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CHAPTER I. Harry Swifton la spin- 
ning along In hi* auto, his thoughts 
Swelling In happy anticipation of a com- 

ing visit from his fiancee. Lucy Madders, a 

Quakeress, who nursed him when he was 

Injured In an auto accident out In the 
country. Hie mind taken off of his sur- 

roundings by these pleasant thoughts be 
crashee into another auto containing a 
German count and a beautiful woman. 
The woman's hat Is ruined. Absent-mlnd- 
edly Harry thrusts the remnants of the 
hat In bis pocket and makes his escape. 

CHAPTER II. Carolyn. Harry's sister, 
arrives to play hostess. Socrates Prim- 
mer. a distant relative of Lucy's, arrives 
with a hat Intended as a gift to Lucy. 
Harry is trailed to his home by the Ger- 
man count and the lady of the damaged 
mat. 

CHAPTER III Who. it develops. Is 
{Mrs. General Blazes. She Is In distrac- 
tion lest her husband should bear of her 
escapade. She declares that Her milliner 
told her a duplicate of the ruined hat had 
been delivered to Harry’s house. Re- 
sponding to her denia rts for the hat Har- 
ry insists that he knows nothing about 
It. Lucy Medders and her father arrive 
and the Count Is secreted In the library 
and Mrs. Blazes In Harry's bedroom. 

CHAPTER IV. Tajoy profeses curiosity 
regarding the room In which Mrs. Blazes 
Is hidden and Harry Is forced to do some 

(fancy lying. 

CHAPTER V. The milliner arrives to 
grace the duplicate hat. She prove* to be 
(Tuiphne Dafflngton whom Harry had 
Shown considerable attention to In the 
|>aat and the situation becomes more com- 
tellcated. 8he agrees to make another 
tat providing Harry will take her to dltj- 

Sier. 
Lucy and Carolyn call Harry and 

daphne Is hustled Into the room oecu- 
ded by the Count. The Count and Daphne 
t aeems had carried on a flirtation be- 
'ore and greeted each other warmly. 

CHAPTER VI. The Count asks Daphne 
•w 11 r anr imu ivu ini' BianuniH uu » 

ascr waiting for her le evening. shs ex- 

jnlsJns that she met a dear friend and 
■had accompanied him to dinner, the 
Count had given her a ring on a former 
■occasion and demanded Jts return, Daphne 
texplalns that ahe had given It t-o General 
Biases, at that ths Count was In a state 
‘of mind bordering on insanity as he had 
grtren Mrs. Blazes a duplicate of the ring 
■That her husband had. Daphne and the 
■Count exchange bitter words and Daphns 
refuses to stay In ths same room with 
rim. so she enters the room that Mrs. 
Biases Is concealed In. 

CHAPTER VTT. Harry and Ducy enter 
the room, accompanied by Ms. Medden. 
who was busv looking around the house 
and before Harry could stop him had 
opened the door of the library, where 
the Count was concealed. Explanations 
followed snd the Count played the role 
of Harry’s German tutor, ^tarry Is 
forced to tell what he has learned snd 
the Count assists him, the deception 
proves a succesa. 

■^CHAPTER VITT. Things seemed to be' 
running smoothly again when the group 
la startled bv the sudden appearance of 
the General, who Is In a h'ghlv nervous 
state of mind, he accused Harrv of con- 

cealing hts wife, and he demanded to nee 

her. Harrv's protestations were futile 
and Mr. Medders is called upon to calm 
the General. The General apologizes and 
la about to leave the room when a loud 
•neeze came from Harry's room, which 
the General recognizes as l(is wife's: as 
he Is about to enter the room Daphne 
■walks out snd the General Is dum- 
founded. Lucy gives wav to tears and 
weeks comfort on her father’s shoulder. 

CHAPTER IX. 

The group stood In a dead silence, 
broken only by the stifled sobs of 
Lucy and Carolyn, while the heavy- 
tramp of General Blazes died away In 
bis slamming of the outer door. 

Harry shook his head doubtfully, 
as the Count continued to assure him 
In dumb show that he could clear 

things up for him. 
"Come, daughter," Mr. Medders 

■aid. "thee must quiet thyself. Then 
vc will go home.” 

"Aren't you going to give me • 

chance to explain?” Harry asked. 
“Explain 1” Carolyn blazed forth, 

looking up at them with her eyes red 
and her cheeks stained with tears. 

“Explain! How can you explain? Oh, 
dev! I never should have gone away 
to school. 1 should have stayed at 
home and done my duty by my broth- 
er.” 

“Nonsense. Carolyn,” Harry reproved 
her. “You simply make things look 
worse for me by such talk as that.” 

"How could they be any worse for 

you!” Carolyn demanded. “Oh, men 

are wretches! I suppose they are 

all alike. 1 thought 1 could trust my 
own brother. I—I—even doubt— 
Pigeon, now!” 

The Count smiled grimly at Harry 
and shrugged his shoulders. Harry 
looked at hlin In mute appeal, as 

though asking hint to come to the 
Irorrt. now with his plan of squaring 
things. But the Count was a man of 

experience. For ail his flippancy and 

gaiety, he was man of experience 
enough to kno’w- that when you are 

going to defend anything or any po- 
sition whi’ih ’a being aftackei} you are 

better off 4' you wait until the attack- 
ing party has exhausted its ajuitufll- 
tion and arguments. 

So he bided hia time, while Carolyn 
gradually relieved her mind by means 

of tears and recriminations, and while 

Lucy, who was completely mystified, 
but who felt that something waa tre- 

mendously wrong slowly arrived at a 

state of calm on the haven of her fa- 
ther's shoulder. 

Shrewd old Amos Medders. being 
by birth and training a patient man, 

S':id nothing beyond a few soothing 
words to Lucy. He bad concluded te 

end their visit and take her heme, 
yet he was a fair man and he would 

give sHarry a chance to come from 
under the cloud, if he could. 

“Well, Cvolyn." Harry said at last, 
“If you have finished all you have to 

say, we will get at the real truth of 
the matter. Count von Fits, I think, 
can tell us something that Will at 
least interest us.” 

> The Count straightened his shoul- 
ders and took s deep breath. He 
twisted his mustache thoughtfully, 
and then flecked an imaginary piece 
of dust from hfs lapel. 

'Iff you will all sit ^down,” he oh- 

eerfeji, T'I can tala SFBdSr. Dare SS | 
no occasion for weepings, nor for at- 

tacking Mr. Swiften. Iff anybody shall 

He Awaited the Verdict. 

be attacked, it is me, for vat has hap- 
pened* and vat may yet happed, lss 

my fault.” i 

Carolyn resumed her seat, Lucy, 
with a wondering expression, took a 

chair, and Mr. Medders, noddifig 
gravely, also sat down. Harry lounged 
on a settee, and carelessly chewed an 

unlit cigar. 
"It lss like diss,” the Count said, as 

though addressing a jury. "In life 
dare lss many things vich seam lm- 
boesible of explanation, but vich ven 

ve know vat dey are, do not mean 

so much/). 
Mr. \Tedders bowed assent and Har- 

ry looked at the Count with consid- 
erable admiration for bis self-posses- 
sion aDd his control of the situation. 

“You haft seen somdlng," the Count 
continued, "vich excites natural sus- 

picion und distrust Ve haff all seem 

dis. Und. as usual, ven suspicion Is 
aroused. Id lss like a swarm of bees— 
it lighds varever Id pleases. Und also 

somebody geds stung.” , 
He chuckled to himself, but his 

chuckle did not raise an echo. 
"Id Touid be easy for me,” he said, 

4 

«*b allow you to continue mlt der 1m- 
bressions you haff receifed. But 1 

can»it allow It. Efen at der expense 
of a wrong lmbression of myselluf, I 
must giff you my explanation—vich 
you can belief or not belief, as you 
like. Mr. Swifton lss a man dot you 
know—a man you vill alvays know 

thr^’ighoud hiss life. Me—1 am a 
■ tee nehee T o Koon ♦ o Q r* h I ntr M T 

Swifton some Cherman—but I resign 
now as his tutor.” I 

“No. no! I won't have that!” Harry 
blufTed. I 

“Unless yon accept my resignation, 
I cannot say vat I vish to say,” the 
Count decided. 

Accepting Harry’s silence as a con- 

firmation of the a'leged resignation, 
he went, checking off his points as he 
made them, upon his fingers. 

"First, vat do we haff? Ve haff 
Cheneral Blaze* coming here in a 

great rage, saying his wife is here. 
He lss assured dot she lss not, und he 

goes avay.” 
"Verily, I told him she had not 

been here. I saw not her nor any 
other woman—not even that one who 

H 

Lucy's father patted her hand and 
ceased speaking. The Count bowed to 
her and went on: 

"Ijater. Cheneral Blazes returns. He 1 

lss sure hiss vife iss here. He has 
heard from der milliner store dot 
she iss supposed to haff called up 
from here on der telumphone6, Der 
rest you all know—or think you know. 
He demands his vife. He iss again 
convinced she iss not here, und as he 
starts oud, he hears a sneeze. Such 
a sneeze is von dot iss echoed in hiss 
heart. He beliefs it iss hiss own vife's 
sneeze. Der door iss opened, und in- 
stead off hiss vife. oud comes der 

milliner! Amazement!” 
miu a m iibp ui me- uiftuiBuv mu* 

ties, the Count paused. The others 
nodded mutely In confirmation Of his 

Bumming up of the evidence. ; 

“Veil, den.” he resumed. “Vat lss 
der natural deductions you draw. 
l>ai efore. und consequently, our first 
conclusion iss dot things look plack 
for Mr. Swifton. Iss it not so?" t 

They agreed, si ently. 
“But vy should it be bo?" the Count 

asked, pleasantly, “lae Mr. Swifton 
der only man In der house? las he 
der only man in der vorld dot ftirt*? 

May I ask vy I, a poor, unknown, un- | 
noticed Cherman— io-.igh id iss not 
•o in my own cour>ry, I assure you! 
—lss dare any reason vy(I should bo 

neglected in your suspicion*?” 
Lucy and Carolyn looked at each 

other triumphantly. Here vu a ray 
of hope tor Harry, after all. 

“But,” the Co.rut went onv ‘‘I muat 

beg you not to suspect me as you do 
Mr. Swifr%n. I know you will not, for 

Peebles do not giff such violent 
plcion to stranchers a* dey do to their 
own kind. I vtll tell you how dls Tom- 

an happens to be in dot room. I sent 
her dare!” 

“You did!” Carolyn exclaimed. 
“Why. I thought Harry—” 

“Off course, MIm Swifton,” the1 
Count Interrupted her. "Ve vould al- 
ways g'ff der benefit off dtr doubt to 

any von but ourjnwn folk*. Is it np* 

So? Bw; vy aia T Sen! h$r Jars? 
She comes here to see aboud a hat 
yihe haes sent to a wrong address. I 
recognize in her a lady mlt whom I 
half flirted. You see, I do not hesitate 
to acknowledge dot I haff flirted. Vy 
should 1? I am In diss country for 
dot purpose. Ladles flirt, mlt me—a 
gallant ehentleman vlll at least be po- 
lite enough to respond. Beauty vas 

effer a veakness mlt me. So! I meet 
41s lady here—dls milliner. I engage 
her in conversations. Ve hear some 

▼on coming. She cannot get oud. 1 
tell her to hide In dot room a moment 
She hide#. But dare Is no chanoe for 
her to get oud Und at last. Ten It 
ssems dot dars vlll be a chance, der 
explosion comes—und you know dor 
rest.” 

The Count removed his eyeglass 
sad swung It nonchalantly by its oord. 
He awaited the verdict. He did not 
look at Harry at all. Smilingly, he 
studied the wall. 

"Dost thee realize that thee has 
endangered the name of this wom- 

an?" Madders asked, In quiet tones. 
“Not so,” the Count defended him- 

self. "I vas protecting it. Der*Chen- 
eral. und all der rest off xou, by mak- 
lx n knia aaima Alii_V/\I1 mil (n dan. 

"Well,” Harry said, after seeming 
to think the matter over very seri- 
ously, “I confess that I am surprised 
by what you have told us. But I think 
we Bhould make allowances for you. 
You are unfamiliar with our view of 

things and of conduct. What aeems 

right to you may seem utterly wrong 
to us. I am not defending you, but I 
am not conf* mning you. I only ask 

you, next ti. you chat with a mil- 

liner, not to hide her around here.” 
This concluding remark of his, ac- 

companied with a sunny smile, broke 
the tension, but Carolyn almost 

spoiled everything by saying: 
“It sounds reasonable enough, but 

how does it happen that Harry was so 

determined no one should go Into 
that room?" 

“I haft no answer," the Count re- 

plied. "1 haft told as much as I should 
tell.” 

"It looks to me as if he knew what 

you bad done, and was trying to help 
you out," Carolyn declared. 

“It ill beseems me to offer advice 
in the house where I am a guest,” 
said Mr. Medders, "but I might sug- 
gest to thee that we ask Harry to tell 
us his side of this story later. It is 

unfortunate, truly, but I do not doubt 
that he will explain all to us. Daugh 
ter, we will remain here, as we 

planned, and now let us try to forget 
this unpleasantness, and make our- 

selves welcome." 

f'*"T?ka.nk you, Mr. Medders," Harry 
said. ”1 can see that you and Lucy 
•till Viavea • faint ■iisniHnn of TT»H-hut 

I can clear that up readily enough." 
"I’ve got more than a faint one," 

Carolyn told him. 
“Oh, well, I don’t have to explain 

everything to you, sis,” Harry said, 
easily. “But arguments are bad on 

an empty stomach. I happen to know 
that there’s to be a pretty good din- 
ner tonight, eo we’ll all get ready and 

•at it.” 
“You vlll excuse me," the Count 

said. “I must—’’ 
"No, sir!” Harry said, heartily. “1 

want you to show the folks that you’re 
not half as black as you have painted 
yourself." 

CHAPTER X- 

It was a quiet dinner they ate that 

evening. After much persuasion, the 

Count had remained. But even his 

stumbling attempts at witty rallies 

brought few smiles. 
Harry had succeeded in quieting 

Carolyn’s alarms, and she in turn had 

given her own version of matters to 

Lucy. And a long ta!k Harry had 

with Mr. Medders had helped. Harry 
would not tell Medders the Inside 

facts, but he told him that later he 

won'd make everything plain. At th*s 

■aar»ttinaaananaaMMaanMMMBMinua‘nail 

“My Boy,” the General Said, “I 

Couldn’t Help Coming Back to As- 
sure You That I Am Deeply Berry." 

time, he said, to disclose everything 
would be to tarnish a woman's name 

—and Madders partly understood. The 

good old mu was fond of Harry. And 
he had lived long enough to kpow that 
appearances were often deceitful. He 
was willing to glvo Harry the benefit 
of the doubt. 

But It was a quiet dinner. After 
they had left the table Harry succeed- 
ed in getting Lucy to come and talk 
with hfrt in the reception "room, and 
there ho begged her to' be patient un- 

til ho felt that the time had arrived 
for him,to make a (lean breast of 

everything to her. At lafrV he‘-coaxed 
back the smiles to her face^ but only 
after giving hfci word of hocctr that so 

far as he was concerned, the We^eme 
of Daphne in his he use was -npt a re- 

flection upon him. 

Meanwhile the Count, endeavoring 
to keep his promise to get Harry out 
of the scrape, slipped out Into the 
lawn, and by throwing pebbles against 
the window of the room where Mrs. 
Blazes was attracted her attention. 

She opened the windows, and in an 
almost hysterical voice, begged him to 

gqt her out. 
“I vill, iff you only be quiet,” the 

Count said. "Your husband chust 
vent In. I saw him ven I come out.” 

"But what can I do?” she asked. 
"Trust me!” 
“I did,” she sighed, "and lost my 

hat.” 
“Yess, und I let you half my ring, 

too,” 
"Bother your old ring!” she an- 

swered. "I’ll give It back to you. I 
hate the sight of It!" 

“Glff It to me, den,” the Count whis- 
pered, eagerly. 

"I will,” she hesitated, “when I get 
out of here.” 

The Count swiftly disappeared from 
▼lew as the front door opened and 
Harry and the General came down the 
steps. The -General's arm was across 

Harry's shoulders. 
“My boy,” he was saying. "I couldn't 

help coming back to assure you that 
I am deeply sorry.” 

"Say no more about it, General,” 
Harry begged. 

“But, Harry,” the General asked, 
confidentially, “how did that little flirt 
happen to be in that room?" 

“Well,” Harry‘explained, "that was 

a little affair concerning her and 
Count von Fitz. I don t feel at liberty 
to go into details—but it’s Just a flir- 
tation, you might say.” 

"She's a charmer, all right enough, 
Harry, njy boy!” th* General said. 
"Ah! If my wife only knew—If she 
ever found out how I have flirted with 
some of these dashing damsels!” 

Mrs. Blazes, from the safety of her 
window, listened Intently. 

"What?” Harry asked. "Vou flirt. 
General ?” 

"I’m deep. Harry, devilish deep! 1 
say nothing, but I saw a lot of wood. 
Don't worry about any little flirtations 
of your own. Come to me for advice 
If you need It. Everybody must sow 

his wild oats, you know.” 
"Yes,” Harry agreed, “but the wild 

oats you sow the night before don’t 
make good breakfast food the morn- 

ing after.” 
•’Weil, anyway,” the General said, 

“we understand each other. No more 

bard feelings?” 
“Not a bit. Not a bit,” Harry reas- 

sured him. The General waved hts 
hand cordially as he strode down to 
the street. Mrs. Blazes watched him 

disappear In the dusk, nodding her 
head significantly. 

“W’ild oats, eh?” she said. “Kiltta- 
tions, eh? Walt until I get home1 

She leaned out of the window and 

called to Harry. He glanced up at 

her and sml ed wearily. ^ 

"How in the w'orld am I to get out 

of here?" she asked, petulantly. 
“I think I’ll have that run as a puz- 

zle In the Sunday papers,” Harry an- 

swered, grimly. "I’ll say this, though: 
When you do get out you needn t be 

too punctilious about making your 
_—a _11 ** 

"This is no time for joking—” 
"It's the only time I’ve got. You've 

put me In a pretty mess." 
"I'm just as sorry as I can be, Mr. 

Swlfton. But look at the muddle 1 am 

in." 
"Oh, I’ve seen worse muddles than 

this,” Harry answers, easily. 
And I’m simply starving to death " 

she said, hungrily. 
“I’m going to slip some sandwiches 

In there for you. If the blockade 
doesn’t lift pretty soon. Meantime, 

keep away from that window as much 
as possible. Some one may happen to 

aee you—and I'm out of explanations." 
Mrs. Blazes drew back a bit from 

the window, and asked: 
"Have you heard anything of my 

hat?" 
Harry sank down on a lawn bench 

with a weary air. 
"Where have I heard of hats?'^ be 

said. "I’ve ordered a hat for you. 
Daphne, the daffy daffodil, Is making 
one for you. She’ll have it here b^ 

lore long." 
"That’s dear of you!" Mrs Blazes 

smiled, appreciatively. 
"How do you know what it costs?" 

he asked, grimly. 
Mrs. Blazes clasped her hands mel- 

odramatically and went on: 
A_1 T’JL. m<> hntk. 

band!" 
“You are? You ought, to be,” Harry 

told her. "And he's worried about 

you—and I’m worried about both of 

you. Shut the window, and let mo 

think.” 
She closed her window, and he re- 

sumed his meditations. 
"Sometimes,” he muttered, "it's 

against a fellow to be innocent 1 

could have straightened this out in 

two minutes if I had been guilty.” 
The front door opened, and Lucy 

appeared. She glanced down at Harry 
and smiled. 

“May I come out with thee awhile?* 
she asked. “It la so peaceful out hero 

—everything seemeth no calm.” 
“This is the headquarters for peace 

and calm,” Harry observed, pleasant- 
ly, rising. Lucy came < # n the steps 
and eat on the la.wn seat while^larry 
leaned over the table beside her, look- 

ing dowa at her. 
"WeH," Lucy asked, “what oan the* 

lay?” 
“I can’t say anything yet,” hq an- 

swered. "I can only aak you to ferust 
me until I can explain everything.” 

"But surely thee can explain' every- 

thing now.” 
"No. Not yet. I don’t understand 

it myself yet.” 
Lucy’s face changed, and Harry 

went on: 

"later. I’ll tell you everything. 1 

can’t now, Lucy, because some on* 

else la Involved.” _; __ 

"1 saw ,Bef,'K "Lucy said, coldly. 
"I don't mean that way, Lucy,” he 

protested. “What you saw may have 
* peculiar look—” 

“Indeed, she had!” Lucy asserted. 
“But you must remember that often 

there is an unsuspected skeleton in 
the closet," Harry continued, manful* 
lj. 

Lucy pursed her lips scornfully. 
“Skeleton, Indeed!" she said. “That 

skeleton welgheth at least a hundred 
and thirty pounds!" 

Harry laughed nervously, and 
pleaded: 

"\*ow. lls*en Lncv. Won’t you take 
SBinaaBBBaHBMSHSMiMsai 

“Weti," Lucy Asked, “What Can They 
Say?” 

my word that everything is all right, 
so far as I am concerned?” 

“1 might take thy word, but thee 
cannot explain so easily to Cousin 
Socrates nor to father.” 

“Cousin Socrates has been In the 
attic writing sonnets about you all 
evening, and I have talked with your 
father, bless his good old heart! He 
believes in me, and he is willing to 

trust me.” 
“So do I believe in thee. Harry—but 

thee cannot know how sorry I am that 
this hah happened. I regret it.” 

With an earnest effort to turn her 
mind to a lighter view of things, Har- 
ry asked: 

“So you regret it?” 
"1 do—very, very much.” 
“Then, If you regret it very, very 

much. I’ll forgive you this time,” be i 

laughed, seating himself and taking 
her hand. 

She took her hand away quickly and 
jumped to her feet in indignation. 

“How can thee jest at such a mo- 

ment?” she cried. 
He rose and followed her. 
“I shouldn't have jested,” he Bald, 

•humbly. “Lucy, you are not a city 
girl—and I'm glad of it—but you are 

apt to judge things too much on ap- 
pearances.” 

Lucy turned and looked at him with 
a pathetic seriousness in her eyes. 

"Until this morning, Harry,” she 
said. “I wanted to be a citv girl. 1 

thought the little town where 1 have 
lived was a pitiful place.” 

"But it had you in it.” Harry re- 

minded her. gently. 
“I am beginning to understand.” 

Lucy said, 'that here appearances 
are everything—hut there isn't any 

everything. In the country, there is 

everything—and that takes the deceit 

from the appearances.” 
"Why, you're a genuine little philos- 

opher,” Harry said. 
"We have the blue sky In the day- 

time back there,” Lucy continued. 
• and here thee have clouds and smoke. 

There we have the stars at night, 
here thee have electric signs. There 

we get up at sunrise and the little 

birds sing us a welcome fiom the 

tiees, but here—” 
"Here the folks stay up until sun- 

rise and eat the little birds belore 

that.” Harry finished for her. "You 

don't want a city home, then. Lucy? 
"1 want a home where the heart 

does not have to be hidden," she told 

him. 
"And so do I. I want a real hortie. 

with the best little girl in the world 

as my wife.” 
Tl*ere was no mistaking his mean- 

ing. Lucy looked at him for hall a ! 
minute, then said: 

"When thee have explained, Harry.” 

Continued next week. 

GLOBULES. 

Impatience is the worst foe 

provement. 

Conscience Is often a polite synonym 
for cowardice. 

The lazy man alms at nothing and 

generally hits it. 

It is a rapid musician who can beat 

time by several seconds. 

There is a lot of difference between 

making gtsod and making others good. 

The man who goes into the bee 

oi.'tm-s business may not naturally be 

energetic, but he Is bound to keep 
unu** humming. 

That the criminal classes are not 

educated is shown by the fact that 

when they get into court they like 

short sentences and no hard words. 

We get our products to the con- 

sumer by 250,000 miles of railroad, 
which Is three times the railroad 

mileage of Great Britain, France and 

Germany combined. 

The total number of automobiles 

produced in this country last year 
was 187.000. If each car traveled ten 

miles a day the total mileage for the 

year wpuld be 685.650,000, or over 

seven times the distance of the sun 

front the earth. 

ANNOUNCEMENTS. 
The Journal is authorized to an- 

nounce the following gentlemen as 
candidates for the offices named, sub- 
ject to the action of the democrats 
primary in August. 1911: 

For Railroad Dommissioner, Northern 
District. 

W. B. WILSON 
of Corintii 

For District Attorney: 
JAMES A. FINLEY. 

GEORGE H HILL 
JAMES A. CUNNINGHAM 

C. A. BRATTON 

For County; Attorney. 
W A BLAIR 

J E. RANKIN. 

For Senator, 38th District. 
W. S. 8HEFFIEI D 

For the Legislature. I 
E N PETTIGREW 

ROBERT LEE HARRISON. I 
P. E. CAROTHERS 

B. F. MOORE. 
J. S. HOWERTON 

F. H MITTS § 
R D GLADNEY 

Floater ^Representative. 
J M SPRADLING. 

" 

T L McFERRIN 
EB GARNER. 

LEE G. AKERS 
For Sheriff :* 

W. M. KELLY. 
D W CLARK 

GEORGE W LONG 
W L PARKER 
J. B RAINS. 

WILL INMAN. 
ER WILSON 

J C BEAN 
lj. A.uvn.1 Aini^a 

For Chancery Clerk. 
JOHM M WITT 

C L WEST 
JOHN H. EPTING.; 

J. N. FRANCIS. 

For Circuit Clerk: 
d. e. McCarthy 

JOHN M BOGGAN. 
R D PORTER 

J. Y. CUMMINGS. 
W. W. THOMPSON. 

GEORGE W. PATTON 
JIM BUTLER 
A C. McVAY 

A L BURHINE 
TOM BULLARD 

For Tax Assessor:” t 
EUGENE FRANCIS 

J. L. AUSTIN. 
C. R. DAVIS. J 
SAM BURT I 

For Treasurer. A 

S I) SHELTONJ 
11. E. PORTER. 
J. A. CON LEE 
A. J. BALLARD i 

For Surveyor: 
J. A. GLADNEY. 

For Superintendent of Education: 
E P CLAYTON 

For Supervisor, 1st District. 
B F PARKER 

C. C. CHRISTOPHER. 
A L MAGERS 

For Supervisor, 2d District. 
WILL MILAM 
F. M. ROPER. 

MAKHtJN MAKII1N. 4 
F. P. McNIELL. 

For Supervisor, 3d District. 
W T POUND 

O <) HERRING ! 

S P. LAMB I 
J P. DILLARD 

JOHN MORGAN. 

For Supervisor, 4th District. g* 
JCCALHOUN 

W D MeGAUGHY 
E B MABRY *’ 

For Supervisor, 5th District: 
W M ROBERTS 

MARK CONWILL I 
W I HOLLY 

J W BATTLE 
I. B. COGGINS. I 

For Bailiff 2d District. 
S. T. POWELL. ' 

A L BROCK ** 
J. T. DAVIDSON. 

C A KEYES. 
WILEY M. JOHNSON /j 

For Bailiff 3d District: 
J. L SANDLIN. J 
G W GARNER 

STANLEY VAUGHN. 
J. J. FILGO. t 
G. C DAVIS. \ 

For Bailiff 4th District. I 
SPURGEON S. MOORE. 

T. N. LYLE. 
J C COGGINS M 

E M MAYNARD 
JAMES T JOHNSON 

For Bjailiff, 5th District. / 
J W BUTLER 

\\ I 1.1. U. JUnlNSUW. 
G B McNEESE 

For Justice of the Peace, 2d District 
J PYOUNG 

For Justice of the Peace, 3d District 
A W HALL 

G W. BITTER. 
W EMORGAN 
R H KENNEY 

For Justice of the Peace.4»h District 
J. C BROWN 
J. M. JONES 

J M SAMPLE 
J B GUNTER 
FW REEDY 

For Justice of the P sace 5’h District 
L. M. RAM AGE. 
T. G DUPREE. 

GEORGE W. PETTEY 
A. E TANNER 

KEITH BARNETT 
.) A SMITH 

J W SULLIVAN 
D. B. McGAUGHEY 

B. A CURRY 

Dr. E. Douglas Hoo 
DENTIST. 

Rooms 1, 2. and 3 in People! 
Bank and Trust Co. Buildinj 

Phones—Office. 103. Res I 


