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Confedeonte Bergeant Wyalt Is went
B8 wpry 1o his pative county on the
tireen  Hrtar He mects & monninlneesr

named dem Tavior At n house heyond
Hiot Springs they meot Major Harwood
Taylor murders Hurwood and  escnpes
Wyntt chunges to U 8 unlfoarm, osciapes
to the Green Brinr eountry anid goes Lo
Harwood's home, whire he Ands Noreen
Harwood e introduces himself as Lien
tenant Ruymomd.  Poarson Nbohols comes
to the house und Wyntt forces him to
confoss thit he hps been sent o advianoe
oF Anae Cownn, who proposes (o muarey
Noreen nt anve, ol w6 galet e 1o the
tnnd In dispute between the Cownns und
Noreen s dend faihor  Anwe Cowan nned
fim wang arvive. Wyatt tells Noreen whn
he I They force the preacher (o silence
Foable to ewoape while the gnng s on
e first Moor and  seound
Wyntt proposes to morry N
WOtect her from Cownn. She o s und
Vyntt forces  the preacher W0 marry
them.  Cowan's gong s detven off by
Fedornl troops. one of whose offfcers i
the real Laentenont Bavmond, Wyait In
trupped, though Noreen wtiempts to de
fend him.  Wyatl Ix taken 10 'Ia-wluhuw
for trinl am A MV The camp comminml
Ant and Captaln Wox vislt Wyatt In his
eell In the courthouse busement.  He re
Tuses clemency in rotuen for Infoarmstion
and neen hin bovhood's knowledege of the
hullding to prepire & wiay of eseipe.

CHAPTER XVIi—Continued.

“How Ia It, Wyatt?” Fox asked. as |
falled to speak. “Should Miss [Har
woold be Informed of the lHeutenaut's
action?"

“By no means, eaptaln. 1 doubt If
she really trusted the fellow even
when she made him a messenger.”

“So do L for later she went herself.”

“To Colonel Pickney?"

“Yes, an hour ago, after Raymond
returned with his report. 1 was at
the hotel, and saw her slip out the
alde door. Colonel Plekney has head.
quarters In the big stone house oppo
site the courtyard, and 1 had the curl
oslty to watch. She was Inside nearly
half an hour, and returned by way of
the side street. Then she sent for
me.”

"She told you the result of her inter-
view?"

“It was not even mentioned, but |
knew she had met with no success.
Bhe seemed distressed, but was anx
fous that you should know at once the
serlousness of your position, and the
only hope of escape offered you.”

My heart was beating flercely at
this direct evidence of her Interest in
my affaira. She bad even humbled
horself to beg for me a chance; per
haps, to Colonel Plckuey she had even
confessed the truth in hope of chang-
ing his decision, But the effort had
proved useless; he had named terms
:hlch she evidently consldered unwor
thy.

“What hope?” 1 asked coldly. “You
mean the terms offered me before?

He bowed gravely, but without
speaking,

“And did Miss Harwood request you
to urge my acceptance?"

“By no means. Her purpose was to
acquaint you with the conditions, to
relleve your suspense, and permit you
to realize her friendliness. 1 was to
tell you this frankly, but not to urge
any decision upon you.”

“And 1 thank you, Captain Fox, and
beg you to express to her my appre-

Fox Grasped My Hand Firmly |In
Both His Own,

clation of her kind loyalty, My life Is
of small account In this struggle, and
its preservation would be no excuse
for treachery.”

Fox grasped my band firmly in both
of his own.

"I am glad of your decision, Wyatt,”
he sald earnestly. “I had no doubt
of what it would be; nor do 1 thiuk
she had. Is there anything 1 can do?
Any comfort 1 can add?”

“Only one; 1 would ask of Miss
Harwood a single favor. [t Is that slhe
write my mother the conditlons ot
my death—a woman can do that best.”

"I can promise you it shall be done
1 sincerely wish, Wyatt, we had met
under pleasanter elrcumstances. This
is & sad ending to what might have
been a lasting friendship; 1 confess |
have learned to like you, my boy.”

“And I you, Captain Fox," | respond
ed earnestly, feeling deeply his friend

ltness “And " In sapite of every effort
it control my voice faltered, “you wili
tell Miss Harwood how much her mes
supe of kindoness meant to me,”

I cortminly will, my lad—is that
all? 1t may not be possible for me to
come npain ™’

“Fhere 18 nothing else; Jackeron
will learn the truth through other
sources—good- by, and may God guard
you.™

“Good by "

Our hands clung, our eyes met, and
then he turned away, without ventur
ing to glance back; the door closed
behind bim, and | stood staring at it
through blurred vision I wan stip
standing there motionless when the
iron barrier opened a few Inches, ana
the hand of a eoldier pushed a tin
containing food along the Hoor,

“Here's  your supper, Johnny,"
growled a voice Indistinetly, “an’ |
guess you won't be bothered any more
tonight.*

I sat on the box, and choked down
what food | ecould, endeavoring to
drive away the feellng of depression
in which Fox had left me. | needed
now strength and cournge to front the
one chance left,

CHAPTER XVII.
The One Path of Escape.

There was absolutely nothiug for
me to do but walt, but It was hard to
Judge time. The nolse of the camp
without was some guide, but, s the
evening lengthened a band began play-
ing overhead, and 1 could hear the
sound of feet on the floor above. Evi:
dently a dance was In progress In the
blg courtroom, and for the moment
my heart seemed to stop beating in
a sudden fear that my plan of escape
for thut night was blocked.

It was the big fireplace opening Into
this room through which | had hoped
o emerge, but | could never accom-
plish such hope amidst those dancers.
And they might keep up thelr dancing
to g0 late an hour as to give me no
opportunity before dawn to find a
place in which to elude search. Yet
the nolse was In my favor, If I could
only be assured the chimney was
wide enough above to permit of my
finally reaching the roof. Once there
I would discover & way down. Tha
Brim Incongruity of that merry party
above, dancing and laughing in the
bright light, and of myself In that
black cell below, walting the certalnty
of death the next morning, served to
steel my resolve,

| could hear nothing of the guard In
the corridor, although 1 listened in-
tently, my ear against the lron door,
during a lull in that babel overhead
It was hardly likely another Inspection
would be made, at least not until the
gentries were agaln relieved, probably
at midnight. To my judgment this
would allow me nearly three hours In
which to make my effort—and surely
halr that time should prove sufliclent.
The band burst Into harmony agaln—
a polka. | remember—and 1 tore free
the loosened support. It made an
ugly bit of fron, well adapted for the
purpose 1 had in mind. Not only could

it be utilized as a lever, but It was
'_ no mean weapon for use in emergency.
[ It must have required fifteen or
Itwenty minutes to break the Iron
[shuuthlng edge loose so ns to Insert
| the point of my wedge. The bar, once
|
|
|

Inserted, furnished the necessary lev
erage, forcing the iron to yleld about
. the rivet heads, 1 waited between the
dances, recruiting strained muscles,
und listening anxiously for any alarm-
ing sound In the corridor, only to
| spring agaln feverishly to the work
[ the woment the band resumed play-
ing

The barrier yielded inch by inch,
until 1 forced fully half the ifron cur
tain backward, jamming 1t ngainst the
wall, and thus revealed the black
opening into the chimney. The open
ing which | had uncovered was suf
ficiently large to permit the squeez
ing through of my body, and, once
within the chimney, 1 found ample
space in which to explore,

I could see nothing, and was com
pelled to rely entirely upon the sense
of touch. Iron bars had been left on
ona side the chimney, forming an
frregular ladder. My groping hands
located these, and by thelr ald 1 bezan
to climb slowly upward. At the level
of the firat story | came upon a pro.
jeetion of rock, possibly slx or elght
Inches wide, on which 1 found secure
foothold. and was thus able to regain
breath and strength for a renewal of
the struggle. 1 was erouched opposite
the oldtime fireplace, and the band
playing notslly, was within a very few
feet of where I hid. However, not a
gleam of Hght was visible, and it was
some time before 1 located the open
ing which had been left for a stove
pipe., Even theo 1 could feel no plpe.
but, as | extended my arm, a finger
burst through the paper which had
been pasted across the entrance, anag
a glow of radiance Hlumined the black
walls about me.

I walted, motlonless, holding
breath in fear that some eye might
have witnessed the tearing of the pa
per, but there was wo cessation o
noise no evidence of discovery. As
salled by a templation to view the

seene, | found foothold & Nitle bighier
g, and. elinging to the edge of the
hole, hrought my eyves 1o A leval with
the rent in the paper, The vista was
nol & wWide one and 1 dare not enlargs
the space, yet 1 snw suilicient to yiela
me full knowledge of the party and
ita acecasion  The floor was crowded
the men almost withoul exception in
Federal unitorm.

The coupies whirled past, elreling
the room. | watched the faces ea
gerly, but they were all strange  No
doubt some of those young women |
had known as girls, but they had
grown out of my recollection. None
among the officers present, so far an
I could tell, had 1 ever come In con
tact with—ah! yes! there was Whit
lock sitting disconsolately alone below
the judge's bench. | clung to my
pereh determining to assure myself.
but my eyes encountered no other
tamilinr countenance, Of course No-
reen would not attend, but there must
be some speclal cause to account for
Raymond's absence, He was the sort
to whom such an occasion as this
would naturally appeal.

Satisfled by my scrutiny, | explored
the opposite wall in vain for any simi
lar opening. As | remembered there
were offices there, where In days of
peace the county officers held sway,
and the floor above was an unfur
nigshed attle, extending the full length
of the bullding, baving a low, uncefled
roof. In the old days It had been
used for storage purposes, and there
Was a4 narrow stalrway leading down
into the sheriff's offlce. Ay! and there
was a contrivance there once in which
they used to burn waste papers. 1 ra
membered a cortaln house cleaning In
which I assisted, and was assigned to
the job of stirring the papers fre
quently with an iron poker. | thought
it fun, and the chimney funnel was
a big one. Possibly it was there still,
but could I succeed In getting up that
far? The light shining through the
broken paper permitted a faint glimpse
of my Immediate surroundings, yet re-
vealed little to encourage me. The
chimney was barely large enough to
admit the upward passage of my body,
and was a black mystery, However,
the irregularity of the stones promised
finger and foot hold. It offered a
chance, a hope—and I could ask no
more,

I was climbing before the musie
ceased, clinging desperately to every
slight projection, and bracing myself
ngainet the walls. Progress was slow,
and occasionally paioful; the con-
tracted space gave me a feeling of suf-
focation, and 1 dislodged enough soot
g0 | was compelled to struggle con-
stantly to refraln from coughing. My
only rellef was to bind a bandkerchief
across mouth and nostrils.

While the music remained silent, |
rested, fearful lest my struggles would
be overheard, taking such meager
comfort as 1 could. The first blare
of the horns started me off once more,
careless In the midst of so much nolse
as to whether 1 rattled the loosened
plaster, or even dislodged an {ll-
secured stone, But at the best the
passage was made by inches, and 1
took more than one desperate chance
of slipping; twice | clung breathless
as the musle ceased, but the secord
time | felt convinced | had attained
to the level of the upper floor.

With the next burst of melody from
below, vow somewhat mellowed by
distance and the Intervening walls, 1
made another attempt to ascend, but
had secarcely attained more than a
foot or two when my right hand
plunged 1nto & wide opening. Clinging
as best | could to a precarious foot-
ing, I ran my arm deeper in until 1
came in contact with a tin covering,
which fell rather noisily to the floor.
I paused, startled at the sound, but no
gleam of light ¢ame through the open-
ing, and 1 instantly realized that the
attle was unoccupled, The rattle of
the tin would, in all probability, cre-
ate no alarm because of the din be
low.

1 knew now exactly where I was, the
only Immediate problem being my
ability to squeeze through that nar
row space. The old-time burner had
evidently been removed. 1 wriggled
my way in head first. My Kkneea
were doubled up In the chimuey, and
my feet found solld purchase against
the stones. 1 felt as though the very
skin was being pecled off me, but |
shot forward, my head and shoulders

emerging Into the open., Heavens!
what a reller! 1 drew a long breath,
dungling over the floor, unable Lo

reach any support: then kicked and
struggled until | fell out headlong, and
lay too exhausted even to move,

It was so still 1 could plainly hear
the swift beating of my heart, and so
dark that not an object was discern-
ible, The music below had censed,
and, as 1 was now on the opposite
side of the building, the sound of con-
versiation and movement did not reach
me. For a long moment | lay there
endeavoring to recall the surround.
ings, but 1 dare not waste much time
in such fdleness, The night was slip
ping away, and every instant gained
was to my advantage. There was no
safety until 1 was out of this bullding.
I ached from head to foot, my clothes
must be in rags, and, no doubt. 1 was
as black as a uegro from chimney soot
Yet my heart beat high with hope, and
the spirit of adventure gripped me.

The stairs were somewhat to the
right, unprotected by even a handrall.
I erept toward them across the rough
board floor, fearing a fall, and (nally
located the opening. Nothing indl
cated that the room below was oecu-
pled, and 1 glipped down as silently as
possible, although the steps creaked
under my weight. Onee in the sher
iM's room, some recollection of its
form and furnishing recurred to mind.
My wemory served by the dim reflee
tion of a campfire without, which ren-

dered objects falutly visible, I could

NEBRASBSKA,

CHIEF

MINTINRUIAN the aesl and A 16w roung |

ed back wooden onmirs pushied agains
the wall  There wis a door 1o the ters
standing  ajar, learing imto a wash
raom, und | ventured within, teeling
about 1o assure wvsell i1 there nad
been any suter wft | found a bucket
nearly tull, and two hars of soap and
nnable to redist the luxury, | stripped

ol my ragged uniform coat, and be |

gan vigorous scrubblng. How thor
ough a job 1 made of it | cannot tell,
but the soap lathered freely, and |
certalnly did my best, using up an
entire roller towel in the fingl effort
to attain eleanlinesa,

There was a coat and hat hanging
on the hooks, neither article of the
highiest respectability | judged from
feeling them, but more to my purpose
than the rags | had cast aside, and |
donned the two gladly. finding them
no bad fit. The hat was looped up
with a star, Feeling quite myself
agaln in these new hablliments, and

For a Long Time | Lay There.

conscious of a clean face, 1 stole
across the sherifi’s deserted office,
seeking the door Into the corridor. |
found it, but it was locked. Falling to
force this, 1 tried the windows, only
to discover them securely barred. All
these offices were connected together,
that of the county clerk adjoining the
sherift's, and possibly | might find a
door unlocked somewhere; at least
none of the other windows would be
ignored.

I listened at the door leading into
the clerk’s room, but heard no sound
There was no lock on the door, and
it opened silently to the pressure of
my hand. A flood of light swept Into
my eyes, and |1 stood blinking blindly,
too surprised and startled to draw in-
stantly back, There were two men In
the room, one bending over a desk,
the other leaning back agninst the
wall directly facing me. The latter
was Lieutenant Raymond,

(TO BRE CONTINUED.)

Chin=sse “Altar of Heaven."”

No altar on earth vies in marble
majesty with the Altar of Heaven—
Tien T'an—in the south of the Chinese
clity of Peking, which Emperor Yung-le
of the Ming dynasty reared In A, D
1420 with its triple balustrades, stairs,
and platforms of pure white marble
carved miraculously, its great circle
covering a wide area in the midst of &
vast enclosure, Standing alone, de
serted under the blue Chinese sky, 1t
Is a dream of majesty and beauty, As
the great selting of a scens of ritual
pomp that calls for thousands and
thousands of robed celebrants, with
musle, incense, sacrifice, it Is trans-
cendently imposing and i{mpressing
There the emperor knelt once a year
and waorshiped “the only being in the
universe he could look up to”"—Shang-
ti—the emperor of the world above,
whose court was in the sky and the
spear tips of whose soldiers were Lhe
stars,

New Rural Schooling.

The old district school is rapldly
disappearing, and modern and attrac-
tive schoolhouses, thoroughly equipped
with proper apparatus, are spring
ing up everywhere. A new type
of teacher will shortly supersede the
avernge rural schoolmistress of the
past. She will be country born and
bred, with both & high and a normal
school education, and she will be a
lover of country life. Her aim will be
to better existing conditions in the
country, coupled with a strong desgire

to save these boyvs and girla for the
farm, A teacher governed by these
motives, and possessing a strong per-
sonality, will accomplish much in this
direction.—~Marraret Woodward in
The Countryside Magazine,

Something to Do.

Senutor Lodge was talking in Wash [
ington about a dull summer resort.

*l know a man,” he sald, “who took
a cottage there last summer to please
his wife.

**This cottuge,’ the agent sald im-
pressively, during the signing of the
lense, ‘18 Just a stone's throw from the
station,'

“‘Good,” sald the man. “That will
give us something to do on the long
summer evenings,’

“‘Yes? sald the agent with a pus-
gled smile. 'Yea? llow so?

“‘It will give us something to do. |
gald, on summer evenings,’ the man
explained. “We can sit on the fronut
porch and throw stones at the train!'’

1 have made up my mind to one
thing. When 1 get ready to be saved
| do not intend to let the job to a boy

preacher.—Buck Klilby,

WESTERN CANADA
COVTINUES 70 WK

The 1915 Yield of Grain Keeps
Western Canada to the Front,

The great publicity that has been
Eiven to the graln yields of the Prov
Inces of Manitoba, Suskatchewan and
Alberta, the thres provinces that con-
Prise that portion of Western Canada
Cust of the British Columbia boundary,
has Kept Canada to the frout with a
prominence that {8 merited,

The grain crop of the three proy-
Inces has now been hiarvested, and sul-
ficient of It has been threshed so that
It Is no longer a matter of estimate as
to the returns. It is safe to say tha
the entire yield of wheut will be up-
wards of 275,000,000 bushels, and the
average yield well over 25 bushels per
acre. In proportion to the aggregate
this is perhaps the largest yield ever
known on the continent,

Most of this wheat will grade No. 1
northiern, and betier. and with pres
ent prices the condition of the farm
er is to be envied Many Individual
yields are reported, and verified, and
they are almost beyond  belief, but
they go to show that under the care-
ful system of agriculture that pro
duced these yiells Western Canada
would have far exceeded a 300000000
production of wheat in 19156 had the
sVEtem bheen nniversal,

It was not in one or two distriets
that big vields have been made known
The reports come from all parts ot
the 24,000 square miles of territory in
which the growing of wheat is car
ried on,

Mr. Elmir Seller. a farmer south ot
Strassburg, Sask.. has harvested H,A4635
bushels No. 1 hard wheat from 160
acres,

Jas. A. Denner, near Davsland, Al
berta, says his wheat went over 40
bushels to the acre, with an all round
crop of 33 bushels to the acre.

J. N. Wagner, near the same place,
also lays clalm to over 40 bushels ot
wheat per acre,

A Norwegian farmer, named S8 A
Tofthagen, not far from Davsland,
had 23 acres of wheat which gave a
yield of 47 bushels to the acre

Well, then, near Gleichen, Alberta,
D. H. Engle of Humboldt, lowa, owns
8 quarter section of land.  This land
was rented so that Mr. Engle should
receive onethird of the crop. and this
gave him $612 65, his net rental for
the crop, and there was only 80 acres
In crop.

Beores of reports give vields fully
as large as those given above. A
large ficld of spring wheat near Leth-
bridge averaged 69 bushels, another 59
and a third 56 bushels per acre. On
the Jall farm at Lethbridge 26 acres
of Marquis wheat vielded 60 bushels to
the acre and weighed 67 pounds to the
bushel. A test lot of one acre of Mar-
quis wheat when threshed yielded 99
bushels and a 40 acre fleld averaged
60 1-3 bushels., This farm had 200
acres under crop to Marquis whent
and it {8 expected the average from
the whole will excesd 60 bushels.

In all portions of Saskatchewan and
Manitoba, as well, remarkable vields
are reported, many large fields show
ing avernges of from 40 to 65 bushels
per acre,

When the story of this yvear's thresh-
ing 18 completed some extraordinary
vields will be heard of. One farmer
west of Unity, Saskatchewan threshea
10,000 bughels of No. 1| northern from
200 acres and such instances will not
be isolated.

Consgiderable of the wheat grown In
Western Canada is finding its way to
the markets of the United States. not
withstanding the duty of ten cents
per bushel, The miller in the United
States finda Western Canadian wheat
necessary for the blending of the high
class flour that is demanded by some
millers. Already near &  hundred
thousand bushels of the 1915 crop has
found its way to the Minneapolis, Du-
luth, St. L.onis and other markets.

It was not in wheat alone that there
were extraordinary yvields, A farmer
living south of Wadena, Sask., har-
vested #00 bushels of oats from ten
acres. S, A, Tofthagen of Daysland
before referred to had oats which
vielded 110 bushels to the acre, while
those of J. N. Wagner went 90 bush-
ela to the acre

As 18 pointed out by a Toronto pa-
per Canada's great good fortune and
aplendid service as the Granary of the
Empire are revealed in the record
harvest from her rich fields of wheat
and other grains. “The foundation of
its progperity I8 solld and enduring.
While mines may be exhausted and
lumber may disappear through im
provident management, agriculture is
a perpetunl source of wealth, increas-
ing from year to vear by the stimulus
of individual industry and personal in
terest. A wheat harvest of 136,250,000
hushels from 13,000,000 acres, an av
ernge vield of 26 bushels to the acre
The substantinl nature of this growth
in production I8 shown by the fact
that the harvest returns ure 72 per
cent greater than the average for the
past five years.

The same satisfuctory and highly
ifmportant success has been attained
in other grain crops.  The aggregate
vield of oats g 451085600 bushels
from the 11,365,000 geres under crop.
Of this vield 305,650,000 bushels are
from the three Prairie Provinces,
These provinces also contribute 304,
200,000 bushels of wheat. The bar-
ley harvest is 50,868,000 bushels from
1,600,350 acres, an average yield ot
38.7 bushels per acre.”

"“The impression one gets in golng

i throwout,

Manitobn.,” sufd a traveler i1rom 1he
cast, 18 that all the horses and teams
and all the threshing machines on:
gaged make no impression on the
crops, and that it will take six months
to thresh the grain out: but two
Cweeks ago the Canadipn Pacitic eall
lwn}' were having a dally shipment of
|l.‘.‘n~| cars of wheat from the three
provinces, and a week ago they nad
got up to 3100 cars a day. And be
sides this there {8 the Canadian North-
arn raflway and the Grand Trunk Pa-
cifle, 80 an enormous guantity must
be being shipped out of the provinces,
The wealthier farmers are building
large granarics on their farma, while
there {8 a great improvement in the
storage fucilities provided by the gov-
ernment,"”

It is therefore no wonder that the
greatest interest was shown by those
who attended the Soll Products Ex-
position held at Denver a short time
ago, when it was demonstrated that It
was not only fn quantity that Westera
Canada still occupied the primary po-
sition. It was there that Western
Canada again proved its supremacy.
In wheat, It was early conceded that
Canada would be a winner, and this
was easily the case. not only did it win
the big prize, but it carried off the
sweepstakes. \What, however, to thove
who were representing Canada at this
exposition, was of greater value proba-
bly, was winning first and second prize
for alfalfa. The exhibits were beautl
ful and pronounced by old alfalfs
gkrowers to be the best they had ever
seen.  Firat, second and third cuttings
of this year's growth were shown

At this eame exposition, there were
shown some excellent samples of fod-
der corn, grown in the Swift Current
district,

Topping the range cattle market in
Chicago a short time ago I8 another of
the feats accomplished by Western
Canada this year,

On Wednesday, October 13, Clay,
Robinson and company sold at Chi
cago for E. H, Maunsell, Macleod, Al
berta, n consignment of cattle, 17 head
of which, averaging 1420 pounds,
brought §8.90 per hundredweight, top
ping the range cattle market for the
week to date. The same firm also
sold for Mr. Maunsell 206 head, aver
aging 1,240 pounds, at $8.656, without &
These were all grass cat-
le. They were purchased by Armour
and company. Clay, Robinson =and
company describe the cattle as of
very niee quality, in excellent condi-
tlon, and a great credit to Mr Maun-
sell. 1t speaks well for our Canadian
cattle ralsers that they ean produce
stock good enough to top the Chicago
market against strong competition.
there being over 4,000 range cattle on
sale that day.

It is one thing to produce crops
such as are referred to, and another
to get them to market. The facllities
of Western Canada are excellent. The
rallway companies, of which there are
three, the Canadian Pacifle, the Cana
dian Northern and the Grand Trunk
Pacifie, have the mark of efMciencsy
stamped upon all thelr work. Besides
the main trunk lines of these systems.
which extend from ocean to ocean,
there are branch lines and laterals.
feeders which enter into remote parta
of the farming distriets. and give to
the farmer immediate access to the
world s grain markets. The elevator
capacity of the country Is something
enormous, and if the figures can be
digested, the full extent of the grain
producing powers of Wastern Canada
may be realized. The total elevator
capacity I8 about 170,000,000 bushels,
or nearly one-half of the entire wheat
production of the Dominion In 19156,
Of this large storage facllities the
country elevators number 2,800, with
a capacity of 95,000,000 bushels -Ad
vertisement.

e

'thrmrnh Alberta, Saskatchewan and

Dooms Widow to One Room.

The will of Solomon Ricks, filed for
probate, disposing of an rstate in ex:
cess of $5,000, containg the unusual
provision that his widew, Mrs. Chana
Dora Hicks, of 173 Stanton street, is
to recelve an income of $10 a week
for life "provided she lives in a room
alone.” Further on there {8 a modi-
fication which permits the widow to
have a daughter live with her,

The rest of the property is directed
to be divided equally among the chil:
dren, Muax, Mollie, Lenn and Sala -
New York T'mes,

False Vown,

"He mines, Estelle,” he bhegged, “and
1 swenr by yon slivery moon that noth
ing shall ever come between us,"

“I will trust you, Adeibert,” she
whispered, and so they were mar-
ried,

Hut, alas, for the vows of man, He-
fore thiee years iad passed something
had come between them,

Its name was Myrtie, and Estelle
and Afelbert each had it by the hand!

Used wicuever Quinine is Needed
Does Not Affect the Head

Deecnnso of itc tonle and lnzative effect LAX-
ATIVLE BROMO QUININE will be found better
than ordinary ?ulmlm 10F any purpose for
which Quinlue o used. Does nol cause ner
vousneus nor ringing ln head, Remem ber there
17 only one “Bromo Quinine. ' Thet in Lazs
tive Hromo Quinine. Look for siguature of
E W.Uru%e. f—=Adv,

Qut for the Cash,
Edith-—#o you are going to marry
that rude old Mr, Roxleigh, 1 don't
see how you can stand his ways.
Marie—I c¢an stand his ways, my
dear, by remembering about his means,

Dr. Pierce's Pelletsa are best for liver,
bowels and stomach. One little Pellet for
s laxative—three for a esthartic.—Ady,

It takes an unusually smart man to
speak seven langunges, but it takes &
slnarter one to remain silent in one,

You can never be wise unleas you
love reading.—Johnson,
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