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CHAPTER VI. 

Work and Hope. 
The ne*t day a sheriff and his clerk 

earn# and fired red seals to the house 
and iw e*crvthing in it which locked, 
and flairs matched in a deep quiet, 
the baby n her arms. 

Somethin* had been said aln-ady of 
s* a ■ t tl- .1 id re a to this or that 
t e!« ir ant.' there would in a short 
'• be no home and no living for 
•hew. until the broken father could 
r r h mself and begin again. Lit 
tl> r'M.rub resolved that he would 
so* go lie mould stay mith his father 
and prove that eleven was not too 
young to make money. As he stood 
mstch t.g the sheriff mho moved gloom- 
ily alx tus unwelcome duty he mas 
aware <f a horses hoofs beating down 
the road and he turned In the midst 
of his grief it mas interesting to see 

The Hundred Francs Were Gone. 

(hr liaron <i*-n*ral Courgaud coming 
M hu h» mare Lrsitte. The genera) 
dree up beside him and looked at him 
at emit 

“Where Is jour father?” he shot at 
feci, and three a leg over and raulted 
>* and flung the mare's reins to the 
lad. and swung into the great entry 
and through the open door into the 
aStac» 

Francois, though broken-hearted, 
waa hut eleven, and It was a proud 
thing to hold the seigneur’s horse and 
pleasant to see the spirited beast paw 
•he earth aa he held her. He was so 

entranced with this occupation that 
he forgot hu bruised life and bis lost 
career entirely For fifteen minutes 
hr forgot, and the other children gath 
ered arrutd him. and be ordered them 
gear true, the horse and felt himseli 

guardian and an important person, 
with complete satisfaction. 

And at that, oat of the house came 

the i* igneur. big and black-browed and 
solid of tread, and with him that 
broken-hearted father whose face re- 

called all the tragedy. 
Francois," bis father spoke, more 

gently than ever he had spoken be- 
fore. “i have taken your future from 
you. my son. The seigneur wishes to 

give it back He wishes to make you 
ht.> child. Your mother consents—and 
I I consent.” His father's arm was 
about his neck. The generals abrupt 
voice took up the statement 

\\ ill you come and live with me in 
the chateau. Monsieur the Marshal?" 
h« demanded roughly, kindly. "I will 
'r-at vns as a son—you shall learn to 
ride a horse and shoot a gun and be a 
ft Idier. You shall tit yourself for the 
part which we know must be played 
one day. Will you come?" 

For a moment It seemed to Francois 
’bat heaven had opened and a miracle 

The Little Figure Had Sprung Up. and 
Stood, Threatening. 

■ if joy tome down; then it flashed to 
his mind that this dazzling gift had a 

rice. With a whole soul Francois cast 
-;*a> the brilliant dream and hardly 
felt an effort. 

"1 thank you a thousand times; my 
gr." ur." he answered with decision 

I cannot go with you. 1 must stay 
and work for my father and my moth- 
er 

" 

There was silence for a minute in 

j 'he sunshiny garden; the children had 
wandered away; the men did not 
speak; one heard only the more Lis- 
et:e w hom Francois held, w ho stamped 
her light forefoot and whinnied impa 
tiently. Then the general's grave 
voice sounded, more gravely than ever. 

"Francois Reaupre, you own a fine 
lad. he threw at the drooping peasant. 

1 would like to have him for mine. 
: .Since I cannot, I shall try at least to 

j be bis friend. Monsieur the Marshal, 
! it must be as you say. But come to 

see me at the chateau soon. I shall 
have things to talk over with you." 

On a morning Francois was busy at 
the new garden, digging beds for the 
plants which the neighbors had eager- 
ly given them, and which, put in the 
ground now. in the autumn, would rise 
above them In brightness next spring. 

Into this contentment came, gallop- 
ing gloriously, hoof beats of a horse. 
The busy spade, several sizes too big. 

; stopped, and Francois leaned his chin 
'* *he handle, the boy out of drawing 

i tor the tool. The general stopped, 
j which wag a heavenly surprise to 

Francois each time that it happened. 
"Good morning, marshal. Will you 

ask your mother if 1 may speak to 
I her?" 

Mother, mother, the seigneur wish- 
es you." Francois whispered piercing- 

: ly, but Claire was already on the little 
front walk by the new garden. 

In a moment she stood at the gate 
in her fresh calico dress, with a white 
fichu over her head, and the big man 
towered and growlAJ sentences friend- 
lily. Then the general trotted with 
jir.gling stirrup down th^illage street 
and Claire stood with Ijes following 

I for a moment. 
What did the seigneur say, my 

mother?" Francois demanded. "Did 
he say 1 might come to the chateau 

j 
tomorrow? May I? Am 1 to know 

I what the general said, my mother?" 
After his father came home to din- 

ner he knew He was to go each 
morning to the chateau and do work in 

j copying for the general. The general 
was writing a book, nothing less than 
a history of Napoleon himself. The 
boy's great dreamy eyes glowed. 

So the little lad. In his clean, 
patched, peasant clothes, went up to 
the chateau the nert morning serious 
and important, and was given a table 
and a corner in the library and words 
to copy which thrilled his soul. 

Often the general talked to him. 
"Eh bien. there, the marshal!" would 
come thundering from the great table 
across the room; and the scribe would 
drop his pen and scuttle over the dim 
wide place. 

"Yes. Monsieur the Seigneur. I am 
here." 

"Listen then, my soldier. 1 am un- 
certain if this that I have written Is of 
importance. It is interesting to me, 
because Gaspard Gourgaud was there, 
yet 1 do not wish to ram Gaspard 
Gourgaud down a reader’s throat.” 

Francois squatted on a stool exactly 
in front of the general, with his knees 
together and his elbows on them, his 
chin in the hollow of his hands. His 
eyes were glued on the general's face 
In a deep voice the general read. It 
was an account of that world-tragedy, 
the retreat from Moscow. First came 
a list of regiments and of officers, with 
detailed accounts of early service In 
both; It was exact, accurate. For five 
«nlnute* the general read this; then 
his black eyebrows lifted and he 
glared over the paper. 

"You find it luterestmg. he de- 
manded. 

Francois, lips compressed, shook his 
head tirnily. "Xo. my Seigneur. Not 
at all." 

"1 agree w'th you,” the general said, 
and sorted the papers over and laid 
some away. Selecting a sheet or two, 
he began to*read again. 

"Over the frozen roads the worn 

army still trudged; every form of 
misery trudged with them. Hunger 
was there, and cold, and suffering of 
wounds, and suffering of lack of cloth- 
ing; more than this, there was the 
constant dread of attack from flying 
bands of Cossacks. From time to 
time frightful explosions made one 

turn one's head—it was the caissons 
exploded by order of the Emperor that 
they might no longer encumber us. 

The snow fell. The Emperor marched 
on foot with us. Staff in hand, w rapped 
in a large loose cloak, a furred Rus- 
sian cap on his head, he walked in 
the midst of his household, encourag- 
ing with a word, with a smile, every 
one who came near him. 

"There were many adventures which 
showed the souls of men shining 
through the nightmare of thi* horrible 
time. Many noble deeds were done, 
many heartbreaking ones. One which 
was both happened to me. There was 

an Italian officer in the corps under 
Prince Eugene, who had been my com- 

rade when I was on the staff of 
Lannes; his name was Zappi—the 
Marquis Zappi. On the day after the 
dreadful passing of the Beresina 
River, I suddenly felt my strength go 
—I could walk no longer. A sick 

loathing seized me, and I groaned and 
dragged my heavy feet forward, to 

stay, with my friends even a few steps 
more. And with that an arm was 

around me suddenly, and I heard Zap- 
pi's quiet voice. 

'Keep up your courage, comrade; 
we are going to see our homes yet,’ 
he said. ‘I shall take care of you. 
Look’—and I looked, and he had a 

sledge with fur robes on it. I never 

knew where he got it—from some de- 
serted Russian house, I suppose. He 
put me on the sledge and wrapped me 

in the furfe and gave me brandy from 
his flask. For Zappi had done a clever 
thing. He had made a bargain with 
some Jesuits near Polotsk, where he 
had camped for a while, that his men 

should cut and beat the wheat neces- 

sary on condition that he should have 
a part of the brandy for them. He had 
kept some of his share yet, and it 
saved p;y life that day. the brandy 
of the monks of Polotsk 

“There was a thick fog several days 
later, and out of it. and oat of the 
wood we must pass, rushed with wild 
cries a cloud of mounted Cossacks 
across the road within twenty paces 
of the Emperor himself. But General 
Rapp dashed forward at the head of 
two mounted squadrons of chasseurs 

rotuc- 

The Marquis Received It With Grave 
Courtesy. 

and grenadiers of the guard who al- 
ways followed the Emperor, and the 
Cossacks were put to flight. I was 

in charge; I was serving temporarily 
in the place of one of Rapp’s officers, 
because, on account of my late weak- 
ness, it was thought well that I should 
be on horseback. So it happened that, 
as the skirmish finished, I saw coming 
toward me a figure in a furred coat 
and cap, brandishing a Cossack lance 
—rushing toward the Emperor. I 
dashed down on the mad Cossack, as 

I thought him. and passed my great 
saber through his body. And the man 

fell, and as he fell the fur cap went 
off and he groaned and looked up at 
me with dying eyes—it was Zappi.” 

“Ah!” The little figure had sprung 
up and stood, fists clenched, threaten- 
ing. One would have thought it was 

this second that the general had sa- 

bred Zappi. 
“May I live a moment?" the general 

inquired. “Till I explain. Zappi did 
not die.” 

“Ah!” again. And Francois sank 
relieved on the stool, yet with stern 

eyes still on the general's face. The 
general laid the papers aside. 

“Not he. He had seized the lance 
from a Russian whom he had killed— 
it was most Imprudent, especially in 
the dress he wore, which did not show 
the French uniform underneath. It 
was my turn then to play nurse. He 
was placed in one of the carriages of 
the Emperor, and I cared for him as 

my own brother, and he came through 
it all, and went back to Italy, to his 
home.” 

The general's deep-set eyes were 

gazing now above Francois’ head out 

through the narrow window where the 
boy’s table stood, across the moun- 

tain slope, to the blue distance. 
"Alessandro, my friend,” he spoke 

in his gruff tones, yet softly, “ehall 
we see each other again? So close 
through that black time, so far apart 
now in the peace of our homes! Those 
warm hands which cared for me when 

I was freezing and dying in Russia— 
I shall touch them perhaps never 

again, never again!" 

CHAPTER VII. 

The Crown of Friendship. 
!n the claw-footed, carved, old ma- 

hogany desk of a Virginia house, in a 

drawer where are packets of yellowed 
letters tied up and labeled, is a letter 
written years later, referring to that 
earlier time in* France. Perhaps this 
bit of the chronicle of Francois Ueau- 
pre could not be told so vividly as in 
these words of Francois written front 
his prison. He begins with the ac- 

count of an adventure, of a ride for 
life. 

“So. dear Alixe,” he finishes this— 
the detailed story of his capture— 
"down went the poor horse, and over 

his head I spun into the ditch with 
a bump on the skull which dazed me. 

And when I came to there were the 
heavy Austrians around me. gaping 
to see the Prince. And only Francois 
Beaupre to see, which they found out 
pretty promptly, as I have told you 
before, and also how 1 defied them, 

"In a great danger they say one 

thinks more clearly than usual—one's 
mind works with smoothness and at 
leisure. It was so during that ride, 
for I followed out as 1 dashed along, 
hearing the shouts of the men back 
of me, the whole train of circum- 
stances from one of those mornings 
with Coq in the park, to this adven- 
ture of life and death. It was the 
morning—you will know before I say 
it—when Jean Phillippe Moison, in his 
lovely purple clothes, came mincing 
down the graveled drive, as if afraid 
of spoiling hts good shoes—and I 
think he was—to the seigneur, who 
taught ue to ride Coq. Do you re- 

member how your father thundered at 
him? 

a strange monsieur 10 see me: 

Impossible! 1 am engaged. Tell him 
1 w ill not see him.* 

“And Jean Phillippe smiling, for all 
of them understood the seigneur, and 
saying gently. -Ves, my Seigneur.’ 
turned away with the message. And 
your father shouted after him: 

'Stop! Come back here! What 
do you mean by that? Bring the mon- 

sieur to me.’ And the purple clothes 
disappeared and appeared again in a 

few minutes gleaming in the sun 

againet the gray old walls—I can see 

it all now. Alixe—like a large violet 
blossom of a strange flower. And be- 
hind Jean Phillippe was a tall man 

in a long traveling cloak, and behind 
him a tall little boy. And as they 
came the seigneur turned to gg to 
meet them, and stopped and stared. 

I And the monsieur in the cloak stopped 
I and stared: and you, mounted on Coq. 
and I. holding Coq’s bridle, watched 
curiously, because of the other child, 
and we saw how the seigneur sud 
denly began to shake as if ill, and then 
with a hoarse shout rushed to the 
tall man and threw his arms about 
him and held him, and sobbed aloud. 
That was a strange thing to see the 

seigneur do. and I never forgot it. And 
to think that the child who stood 
there, shy and unknown, was Pietro! 
It seems unreasonable that ever there 
was a time when you and Pietro and 
I did not know one another well. 

“As I rode that day, with the Aus- 
trians after me, I thought out the 
whole chain of events; how Pietro had 
come and htid stayed while his father, 
the marquis, went to America, and had 
fitted into our life and become dear to 

us. the big, beautiful, silent lad. And 
how then, because of the death of the 
marquis, Pietro had come under the 
charge of your father, the seigneur, 
and how he and I went away together 
to the military school, always more 
and more like brothers and—all the 
rest. I need not recite those things 
to you, yet I like to do it My 
thoughts, in that wild dangerous mo- 

ment, seemed to go in detail through 
all, from the morning that the Mar- 
quis Zappi arrived with his little eon 

at the chateau, through the ten years 
of our life together, to my coming 
into Italy as his secretary—and from 

that, by a rapid step, to this castle 
prison.” 

The rest of the letter belongs to a 

later part of the story. That little 
Pietro Zappi should be led into the 
narrative by the hand of his closest 
friend was the object for which the 
letter was introduced, and, that ac 

compliehed, th course of history 
bends back to the quiet Valley of 
Delesmontes and the children growing 
up under the shadows of the castle 
towers. 

The general, sitting in his library 
the morning after the arrival chron- 
icled in the quoted letter, stared at 
his old friend from under his heavy 
brows as if trying vigorously to con 

vince himself of his presence. The 

marquis, an Italian of North Italy, tall 
and proud and quiet, had the air more 

of a student than of a soldier. A 
little the air, also, of an invalid, for 
he stooped and walked languidly, and 
a cough caught him at times. He was 

talking, on that morning in the library, 
while the general listened; it was not 
the usual order of things. 

“So you see, Gaspard,” the marquis 
went on in his quiet reticent way, 
"that I have believed in our old friend- 
ship. I have taken for granted a wel- 
come for my boy—I could not have 
done It with another man. The voy- 
age to America and my stay there 
will last, it may be a year. I have 

brought Pietro to leave him with you 
If you will have him.” 

This old officer of Napoleon had. 
after all his battles and killings, the 
simplicity and the heart of his own 

little girl. But he cleared his throat 
hurriedly with a bravado of careless- 
ness, and before the marquis could do 
more than smile at him wistfully, he 

went on: 

"It is all settled; there was no need 
of a word; Pietro is my son till yon 

claim him from me, and glad enough 
I am to get him for as long as I may. 
1 have a lien on a very good manner 

of boy already, young Francois Beau- 
pre, whom 1 wished to adopt, but the 
lad would not give up his parents. 
And that makes me more eager tor 
another. They will play better to- 
gether and work better together, and 
they will be a good brace of brothers 
for my Alixe." 

“Your Alixe,” the marquis spoke 
reflectively. "She is a charming per- 
son. that little woman of yours.” 

*'Alessandro, shall 1 tell you what 
flashed into my head before you and 
Pietro had been here an hour?” 

“What then?” 
“I saw the children—your boy and 

my girl—together as if lifelong play- 
mates over the big books in the win- 
dow seat there, and it came to me 

that it would be a joy to crown one’s 
life if later on—“ He stopped and 

"Yes, Monsieur, the Marquis, Always.” 

gazed inquiringly at the calm blue 
eye« which met his, 

"Yes,” the marquis answered qui- 
etly. “It would be that—the crown of 
our friendship, if some day they might 
love each other." 

CHAPTER VIII. 

For Always. 
Claire listened with serious calm 

eyes as her sou told his story when 
he came home on the day of the new 

arriva. at the castle. 

“The great gentleman has come 

who once saved our seigneur's life!” 
she repeated after Francois. "And 
the seigneur is glad. Of course he Is 

glad, my Francois. And you ought 
to be glad. too. and grateful to that 
gentleman because of all the good 
things our seigneur has done for you 
and which would not have happened, 
assuredly, if Monsieur the Marquis 
had not saved him. You should do 
everything that is possible for Mon- 
sieur the Marquis to show your grati- 
tude.” 

Next morning the little brown ,9g- 
ure which trudged through the beech 
wood was brightened by a large and 
vivid bouquet held in his two hands. 
When the tap of Francois at the 

library door, where one heard men’s 
voices talking, had brought the gen- 
eral’s loud command of “Entrez," the 
little brow n figure and the large bunch 
of flowers came in together and the 

boy marched straight to the stately 
Italian. Snapping his heels together 
as hie mother had taught him he 
made a stiff deep bow, and presented 
his nosegay. The marquis, a little 
astonished at this attention, recerved 
it with grave courtesy but without 
much cordiality; it seemed to him 

rather an odd whim of Gourgaud’s 
to have this peasant child about as 

one of his own family. 
Hut Francois did not know that; to 

him all the world was kindly, with 

different manuers of kindline6s. The 
manner of the marquis was graver 
than other people's, perhaps—what 
then? The kindliness was undoubted- 

I ly rliere below the gravity. And u 

was this monsieur who had saved the 
life of the seigneur; that, after ali, 
was the whole matter. Francois wast- 
ed little time thinking of other people's 
feeling toward himself. He was much 
too busy with a joyful wonder of his 

own at the ever new goodness of his 
world. To the marquis, who hardly 
noticed him. he proceeded to consti- 
tute himself a shadow. At the first 

sign of a service to be done he was 

up and at it; always quicker, always 
more intelligent than the footman. 

"You have thrown a charm over ray 
boy Francois, Alessandro,” the gen- 
eral said, well pleased. And the mar- 

quis answered thoughtfully: 
“It is a boy out of the common. 1 

believe. Gaspard. At first 1 thought 
| it a mistake that you should raise a 

child of his class to the place you 
have given him. but 1 see that you 
understand what you are about. He 

I is worthy of a good fate.” 
The day came when, on the next 

morning, the Marquis Zappi was due 
to start on his long journey to Amer- 
ica. Out on the lawn, in the shadow 
of the beech trees he sat and watched 
his son playing bail with little Alixe. 

; Then he was aware of Francois stand- 
ing before him. The boy held some- 

thing in his closed hand, and with that 
he opened his fingers and stretched 

| it to the marquis. The marquis looked 
inquiriugly at the yellow metal. 

“AYhat is this?” he asked; he was 

prepared now to be surprised by this 
boy about once in so often, so he sim- 

ply suspended judgment at a thing 

j unexpected. 
“It is for you, Monsieur the Mar- 

quis Francois smiled radiantly and 
i continued to present the ten-franc 
i piece. “It Is my own; the seigneur 
; gave it to me on my birthday, and my 
father said it was to be mine to do 
with as I chose. I.choose to give it 

j to you. Monsieur the Marquis. So 
| that you may have plenty of money—1 
1 know well what it is not to have 
enough money.” 

jue uiumu list wao uuiaireicijeu, iuc 

gold piece glittering in it, and still 
I the marquis stared speechless. Never 
! in his life had any one presumed to 
' offer him money. He looked up at the 

} face of the little peasant; it shone 
I with peace and good will; he put out 
: his hand and took the gold piece and 

| looked at it a long minute, and drew 
I a leather case from his pocket and 
j placed it within carefully, and put 
it away. 

"Thank you, Francois.” said the mar- i 
quis. And then he considered again i 
the shining little face. “Why have 
you done this, Francois?” he asked. 
"Why do you always—do go much for 
me?” 

“That thing in Russia, for my j 
seigneur. When you saved the life ; 
of my seigneur.” 

“Oh." said the marquis and stared I 
down at the boy anxiously explaining 

“I have been afraid that I could 
never show you how I thanked you' 
for the life of my seigneur. But 1 
will do more. 1 will be a friend of 
Pietro. He is six months younger 
than I; I can teach him how to climb 
and how to fight and how to take care 

of himself. And I will, because of 
that thing you did. Because, too, i 
think well of Pietro and besides be 
cause of your kindness to me.” 

“My kindness to you?” 
“Yes, Monsieur the Marquis—bt’ ! 

cause you have been so kind to me.' i 
And the marquis, in the silence ol ] 

his soul, was ashamed. 
The next day he went As the? 

stood, gathered in the big carved door- 
way, he told them all goodby and; 
lifted his boy and held him without 
a word. As he set him down he turned 
toward the carriage, but in a flash 
he turned back as if by a sudden in- 
spiration, and laid a hand on little 
Francois' shoulder. 

“You will remember that you prom j 
ised to be a friend to Pietro, Fran- | 
cois?” 

“Yes, Monsieur the Marquis, al- 
ways," the child answered gravely. 

•TO BK CONTINUED I 

MUCH POWER <N SUGGESTION 

Extends to the Curing of Physical Ills 

If One Will Persevere in 

Treatment. 

By the method known as "sugges- 
tion.” it is possible (according to a 

medical writer) not only to perform 
the simple experiment of waking one- 

self at a given hour in the morning, 

hut also to banish all minor physical 
ailments and even to correct faults in 

the character. 
Just as in the first instance the ex- 

perimenter before going to sleep at 

night makes a mental request to him- 

self that he shall awake at a certain 

time on the following morning, so in 

more important matters he suggests 
to himself a condition of health or a 

method of conduct. 
To take two instances. Supposing 

you suffer from insomnia, you focus 

your whole attention upon the repe- 

tition four times a day of a given for- 

mula. Thus you may say to yourself 
that you trouble no more about the 

matter, merely repeating the state- 

ment at intervals. In two or three 

days at most the effect—according to 

the authority—will be felt in sound 
slumbers. 

Much the same process Is adopted 

where it ia desired to break onself oi 
i a bad habit. 

The theory is that the remark ot ; 
statement is addressed to your uncon- i 

1 scious mind, which responds to your 
desires when expressed in this way. 

Brand-New Excuse. 
Casey announced to his wife. Ellen, 

that he was going to the ball game. 
All day he was gone. Night came, 
but no Casey to take his place at the 
head of the table. Midnight and no i 
Casey—one o’clock—two o'clock- 
three o’clock—no Casey. 

As the six'o’clock whistles began to 
blow Casey stumbled up the front 
steps into the house and awakened 
his wife by his efforts to negotiate 
the stairs. She hopped out of bed 
and met her better half in the ball- 
way. 

"Well,” said Mrs. Casey, determina- 
tion written on her Amazon face. 

" 'Sallrite, Illin,” said Casey, weak- 
ly. "The game was called on account 
of daylight." 

Tip for Him. 
The Preacher—Do you know where 

tittle boys go who fish on Sunday? 
The Kid—Yes, sir; all us kids 

around here go down ter Smylie'i 
crick below the bridge.—Brockiya 
Life. 

SWEEPSTAKE UPON 
SWEEPSTAKE 

CANADA ADDING OTHERS TO ITS 
SERIES OF VICTORIES. 

A Manitoba Steer Carries Off Similar 

Honors to Those Won by a Half 

Brother in 1912. 

When Glencarnock I., the Aberdeen 

Angus steer, owned by Mr. McGreg- r 

of Hrandon, Manitoba, carried off tie 

sweepstakes at the Chicago Live Stock 
Show in 1912, it was considered to be 

a great victory for barley, oats and 

grass versus corn. So that tl* re 

might be no doubt of the superiorit> 
of barley feeding, Manitoba cliinat* 
and judgment in selecting the animal. 
Mr. McGregor placed in competition 
in 1913, another Aberdeen-Angus. a 

half-brother to the animal that won 

last year, and secured a second vic- 

tory in the second year. In other 
classes he had excellent winnings, bu: 
the big victory was the sweepstakes 
for the best steer. This victory proved 
that Manitoba-grown barley and oat.s. 

and prairie hay, had properties better 
than any contained in corn, which in 

the past has been looked upon as 

being superior to other grains in fat- 

tening anil finishing qualities. Not 

only this, but Glencarnock's victory 
proves that the climate of the prairie 
provinces of western Canada, in com- 

bination with rich foods that are pos- 
sessed by that country, tends to tnako 
cattle raising a success at little cost 

Other winnings at the live stock 

show which placed western Canada in 

the class of big victories were: Three 

firsts, seven seconds, and five other 

prizes in Clydesdales. 
The winners, Bryce, Taber, Suther- 

land, Sinton, Mutch, McLean, Hagger- 
ty, Leckie and the University of Sas- 
katchewan are like family names in 

Saskatchewan. Each one had “the 

goods" that won honor to himself and 
combined made a name and record for 
Saskatchewan. 

Look at the recent victories won by 
western Canada within the past three 

years. 
In February, 1911, Hill & Sons of 

Lloydminster, Saskatchewan, showed 
a peck of oats at the National Corn 
Exposition, held at Columbus, Ohio, 
and carried off the Colorado silver 
trophy, valued at $1,500. 

In February, 1913, the same men. 

father and son, had a similar victory 
at Columbia, N. C., and should they 

! win in 1914 at Dallas, Texas, they 
will own the trophy. 

In 1911, Seager Wheeler of Rostheru 
won $1,000 in gold at the New York 
Land Show for the best 100 pounds of 
wheat. 

In 1912 at the Dry Farming Con- 
gress at Lethbridge, Alberta. Mr 
Holmes of Cardston won the $2,500 
Rumley engine for best wheat in the 
world. 

In 1913, at the Dry Farming Con- 
gress, held at. Tulsa, Okla., Mr. P. Ger- 
lack of Allen, Saskatchewan, carried 
off the honors and a threshing ma- 

chine for the best bushel of wheat 
shown in competition with the world 

In 1913 at the International Dry 
Farming Congress at Tulsa, Okla., 
Canada won the majority of the 
world’s honors in individual classes, 
and seven out of the sixteen sweep- 
stakes, including the grand prize for 
the best bushel of hard wheat. 

Che grand prize, a threshing ma- 

chine, was won by Paul Gerlack for 
best bushel of hard wheat, which 
weighed 71 pounds to the bushel, and 
was of the Marquis variety. 

In the district in which the wheat 
was grown that won this prize, there 
were thousands of acres this year that 
would have done as well. Mr. Gerlack 
is to be congratulated, as well as the 
province of Saskatchewan, and west- 
ern Canada as a whole, for the great 
success that has been achieved in 
both grain and cattle. 

Other prizes at the same place 
were: 

Rest peck of barley, Nicholas Tet- 
miger, Claresholm, Alberta! 

Rest peck of oats, E. J. Lanigan, El- 
fross. Saskatchewan. 

Rest bushel of flax, John Plews. 
Carnduff, Saskatchewan. 

Best sheaf of barley, A. H. Cross- 
man, Kindersley, Saskatchewan. 

Best sheaf of flax, R. C. West, Kin- 
dersley, Saskatchewan. 

Rest sheaf of oats. Arthur Perry, 
Cardston, Alberta. 

In district exhibits. Swift Current. 
Saskatcuewan, won the Board of 
Trade Award, with Maple Creek sec- 

ond. 
Other exhibitors and winners were: 

Red Fife spring wheat, E. A. Fred- 
rick. Maple Creek. 

Other variety of hard spring wheat. 
S. Englehart, Abernethy, Sask. 

Black oats, Alex Wooley. Horton, 
Alta. 

Western rye grass, W. S. Creighton. 
Stalwart, Sask. 

Sheaf of Red Fife wheat, R. H. Car- 
ter, Fort Qu’Apelle, Sask. 

Sheaf of Marquis wheat, C. N. Car- 
ney, Dysart, Sask. 

Oats, any other variety, Wm S. 

Simpson, Pambrun, Sask. 
Two-rowed barley, R. H. Carter. 

Fort Qu'Apelle, Sask. 
Six-rowed barley, R. H. Carter. Fort 

Qu'Apelle, Sask. 
Western rye grass—Arthur Perry, 

Cardston, Alta. 
Alsike clover, Seager Wheeler, Ros- 

thern, Sask.—Advertisement. 

A Wise Youth. 
“I have temperament," simpered the 

girl. 
"Then you are destined for a man 

who is earning 23 plunks a week." 
responded the young man. reaching 
for his hat. 

Important to Mothers 
Examine carefully every bottle of 

CASTORIA, a safe and sure remedy for 
infants and children, and see that it 

Bears the 

Signature of 
In Use For Over 30 Years. 
Children Cry for Fletcher’s Castoria 
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Same Early Hours. 
Mrs. Outlate—What time of night is 

it? 
Outlate—Shame time I usbed to go 

home when I was courtin’ you! 

Red Cross Ball Blue will wash double as 

many clothes as any other blue. Don't 
put your money into any other. Adv. 

The best of plans fall out, and the 
best of friends get married. 

A smart woman can learn things 
from a man that doesn't even know 


