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In Dubious
Garb
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! “Dear, dear!™ mourned and pitied
AWin Prince, and stood looking down
at a human form lylng prone upon the
straw-littered floor of an abandoned
ehelter shed at a remote corner of his
ifarm.

| He was a genial old soul, this pleas
ant-faced, kind-hearted deacon, selects
man and the prop and stay of sterling
uprightness and dignity In the com-
munity, He had béen passing the shed,
when he fancied that a groan proceed-
#d from within, He stepped across
‘the threshold and, startled and pusz
zled, gnzed down nt the recumbent fig
ure. It was that of a young mnn with
a refined cast of features, his eyes
¢closed In gleep. Two further discov-
erles of the farmer brought a serlous
expression to his face. One hand was
abrased nnd bleeding, and a ent in the
bhead showed a second recent injury,

“A convict—an escaped convier," so-
Nloquized Prince. “Poor fellow! And
he's badly hurt. What 1s my duty In
the cnse? Ile looks likely, and per-
baps a mother, a sister Is worrying
about him. There lan't anyvthing of
the eriminal In that face. 8hall I pro-
tect him?

The decision was qulckly made,
Prinece proceeded ncross the farm, got
to the house, made up a bundle and,
hitching up a horse to the old famlly
earrynll, started back the route he
had come.

“Mother and Zelda away,” he solllo-
quized, “and 1 don’t see Zeph anywhere
around. That just suits me."

Zeph Barnes was the handy man
about the farm. At that moment he
was making bis way past the old shed.
His coanrse lips puckered as he dis-
covered I8 Inmate, He scenfed a mys-
tery as he saw Prinee returning,. He
wondered If there was any rewnrd of-
fered for the apprehension of con-
viets and, climbing to the shallow loft
in the structure, waited for develop-
ments,

These materialized with.the arrival
of Prince. The latter proceeded to dis-
robe the stranger, He made a bundle
of the Incriminating conviet garb and
thrust it into an old manger, attired
him in a sult of his own, lifted him
Into the wagon and drove to the house,
He got_his involuntury guest to bed,
applied lotions to his wounds, and won-
dered what his story would be. When
consclousness  was  restored, Alvin
Prince gently Inquired If the Injuries
were painful.

“lI think only a stumbling fall," re-
plled his guest., “Let me see, | was—
Where was 1?7 What was 1 dolng?
I'm all dazed. My nambe is Wilbur
Thorne, I have a home, but 1 left
it for wandering a long tlme ago. I've
kept going with all kinds of jobs. You
must be a pretty kind sort of a man
to take In a stranger this way."

“Oh, that Is all right,” declared
Prince lightly, and felt a certain dell-
cacy about referring to his conviet sus-
plcions, .

Mrs. Prince and her daughter Zelda
<aome home two days later from a
week's visit to a relative, to find the
Interesting-looking stranger Insisting
upon doing some light work about the
farm, They were so used to the chari-
table Impulses of the husband and fa-
ther, that they dild not quesfion him
when he told them that he was taking
@are of his visitor untll he got on his
feet again.

His frank, -engaging ways won the
favorable opinlon of Zelda and her
mother, and as the weeks drifted on
Wilbur Thorne became so useful and
@0 happy that Prioce had not the heart
to either question him or turn him
AWAY.

He had not noticed that a bond of
mutual lking was being cemented bhe
tween the two young people, but Zeph
Barnes, himself secretly in love with
Zclda, though the latter detested him,
was witness to an Interview between
Thorne and herself when the latter
confessed his deep affection for the
farmer's daughter. Just before dusk
that evening, just as the famlly were
seated on the lawn, Mr. Prince read-
Ing, Mrs, Prince at her knitting and
Zelda and Thorne looking over a ple-
torlal magazine, there appeared Zeph
Barnes and a man whom the farmer at
once recognized as the town marshal,

“There's the man," spoke Zeph,
pointing to Thorne, "He's an escaped
convict, and here—" and he tore open
a bundie under his arm, revealing the
conviet’s garb In which Prince had
first seen Thorne,

“Why! you gilve me a link In the
past always a mystery to me,” exclalm-
ed Thorne abruptly, arising to his feet
with an animated expression on his
face. *1 wore that sult the day |
got hurt. Where did you ever get It,
Zeph?! You see, Mr. Prince, my last
job was playing the convict for some
movie people over beyond the village.
1 took a casual stroll In It while walt-
ing for my part in the scenario, had
a bad fall, and—and | guess you can
tell how you found me,"

Zeph drew back crestfallen. The
marshal, however, Insisted on some
close questioning, and Wilbur Thorne
was forced to tell that he was the son
of a wealthy man with whom he had
quarreled to become a wanderer. A
repentant truant, now that he had won
Zelda's love, he was willlog to ask pa-
rental forgiveness, and a week Iater
Alvin Prince was glad to sccept Wik
bur Thorne an his soo-in-law,

TAKING IT ALL

“Before I agree to undertake your
defense,” said the eminent criminal
lawyer, “you will have to tell me the
whole truth. Did you embezzie the
£100,000 vou are accused of having
taken?"

“Yea, sir,”” replied the accused
man. “I'll not attempt to conceal
the fact from you. 1 stole every
cent of 1.

“How much of it have you still®*"”

“It's all gone but about a couple
of dollars."”

“Young man,” sald the eminent
lawyer, buttoning his coat about him
and puiting on his gloves, “you'd
better plead gullty ana throw yours
self on the mercy of the court.”

“I°lIl do it If you say so, sir. What
are you going to charge me for the
advice?"

“Two dollars?®"

THE ETERNAL FEMININE

How old are you, llitle girl?"
sald the streetear conductor genially

‘Now see here,” sald the little ginl
“I'm paying full fare, so (L isn’t nee-
eranry for you to ask any lmpertl-
nent questions.™

Pat and' Mike were passing a
butcher's shop where there was n
pair of chickens for sale

“I'tl buy them if you'll lend me
your coupons,.' sald Mike, “und who
ever hag the best draam tonleht ean
cook them for himself tomorrow.*’

When they awoke in the morning
Pat related his dream

I dreamt that angels carried me
up to heaven,”

“You're right."” sald Mlke, "'1 sanw
vou going up, and thought you would
never cote back, ro 1 got up, conked
the chickens and ate them."

—
SAVED THE ADMISSION MONEY

Ruth eame home (rom her Sred
vielt to Sunduay sachool, carrying ®
amall suck of candy.

“Why, Ruth, where did you ged
the candy?” asked the famlly, whe
had gathered to hear her experiencdl.

Ruth looked up in surprise,

“1 bought It with the nickel you
gave me,"” she said; “the minister
met me at the door and got me in
for nothing.'
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SHIPMENT

to South America

The First Shipment of

Breekt Choedlates

To Far Off South America

Argentine Republic is one of the
greatest South American Countries.

Buenos Aires, its capital, is the fourth
city on the American continent In
population and one of the world’s

greatest seaports.

Like those of our own sunny South-
land, the Argentinians are famed for
their cookery, their discriminating taste,
their appreciation of high quality and
goodness. Only the finest contections can
successfully compete with native South
American and imported French candy.
That is why Brecht Chocolates and Candies have

entree into that exclusive candy markct—bccauw
no better confections are made in the world than

Brecht’s.

The bright, gold, Brecht shield —wherever it’s seen
—is always the sign of wonderful goodness, of
Yc quality and purity.
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““The Sign of Good Chocolates’’

“Make Life Sweeter”’

IT TRULY I8

THAT
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