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into the rain she went, her bare feest
carrying her swiftly over the ragged
rocks, her curls gathered under her
chin ke & warm glistening hood.
When later she appeared In front of
the shanty, her gingham skirt was
filled with rusty pans and old pleces
of tin, She placed them on the door-
step, and looking hesitatingly at the
wlllow tree, went back Into 1he hoyse,

From a peg Polly took a palr of her
father's trousers and clunbered into
them, tucking her skirts our of sight
and roHing up the trouser legs, tor
Daddy Hopking wus much taller than
his daughter. Into one of the hig
pockels [Polly thrust a handful eof
nalls,

It Was a Grotesque Looking Girl Who
a Few Minutes Later Was Flatten.
g Out the Pans and the Old Bits

of Tin Upon the Stone.

who a few minutes later was fintten-
Ing out the pans and the old hits of
tin upon the stone.

When that finished, she gath-
sred them up and, ax In hand, elimbed

Wwas

nto the willow tree and onta the.
roof. Daddy Hopkins would he glad
when he came home and found the

shack dry and warm. Then she began

her task of hammering the pleces of
tin over the holes through which the
water dripped. Omnce In a while she
stopped working, and, fint on her stom-
ach, sought for =smuwller erncks,

Just as she had the lust
hole, she heard the sound of horses'
hoofs und men's voices, With the fear
of the persecuted, she crouched close
to the roof, and like s=ome frightened
anfmnl, erawled to the edge of
Squatters did not speak llke that,
nelther did they ride horsebuack.

There in the lune, astride two mng-
pificent anlmuls, were two wen. One
she recognlzed instantly Polly had
every reason to know the tall man
whose durk, bandsotme fuce had cast
deep shadows the Silent City.
Marcus MacKenzle had been for years
the Nemesis that hung over the Cayu-
gn loke squatters, Hven during his
absence on war work abroad, his long
arm had often reached back to the
Sllent Clty to plek away some hus-
band and close the prison gates be-
hind him,

Pollyop had a pussionate desire (o
throw the ux at him. She knew there
was not & heart In all the Bllent City
that did not beat with drend at the
very mention of his name,

Then she caught & gllimpse of the
other man's face and forgot her terror
of Muarcus MacKenzie, In Ithaca and
about It she had seen many soldlers
but neéver anyone ke MacKenzle's
compunlon. He was dressed o an of.
fice;’s unlform, and, asx his horse
whirled him  Inte better view, the
frown faded frogm DPollyop’s brow s
ghe gazed wonderingly upon him, She

mienided

uver

murked Nhis  fashing  glunces  that
swept the Silem Cirty.  Bhe nuted with
a strange Httde thrill the benuty of the
elenreat features, the [ull, Kindly
mouth and the smooth, tunne d slcin

Moarene Moachkenzle i sprenlling
rapidly, and thongh Pelly could net
hetar what he sald, she knew e w
talking of the sguatters Then worils
that mude I tingle with Joy T
distinctly ta her cars,

“But yoag ¢nn't toen o a ot of folks
out of thelr hopes, Mare” rang forth

sop, rleh voice, “Where ubider the
arnn would they go if you d?™

wanywhere they d—n  please,
sparled MacKengie contemptuously.
“If they were all dead, they'd be bet
ter off, and Ithaca too.”

Polly's hand tightened on the ax-
handle, To let it fiy straight into the
face of the haughty Ithacan would
haye been satistaction Indeed!
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It was a grotesque looking girl |

i

“Have you tried to buy them out?”
nsked the other,

“No and 1 don't lntend to” was the
sharp retort “They'll go heeanse I'N

make them go, that's mll, 1've been
tao busy for the lnst ftwo years to
manke mueh of o dent pmong  them

‘I“[. new w oo for uum'l, I mean te
clenr them off,”  An ontward gesture
of the ofleer's hand told Padly he was
not Iy with MueKenzle's
threat Yo ecun’t Judge of the =sitna-
tiom, Boh” Marcus went
Yonuve for Evely
eun tell yon what they are, though."
The spenker wheelin] his horse I\Il"i
polnted his riding whip stealght at the |

syt by

o, heenase

bwremn giohie yeurs

Hopkins' shanty; and  Poliv's  curly
hend drew quiekly hinek, |

“(ymee of the worst of them lives |
there!™ she hegrd plainly. “He's sort |
of g mayor of the settlement, Jere-|
miah Hopkins!  And such a tribe as
thnt ling holds can't b foumd oo i
IETE T AN TR donnty A worth-

less, tangle-haired girl and a boy h"”l

In the grave, and T heard ondy this |
morning they're harboring a hag by |
the naune of Hope They Mive ke ples,
ton™

“The poor things haven't much of g
chnnee 1o Jlve otherwise, have T'lu‘l\ !
Mopre ™ The question evidanily e
aquired no answer, “Well,"what do von !
think of thot¥ he went on. Then he |
remd lomd : I yonr heart i= loving |
and kind, ecome right in. If b o nln't
econt off."  Why, that’s heautifn! ™

The varm, velvety hrown the rieh |

mnn’s threats had made a hard glare |
na=s hrought baeck to Polly's eyes h_\'.
these words, She could have hugged |
the speaker as hard as she sometimes
did Daddy Hopkins!

“Hulibish ™
“Perfect rot!

“neerisd

Your aunt

1

]
MucKenzle, ‘
wne saying

| this morning that the Honkins girl Is
| ne odd as she = filthy,

The very idea
of having a thing like that hung ap!”

Padly
ont
gloved hand,

“T.ove lsn't rubbish, wherever yon
find 1t old ehap ™ he exelinlmed “Tt
glves even o squatier <hack o glimpse

the reach

with n

sAw younger

man

and  toneh s ker

of henven. Yon ought to help these
people, Mare,  Give them n chanee;
ke sonpething of them, and they

won't hother yon*

Durning tears filled Polly’s eyes, To |
heanr bl speak in syvipathy with her
fHshermen friepds tounched her deeply,
And he hod spoken of love in the same
way Granny Hope did, too,  Pollyop
lind never mngined Ol Mare's kindd |
ever thooght of the meek—the Jowly—

and the hungry. Far ahove the \\nrlnl‘}

up In the skies hevond the clouds |
where the Wue woak, rleht along=lde |
the erucified Savior, Polly Hopkins |
placed this new friend of the Shent |

Clty Her thoughts were Interrupted
hy MucKenzie speaking.

“They're plgs, Bob, 1 tell |
repeated roughly, “and what T hrought |
you_down here today for—" i

I'l\llh loxt the rest of his sentence, |
Back and yet farther back she slipped |
over- the roof. She had never heard |
unyihing o dreadful as this, In fact, |
she had always gquite Mked plgs, hat
hind never thought of comparing
the shnnty or Granny Hope and Daddy
Hopking to a barnyard and Its ocen:
pants,

fhe henrd the men ride away: and |
onee more she sat up. By ralsing her
hody o little, she could see them walk
ing thelr horses along the road that
led \ts crooked way through the set
tiement,

MucKenzle's stralght, thick-set fig-
ure wade her shudder, but the slim,
Loylsh one bheslde him brought a queer
Hitle thrill to her heart.

“He's u beantiful angel himself,” |
she murmured, and taking up the ax,
ghe slipped down the tree and dropped
to the wet ground. Oranny Hope
struightened up us Polly entered the
kitehen, Swiftly the girl crawled out

you," he

<he

of her father's trousers and tossed
Lack her corls,

“What's the mautter, pretty brat?” |
queried the woman drowsily. i
“l got to find Duddy,” replled Polly,
her volee shaking “Old Marc's back |r

un’ he's ufter us squatters n-fiyin’, an’,
Granny-
Bhe paused,

she smllied,

e face s=oftened, and |

“Yep, honey 1™ prompted Mres, Hope

“Odd Mare had a beauntiful angel
with him,” went on the girl, *an' he
likes us squatters, He stood right up
to that rotten AMucKengzle. 1 heard
him, 1 AUl She erossed to the old
wornan's shde Love's able to send &

angel slapbang down to thig ¢ld earth |
to help us, hinh, Granny Hope 7

“Yop, =sure—sure, honey-girl” mur
mured Granny, and more  her
head bobbed forward, and she slepl. |

Polly Hopking erept out of the hut
and sped away along the shore toward
Bad Man’s ravine,

ance

CHAPTER II.

I"And You Heard What

. derstand,

| lot
| queer.”

| her,

niother sai reading. The girl was
dressed to go out and was drawing =
pair of gloves over her ringed fingers,

“Where are you geolng, Eve?' In-
quired the lady. *“It seems 1o me thay

you're rmunning out sltogether too
much. There's your plano! You
haven't practiced In months Now

don’t blame me, Eve, If, when Marcus
asks you to play, you fall fat”
A dull red ran lnte the girl's choeks,

but she made wvo reply as  she
smoothed the wrinkles from her
gloves,

“The goed Lord knows,” continued
the maother irritably, “that 've kept at
you enough, XNow Mare IRobwert
are home, how #sre you golng to enter-
taln them? Men demand so much.”

The experiences of the past (wo
years had taught Evelyn that lesson,
It hadd been demand, demund and more
dewnnding ever since, on giriish Im-
pulse, .xhe had. secretly married Oscar
Bennert,

“And you heard what Marcug sald
lust night about the Sllent Uity folks."”

I\ i \
:'."‘ \\,\
& |

unel

Marcus Said
Last Night About the Silent City
Folks'” Went on Mrs. Robertson,

went on Mrs. Hobertson. “"What you
want of that Hopkins gird | don't un-
Murcus says her father |s
dangerous wan among the
and the girl hersell’ Is

the most
of them,

“Oh, don’t 1alk about the squatters
all the time" eried Evelyn, “1 hate
the sound of the word, What's
Polly Hopking, anywny? Now
Marcous is home—"*

“Parting,” the mothoe Interrupted
engerly, "It has plways bheen my hope
that you and Mare would grow 1o care
for each other, He Is 2o rleh and so
Now, (=o't he¥

A groan almost leapt from Evelyn's
lps, What u fool =he hud been ! Here
shie was married to 0 man she loathed,
nman wag  ashamed of! The
resdization that aonotler man, rieh,
good-looking and in every way desira-
ble, hid turned his serlous eves upon
wlhiost made her blurt out the
whole story to her mother; but hav
ing kept silent so long, she dared not
speank now, Al through the night she
had tossed and turned, hunting some
wany to get Oscear Bennett out of her
life without Marcus MacKenzie know.
ing anything about It. She dared not
go to Osear himself ; Polly Hopkins
was the only hope she had, All Ben-
nett cared for was money, He was as
tired of hier as she was of him, Per-
haps he would go away quietly and

very

g some !

she

get her free If she gave him money
enough. Would her meother give It to
her?

“Mother, do you honesty wunt me
to marry Marc?” she asked, trembling.

Mrs. Hobertson caught st the out
Aung hand,

“1 do, 1 do Indeed, darling,” she an-
swered. "And he'll ask you too, I'm

sure. Perhups not teday or tomorrow,
for be's Juslt renewlng his acqualnt
ance with you, By the way he leoked
last night 1 could tell he was consid-
ering it."

A hundkerchlef dropped from Eve
Iyn's fAngers, and she stooped to pick
it up

“If 1 lead Marcus on,” she suggest-
ed, rising, "and—and get him to ask
me (o marry him, will you give me any
sum of money I want?”

Her volee ghook with emotion,
her young face seemed suddenly
and haggard. Mre. Robertson
never seen her daughter In
state.

“8Sit down

nnd
old
hud
such a
A minute, Evelyn,”
commmandgd, “Now tell me what
want for, | know very
that you haven't spent what I've al.
lowed you upon yourself, Thuat's why
I've refused you so much lately, No
more secrets or mystery! 1 want the
facts, Now tell me this minute”

TR glrl dropped Into n chair and
burled her face In her hoands

“I ean't,” she whispered,

For some tlhme shie remained In the

sl
You

money weld

same  attitade, whille heér  mother
studled her sllently. At length the
girl lUlMed herself eroct.

“1 cgn't explaln,” she broke out,
“and 1 suppose you're thinking all
kinds of things, T can't heldp It if you
do. Yon'll have to give me the money

I need, If you want me to marry Mure
There's no ‘Ifs’ and ‘ands’ about that
If you'll give me the money"—she fal- |
tered, wiped her lips and concluded |
slowly, “I'll marry Marcus MacKen-
uﬂ

“You must be crazy, Eve," Mrs, Rob-

tree In this manner,

mé Uke that. 17 Fou havé uny sécrels
from me, it's time you told them."

“Well?" shot from Evelyn sharply,
“guppose I have? It's my secret, lsu't
It? Are you golug to help me or not,
that's the guestion.”

It was evident to Mrs, Robertson
that the situation was not to be trifled
with, * In a twinkling her daughper
had changed from a mweek and timld
glrl to an sggressive woman, To try
to bully her uny more would he a mere
wihigte of effort.

“Heavens,” she began, “thls s =
pretty how to do, 1 must say, | ean't
Ihmagine why you shounld want money,
It doesn't make much difference, any-
way, There nre more reasons than
one why yon can’t get It from me.”

“What nre they " fell from the girl's

Hps, |

“The first 18" returned the mother,
tertly, “I don't llke belng held up In
thig high-haunded manner by my own
daughter,”

She puused; and Evelyn caught her
breath, If that were all, she would
row and rage untll she got what she
wanted,

Mother and danghter were staring
ut one another, each demanding an ex-

plungation. Evelyn dld not.intend to
make any! Mrs, Robertson weakened
hefore the steely-blue Im the glrl's
CVPH,

“Hut the muin reason 18" she went
my, 1T haven't got lt. T don’t own this
liouse, nor—nor—"

Evelyn sprang to her feet and con-
fronted her mothgr. Her fuve was
drmwn into cruel lines, and her hands
were poipped spasafodieally.

“You He” she hurst forth, “You've
wlways Hed to me aboul money™

A bitter smile down the cor-
ners of the older woman's mouth, She
knew how true the aceusation was

“Well, this time.™
‘'m telling yvou the simple trath, |
not only do not ewn this house, hut—"

“Then who does own It interjeet
wd the girl

“Your cousin, Robert Percival” was
Pl qpradecd “and he’s supplled |
all the money used. Now |
perhaps  yon o get some
thing out of me I haven't got™

“Mother!” cried the girl, In agony,

“1 told Eve, that you should |
know the truth,” Mrs. Roehertson con- l
tinued, “Youw've asked for it, and here |
I When Robert's father and
mother died, T eame here to take care
of him. 1 had nothing then and have
nothing now. You werea only a hahy,
and I've always kept the facts from
you, When Hobert went te war, he
arranged that If he ddn’t come back,
1 should have the home and enough
money (o keep us,”

Evelyn's eyes widened
thix was the truth,

“Then we aren't rich?" she demunid
ed huosklly,

“No, that we're not ! responded the
lndy, “and whnat's more, e
pendent upon ltobert for evervthing™

With* & quick gesture Evelyn canght

|
|
|
tlrew

she answered,

i Pesponse |
we have

won't ey

you,

OF a surety

we ure

her mother's prm, despalr changing
the Hnes on her face, |
(TO BE CONTISNUED

FREAK OF NATURE

Did you ever know that squash grew
oo & tree? Nelther did we until thila
photo came anlong from Roslindale
Mass. The squash you see hanging
froan this tree I= In reality growlng
from a squush vine which worked Its
way to the top of the tree, len large
and perfect squushes grew from the

HAWAII TREASURES MELODIES

Commission Denounces Compositions
From Greenwich Village and
Chicago Loop.

Honolulu, T. H.—Hawailan musle, |
o be effective, ghould be composed In ]
Hawall and not In the Greenwich wvil-

lnge sectlon of New York, nor In the

ceniter of Chicpgo, It was dechdsd nt
the first meetiie of the Hawnilun
legends and musle commission, :-.p‘
pobnted recently by Governor Farring
ton o perpetonte the Island  fables
and native meles or melodies

The smootl arrapngement of notes so
famifllar in local eompositions Is pos
gible only In Hawall and canuol be
produced “amid the ramble of elevated
rillroads, subway trains and other
Mscordant nolses of large citles on |

the mainland,” one speaker declared. ‘

termine and agree upon sa interng.
tional standard of strength sad pur

edrerettsatanatRran
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Below are the prices for eleven different styles of shoes—all staple styles—
shoes that were sold during the war and that are selling now.
prices that they were sold at when prices were highest, and also the prices at
which they are selling now,
age of gross profit as the present prices.
now absolutely aM solid leather—no leather substitutes whatever in the heels,
counter, insoles or outsoles,
Company of St. Louis, who turn out 100,000 pairs a day.

You know Lincoln said:

At esrsstsnttstbtrbsnetiana

HAVE SHOES COMEDOWN?

) These figures are not “doctored”. We believe that a business can’t hope to stay
in business unless it is absolutely honest—whether in its shoes or in its advertisements

“You can fool some of the people all of the time, you can fool all of the people
some of the time, but you cannot fool all of the people all of the time."”
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Below are the

The peak prices were figured on the same percent-
The shoes enumerated were then and are

The shoes are the product of the International Shoe

Highest :
Stock Retail Price Present 2
Number Kind Feb. 1920 Retail Price
730 Chjlds Gun Metal Button Shoe LS ....$.3.60 $2.25 3
1385 Misses Box Calf Lace Shoe, Sole leather tip ...... ... 475 2.50
1645 Ladies Vici Kid Lace Shoe, Military Heel, Goodvear Welt 10.00 5.50 :
1665 Ladies Mahogany Side Lace Shoe, Military Heel, Good- :
Year Welt .. ... ... erine oeine e 9.50 550 §
1983 Mens Box Calf Lace Shoe, Medium Toe ...... ........ 5.50 3.25 $
1368 Growing Girls Mahogany Side Lace, Low Heel ........ 6.75 3.85
1328 Misses Gun Meta!l Lace Shoe, Footform Last ... ....... 5.50 3.25 3
3863 'Boys Box Calf Lace Shoes, Sizes 214 to 514 . 6.50 2.85 :
3922 Boys Black Calf Blucher Shoes, Goodyear Welt ... ... .. 6.85 4.35
1222 Ladies Gun Metal Lace Shoes, Low Heel ...... .... 5.50 3.00 3
1345 Ladies Comfort Shoes, Rubber Heels, Flexible Soles ... .. 7.00 3.50

ELDING
SL QOOTERY

FAMILY FOOT FITTERS
BELDING, MICHIGAN

T I T

ELDING
SEEOOTERY

FAMILY FOOT FITTERS
BELDING, MICHIGAN

e I L T L LR T L L T L L L T T T T L T T L L N 1

Fight Rattlesnakes
With Mustard Gas

The Department of Agricul-
ture agents at Husom, Wash,
have ndopted a unique plan to
rid the state of venomous rep-
tiles by the use of mustard gas, |
The gns was forced Into a bed |
of lava rock, which previously
had  proved an  lmpenetrable
fortress for rattlers, Soon there
uppeared snnkes ranging from
infants a few Inches long to bull
ruttlers nine feet In length.
I'azed and blinded, they easlly
waré clubbed to death.

- ——————

Experimenters in France Succeufullyl-
Control Pilotiess Aircraft .
From Ground. '

Parls~—Ingenfous devices were In- |
vented to control the operatlion of the
pllotless airplane which has just been
suceessfully tested In France, Some
of these opernted
others hy wireless,

The alrplane, having been started
by the mechaunle, ascended automatical-
Iy after it had attained sufMclent speed,
This was accomplished by Increasing
revolutions of a small fan located be-
tween the wings which put into motlon
a mechanism which, In furn, placed
the control surfaces of the machine
Into position for ascent.

Once In the alr, the alrplane was
operated by wireless and was made
to cifle & large fleld and descend,

The descent was accomplished by
pressing a wireless key on the ground
which released underneath the alr-
plane a roll of wire with a weight at
the end. This welght switched off the
engine and moved the rear surfaces
of the plane Into position for n smooth

’ landing,

At unother test an alrplune was op-
erated by wireless for an hour. Tt
carried a pllot who took no part In Its
operntion untll he desired to land,
wherenpon he took control

That Explained Everything.

Robert wns fond of his Sunday
pchool tenelier Ui :‘:ulfilrl‘ll} afler-
noont e met htm and Rgbert nsked
what Iu @ pod Iis teacher told him
he wis i ter., to which the
ehitd g “thh, no wonder you
know everything.”

CATARRH

Catarrh is & local disease greatly Influ-
AT LS CATARRE MEDI i'?l’gm::“'
¥ a

taken Internally, and
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Auction Sale
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* will toen #tart.
Our service is
is the best that

automatlcally umll :

can be had. Come in and see us about it NOW.

Vincent Block
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SPECIAL

For Friday and Saturday

2 Ib pkg. Free Running Table Salt, per 1b
REGULAR SELLING PRICES

No. 1 Dairy Butter, per Ib

Fresh Eggs, per doz.

Tall cans Evaporated Milk, any kind, per can ....10%¢c

Small cans Evaporated Milk, any kind, per can ... .5%e¢
Did you ever use Soap Powder in the bulk? It is
better than Soap Chips and sells at the same

price, per b . cea . 12%¢

Nice Lettuce, Celery, Cabbage, Oranges, Bananas, Grape

Fruit, Etc., Ete.

Citz. Phone No. 301

. 36e

Where It Pays

Belding, Mich. To Pay Cash

!

FOR THREE SQUARE
MEALS A DAY

Trimble’s

Butter Top Bread

——The bread that is clean.

——The bread that keeps fresh and moist.

—The bread
very day.

that is made from yeast made fresh

——"The bread that gives you a square deal and meal.

Call for our Butter Top Bread
and other Bakery Products

~ CITY BAKERY -

L. E. TRIMBLE, Prop. PHONE 177
Bread is your BEST FOOD—eat more of it
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