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OLB LAND MARK BURNS 

Dwelling House Of Miss Cath
erine Marr Burned Last 

Night-Nothing Saved 

Last night about one o'clock fire was 
discovered in the dwelling house of 
Miss Catherine Marr. The firgt to dis
cover the fire was John Dinkel, who 
lives directly across from the place, and 
when he arrived the house was com
pletely afke on the inside and had prob
ably been burning for some time. Miss 
Marr, who lived alone was awakened 

by the smoke and flames and venyjiear-
ly suffocated by the same, made her 
escape from the building just before 
the arrival of Mr. Dinkel. Nothing 
whatever was saved. Mr. Dinkel broke 
in the door of the town hall and rang 
the bell which awakened some of the 
residents of the village. Swing to the 
fact that there was a light shower at 
the time and no wind blowing, no oth
er building burned. A breeze from the 
north, east, or west would have been 
sure to have taken a number of build
ings. Cause of the fire is unknown. 
It is understood that some insurance 
was carried. 

Pinckney Defeats Stock-
bridge, 9 to 7 

Last Thursday the Pinckney ball 
team defeated Stockbridge for the 
first time in a number of years, 9 to 7, 
at the Gleaner's picnic held at Lowe 
Lake. Farmer, Stock bridge's star 
pitcher and first baseman, was batted 
oat of the box in the 7th inning and 
was replaced by Berry, but too late to 
do any good. Pinckney's hitting was 
led by Roche Shehan, who secured four 
hits, followed by Barney White who 
3ecured three. The ohancea for Pinck
ney running off with the championship 
at the Howell Fair certainly looks good. 
Roberts is pitching fine ball and is be
ing backed up in fine shape by the 
whole team. Pinckney will play at 
Dexter Labor Day. A schedule of the 
games at the Howell Fair will be 
found in the program on last page. 

Teacher's Institute 
A Teacher's Institute will be held in 

eac* of the following places; Howell, 
Monday, Aug. 27th; FowlerviHe, Tues
day, Aug. 28th; Pinckney, Wednesday, 
August 29th. Every rural teacher is 
expected to attend one of these meet
ings. Attend the meeting most con
venient for you. Morning session will 
begin "promptly at 10 o'clock. 

Hngh G. Aldrich, 
Sohool Commissioner. 

Pinckney School Will 
Open Sept. 3rd 

Classification in Pinckney • Schools 
will take place Monday, Sept. 3rd. 
Supt. Dovle will be in town a week pre
vious to this time to interview anyone 
in regards to their course of study. j 

The high school course of study is} 

modern in every respect, drawing and i 
commercial work having been added 
this year. 

The Board of Education have been ' 
making many improvements in the j 
Bchool. After visiting several high* 
schools in the state and «onsulting the 
Supt. of Public Instruction, th«y have 
given us the benefit of their interviews 
m tbe numerous changes they have 
made. 

There seemes to be a . movement in 
this township for a township school 
whereby every child in the township 
would attend the same school. If this 
scheme can be worked out it will be a* 
vast improvement in an economical 
way as well as in an educational way, 
for everyone concerned. 

Probably no factor in the life of an 
individual influences the growth of that 
life more than the deucational phase. 
In the face of this truth,, education 
should hold a prominent part in the de
velopment of every community. Each 
one in this township should give some 
time to the codsideration oa* a unit 
school. 

I 30th Anniversary 
j Last Friday afternoon about sixty of 
the neighbors and friends gathered at 
the home of Mr. and Mrs. N. Pacey to 
remind them of the-30th anniversary of 
their wedded life. After partaking of 

; a bountiful repast, Mr. Richard Clinton 
i in behalf of fche company presented the 
I couple with a dozen silver knives and 
1 foaks, a set of teaspoons from the 
mother, Mrs. Ann Gilke, and set of 
table spoons, sugar shell and butter 
knife from their daughter, Mrs. Wal
ter Glover of FowlerviHe. After en
joying a social chat all departed wish-
ng Mr. and Mrs. Pacey maay more 
such years of happiness. 

<M 

MORTGAGE SALE! 
Whereas default hap been made in 

the payment of the money secured by a 
mortgage dated the ninth day of March 
in the year one thousand eight hundred 
ninety-eight, executed by Allen T. Big-
elow and Calista A. Bigelow his wife of 
tbe township of Conway, Livingston 
County, Michigan, to Georgia G. Fost
er of Burns, Shiawassee County, Mich
igan, whieh said mortgage w«s record
ed in the office of the Register of Deeds 
of the County of Livingston in Liber 
87 of Mortgagee on Page 302 on the 

Saie Tie Cera Crop 
"Bhe chance for the corn'crop to reach | 

maturity this fall is poorer than it has,, 
been in many years. Hundreds of acres 
would still be behiad if frost held off 
until October. The silo will be the beat 
insurance on the corn crop this year 
and the farmer who has a silo is in luck. 
Corn which is struck by the frost before 
maturity can be saved by means of the 
silt) and make fairly good silage, but 
fodder from frosted corn is almost 
worthless. In a country where the 
dairy industry is of such great import
ance and where silos are so common it 
is unnecessary to argue upon the value 
of silage for feeding purposes, ani 
yet there are many farmers who have 
hot taken advantage of the benefits 
their neighbors have derived from the 
use of the silo. Nor is it necessary to 
be a dairyman to get value received 
from a silo, for silage is a valuable 
feed for all clases of live stock. Grain 
will doubtless continue to be high next 
winter, and nothing will help so much 
as .silage in carrying stock through. In 
fact, with plenty of silage and clover 
or alfalfa tiay, young stock can be win
tered and kept in thrifty condition 
without any grain. Silage makes an 
excellent summer feed when pastures 
are failing on account of dry weather 
and unless a dairyman has plenty of 
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gage was assigned from fieorge G. Fos 
ter by Emma Foater, executrix, to 
Mabel Fuller by an assignment which 
8 recorded in the Register of Deeds 
office of the County of LivingBton in 
in Liber 97 of Mortgages on Page 6; 
which said mortgage was again assigned j 0"^^ 
from Mabel Fuller to Calista A. Bige-! 

low by aa assignment bearing date the 
fourth day of June, 1913 and recorded 
in the Register of Deeds office of the 
County of Dlvingston in Liber 97 of 

, Mortgages on page 556. 
I And whereas the amount claimed to 
| be due on said mortgage at the date of 
| this notice is the sum of Seven Hundred 
] Sixty Three and 25-10« ($763.25) Dol-
J lars, principal a«d interest and the fur-

to use during the late summer months. 
Even though the cows are not giving 
milk at that time they will be in enough 
better condition in the tall to make it 
pij. The demand for silos will be 
heavier than usual this season, because 

e late corn crop, and those who 
expect to invest in them should place 
their orders at onee. A big campaign 
for silos is being started throughout 
Michigan under direction of Governor 
Sleeper's Food Preparedness Commit
tee at Lansing and Livingston County 
farmers who are in the market should 
get busy bofore the silo dealers begin 
to refuse orders for this year's delivery 

County Agricultural Agent. 
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ANNOUNCEMENT! 

I .wish to announce that 

supply of 

I now have mv 
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N E W FALL-
M I L L I N E R Y 

and a cordial invitation 

and look over tbe same. 

is extended to call 

N E L U & GARDNER 

MMHMMMiMWtiiî î siiŝ iU Ik 

ther sum of Twenty ($20.00) Dollars, 
as an attorney fee stipulated for in said 
mortgage and which is the whole 
amount claimed to be unpaid on said 
mortgage and no suit or proceedings 
having been instituted at law to cover 
tbe debt now remaining secured by 
said mortgage or any part thereof, 
whereby the power of sale contained in 
said mortgage has become operative. 

Now therefore, notice is hereby given 
that by virtue of the said power of sale 
and in pursuance of the statute in such 
case made and provided, the said mort
gage will be foreclosed by a sale of the 
premises therein described, at public 
auction to the highest bidder at the 
west front door of -the Court House in 
the City of Howell in said county of 
Livingston on tbe sixteenth day of Nov
ember next, at 11:00 o'clock in tbe 
forenoon of that day; which said prem
ises a£p described in said mortgage as 
fol'owa, to wit:— 

The following described land and 
^ fpremiaea situated in tbe Township of 
^ Conway, County of Livingston, State 

of Michigan, viz: Twenty-six [261 
acres off South aide of North one-half 
(1) of North Watt Quarter (J) of Sec
tion Number Twenty- three [23]: also 
Thirteen (IS) acres off South aide of 
North-west Quarter (J) of North-east 

Starter (i) of Section Number Twenty-
ree [28 L Township Number Four [4] 

North of Range NoabirTb t.< (3) East 
Dated this eighteenth day Of August, 

A. D., 1917. 
CALISTA A. BIGELOW, 

Assignee of Mortgage t. 
A. E. COLE, 
Attorney for Assignee of Mortgagee. 
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Will Open 
Au$. 3 0 t h 

Thursday, 
at 9 a- m. 

pain OP shine 

OUP stopc will be closed 
Tuesday and Wednesday 

Aug. 28 th and 2 9 t h 

In order for us to make prepara
tions for this, the Greatest Sale ever-
held under one roof. 

The store and stock will be in the 
hands of the J. L. Lyn,ch Sales Co. 
of Grand Rapids. 

All Sales will be for Cash only. 

Cream will be taken in Wednes
day as usual in cream house back of 
our main store. 

Remember sale opens Wednesday, 
Aug. 30th, at 9 a, m, in both stores. 

AD torn sacks of Flour wil! be 
closed at wholesale prices, Sat. Aug.{25 
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Monks Bros. 
i 

Are Headquarters for Shoes, Gent/s 

Furnishings and the most complete line of 

Groceries obtainable at the«preservt time. 

Brand new line of Gent 's and Children's 

Straw Hats both in work and dress styles. 

Latest cuts in Gent's shoes. Are prepared 

to meet all competitive prices. * * 

Save your Cream Coupons, they are val
uable. Premium catalogues {furnished on 
request. Our Cream Day is Tuesday. 

Yours for business, 

Monks Bros. 
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PINCKNEY DISPATCH. 
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HEART OF THE SUNSET 
By Rex Beach 
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C H A P T E R XXI I I—Cont inued. 
_ 2 3 — 

ljougorlo broke in with a, snarl : "Is 
it my fault that the country Is In 
*rmsV Military necessity compels me 
to remain here. 1 consider myself 
uiagnantmous. V~-" His voice cracked, 
and he made a dispalring, violent ges
ture. "Go, before I change my mind." 

Dave signaled to the others, and 
Alaire slipped away to make herself 
ready. During the uncomfortable si
lence which succeeded her departure, 
Longorlo paced the room, keeping his 
eyes resolutely turned away from Law. 

"Do you mean that I, too, may go?" 
O'Mai ley Inquired. 

"What good are you to me?" snapped 
the general. 

"You will give us safe conduct?" 
"Be still, priest!" Longorlo glared 

at the speaker, clasping and unclasping 
his fists behind his back. 

With the sound of hoofs outside, 
Alaire and Dolores appeared, and the 
Mexican straightened himself with an 
effort. 

"Adios, senora !" he said, with a stiff 
|)0w. "We have had a pleasant friend
ship and a thrilling flirtation, eh? 1 
shall never cease to regret that fate 
Interrupted at such an Interesting mo
ment. Adios! Adios!" He bowed 
formally, In turn to Dave and to the 
priest, then resumed his pacing, with 
his hands at his back and his brow 
furrowed as If In a struggle with af
fairs of greater moment than this. 

But when he heard the outside door 
creak shut behind them his indifference 
"vanished and he halted with head 
turned in an effort to catch the last 
rounds of their departure. His face 
was like tallow now, his lips were 
•drawn back from his teeth as If In su
preme agony. A moment and the hoof-
beats had died away. Then Longorlo 
slipped his leash. 

He uttered a cry—a hoarse, hatf-
xtrangled shriek that tore his throat. 
He plucked the collar from his neck as 
if It choked him: he beat his breast. 
Seizing whatever article his eye fell 
upon, he tore and crushed i t ; he swept 
the table clean of Its queer Spanish 
bric-a-brac, and trampled the litter un
der his heels. Spying a painting of a 
saint upon the wall, he ran to it, ripped 
it from its nail, and. raising It over his 
liead, smashed frame and glass, cursing 
all saints, all priests, and churchly peo
ple. Havoc followed him as he raged 
about the place wreaking his fury upon 
inanimate objects. When he had well-
nigh wrecked the contents of the room, 
and when his first paroxysm had spent 
Its violence, he hurled himself into a 
chair, writhing in agony. He bit his 
wrists, he pounded his fists, he kicked; 
finally h£ sprawled full length upon the 
floor, clawing at the cool, smooth tiles 
until his nails bled. 

"Christ! O Christ!" he screamed. 
The sound of his blasphemies 

reached the little group of soldiers who 
had lingered curiously outside, and 
they listened open-mouthed. One by 
one they crossed themselves and stole 
away Into the darkness, muttering. 

» > < 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 

A Grateful Peon. 
With a # singing heart Alaire rode 

through the night at her husband's 
side. The strain of the last few hours 
had been so Intense, the relief at her 
deliverance so keen, that now she felt 
curiously weak, nnd she kept close to 
Dave, comforted by his nearness and 
secure in the knowledge of his strength. 

Although he was unusually taciturn 
and rode with his chin upon his breast, 
she attributed his silence to fatigue. 
Now and then, therefore, she spurred 
to his side and spoke softly, caressing
ly. At such time* he reached for her 
hand and clung to it. 

Dave was Indeed weary; he was, fn 
fact, In a sort of stupor, and not Infre
quently he doaort for a moment or two 
in his saddle. Some two hours out 
from La Peril the riders halted at a 
point where file road dipped Into a 
rocky stream4»ed; then, as the horses 
drank. Dolor** voiced a thought that 
had troubled %ll of them. 

**H that butfdit really means to spare 
tu, why dl6 "he send us away In the 
night, like Oils?" she asked. MI shall 
D+ssrpriaed If we • re not assassinated 
M o r e morning." 

**B» mmtt have meant it/' Alaire 
•poke with a conviction she. did not 
entirely feel. "Father O'Malley aroused 
the finer aide of his nature." 

"Perhaps,* agreed the priest. "Some
where In him there is a fear of God." 

Be* Dave was skeptical. "More like
ly a fear of the gVingo government** 
aal i he. "Loogorlo is a fonrfluaher. 
Wkea he realised he was licked he 
trtei t*ae*ehls tai$ by a grandstaad 
^ > « l « a ! t want to let as go,-

V •.'- 5f »7, . . 

'Then what la to prevent him from 
—well, from having us followed?" 
Alaire Inquired. 

"Nothing," Dave told her. 
As they climbed the bank and rode 

(inward Into the night she said : "No 
matter what happens, dear, I shall be 
happy, for at last one of my dreams 
has come true," He reached out and 
patted her. "You've no Idea what a 
coward I was until you came. But the 
moment I saw you all my fears van
ished. I was like a lost child who sud
denly sees its father; In your arms I 
feit perfectly safe, for the first time in 
all my life, I think. I—I couldn't bear 
to go on without you, after this." 

Dave found nothing to say; they 
rode along side by side for a time In 
u great contentment that required no 
speech. Then Alaire asked: 

"Dear, have you considered how we 
—are going to explain our marriage?" 

"Won't the circumstances explain 
It?" 

"Perhaps. And yet— It seems ages 
since I learned—what happened to Ed, 
but in reality it's only a few hours. 
Won't people talk?" 

Dave caught at the suggestion. "I 
see. Then let's keep it secret for the 
present" 

With a little reckless laugh she con
fessed, "I—I'm afraid I'll find it diffi
cult to be conventional." 

"My wife!" he cried In sharp agony. 
Leaning far out, he encircled her with 
his arm; then, half lifting her from 
her saddle, he crushed his lips to hers. 
It was his first display of emotion since 
Father O'Malley had united them. 

There were few villages along the 
road they followed, and because of the 
lateness of the hour all were dark, 
hence the party passed through with
out exciting attention except from an 
occasional wakeful dog. But as morn
ing came and the east began to glow 
Dave told the priest: 

"We've got to hide out during the 
day or we'll get Into trouble. Besides, 
these women must be getting hungry." 

"I fear there Is something feminine 
about me," confessed the little man. 
"I'm famished, too." 

At the next rancho they came to they 
applied for shelter, but were denied; 
In fact, the owner cursed them so 
roundly for being Americans that they 
were glad to ride onward. A mile or 
two farther along they met a cart the 
driver of which refused to answer 
their greetings. As they passed out of 
his sight they saw that he had halted 
his lean oxen and was staring after 
them curiously. Later, when the sun 
was well up and the world had fully 
awakened, they descried a mounted 
man, evidently a cowboy, riding 
through the chaparral. He saw them, 
too. and came toward the road, but 
after a brief scrutiny he whirled his 
horse and galloped off through the cac
tus, shouting something over his shoul
der. 

"This won't do," O'Malley declared, 
uneasily. "I don't like the actions of 
these people. Let me appeal to the 
next person we meet. 1 can't believe 
they all hate us." 

Soon they came to a rise In the road, 
and from the crest of this elevation be
held ahead of them a small village of 
white houses shining from the shelter 
of a grove. The rancheria was perhaps 
two miles away, and galloping toward 
it was the vnquero who had challenged 
them. 

"That's the Rio Negro crossing," 
Dave announced. Then spying a little 
house squatting a short distance back 
from the road, he said : "We'd better 
try yonder. If they turn us down we'll 
have to take to the brush." 

O'Malley agreed. "Yes, and we have 
no time to lose. That horseman Is go
ing to rouse the town. I'm afraid 
we're—In for It." 
* Dave nodded silently. 

Leaving the beaten path, the refu
gees threaded their way through cac
tus and sage to a gate, entering which 
they approached the straw-thatched 
Jacal they had seen. A naked boy baby 
watched them draw near, then scuttled 
for shelter, piping an alarm. A man 
appeared from somewhere, at sight of' 
whom the priest rode forward with a 
pleasant greeting. But the fellow was 
unfriendly. His wife, too, emerged from 
the dwelling and joined her husban a 
warning Father O'Malley away. 

"Let me cry," Alaire begged, and 
spurred ner horse up to the group. She 
smiled down at the country people, 
saying: "We have traveled a long 
way, and we're tired and hungry. 
Won't yon give us something to eat? 
We'll pay yon well for yonr trouble.*' 

The man demurred sullenly, and be
gan a refusal; but his wife, after a 
wondering scrutiny, htttrrofted htm 
with a cry. Boshing forward1, aha took 

the edge of Alaire's skirt In her hands 
and kissed It 

"God be praised I A miracle 1" she 
exclaimed. "Juan, don't you see? It ts 
the beautiful senora for whom we pray 
every night of our lives. On your knees, 
shameless one! It is she who delivered 
you from the prison.". 

Juan stared -unbelievingly, then his 
face changed; his teeth flashed In a 
smile, and, sweeping his hat from his 
head, he, too, approached Alaire. 

"It Is! Senora, I am Juan Garcia, 
whom you saved, and this Is Inez," he 
declared. "Heaven bless you and for
give me." 

"Now. I know you," Alaire laughed, 
and slipped down from her saddle. 
"This is a happy meeting. So! You 
live here, and that was little Juan who 
ran away as If we were going to eat 
him. Well, we are hungry, but not 
hungry enough to devour Juanito." 

Turning to her companions, she ex
plained the circumstances of her first 
meeting with these good people, and as 
she talked the Garcias broke In Joy
fully, adding their own account of her 
goodness. 

"We've fallen among friends," Alaire 
told Dave and Father O'Malley. "They 
will let us rest here, I am sure." 

Husband and wife agreed in one 
voice. In fact, they were overjoyed at 
an opportunity of serving her; and lit
tle Juan, his suspicions partially al
layed, issued from hiding and waddled 
forward to take part In the welcome. 

Shamefacedly the elder Garcia ex
plained his inhospitable reception of 
the travelers, "We hear the gringos* 
are coming to kit) us and take our 
farms. Everybody Is badly frightened. 
We are driving our herds away and 
htding what we can. Yesterday at the 
big Obispo ranch our people shot two 
Americans and burned some* of their 
houses. They Intend to kill all the 
Americans they find, so you'd better be 
careful. Just now a fellow rode up 
shouting that you were coming, but of 
course I didn't know—" 

"Yes, of course. We're trying to 
reach the border," Father O'Malley told 
him. "Will you hide ua here until we 
can go on?" 

Juan curtsied respectfully to the 
priest. "My house is yours, father." 

"Can you take care of our horses, 
too, and—give us a place to sleep?" 
Dave asked. His eyes were heavy; he 
had been almost constantly in the sad
dle since leaving Jonesvtlle, and now 
could hardly keep himself awake. 

"Trust me," the Mexican assured 
them, confidently. "If somebody comes 
I'll send them away. Oh, I can He with 
the best of them." 

The Garcias were not ordinary peo
ple, and they lived in rather good cir
cumstances for country folk. There 
were three rooms to their little house, 
all of which were reasonably clean. 
The food that Inez set before her 
guests, too, was excellent if scanty, 

Juanito, taking cue from his parents, 
flung himself whole-heartedly into the 
task of entertainment, and since Alaire 
met his advances half-way he began, 
before long, to look upon her with par
ticular favor. Once they had thorough
ly made friends, he showered her with 
the most flattering attentions. His 
shyness, it seemed, was but a pretense 
—at heart he was a bold and enterpris
ing fellow—and so, as a mark of his 
admiration, he presented her with all 
his personal treasures. First he 
fetched and laid in her lap a cigar-box 
wagon with wooden wheels—evidently 
the handiwork of his father. Then he 
gave her, one by one, a highly prized 
blue bottle, a rusty Mexican spur, and 
the ruins of what had been a splendid 
clasp-knife. There were no blades in 
the knife, but he showed her how to 
peep through a tiny hole in the handle, 
where was concealed the picture of,a 
dashing Spanish bull-fighter. The ap
preciation which these gifts evoked In
toxicated the little man and roused him 
to a very madness of generosity. He 
pattered away and returned shortly, 
staggering and granting under the 
weight of another and a still greater 
offering. It was a dog—a patient 
hungry dog with very little hair. The 
animal was alive with fleas—it 
scratched absent-mindedly with one 
hind paw, even while Juanito strangled 
it against his naked breast—but it was 
the apple of its owner's eye, and when 
Inet unfeelingly banished it from the 
house Juanito begaaMo squall lustily. 
Nor could he be conciliated until Alaire 
took him upon her knee and told him 
about another boy, of precisely his own 
age and size* who planted a magic bean 
in his mother's dooryard, which grew 
up aad up until it reached clear to the 
sky. where a giant Hred. Juanito Gar-
da had never heard the like. Be was 

spellbound with delight; he held his 
breath in ecstasy; only his toes moved, 

, and they wriggled like ten fat, brown 
tadpoles. 

In the midst of this recital Garcia 
senior appeared in the door with a 
warning. 

"Conceal yourselves," he said, quick
ly. "Some of our neighbors are com
ing this way." Inez led her guests in
to the bedchamber, a bare room with a 
dirt floor, from the window of which 
they watched Juan go to meet a group 
of horsemen. Inez went out, too, and 
Joined in the parley* Then, after a 
time, the riders galloped away. 

When Alaire, having watched the 
party out of sight, turned from the 
window she found that Dave had col
lapsed upon a chair and was sleeping, 
his limbs "relaxed, his body sagging. 

"Poor fellow, he's done up," Father 
O'Malley exclaimed. 

"Yes; he hasn't slept for days," she 
whispered. "Help me." With the as
sistance of Dolores they succeeded In 
lifting Dave to the bed, but he half 
roused himself. "Lie down, dear," 
Alaire told him. "Close your eyes for 
a few minutes. We're safe now." 

"Somebody has to keep watch," he 
muttered, thickly, and tried to fight off 
his fatigue. But he was like a drunken 
man. 

"I'm not sleepy; I'll stand guard," 
the priest volunteered, and, disregard
ing further protest, he helped Alaire 
remove Dave's coat 

Seeing that the bed was nothing 
more than a board platform covered 
with straw matting, Alaire folded the 
garment for a pillow; as she did so a 
handful of soiled, frayed letters spilled 
out upon the floor. 

"Rest now, while you have a chance,"^ 
she begged of her husband. "Just for 
a little while." 

"All right," he agreed. "Call me in 
—an hour. Couldn't sleep—wasn't 
time." He shook off his weariness and 
smiled at his wife, while his eyes 
filmed with some emotion. "There is 
something I ought to tell you, but—I 
can't now—not now. Too sleepy." His 
head drooped again; she forced him 
back; he stretched himself out with a 
sigh, and was asleep almost Instantly. 

Alaire motioned the others out of 
the room, then stood looking down at 
the man Into whose keeping she had 
given her life. As she looked her face 
became radiant. Dave was unkempt 
unshaven, dirty, but to her he was of a 
godlike beauty, and the knowledge that 
he was hers to comfort and guard was 
strangely thrilling. Her love for Ed, 
even that first love of her girlhood, 
had been nothing like this. How could 
it have been like this? she asked her
self. How could she have loved deep
ly when, at the time, her own nature 
lacked depth? Experience had broad
ened her, and suffering had uncovered 
depths in her being which nothing else 
had had the power to uncover. Stoop
ing, she kissed Dave softly, then let 
her cheek rest against his. Her man 1 
Her man ! She found herself whisper
ing the words. 

For a long time she sat "gazing at 
him tenderly; then she tiptoed out and 
delighted the naked Garcia baby by 
taking him in her arms and hugging 
him. Inez thought the beautiful 
senora's voice was like the music of 
birds. * 

It was growing dark when Dave was 
awakened by cool hands upon his face 
and by soft lips upon his. He opened 
his eyes to find Alaire bending over 
him. 

"You must get up," she smiled. "It 
Is nearly time to go, and Inez is cook
ing our supper." 

He reached np and took her in his 
arms. She lay upon his breast, thrill
ing happily with her nearness to him. 
and they remained so for a while, whis
pering now and then, trying ineffectual
ly to voice the thoughts that needed no 
expression. 

"Why did you let me sleep so long?** 
he asked her, reproachfully. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 
Shudder! no. 

Shuddering Is done by clenching the 
Jaw's and running a quiver down the 
spine. It is important to be able to 
shudder Veil at a time when there is 
so much news of a shuddering nature. 
A few moments spent each day in the 
simpler exercises of shuddering will 
soon make you proficient. Compoee 
your features and sit quietly for a 
while. Then think of something hor
rible. Ton may not be able to shud
der at first, hut In time you will find 
you can shudder at any length on slight 
provocation. It is always embarras
sing to be unable to shudder well when 
yon are giving a sympathetic ear to a 
friend's account of his 
troit Journal 
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Be Careful 
—to keeb the stomach well the 
liver ana bowels regular, by the 
timely and helpful aid of 

'S 
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S lam on Mother . 

Phoebe was bored. In all the six 
long years of her life she had never 
spent such a miserable day. Circum
stances at last grew too strong for her, 
and she cried. -She was one of those 
who do not often cry, but who when 
they do make no secret of it. In short 
Phoebe nearly lifted the nursery cell
ing off. 

Upstairs came Phoebe's mother, al
ready dressed in her smartest clothes 
ready to have tea with a friend. 

"Why, what's the matter, Phoebe?" 
she asked. 

Phoebe standing hopelessly in the 
middle of the nursery only howled the 
louder, and refused to see anything 
cheerful about life. 

"Just look, Phoebe, at that ugly lit
tle face In the looking glass?" 

Phoebe Immediately became inter
ested and stopped crying. 

"Which one, mamma?" she asked.— 
Pearson's Weekly. 

SAYS PILE REMEDY 
WORTH $100.00 A BOX 

I hava had itching piles sver since my 
earliest recollection. I am 53 years old 
and have Buffered terribly. I have tried 
many remedies and doctors, but no cure. 
About 8 weeks ago I taw your sd for Pe* 
terson'i Ointment. The first application 
stopped all itching, and in three days all 
soreness. I have only used one 25c box 
and consider I am cured, not feeling any 
return of the trouble for 6 weeks. Ton 
have my rr&teful heartfelt thanks, and 
may everyone that has this trouble see 
this and give your ointment, that is worth 
a hundred dollars or more a box, a trial. 
Sincerely yours, A. Newth, Columbus, O. 

Peterson's Ointment for Piles, Eczema 
and old sores is only 25c s box at all 
druggists. Adv. v 

He Was Scotch Sure. 
The Tommies were strolling Idly 

along the street when they chanced to 
gaze into an attractive shop window. 

Being soldiers, they both had an eye 
for a pretty girH and there within the 
shop was a real winner. 

"Sandy," whispered Mike, "shure, 
she's Just the fairest colleen my eyes 
hlv iver rested on. It's mysilf that'll 
go in and buy something, an' perhaps 
she will have a smile for me." 

His companion came from "ayont 
the Tweed," as his answer proved. 

"I'll gang wl' ye," he said. "But, 
hoots, mon, ye neednae spend a baw
bee. A' ye hev tae dae is tae ask fur 
change o' a shillin'!" 

SKIN TORTURES 
That Itch, Burn and Scale Quickly Re* 

llsved by Cuticura--Trial Free. 

It takes about ten minutes to prove 
that a hot bath with Cuttcura Soap 
followed by gentle applications of 
Cuttcura Ointment will afford relief 
and point to speedy healment of 
ecsemas, itchings and irritations. They 
are ideal for all toilet purposes. 

Free sample each by mail with Book. 
Address i>ostcard, Cuttcura, Dept X* 
Boston^ Sold everywhere,—Ad*. , 

Paradoxical. 
"Is Smith a good man for the placer 
"No, he's not a good man; he's a 

*bettor." 

« 
Some jokes you can't see the point 

of and some points you can't gee the 
Joke of. 

There is more than one kind of 
smokeless powder that is fatal to man
kind. 
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