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Mals Wragdall is found murdered In |
8 ruad bouse pear New York Mrs, Wran-
€all » summoaned frow the city and iden-
Ui llee busly A young woman who ac-
commpanied Wrandall to the inn and sub- |

g e ntly dlemprieenrod s suspected |
Wesndall, ¥ sggenrs. had lod a_gay life
and seaglected his wife Mre randall

Earts bhack for New York in an auto dur-
ing & blinding ssow storm. On the way
She Beets & youns woman in the road
"l geOTEs o b The woman who killed
Wrandall Feeling thet the girl had done
bher & service in ndding her of the man
whoe though she loved him deeply. had
e hoer Sreal swToW Mr= Wrandall
Aetermines 1o sts her and takes her to |
ber cwm home Mrs Wrandall hears tha-i
wlery of Hetty st 1on s life, excrptl that

prrtion that relates to Wrandaill 'l"'?.hl
and the smtory of the trapedy she forblids

he gir] cver to tell She offery Hetty a
home  friepdshty and security from peril
on arvount of the tragedy Mrs. Sam
Wrandafl and Het's aftend the funeral

ef Thallls Wrandall at the home of his
Pecviie

CHAPTER IV.—Continued.

Deside Sara Wrandall, on the small,
pink divan, sat & stranger in this som-
ber company: 3 young woman In
black. whose paie face was uncovered,
azd whose lashes were lifted so rarely
that! one could pot know of the deep.
real paln that lay behind them, in ber
Irist blue eyes

She bad arrived at the bouse an |
bhour or two before the time set for
the ceremony, in company with the
widow. True to her resolution, the
widow of Challis Wrandall had re- |
mained away from the home of his |
people until the last hour. She had |
been comsalted, to be sure, in regard |
o the fnal wsrrangements. but lhel
meetizgs had taken place in her own |
apartment, many biocks distant from
the house in lower Fifth avenue. The |
afiernoon before she had received |
Redmond Wrandall and Leslie, his |
son.  She had not sent for them. They |
came perfunctorily and not through |
sny sense of obligation. These l\\-‘ul
sl least knew that sympathy was not |
what she wanied. but peace Twice
Guring the two trying daye. Leslie had
come Lo see her, Vivian telephoned.

Op the cccasion of hie first visit,
Leslie had met the guest in the house
The second time be called, he made
2 & point 10 ask Sara all about her.

It was he who gently closed the
door after the two women when, on
the morning of the funeral, they en-
tered the dark, fowerladen room in

which stood the casket containing the
body of his brother He left them |
alone together in that room for half

au hour or more, and it was he who
wenl forward to meel them when they
came forth. Sara leaned on his arm
as she ascetded the stairs to the room
where the others were waiting. The
when faced girl followed

Mrs. Wrandall the elder, kissed
Sara and drew her down beside her
en the couch. To ber own surprise, as
well as that of the others, Sara broke
down and wept bitterly. After all
sbhe was sorry for Challis’ mother. It
was the human instinect, she could not
Bbold out asgainst it. And the older
woman put away the ancient grudge
she beld acainst this mortal enemy |
and dissclved into tears of real com:
pass on

A lttle later she whispered broken-
Iy iu Sara’s ear: “My dear, my dear. |
this has brought us together. | hopc.-i
you will learn to love me.” |

Sara caught her breath. but uttered |
8o word. She looked into her mother- |
inlaw’s eyes, and smiled through her
tears. The Wrandalls, looking on in
amaze saw the smile reflected in the
face of the older woman. Then it was
that Vivian crossed guickly and put
ber arms about the shoulders of her
sisterin-law. The white flag on both
sides

Hetty Castleton stood alone and wa-
vering, jJust inslde the door. No
strauger situation could be imagined
than the one in which this unfortunate
Sirl found herself at the present mo-
eent. She was virtually in the hands
of those who would destroy her: ghe
was n the bhouse of those who most
decply were aflecied by her act on
that fatal night. Among them gl she
#tood, facing them, listening to the
moans and sobs, and yet her limbs did
Bot give way beneath her . I

Some one gently touched her arm. |
It was Leslle. She shrank back, a|
fearful look in her eves. In the semi- |
@arkvess he falled 10 note the t-xpmu-i
sk !

“Won"t you sit here™ he asked. in- |
@icating the dttle pink divan against |
the wall. “Forgive me for letting you l
mand so long.” |

She looked about her, the wild light |
#till in her eyes. She was like a rat
I atrap

Her lips parted, dbut the word of

came instead.
dropped limply to the divan, and dug
ber Singers into the satiny seat
¥ fascinated, she stared over the
bisck beads of the three women imme-
@lately in front of her at the full-
length portrait hanging where the
light from the hall fell upon it: the
of a dashing youth in riding
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| pleces if they but knew!

| was out of place among them, that she

| count ry.

| ¥ou expect me to go on believing that

| it to the end. 1 shall know then that

| she followed, closing it gently, even

YGe

A

raven-like specters in tearing her to

The droning voice came up from be-
low, each wellchosen word distinct
and clear: tribute beautiful to the irre-
proachable character of the deceased.
Leslie watched the face of the girl,
curiously fascinated by the set, emo-
tionless features, and yet without a
conscious interest in her. He was
dully sensible to the fact that she was
beautiful, uncommonly beautiful. It
did not occur to him to feel that she

belonged down stairs. Somehow she
was a part of the surroundings, like
the specter at the feast

If he could have witnessed all that
transpired while Sara was in the room
below with her guest—her companion,
as he had come to regard her without
having in fact been told as much—he
would have been lost in a maze of the
most overwhelming emotions.

To go back: The door had barely
closed behind the two women when
Hetty’s trembling knees gave way be-
neath her. With a low moan of hor-
ror, she slipped to the floor, covering
her face with her hands.

Sara knelt beside her.

“Come,” she said gently, but irmly;
“l must exact this much of you It
we are to go on together, as we have
planned, you must stand beside me at
his bier. Together we must look upon
him for the last time. You must see
him as I saw him up there in the
1 had my cruel blow that
night. It is your turn now. I will not
blame you for what you did. But if

vou did a brave thing that night, you
must convince me that you are not a
coward now. It le the only test I shall
put you to. Come; I know it is hard,
1 know it is terrible, but it is the true
test of your ability to go through with

you have the courage to face anything
that may come up.”

She waited a long time, her hand on
the girl's shoulder. At last Hetty
arose,

“You are right,” she sald hoarsely.
“1 should not be afraid.”

Later on they sat over against the
wall beyond the casket, Into which
they had peered with widely wvarying
emotions. Sara had said:

“You know that I loved him.”

The girl put her hands to her eyes
and bowed her head.

“Oh, how can you be so merciful
to me?

“Because he was not,” sald Sara,
white-lipped. Hetty glanced at the
balf-averted face with queer, indescrib-
able expression in her eyes.

If Leslie Wrandall could have looked
in upon them at that moment, or at
any time during the half an hour that
followed, he would have known who
was the slayer of his brother, but it
is doubtful if he could have had the
heart to denounce her to the world,

When they were ready to leave the
room Hetty had regained control of
her nerves to a most surprising extent,
a condition unmistakably due to the
influence of tke older woman.

“I can trust myself now, Mrs. Wran-
dall,” said Hetty steadily as they hes-
itated for an instant before turning
the knob of the door.

“Then 1 shall ask you to open the
door,” said Sara, drawing back.

Without a word or a look, Hetty
opened the door and permitted the
other to pass out before her. Then

deliberately, but not without a swift
glance over her shoulder into the
depths of the room they were leaving.

Of the two, Sara Wrandall was the
paler as they went up the broad stalir-
case with Leslie.

The funeral oration by the Rev, Dr.
Maltby dragged on. Among all his
hearers there was but one who be
lieved the things he said of Challis
Wrandall, and she was one of two per-
sons who, so they saying goes, are
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Hetty's Trembling Knees Gave Way
Beneath Her.

the last to find a man out; his mother
and his sister,

And yet how soothing he was.
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CHAPTER V.

Discussing a Sisterin-Law.

“You remember my sister-in-law,
don’t you, Brandy?" was the question
that Leslie Wrandall put to a friend
one afternoon, as they sat.drearily in
a window of one of the fashionable up-
town clubs, a little more than a vear
after the events described in the fore-
going chapters. Drearily, I have said,
for the reason that it was Sunday, and
raining at that

“l met Mrs. Wrandall a few years
ago in Rome,” said his companion, re-
newing interest in a conversation that
had died some time before of its own
exhaustion. “She’s most attractive. I
saw her but once, I think it was at
somebody’s fete.”

“She's returning to New York the |
end of the month,” sald Leslle. “Been
abroad for over a year. She had a
villa at Nice this winter.”

“l remember her quite well. I was
of an’age then to be particularly sen-
sitive to female loveliness. If I'd been
staying on in Rome, 1 should have
screwed up the courage, I'm sure, to
have asked her to sit for me.”

Brandon Booth was of an old Phila-
delphia family: an old and wealthy
family. Both views considered, he was |
qualified to walk hand in glove with
the fastidious Wrandalls. Leslie's |
mother was charmed with him be-
cause she was also the mother of Viv- |

jan. The fact that he went in for por- | |

trait painting and seemed averse to

Down in her heart mother is saying to
herself it would be just like Sara to
get even with us by doing just that
sort of a trick. Of course Sara is rich
enough without aceepting & sou under
the will, but she's a canny person. She
hasn’t handed it back to us on a silver
platter, with thanks; still, on the
other hand, she refusee to meddle, She
makes us feel pretty small. She won’t
sell out to us. She just sits tight
That's what gets under the skin with
mother.”

“I wouldn’t say that, Les, if 1 were
In your place.”

“It is a rather priggish thing to say,
isn't it

“Rather.”

“You see, I'm the only one who
really took sides with Sara. I forget
myself sometimes. She was such a
brick, all those years.”

Booth was silent for a moment, not-
ing the reflective look in his compan-
ion's eyes.

“1 suppose the police haven't given

subsisting on the generosity of his ||}

father, preferring to live by his tal-| |/
ent, in no way operated against him, [

so far as Mrs, Wrandall was con-|
cerned.: That was his lookout, not|
hers; if "he elected to that sort of |
thing, all well and good. He could
afford to be eccentric; there remained, .
in the perspective he scorned, the bulk |
of a huge fortune to offset whateverj.
idiosyncrasies he might chooee to cul-
tivate. Some day, in spite of himself,
she” contended serenely, he would be
very, very rich. What could be more i
desirable than fame, family and for- |
tune all heaped together and thrust |
upon one exceedingly interesting and
handsome young man?

He bhad been the pupil of celebrated
draftsmen and painters in Europe, and
had exhibited a sincerity of purpose
that was eurprising, all things con-
sidered. The mere fact that he was
not obliged to palnt in order to obtain |
a living was sufficient cause for won-
der among the artists he met and
studied with or under.

His studio in New York was not a
fashionable resting place. It was a
workshop. You could have tea there,
of course, and you were sure to meet
people you knew and liked, but it was
quite as much of a workshop as any
you could mention. He was not a
dabbler in art, not a mere dauber of
pigments: he was an artist.

Booth was thirty—perhaps a year
or two older; tall, dark and geod look-
ing. The air of the thoroughbred
marked him. He did not affect loose,
flowing cravats and baggy trousers,
nor was he careless about his finger-
nails, He was simply the ordinary,
every-day sort of chap you would
meet in Fifth avenue during parade
hours, and you would take a second
look at him because of his face and
manpner but not on account of his
dress. Some of his ancestors came
over ahead of the Mayflower, but he
did not gloat,

Leslie Wrandall was his closest
friend and harshest critic. It didn’t
really matter to Booth what Leslie
said of his paintings: he quite under-
stood that he didn't know anything
about them.

“When does Mrs. Wrandall return?”
asked the painter, after a long period
of silence spent in contemplation of
the gleaming pavement beyond the
club's window.

“That's queer,” said Leslie, looking
up. “I was thinking of Sara myself.
She sails next week. I've had a let-
ter asking me to open her house in
the country. Her place is about two
miles from father's. It hasn't been
opened in two years. Her father built
it fifteen or twenty vears ago, and left
it to her when he died. She and
Challis spent several summers there.”

“Vivian took me through it one aft-
ernoon last eummer.”

“It must have been quite as much
of a novelty to her as it was to you,
old chap,” said Leslie gloomily.

“What do you mean?”

“Vivian's a bit of a snob. She never
liked the place because old man Gooch
built it out of worsteds. She never
went there.” -

“But the old man's been deadefor
years.”

“That doesn't matter. The fact is,
Vivian didn’t quite take to Sara until
after—well, until after Challis died.
We're dreadful enobs, Brandy, the
whole lot of us. Sara was$ quite good
enough for a much better man than
my brother. She really couldn’t help
the worsteds, you know. I'm very

§
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“You Must Play the Game, Hetty.”

up the hope that sooner or later the—
er—the woman will do something to
give herself away,” said he.

“They don’t take any stock in my
theory that she made way with herself
the same night. I was talking with
the chief yesterday. He says that
anyone who had wit to cover up her
tracks as she did, is not the kind to
make way with herself. Perhaps he's
right. It sounds reasonable. 'Gad, 1
felt sorry for the poor girl they had
up last spring. She went through the
third degree, if ever anyone did, but,
by Jove, she came ont of it all right.
The Ashtley girl, you remember. I've
dreamed about that girl, Brandy, and
what they put her through. It's a sort
of nightmare to me, even when I'm
awake. Obh, they've questioned others
as well, but she was the only one to
have the screws twisted in just that
way."”

“Where is she now?

“She’'s comfortable enough now.
When I wrote to Sara about what
she'd been through, she settled a neat
bit of money on her, and she’ll never
want for anything. She's out west
somewhere, with her mother and sis-
ters. I tell you, Sara’s a wonder. She's
got a heart of gold.”

“I look forward to meeting her,
old man.”

“lT was with her for a few weeks
this winter. In Nice, you know. Viv-
fan stayed on for a week, but mother
had to get to the baths. 'Gad, I be-
lieve she hated to go. Sara's §ot a
most adorable girl staying with her.
A daughter of Colonel Castleton, and
she’s connected in some way with the
Murgatrovds—old Lord Murgatroyd,
you know. I think her mother was a
niece of the old bor. Anvhow, mother
and Vivian have taken a great fancy
to her. That's proof of the pudding.”

“l think Vivian mentioned a com-
panion of some sort.”

“You wouldn't exactly call her a
companion,” said Leslie. *“She’s got
money to burn, I take it. Quite keeps
up with Sara in making it fly, and that's
saying a good deal for her resources.
1 think it's a pose on her part, this
calling herself a companion. An Eng-
lish joke, eh? As a matter of fact,
she's an old friend of Sara's and my
brother’s too. Knew them in England.
Most delightful girl. Oh, I say, old
man, she’s the one for you to paint.”
Leslie waxed enthusiastio. “A type, a
[ positive type. Never saw such eyes In
all my life. Dammit, they haunt you.
You dream about 'em.”

“You seem to be hard hit,” said
Booth indifferently. He was watching
the man in the “slicker” through
moody eyes.

“Oh, nothing lie that,” disclaimed
Leslie with unnecessary promptness.
“But if I were given to that sort of
thing, I'd be bowled over in a minute.
Positively adorable face. If I thought
you had it in you to paint a thing as
it really is I'd commission you myself

it around where I could pick it up
when I liked and hold it between my

:
i

to do a miniature for me, just to have

v

dall called at the hotel immediately
after banking hours, kissed his daugh-
ter-in-law, and delivered an ultimatum
second-hand from the power at home:
she was to come to dinner and bring
Miss Castleton. A little quiet family
dinner, you know, because they were
all in mourning, he said in conclusion,
vaguely realizing all the while that it
really wasn't necessary to supply the
information, but, for the life of him,
unable to think of anything else to
say under the circumstances. Some-
how it eeemed to him that while Sara
was in black she was not in mourning
in the same sense that the rest of
them were. It seemed only right to
acquaint her with the conditions in his
household. And he knew that he de-
served the scowl that Leslie bestowed
upon him,

Sara accepted, much to his surprise
and gratification. He had been rather
dubious about it. It would not have
surprised him in the least if she had
declined the invitation, feeling, as he
did, that hre had-in a way come to her
with a white flag or an olive branch
or whatever it is that a combative
force utilizes when it wants to sur
render in the cause of humanity.

As soon as they were alone Hetty
turned to her friend.

“Oh, Sara, can't you go without me?
Tell them that I am ill—suddenly ill
I—I don’t think it right or honorable
of me to accept—"

Sara shook her head, and the words
died on the girl's lips.

“You must play the game, Hetty.”

“It's—very hard,” murmured the
other, her face very white and bleak

“I know, my dear,” said Sara gently.

“If they should ever find out,”
gasped the girl, suddenly giving way
to the dread that had been lying dor-
mant all these months,

“They will never know the truth
unless you choose to enlighten them,”
said Sara, putting her arm about the
girl’'s shoulders and drawing her close.

“You never cease to be wonderful,
Sara—so very wonderful,” cried the
girl, with a look of worship in her
eyes,

Sara regarded her in silence for a
moment, reflecting. Then, with a swift
rush of tears to her eyes, she cried
fiercely:

“You must never, never tell me all
that happened, Hetty! Ydu must not
speak it with your own lips.”

Hetty's eyes grew dark with pain
and wonder.

“That is the thing I can't under-
stand in you, Sara,” she said slowly.

“We must not epeak of it!"

Hetty's bosom heaved. “Speak of
it!” she cried, absolute agony in her
voice. “Have I not kept it locked in
my heart since that awful day—"

“Hush!”

“l shall go mad if 1 cannot talk
with you about—"

“No, no! It is the forbidden sub-
ject! 1 know all that I should know—
all that I care to know. We nave not
said so much as this in months—in
ages, it seems. Let sleeping dogs he

We are better off, my dear. | coula
not touch your lips again.™
“I—I can't bear the thought ot

that!”

“Kiss me now, Hetty.”

“I could die for you, Sara,” cried
Hetty, as she impulsively obeyed the
command.

“I mean that you shall live for mea.”
said Sara, Smiling through her tears
“How silly of me to cry. It must be
the room we are in. These are the
same rooms, dear, that you came to
on the night we met. Ah, how old I
feel!™

“0ld? You say that to me? I am
ages and ages older than you,” cried
Hetty, the color coming back to her
soft cheeks.

“You are twenty-three.”

“And you are twentyv-eight.”

Sara had a far-away look in her
eyes. “About your size and figure,™
said she, and Hetty did not compre-
hend.

CHAPTER VL

Southlock. -
Sara Wrandall's house in the coun-
try stood on a wooded knoll overlook-
ing the sound. It was rather remotely

located, so far as neighbors were con-
cerned. Her father, Sebastian Gooch,
shrewdly foresaw the day when land
in this particular section of the sub-
urban world would return dollars for
pennies, and wisely bought thousznds
of acres: woodland, meadowland,
beachland and hills, inserted between
the environs of New York e¢ity and
the rich towns up the coast. Years
afterward he built a commodious sum-
mer home on the choicest point that
his property afforded, named it South-
look, and transformed that particular

and putter to his heart’s content,
where he could spend his time and his
money with a prodigality that came so
late in life to him that he made waste
of both in his haste to live down a
rather parsimonious past.

Two miles and a half away, in the
heart of a scattered colony of purse-
proud New Yorkers, was the country
home of the Wrandalls, an imposing
place and colder by far than South-
look. It had descended from well-
worn and time-stained ancestors to
Redmond Wrandall, and, with others
of its kind, looked with no little scorn
upon the modern, mushroom struc-
tures that sprouted from the seeds of
trade. There was no friendship be-
tween the old and the new. Each had
recourse to a bitter contempt for the
other, though consolation was small
in comparison.

It was in the wooded by-ways of this
despised domain that Challis Wran-
dall and Sara, the earthly daughter of
Midas, met and loved and defied all
things supernal, for matches are
made in heaven. Their marriagas did
not open the gates of Nineveh. Sebas-
tian Gooch's paradise was more com-
pletely ostracise@l than it was before
the disaster. The Wrandalls spoke of
it as a disaster,

Cleariy the old merchant was not
over-pleased with his daughter's
choice, a conclusion permanently es-
tablished by the alteration he made
in his will a year or two after the mar-
riage. True, he left the vast estate to

ened a stout string to it, and with
this string her hands were tied. It
must have occurred to him that Chal-

one, for he deliberately stipulated in
his will that Sara was not to sell a
foot of the ground until a period of
twenty years had elapsed. A very
polite way, it would seem, of making
his investment safe in the face of con-
siderable odds.

He lived long enough after the mak-
ing of his will, I am happy to relate,
to find that he had made no mistake.
As he preceded his son-in-law into the
great beyond by a scant three years,
it readily may be seen that he wrought
too well by far. Seventeen unneces-
sary vears of proscription remained,
and he had not intended them for
Sara alone. He was not afraid of
Sara, but for her.

When the will was read and the con-
dition revealed, Challis Wrandall took
it in perfect good humor. He had the
grace to proclaim in the bosom of his
father's family that the old gentleman
was a father-in-law to be proud of. “A
canny old boy,” he had announced
with his most engaging smile, quite
free from rancor or resentment. Chal-
lis was well acquainted with himself.

And so the acres were strapped to-
gether snugly and firmly, without so
much as a town lot protruding.

So impressed was Challis by the far-
eightedness of his father-in-law that
he forthwith sat him down and made
a will of his own. He would not have
it said that Sara’s father did a whit
better by her than he would do. He
left everything he possessed to his
wife, but put no string to it, blardly
implying that all danger would be
past when she came into possession.
Thére was a sort of grim humor in
the way he managed to presert him-
self to view as the real and ready
source of peril.

({TO BE CONTINUED.)

Gigantic Operation.
Earth excavated from Panama canal
was sufficient to build sixty-three pyr-
amids the size of that of Cheops,

CURE DOGS OF EATING EGGS

Small Amount of Tartar Emetic Will
Break the Habilt, According
to Authority.

When eggs are bringing top rices
in the market nothing is more dis-
couraging than to find, on making the
round of the nests that the dog has
Often this

lles only with killing or curing. Here
is a cure which I have used success-

circumstances sholud the powder be
placed wheré it is accessible to chil-
[ dren.

Hpamnmoutofllm
pour out a little of the contents and

comes violently sick and will subse-
quently "shun eggs. This means of
curing the bhabit, though drastic, is
effectual. It will not result in the
death of the dog unless an overdose
is given.

Some farmers use red pepper In-
stead of the tartar emetic, a pinch ¢?
pepper concealed in a baited egg-
often belng effectual. Throughout the
southern states Indian turnips when
avallable are used in the same man-
ner. This is a pungent plant which,
when eaten, causes the tomgue to
smart aﬁ burn and often to swell —
George Dacy in the Country Gen-
tleman.

The Only Way.
Mrs. Pankhurst, as the Majestic
sailed from New York, talked 0 a re
porter about the comparative deceit-
fulness of men and women.
-“Women,” said the reporter, “are
the more deceitful.”
“No,” said Mrs. Pankhurst, “1nen are
the worse. Look at the way they de-
celve their wives.” |
“Do you clalm,” the reporter asked,
“that men should never deceive their
wivea?”
her head. :
“Oh, no," she sald. “How cculd the

part of his wilderness into a million- |
aire’s paradise, where he could dawdle |

his beloved daughter Sara, but he fast- |

lis was a proflizate in more ways than |

CANADA’S PLACE
AS A PRODUCER

Canada Is Getting a Great Mar,
Americans.

“Three young provinces, Manito!
Saskatchewan, and Alberta,” says
New York finanecial journa:, “have :
ready made Winnipeg one of the great-
est primary wheat markets of
world. In 1904 they raised 53,0001
bushels of wheat. Five years late-
they produced 150,000,000 bushels. In
1913 the crop approximated 200,001
000 bushels. At the present rate of
progress Canada must soon pass
France and India, and stand third o
the line of wheat producers. Ul
mately it will dispute with Russia and
the United States for the first position
Wheat has been the pioneer of our
development. Undoubtedly it will
prove the same with Canada. In the
last calendar year our trade with Can-
ada amounted to 497 million dollars.
Only with two countries—the United
Kingdom and Germany—is our trade
greater. No vivid imagination is
needed to see what the future devel-
topment of Canada means to the
| people of the United States.

The influx of American settlers to
the Canadian prairies s now in full
| swing. Within the past few days
{over 80 of those arrived at Bassano
| carrying with them effects and capita!
| to the value of $100,000. Fifty settlers
! from Oregon arrived in Alberta a few
i days ago; while 15 families of settlers
from, the state of Colorado arrived at
| Calgary on their journey northwards
| The goods and personal effects of thi
I party filled 20 box cars. Of live stock
| alone they had 175 horses, 13 ecows
and 2,000 head of poultry. Another
iclass of settler has arrived at Peers
110 miles west of Edmonton, where n
| fewer than 200 German farmers have
| taken up land. These are from g
| farming families and brought wit!
| them a large amount of capizal.
| Then in South Western Saskatchs
| wan, there are large numbers settling
Ii these from the United States predom
| nating, while in the northern and cer
[tral portions of all these provinces
the gettlement of new people is goine
{on steadily. Early in April, Peter
| Goertz arrived in Cardiff after a =n
{day journey from MecPherson, Kansas
| Mr. Goertz who had purchased land
{ here was in charge of a party of 2
| people from the same part of Kansas
|and they came through with a specia!
{train which included all their stock
and implements. The equipment was
| 81l Rock Island cars, and was the first
full immigrant train ever sent out by
|that railroad. The farms purchased
by the members of the party
| amongst the best in the distriet.
| When the Panama exposition opens
|next year any of the three transcon-
| tinental lines in Omnada will make
| convenient means of transport for
fthose going to wvisit, and in @oinz
iso agricultural districts of Western
| Canada can be seen, and ocular den
| onstration given those who have heard
| but not before seen, of that which has
| attracted so many hundreds of thou
'tsauds of American settlers.—Adver
| tisement.

I The Inference,

| “Are you a policeman?” asked one
| paying guest-of another at a charits
| picnic dinner.

{ “No,” said the other.
ask?”

“Merely, that I noticed,” said the
first speaker, glancing at the section
of fried chicken in the other's
gers, “that you are pulling a touzh
joint.”

“Why do ¥

Wants to See Things.

“Poor old Jagbsby is off the water
wagon again.”

“I can’t help admiring his frankness,
though.”

“He doesn't try to excuse himse!?

“No. He merely says he prefers a
| scenic route."—Baltimore Sun

The Button Doctor.

During the short seven years of hor
life, little Florence Louise had be
| come duly impressed with the preva
| lence of specialists in the medical pro-
fession. .

One day, after returning from a visi:
to a small playmate, she calmly a:
nounced:

“Rena swallowed a button.”

“Are you worried about her?” sh:
was asked.

“Oh, she will get along all right
!Floreuce Louise complacently replicd

“They sent for a regular button doc
tor."—Judge.

Limited Intentions.

“How do you propose to support
my daughter, sir?”

“I didn’t propose to her to support
her at all. 1 only proposed to her to
marry me."—Rehoboth Sunday Her-
ald.

Proving the Punch.
Skids—You think his story has a
real punch to it?

Skittles—Sure thing! You ought to
have seen the way it put me to sleep.
—Puck.

Disasters.
“My baldness dates from that ter-
rible year.”
“Oh, yes! 1870."
“What do you mean by 18707 1
speak of the year I was married."—Ie
Rire (Paris).

A Success.
“Was the go to church movement a
success in your neighborhood ™
“Yes, indeed. Our church was as
foll as it is when they are serving

something to eat”—Detroit Free
Press. [/

Job Wanted.
Mrs. Sue Brette—Who s your

friend?

! Foot Lighte—Oh, he's the manager
of a show.

© “Well, I'm from Missouri; I wish
_he’d show me.”

i

| Are There That Many?

i Church—I see that Miwaukee s
preparing to change over one hundred
| Gotham—Golng to name the streets

average man ever get a i




