENE
Dissolved in water for douches slope
pelvic catarrh,ulceration and inflam-
mation. Recommended by Lydia E.
Pinkham Med. Cos. for ten years.
A healing wonder for nasal catarrh,
sore throat and sore eyes. Economical.
Hu rxtr.ortiin.ry doming and genniddal power.
Sample Free. 50c. all druggisb, or po.tn.id by

Ttmimm is no more necessary
I VPUnill than Smallpox. Army

111 111 experience hs demonstrate®
• ssemsme #lmost miraculous effL

Cacy. *ndharmlesmess, oi Antityphoid Vaccination.
Be vaccinated NOW by your physician, you and

yourfamily. It Is more vital thanhouse Insurance.
Ask your physician, druggist, or send for Hava

you had Typhoid?” telling of Typhoid Vaccine,
results from use,and danger from Typhoid Carriers*
Producing Vaccines and Scrums under U. S. Lisente
Ths Cutter Laboratory, Berkeley, Cal., Chicago, 111.

H3331Lupus successfully 1
outknifeorpain. AH;
anteed. Come, ar|
ee Illustrated Book V
MS SANATORIUM
rAtNjlinßMgefisJliuj*

HItyPhlTft WatsonK.Coleman,Wash-SrnJ! I rn I \ lngton.D.O. Books free. Iligh-
I M Ikll I Wen references. Best results.

The Artful Dodger.
There was an air of proud distinc-

tion about the tall, erect,
Southern cracker as he stood before
Judge Broyles, felt hat in hand and
generous quid tucked away in one cor-
ner of his capacious mouth.

“This man, your honor,” explained
the officer who made the arrest, “is a<
suspicious character. We found him
hiding along Decatur street, first In
one alley and then in another. Why,
would you believe it, your honor, when
I finally got him he was hiding under
a stack of dirty clothes in a hand laun-
dry.”

“What have you to say for yourself,
Peter Cooper Haggs?” demanded the.
judge. “What were you hiding from—-
the court must know!”

Everybody in the big room leaned
forward to catch the stern-faced crack-i
er’s answer. They were prepared forj
some sort of fiendish plot.

“11a wife wuz after me ter pay feri
th’ rent,” was the prisoner’,3 calm re*
sponse.—Case and Comment.

Had Experience.
A guardsman mustered into the fed-

eral service cannot be held for ali-
mony, so a court rules, because bla
income is only enough for himself.
This may Incite the Alimony club
members to enlist, If they can get out
long enough to do so. Nobody can:
deny that they have fighting expert-*
ence In the Home Guard.

Logical Deduction.
Almee—Last night young LovelacQi

said he would willingly die for my
sake, and this morning Jeanette told
me he said the Same thing to her three:
days ago. Now what do you think of;
a man like that?

Hazel—Well, It looks to me like h®>
was leading a double life.

Escaping Fire.
Church—I see 5,000 copies of th|

Bible have been placed In the guest-*
rooms of the hotels In Washington,
D. C.

Gotham—Well, some consider them
the surest fire-escapes.

GrapeNuts
embodies the full, rich
nutriment of whole wheat
combined with malted
barley. This combination
gives it a distinctive, de-
licious flavor unknown to
foods made from wheat
alone.

Only selected grain is
used in making Grape-
Nuts and through skillful
processing it comes from
the package fresh, crisp,
untouched by hand, and
ready to eat

Through long baking,
the energy producing
starches of the grain are
made wonderfully easy
of digestion.

A daily ration of this
splendid food yields a
marvelous return ofhealth
and comfort

“There’s a Reason”
Sold by Grocers everywhere.


