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“think why he objected to sign-bourds.

: u';l glags vessel containing lampblack,

SYMOPSIS.

The atory opens with Jesse Sinith re-
ming (he story of his birth, early life in
fabrador and of the death of his father.
Fesse becomes a sallor. His mother mar-
fes (he master of the ship and both are
iost in the wreck of the vessel Jesse
hecomes a cowboy In Taxes.

CHAPTER 1il.—Continued.

Yas, when I looks back on them ra-
flinm nights entertainments along
with Buil Durham, I see now what a
success they was in learning me to
ride. “What you need,” says he, “is
sonfidence. Got to forget mere mat-
wers of habeas corpus, and how your
oo point, and whether you're looking
preity. Just trust you' horse to pull
hrough, so that you ain't caught in
e fower of youthful innocence, and
hung on the nearest telegraph pole.”

Ouace [ been to a theater, and seen
A play. Thar's act one, with fifteen
minutes hoping for act two. Thar's
ack after act till vou just has to fill
ap the tlmes between with injun war-
whoops, until act five, when all the
fadies and gents is shot or married.
It just cayn't go on. So the aujlence
says, “Let’s go'nm have a drink,” and
the band goes off for a drink, and the
lagly with the programs tells you to
get to heall out of that.

ft’s all over. The millionaire Lord
Aishop of Durham is only Bull’s father-
indaw. Bull's not exactly a cow-boy
yet—hut assists his mother, Mrs.
Brooke, who is chef at a ranch. Bull |
wor't be quite popular with his moth-:
o for having gorgeous celebrations !
with the bundred dollars she'd give
him to pay off a little debt. I'd better
aot come to the ranch after leading |
mummlie’s boy astray from the paths
of virtue,

There's the dust of Bull's horses
way off along the road, and me settin’
down by the wayside, A dog sets
down in his skin, tail handy for wag-
zing, all his possessions around him.
[ ain’t even got nc tall.

CHAPTER iV.
The Ordeal by Torture. |

The Labrador was good to me, the |
tea was better, the stock range—wall, |
"d four years punching cows, and I'm
most surely grateful

The world in them days was peopled |
with only two speeies, puncher an’'
Lenderfoot, the last bein’ made by mis-
take. Moreover, we cow-boys belcnged
io two sects, our outfit, and others of
ue account. And in our outfit, this
lesge person which is me, laid claims
on being best man, having a pair of
gold mounted spurs won at cvards
from Pieface, our old foreman. T'd!
& rolled cantle, double-rig Cheyenne of |
carved leather, and silver horn—a |
dandy saddle that, first prize for “rope
and tie down" again all comers.

Gun, belt, quirt, bridle, hat, gloves.
asverything, my whole kit was silver
mounted and everything in it a tro-
phy of Lrading, poker, or fighting. Be-
aifes my string of ponies I'd Tiger,
an antire black colt I'd broke—though
I own he was far from convinced
Add a good pay-day in my off hind
pocket, and d'ye think I'd own up to
them twelve apostles for uncles? D'yve
&now what glory ¥s? Wall, I suppose
it mogtly consists of being young.

Time I speak of, our outfit had
turned over three thousand head of
tong-horns to the Circle S and rode
right Into Abilene. Thar we was to
take the train for our home ranch
down south, and I hoped to get back
o my dog pup Rockyfeller. And yet
I'd never before been on a railroad,
and dreaded the boys would find out
how scared I was of trains.

[ Uit In Abilene with a blush, and
fust atood rooted while a guy selling
pold watches reads my name graved
on the saddle, and then addresses me
s Mister Smith. Old Pieface, scared
for my morals, did kick this person
mudden and severs, but all the same
that Mister went to my head.

The smell of indoors made my siom-
ach flop right over while we ranged
up brave at the bar for a first drink.

‘he bought a bottle of patent medicine

Piger and me was plumb stampeded

up a little side street. It's thar that
he bucks for all he’s worth, because
of a kneeling man with a setraw hat
and a punctured soul, praying abun-
dant. Of course this penitent turned
round to enjoy the bucking match—
and sure reveals the face of my old
friend, Bull Durham. We hadn’t met
for years, so as soon as Tiger was
tired, Bull owned to finding the Lord,
and being stony busted, ask if [ was
saved. 1 seen he'd got 'em bad, and
shared my wad of money level with
him. So we had cigars, a pound of
chocolate creams, an oysier stew, and

for hi; liver. We shared that, and
went on, he walking by my stirrup to
the revival meetings.

This revival was happening at a
barn. so I rode in. Tiger, you see,
needed religion bad, and when peopie
tried to turn him out, he kicked them.
You should just have heard what the
preacher told the Lord ut me, and
all the congregation gréaned at me
being g0 young and fair, with silver
harness, and the hottest prospects—
just as Pleface always sald when 1
was late for breakfast.

They had a great big wooden cross
upon the dais, and somehow, I dunno
why, that made me feel ashamed. A
girl in a white dress was singing
“Rock of Ages"—oh, most beautiful,
her arme thrown round the cross, the
sun-bright hair about her like a glory.

The sight of girls went to my head
like liquor, and this one was surely
good with her sun-bright hair, her
cheeks flushed ’cause 1 stared, her
sulky lips rebuking when I throwed a
kiss, her yellow-brown eyes—

Oh, had I really washed behind my
ears? Suppose I'd got high-water
marks! Was my hands—I whipped
off my gloves to inguire. That's what's
the matter, sure. Got to make good
before bein’ introduced. Got to get a
move on Tiger. I swung, spurred
with one spring through the doors,
velled “Injuns” and stampeded, scat-
terin’ gravel and panic through Abi-
lene. 1 just went like one man for
our cook wagon down by the railroad
corrals. :

Now, for all the shaving-glass could
see, I was nice an’ clean, but then
that mirror has small views, and I'm
not taking risks, but stripped and
scrubbed all over. The place was so
durned public I blushed from nose to
heels till I was dressed again, shining
my hair and boots. Then I procured
an extra special, cherry-red, silk searf
out of the wrangler's kit.

Some of our boys made friendly
signs as 1 passed on my way'back, and

/‘}.Q’;

Yelled “Injuns!™ and Stampeded.

fired a few shots after me for luck,
but I'd no time to play. I joined the
revival meeting just as the hat came
round, eo penitent sinners making
for the door, came back to stay and
pay because of Tiger. I gave Bull ten
dollars to hand to the hat, only he
passed it into his own pocket. He
seemed annoyed, too, saying, “Waste
not, want not.” Then he explained

The raw rye felt like flames, though
the preserved cherry afloat in it tasted |
familiar, like soap. At the same time !
the sight of a gambling lay-out made]
my pocket twitch, and I'd an wward
vonviction telling me this place ain't
good for kids. It's the foreman sent
ma off with a messdga.

{ rolted my tail, and curved off vith
Tiger to take in the sights of the tuwn.
He shied heaps, and it'e curious to |

awnings, lamp-posts, even to a harm-

how the fire-escape only paid Mise El-
lis fifty dollars a day, whereas he was
making hundreds,

Just then she passed, and I got in-
troduced. “Say, Polly,” says Bull,
“here's Sailor Jesse wants to get ac-
quainted.”

She stopped, sort of impatient for
supper, and velveteoft her voice, full
of contempt.

“Another damned suppliant?’ she
asked, and Bull was holding a light
for her cigarette. “Is it saved?” she

less parson lying drunk. Then a rail-
road engine snorted }n our face, so

LIGHT THAT PRODUCES SOUND

3tatement Sounds Incredible, but Ex. | 0 other parts,

periment Will Speedily Demon-
- strate It to Be a Fact.

it seoms incredible that & beam ot
light sould be made to produce sound.
but-;gl_ohnmngmbedone. A ray

ot sunlight is thrown through a lens

) lgilk or worsted, or any like
substance. A disk having slits or open-
{ngs cut in It is made to revolve swift-
ly in this beam of light, so as to “cut
it up,” thus causing alternate flashes

When one places |
vessel he hears _

added. \
I couldn’t speak. 1 wanted to tell

will be given by the different parts of
the spectrum and there will be silence

For example, if the vessel contains
red worsted and the green light flashes
‘upon it, loud sounds will be heard
when the red and the blue parts of the
rainbow fall upon the vessel. Other
colors produce no sounds at all.
- Greeen silk gives out sound best in a
red light. Every kind of material gives
more or less sound in different colors
and no sound at all in others—Har-
per's Weekly. |

her how I despised all the religion
I'd seen, the bigots it made, an' the
cowards. I'd rather burn with the
goats than bleat among the sheep
even now.

“Oh, that’s all right, then,” she said
as though ehe answered me, and frank
as a man she gave her hand to shake.
“Good stunt of mine, eh?” Although
1 own I'd like to have that cross stage-
managed.”

She passed the weather, admired Ti-
ger, talked Browns and Jones with
Bull, turning her back on me, asked
him to supper, walked off with him,
an’ that's all. Egg-shells throw'd in
the ash-heap may feel like I did toen.
Nobody loved me, ‘cept our pony
herd, inquirin’ piteous for food an’
wafer. Our boys, of course, was drunk
by then, just sleepin’ whar they'd fell,
so I was desolate as a moonlit doz-
howl, ridin' herd with my night horse
whar Polly’s little home glowed lights
across the prairie. I seen Bull and the
preacher leave there toward midnighrt,
walkin’ sort of extravagant into town.
The lights went out, Then times I'd
take some sleep, or times ride herd
guarding her little house, till the cpld
came, till the dawn broke, till the sun
came up.

It was half past breakfast when [
seen Bull again, on his knees like yes-
terday, a-puttin’ up loud prayers,
which made me sick. “Rehearsin’,”
says he, “‘cause Polly's struck, and
I'm to be chief mourner.”

He was my only chance of meetin’
Miss Polly, when a guy comes butting
into our conversation. He'd puffed
sleeves to his pants, and was all|
dressed saucy, standing straddle, aim- |
ing to impress. “Oh, whar's my gun?”
says Bull

This person owned to being a gen-
tleman, with a strong English accent.
He'd 'undreds of 'orses at 'ome in
'Ammersmith, but wanted to own an
‘ack ‘ere, don'tcherkoow.

So Bull lifts up his eyes to Heaven, |
praying, “Oh, don't deliver ns from
temptation yet!” Whereas I confided
with this person about Bull being far

gone in religious mania. [ owned Bull!

self the way I was riding my Sam |
'orse somethin’ dreadiul
down

'umping. It's in toes,

bally hanimal.

from town the ground was softer for
falling, an’ 1 gained courage. Happens
Miss Polly’s house was opposite,

pebble in along Sam’s withers, and let
‘ard-mouthed ‘unter.

saddle, so. Then hup'
done the rest

Now, it's partly due to this ‘ere en-
tertainment, and the diamond ring 1
gave her, that Miss Polly began to
perceive me with the naked =ye, and
said I might come to supper.

And that evening was most surely
wonderful, in a parlor all antimacas-
sars and rocker chairs with pink bows.
There was champagne wine, the little
cigarettes with dreams inside, and a
bottle no bigger'n miy thumb smellin’
s0 fierce it weil-nigh blew my head off.
Oh, it was all so elegant and high-
toned that I got proud of being al-
lowed indoors.

Her people was real socleiy, her
poppa an army general, ruined by the
war, her mother prime Virginian. But

was mean suspicions.

I hold suspicion to ba a form of
meanness when {t touches women. My
mother would have shied at naked la-
dies, and dad was powerful again ciga-
rettes. As for the smell, so flerce it
had to be bottled, I'll own up I, was
shocked. But then you sees mother
and dad, an" me being working people,
was not supposed to feel the high-
toned senses which belongs with
wealth. It's not for grade stock like.
me to set up as judge on thorough-
breds, or cail a lady immoral for using
a spoon whar I should need a shovel

So it happened that in them days,
while I rode guard upon Miss Polly,
no man in Abilens could speak to her,
or mention her name to me until 1
give him leave. She got to be known
as Sallor Jesse's kill, and any person
touching on my kill was apt to require
a funeral. e T

It was the seventh day she married
me. I know, because Bull, acting as
best man, claimed a kiss, which she
gave him. “Bull"” says she, “didn’t
. I bet you I'd marry Sailor Jesse with-

Hypnotism Extraordinary.

During n recent trial at Prague a
man was charged with forging entries
in a baptismal register, relates the
Family Doctor. In pleading not guilty
bhe stated that if he committed the
forgery it was done in a trance and
under the suggestion of a cértain hyp-
notist, whose name he had been for-
bidden to disclose. His family physi-
cian declared that the accused was a
neurotic, easily hypnotized, and to
prove his assertion, began to read, de-
spite the Dj‘u?e'l protest, a formula be-

right though, about my bein’ a sailor, |
timid with ‘orses; and he seen for his- |

Told me I'd |

ought to 'old my 'ed 'igh instead of|

He'd gimme, lessorns | but it's time you began to see
only I was frightened, but out aways | point of the joke."

Ilof red blood
scrambled down ungainly, shoved a|:at drumming tunes on the table, her

then she'd gone on the stage, so there |

in a week You owe me twenty dol-
lars.” I saw the joke was on me.

I came to marriage pure as any
bear,.or wolf, or fox, expecting to find
my mate the same as me, getter and
giver of life, true to the earth, and
fearless in doin’ right. .

Folks said 1 was young to marry at
nineteen, but full nine years I'd
earned my living, fought my way,. and
done my share of making happiness.
I'd been served with a mouth full
wide enough for laughin’, a face which
made folks smile when I was sad, eyes
to see fun, the heart to take a joke
if any offered, and when things hurt, 1
wasn't first to squeal. No: as long as
the joke was on me | done my best to
take it like a man.

But suppose—Well, I'd best explain
that the English tenderfoot was at our
wedding breakfast, and gettin’ encour-
aged, he put up his best prize joke.
He was all hoo, hoo, hoo at first, so
funny he couldn’t speak, the fellows
waltin’ each with his grin gettin’ stale,
and Polly laughing just to encourage
him on. Then words got out which
made the boys uneasy. Jake Haffer-
ing, the Bar T foreman, told the hog
to shut up, while others moved to get
clear. 1 was sort of stupid, wanting
the point explained, couldn't believe
it possible the joke was on my wife,
although I'd rose by then, with gun
hand free. Then I saw, but the room
seemed dark, and the tenderfoot all
indistinct, backing away, and reaching
slovenly for weapons, while my bul-
let smashed in his shoulder. It slued
him around as he dropped.

it was old Jake of the Bar T who
spoke out then, and spoke straight.

“My boy,” says he, “put up your
gun. That's right. This here tender-
foot Is bleedin’ by spurts, arterial
Bull, see if Doc Stuart is sober.” Bull
ran for the doetor. “Only a tender-
foot,” says Jake, “insults a cow-boy’s
wife—which is death from natural
causes, Ma'am,” he wagged his linger
at Polly, “ 'tain't long since you come
among us. 'Tain't more'n a day since
vou told me and others present that
you was marryin' for fun. You laughed
at warnings, and this here Jesee would
have shot the man who warned him.
You are a lady, and this boy you mar-
ried for fun, is goin' to see you treated
as a lady. 1 own he got rattled first

‘sels. | shot, missing this tenderfoot’s heart,
young feller, an’ don’t be 'ard on Lhel‘

which ain’t up to average practice;
the

They took the tenderfoot away, and
we were alone, me watching the pool
turning brown. Polly

face turned white, staring out through

this gent explain just how fo set an|the window at the noon heat of the
You ‘olds 'is "=, | plains.
placin’ the 'and on the 'orn o? the|champagne wine, filled a big goblet,
That pebbie | and drank it off.
| think she'd taught me drinking. so I

I remember I took a bottle of
It made me langh to

had anofher. *I see)" says Polly, “I
understand now.” At that she began
to scream.

1 should have told vou, that after
our boys of the Flying Zee qui! Abi-
lene, 1 pitched a little A tent on the
prairie back of Polly’s house. Thar
I could see my ponies at grass, and
snuff the air clear of that stinking
town.

But from the time I moved into the
house, thar was something disturbing
my nose—something uneasy—oh, 1
don't know what it was, back o? all
house smells, which gave me a sense
of evil, so I could hardly bear to stay
indoors.

Comin' from town one night—she'd
sent me there—I seen a man’s shadow
cross the parlor blind. I fired, missing,
a fool's aet, for it warned him, and
gave him time. The lamp was out be-
fore 1 reached the house, and Polly
with some hysteries getting in my
way.

It wouldn't be sense to show a
match guiding the stranger’'s ain:, or
to stand against a wirdow, or make
sounds. Rather I stood._right still, and
after a while Polly surprised herself
into a dead silence. I couldn’t hear
that man, or feel, or see him. I
sensed him. Can’t explain that—no.
You just feel if a man stares hard. 1
fired at that. Then Polly, of course,
went off into all sorts of fits.

Next morning I tracked blood sign
to the hospital. Seems a young per-
son from the bank had took to conjur-
ing and swallowed lead.

It was still before breakfast that I
told Polly to pack her dunnage, cause
we was moving out from Abilene. 1
claimed I could earn enough to keep
my wife without her needing to go
out into society.

“On eow-boy pay?” she said laugh-

WORLD’S DEBT TO VEGETABLE

Possibly Sun Worship Had its Origin
in Knowledge of the Fact of
the Dependence.

Vegetable life may worry along
without animals, but animal life can’t
continue without vegetables, There-
fore, says an English chemist, man
owes a great debt ef gratitude to the
vegetable, He should do his best to
foster it. It is not intimated whether
thi§ is an argument in favor of the
theories advanced by the vegetarian,
but it is considered ample proof man
would not be here only for the hum-
ble vegetable kingdom.

But vegetables, like animate life,
are dependent upon sunlight for their
existence. The vegetable, however,
is both the direct and the indirect
sustenance of animal being. Animal
life of certain species exists solely, or
almost s0,,on the flesh of other ani-

is dependent upon the vegetable.

ing. "“On forty dollars a month? 1
spend more'n that on champagne.
Here you Mias Jesse, who's payinefor
this—you? Who keeps you, eh, Miss
Prunes—and—prisms? Shamed of my
beln’ a lady, eh? 1 am a lady, too, and
don’t you forget it. And now, git out
of my home."

I struck a match to the bo-kay of
paper flowers, heaped on the hand-
painted pictures, the paper fans, the
rocker chairs, and slung the coal-oily
lamp into the flames; then while she
tore my shoulder with her teeth, 1
carried her to my tent. ‘“That's your
home now,” 1 said, “the home of an
honest working-man,” 1 said, “and if
another tough defiles my home, I'l! kill
you."

The house-warming gathered the
the neighbors, but she had no use for
neighbors. Only they seen the line
1 drew in the dust around that tent,
the dead-line. Afterward if any mar
came near that line, she'd screan.

But she’d taught me to drink, an’' 1
drank, day after day, night after night,
while she sat frightened in the tent
moaning when I came. Only when she
was cured could 1 get work, not while
I had to watch all day, all night

She swore she loved me, she vowed
that she'd repented, and I believea un
til she cfaimed religion. I'd seen her
breed of religion. I'd rather have her
atheist than shamming. She would
keep straight, and be my faithful wife
if I'd quit drinking, if I'd only take
her away. But she'd married me for
a joke, and false as a cracked bell
she'd chime out lines and lies, know:
ing as 1T knew that if she'd ever been
the thing ehe claimed, I'd come intc
her life too late. How could she be
the mother of my children, when—I
drank, and sold my ponies to buy
liguor, for there was no way out.

And by the time I'd only Tiger left,
one night came Bull to find me just
ag dusk was falling. 1 was drunk
too, searce knowing what he said, just
telling him to shut up and have a
drink. Polly’s bin hurt? Well, that's
all right—have rye—Polly’'s been shot!
That's good, we'd all have drinks, Was
ehe dead?

She was dead.

And I was sober then asg I am now,

“Murdered?” 1 asked.

“Jesse, she shot hersell.”

“Is that so?"

“Through the brow—above the eyes
(Come, Jesse."”

Next thing I was standing in the
tent door, and it was so dark inside 1]
had to strike a match. The sulphu:
tip burned blue. the wood flared, and
for that moment, bending down, [ seen
the black dark hole between the eyes
the smear of drying blood. Then the
matech went out, and I—that was
enough.

1 gave Bull what I'd left, to pay for
burial.

Then I was riding Tiger all alone
with my shadow drawin' slowly ouf
ahead as the moon waned.

CHAPTER V.
The Burning Bush, ~

Among the Indians, beiore a boy
gets rated warrior, he goes alone ‘afoot
naked, starvin' thirsty, way off to the
back side of the desert. Thar he just
waits, suns, weeks, maybe a whole
moon, till the Big Spirit happens ta
catch his eye. Then the Big Spirit
shows him a stick, or a stone, or any
sort of triflin’ ‘common thing, which

it Slued Him Around as He Dropped

is to be his medicine, his wampum
the charm which guards him, 'hunt
ing, or in war. .

Among them Bible Indians you'll re
member a feller called Moses, out at
the back side of the desert, seen the
Big - Spirit in a burning bush. Late:
his tribe set up a medicine lodge, and
the hull story's mighty natural.

This Indian life explains a lot to
men like me.

Many find peace in death, only s
few in life, and I found peace thar in
the wilderness, the very medicine of
torn souls, fregh from the hand of the
Almighty Father. '

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Is)Such Economy Unwise?

The low cost of living is dangerous.
A fellow who boasted that he spent
but two cents a day has been mur
dered by acquaintances who inferred
he had money in his stocking.—Phila
delphia Ledger.

form a beautiful dispensatioc. Man
‘'owes to the vegetable more than he
does to lower animal life.

“*“Thus.” conciudes this chemist
“isn’t it possible the sun worshipers
perhaps had a greater realization of
the value of Old Sol than we of the
present century?”

La Grande Passion.

“Une’ grande passion est une
grande folie. Mediocrity in all things
is wisdom; mediocrity in sensations is
superlative wisdom. . . . No young
lady should fall in Jove till the offer

i B. Bahnins,

GREAT APPLE SHOW

NEW FEATURES FOR ORGANIZED
AGRICULTURE,

GOSSIP FROM STATE CAPITAL

items of Intersst Gathered from Re-
liable Sources and Presented in
Condensed Form to Our
Readers.

Chairman Mellor of organized agri
culture has outlined plans for the mid-
winter meeting to be held in Lincoln,
January 13-23. An apple show, an ex-
cellent display of cured mnreats and
many striking advances in scientific
agriculture ‘are being planned as fea-
tures of the program. The following
committee is in charge: Chairman W.
R. Mellor, Dean E. A. Burnett. J. R.
Duncan, Prof. C. W. Pugsley, W. 8.
Whitten, Frank G, Odell. Secretary
George W. Kline.

The following societies make up

the roster of organized agricuiture:

State board of agriculture—President,
Joseph Roberts. Fremont; secretary. W. IR
Mellor, Lincoln.

Stute horticultural
C. H. Barnard, Table
J. R. Duncan, Lincoln. -

State Live Stock Improvers' association
—President, J. A. Ollis, Ord; secretary,
H. J. Gramlich, Lincoln.

societv—President,
Rock: secretary,

Nebraska Horse Breeders' association—

President, Frank Howard, Pawnee City;

secretary, H. J. Gramlich, Lincoln.
State Shorthorn Breeders’ association—

President, C. H. Chapp«ll, Kearney, sec-

retary, Irvin E. Wilson, Belvidere.

State Hereford Breeders' uassoclation—
President, Robert Mousel, Caml
secretary, George O, Benger, Callaway.

Aberdeen Angus Breeders' association—
President, C. 8. Reese. Simeon: secretary,
‘D. N. 8yford, Lincoln. y s

State Red Polled Breeders' association—
President. Luke Wiles, Plattsmouth; sec-
retary, Elliott Davis, Holbrook.

Dairy _ Cattle Breeders' association—
President. H. C JAncoln; secre-

tary, E. W. 2 1 City. :

State  Dairymen’ association—Presi-
dent, R. W. McGinnis, Fremont: secre-
tary, S, C. Bassett. Gibbon,

State Swine Breeders' association—
President. F. C. Crocker. Fillley; secre-
tary, 0. 8. Timmons. Ashland. £

Nebraszka Sheep Breeders' and Wool
Growers' assoclation—President. Robert
Taylor, Central City; secretary, Ells
Rail, Cuartis.

Corn Limprovers' association—President
R. Hogue, Crete; secretary, T. A,
selbach, Lincoln.

Nebraska Pure Grain and Seed Growers
assoclation—President, Frank J Rist

Humboldt: secretary, T. A. Klesselbach
Lincoln.

Stnte Florists' society—President I. F
Frey, Lincoln; secretary, Lewis Hender-
son, Omaha,

State Bee Keepers' association—Presi
dent, Rev. Alois J. Klein, Brainard, spec-
retary, Frank G. Odell, Lincoln. g

State Home Economles assoclation—
President, Mrs. A, E. Davisson, Lincoln?

secretary, Mrs, John P. Mann, Bethany.

Association of State, County and Dis-
trict Fairs—President, H. P. Wllson, Ge-
nevi; secretary, W. H. Smith, Seward.

Good Ronds association—President, W,
I'nlon. secretary, W. H
Campbell, Clarks. \

Agricultural Development Comimission
of Nebraska—President, Carson Hildreth.
Franklin: secretary, W. S. Whitten, Lin
coln.

Questions of National Welfare.

The activities of the inner circle to
the national conservation congress
the conservation commission, are
planned in Lincoln, although this fact
is not generally known by local
people. Dr. G. E. Condra is president
of the commission and it is in his
office that the program is made up and
the topics of important discussion to
come before the congress decided on
This commission is composed of men
who are actively engaged in practical
conservation work in various states,
It meets November 17, the day before
the opening of the congress, which
holds session three days, November
18, 19 and 20. The program for this
vears brings up practical questions of
national welfare and nearly all the
departments at Washington will be
represented.

Bona Fide Residence Qualification.

If otherwise qualified, it is not es
sential that the signer of a petition
for a liquor license has resided in a
village for the length of time required
to make him a legal voter, but it is
essential that there bs a residence in
good faith, according to a state su-
preme court opinion handed down in
the case of H.L W. Shakleford against
Frank Zimmerman of Springfield.
The contention was made in the lower
court that not thirty freeholders had
signed Zimmerman’s application, and
that one man signed the next day
after he moved to Springfield. The
high bench holds that the chief quall-
fication is bona fide residence and
this, they say, the one signer pos
sessed.

Still Refuses to Attend Chapel.

Shall convicts be required to attend
chapel at the penitentiary every Sun-
day morning unless excused on ac-
count of illness or other good cause?
This is the question brought before
the state board of control by Charles
Wooster of Silver Creek and I. L. Al
bert of Columbus. Neither of these
gentlemen are personally affected by
the rule, but they appealed to the
board on behalf of George St. Clair
a convict from Lancaster county, who
has been punished for violating the
rule. v T

———

Valuable Relic for Historical Soclety.

One’of the five living Givil War vet:
‘erans in the Omaha tribe of Indians
in Nebraska, Henry Blackbird, has
given to the state historical society
museum an object greatly reverenced
by his people, a symbol which has
been used to secure peace for the
Omaha iribe wita unrelated groups
many scores of times. The value of
this gift 1s greatly enhauced by the
fact that on but very rare occasions
will an Indian part from one of these
treasured relics of past days. It
seems a simple enough looking affair
on a cursory glance, composed of a
pipe stem on which is mounted a pro-
miscuous collection of feathers of
gandy color in fantastic design. But
when its construction, with the mean-
ing of each detall, is explained by
Melvin R. Gilmore,( curator of the

y museum, - it becomes a fascinating

curio. This object was used in a
peace ceremony called “Wa-wa,”
meaning “to sing for some one.” It is
gaid to be the most persistent of cere-
_monies still used by Indians after
pthers have decayed. The Pawnees

have brought it twice to the Omahas

Kies- |

Better cookies, cake

and biscuits, too. All
as light, fluffy, tender
and delicious as mother used

to bake. And just as whole-
some. For purer BakiniaPm
der than Calumet cannot be had

at any price. s
Ask your grocer, VoS

- RECEIVED RIGHEST AWARDS -
'orld’s Pure Food Chicago, 1L’

You don"t money when
on un- S vhe "“"{‘-'&'ﬂ'ﬂ:

mors best
Calumet is far superior to sour milk and soda.

| Magnificent Crops in

‘All Wesiern Canada
is 1913 Record

yields of wheat,
oats, bariey and
flax.

Wheat graded from
leu{a%t ;%No.l Hard,
= welghe eavy and
rielded from 20 to 45 h,;mhela
: per acre; 22 bushels was about
Pae the total average.

B DMixed Farming may be
gl considered fully as profitable
an industry as graln raising.
Y The excellent grasses full of
E] nutrition are the only food re-

quired either for beef or dairy

urposes, In 1912 at Chicago,

estern Canada carried off the
Champlonshlp for beef steer.

Good schools, markets convenl-
ent, climate excellent. For the
homesteader, the man who wishes
to farm extenslvely, or Inves
ar;‘m;d% ?l‘:: the biggest g{a‘
continent. e it
R Apply for descriptive literstore

oo rineed Sy e B

L o
R:‘u. Canada, or to 5

W. V. BENNETT,

Bee Bullding, Omaha, Neb,

Disproportion.
“Is your party getting on all right?”
“Yes. All we've got to do is to cor-
rect one slight disproportion. We've
got too many good speakers and not
enough campaign fund contributors.”
—Washington Star.

Brokeby Is Safe.
Muggins—What's the matter with
Brokeby? He looks worried.
Guggins—He can’t meet his bills.
Muggins—That's nothing. I can't
.dodge mine.—Springfield Union.

The most effective, yet simplest remed
for coughs is Dean’s Mentko?ated bml.lt{
Drops—c at Drug Stores,

Some men who Ilearned to crawl
when they were babies never seem to
have gotten over it..

Mra Winslow's Seothing Syrup for Children
teething, softens the gums, reduces inflamma-
tion,allaye pain,cures wind colic,25¢ a bottleds

Time works wonders, but it won't
always mend the ragged edge of de-
spair.

Liquid blue is a weak solution. Avoid it.
Buy Red Cross Ball Blue, the blue that’s
all blue. Ask your grocey. Ady.

Enough is as good as a feast, but
the average man wants a surplus.

Pain in Back and Rheumatism

are the daily torment of thousands. To ef-
fectually cure these troubles you must re-
move the cause. Foley Kidoey Pills begin
to worl for you from the first dose, and ex-
ert so direct and beneficial an action in the
kidneys and bladder that the pain aad tor-

|




