_ should drive up In & hack

——————

NORTH PLATTE SEMI.-WEEKLY TRIBUNE
ol

——

THE VALLEY of the

By PETER B. KYNE
Author of "Cappy micks”

GIANTS

Copyright by Peler B, Kyne

CHAPTER XV -—Continued.
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first 1've honrd ahout
Qum Perking roplied
“Seems o me you heen

How do

“Thix s the
mny franchise
muEpicionsly,
mighty secret about thiz joh
I know thig nin't a Torgery 7"

“nll up the mayor and ask him"
Brvie suggested,

“' de that," quoth Mr Perkins
ponderously,  “And In the moanthme,
don't do any more digeing or eallaout
ting” He bhurrlsd away
mobile, lenving b Heatenant In charge
of the squnid

“Alen In the meantime, young man”
Colane] Pepnington ponnounesd, “yvon
will purdon e IF 1 thke possession of
my locomotive nnd Mnl oars I ob
werve  vou  have fndshed  unloading
those ralls,”

“Help yourself, Colonel” Bryee pe.
pllel with o axsumption of
ness e was fur from feceling

“Thunk Cardigan,”
With the grentest good nntare in e,
Metinington Inte thee
renched  for the helleaord,
the betl vigorousiy

Then he permitted hlmeelf a0 tri-
umphnnt toot of the whistle, after
which he threw off the ale nnd goently
apencd the theottie, e was not a 1o
comotive engineor hut he had rldden
in the cab of his own locomotlve o
felt guite confident of his ability In
n pinch,

With a erenlt and a bump the train
wtrted, und the Colonel ran It slowly
up untll the loconotive stomd oo the
tencks exnotly where Book Oglivy hned
hepn entting in Wis orossing: where
upon the Colonel locked the brakes,
opened hig exhnust, and Blew the holl
er down., And when the last ounee of
swtenm hud esenpeed, he deseended nmd
smillingly aecosted Bryee Coardignn

“That engine being my property,” he
nnpounesd, Ul iake the short omd of
nny bet von cnre 1o mnle, Young man,
thut 1t will sit on those teacks antll
vour tempornrty  franchise  expires
Cut In your Jumpecrossing now, If yon
cun, voir whelp, and be d -l to you.
I've got you bloeked !

“I rather hmongine thi= nlee gentle-
minte hos I on oy, old dears™ ehibeped
Buck Ogilvy plaintively, “Well! We
did our dumndest, which angels cun't
do no more, Let us gnather up our
tosls and go home, my son, for some-
thing tells me that If I hang around
here 11l hnst one of two things—this
slook geoundrel’s gray hend or one of

ta hils wuto

henrtl
ey,

you s=n

only,
rung

it
nnel

my bellleose veing!  Hedo!  Whom
have we here?”
Reyee turned and found  himself

facing Shirley Sumner. Her tender
Hp was quivering, and the tears shone
In her eyes like stars, He stnred nt
her In sllendce,

“My friend” she murmured tremu-
lonkly, “didn't T tell you I would not
permit you to bulld the N, O, 0,7

He bowod his head In rage nahd
shame at his defent, Buck Oglivy
took him by the arm. “Bryee, old

chap, this Iy one of those occasions
= = ,:

“Your Uncie’s Killer Did That, §hir
ley.™

where sllonce ix golden, Speak not,
' do It for you. Miss Sumner,” he
vontinged, "and Colonel Pennington,”
fuvoring that  triumphaot rusenl
with an equally gracious bow, “we
lenve yon In possession of the NHeld—
temporarily,  However, If  anyhody
il lenn
ot and ask you, just tell him Buck
Ogilyy has another trump tucked awny
in his kimono"

Bryce turned o go, but with n sul-
den Impulke Shivley rid her hand on
bis arm-—his left arm,  “"Bryee!" she
murmured,

He Hited her hand gently from his
foreurm, led ber ta the front of the
weomotive, and held her hand up to
the headiight. Her fngers were ovhn
son with blood,

“Your uncle's killer did that, Ship-
iv.," he anld fronleully. “It's only a
slight flesh wound, but that Is no
Mukt of your allles. Good-night”

And he left her standing, pale of
face nnd trembling, In the white gloare
of the hendifght

He wilked to his enr and climbed
Into It Ogllvy remained merely long
enongh to give orders to the foreman
ta gather up the tools, stors them in
the mnehineshap of Cardigon’s mill,
nnd dismiss hix gang ; then he, too, ¢n-
tored the automobidle, and at a worid
from Bryce, the ear sl nolselessiy
nwny Inte the durkness.  The track-
eutting erew deparied n few minutes
[nter, und when Shirfey found herself
wlone with her uncle, the tumult in
her henrt gave way to the tears she
could oo longer repress,  Pennington
ool by, wintohing her  curiously,
I'I'Ill"_\'.

Presently  Shirley  mastered  her
vinaotion and glvnesd townrd him.

“Well, my dear?®™ he queried

“I—J thitnk I had better go home,
she snld without spirelt,

YT think 8o, ton," he angwersd, “Get
Into the mayor's Nivver, my dear, and
Uit drekve you,  And perhaps the lonst
unldl phopt (his affalr the better, Shir
lev, There nre many things that you
punderstiand and which cannot
e eluclidnted by diseussion,”

“T enn understinmnd nan uttempt ot as
anssinntlon, Unele Seth.”

“Thnt binekgunrd Minorea -1 should
hve known better than to put hiin on
guch 0 Job. 1 told him to bluf and
threnten ; Cardigan, 1 knew, would
renlize the grudge the Bluek Minorea
hing pgalost him, and for that renson
Fiigured the greaser was the andy wnn
who conld BlufM him, While 1 gave
him orders to shoot, T told him dis
tinetly not to it anybody, Good Lowd,
Shirley, surely you do not think 1
wouhd wink ot o murder ™

Yo she nnswered passlonately,
“With Bryee Carglgan ont of the way
woulill have a Neld

il not

you cleur befors
Y-

“Oh, my dear, my dear! Surely you
do not renllze what you nre sayving.
Yot tre yourself, Shirley,
Plonse—plense do not wountd e so
o horeibly, 1 nm surrounded by ene-
mies-—the most hnplacable  enemies,
They foree me to Hght the devil with
fire—pmd here yon are, giving them ald
and comfort.”

“1 waunt you to defent Bryce Cardl-
i, AF yvou ean do It falrly."”

YAr nnother time nnd in a ealmer
mood we will discuss that villnin,' he
suld anuthoritarively, “Get into the ear,
nied we will go home,  Toere 18 noth-
ing more to be done tonlght.”

“Nour sophistry does not alter my
opinlon,” she rveplied firmiy, “How-
ever, ns you say. thig is netther the
thne nor the place to diseass it

They drove howe In silence.  Shivley
went ot once to bher room,  For the
Colonel, however, the night's work had
searcely begun, The Instant he heard
the door to his nlece's room shat, he
went o the telephone and called up
the Lagann Grantde roundhouse, Sex- 4
ton, his mannger, answersd,

“Huave you sent the switeh engine to
the woods for Hondedu and his men?”

YJust ler”

“Good ! Now, then, Sexton, listen (o
me! As you know, this rald of Cardi-
gun's hns developed so suddenly T nm
more or less taken by surprise and
hoave had no time to prepare the Kind
of counter-attack that will be most ef-
fective, However, with the crossing
Mocked, 1 guln thoe in which to organ-
lge—anly there must be no weak point
in the organlzation, In order to Insure
that, T am proceeding to San Fran-
clseo tonlght by motor, via the const
rond., 1 will arskve Iate tomorrow
night, and early Samaeday morning 1
will appear In the Unlted States dis-
triet conrt with onr attorneys uod fe
«n complaint and petition for an order
temporarily restraining the N, € 0O
from cytting our tracks.

“I will have to muke an aflidavit to
support the complaint, so I had betier
he® Johinny-omthesgpot to do i, rather
thain risk the delny of making the am-
davit tomorraw morning here and for
wihrding It by mall to our attorneys,

“The Judge will slgn a restralning
order, returnable In from ten to thirty
davs—1"l1 try for thirty, beciuse that
will knock out the N, C, 0% tomporary
franchise—and after T have obinined
the restenining order, T will have the
United Statef marshal telegraph it to
Ogllvy and Cargligan !

“Rully " ofled  Sexton
*Thot will fix thelr eloek,™

“In the menntime” Pennlngton con-
tinued, “togs will be glutting our nnd.
We need that locomotive for its
leglhthmate purposes Make all that dis.
Arded machinery and the old boller
we removed from the il Jast fall,
dump It on the tracks at the crossing,
nod get the lovomotive buek on 118 run.
Understund?  The other side, having
no mwenns of removing these heavy obe
struetions, will be blocked until T re-
turn: by that tlme the matter will be
In the distriet court, Onrdigan will bhe
hung up until his temporary franchise
explres—aund the ity councll will not
renew It, Get me?’

“Yes, sin®

11l be hack Sunday forenoon, Good-
by

He hung up, went to his chaofMeur's
quarters over the gurage, and rowred
the man out of bed, Then he returned
quletly to bis room, dressed and

TEI T

heartily.

Ings

pircked & bag for his Journey, lefi a
brief note for Shirley notlfying hep of
hig depurture, and started on his two
hundred and Nfty-mile telp over the
mountaing to the south. As his car
sped  through sleeping Neqguoln  and
gulned the open eonntry, the Colonel's
henrt thrilled plensurably, He held

cards and spades, big and little ensino, l

four nees and the Joker; therefore he
knew he could sweep the bonrd at his=
pleasure, And during his nhsence Shir
ley would have apportunity to eool off
while he would find thve to formulate
an argument to lull her susplelons
upon his return,

CHAPTER XVI.

Quite phlivious of her yocle’s depar
fure for Ran Francisco, Shirley Iny
nwnke throughout the
the night, turning over and over in her
mind the varlons aspects of the Cpredl

gun-Fennington  fmbrogllo, Of one
thing she was quite certaln; pence
must be dectared at nll bnzards.  Rhe

resbzed that she had permitted meat
ters to go too far. A revolslion of fecl
Ing toward her unele, Induced by the
memory of Bryee Cavdigan’s Bloml nn
her white finger tips, convineesd the
girl that, nt all hpzards (o her fAnan
vinl foture, heneeforth she and her
uncle must trend separnte paths,  She
had found him out gt Inst, nod beenuse
i her natore there was some of hLis
awn fixity of purpose, the resolutlon
vost her no particulnr pang.

She had hoen obsosqand of a
rinther unusunl In her sex, o gee o
fight waorth while; she lind planned to
permit It 1o go to o knoekout, ro use
Bryce Cardigan's longuage, becpuse
she belleved Bryee Cardlignn would Tw
vunquished—and she had  desived (o
st hlme smnshed—<bur not beyond re-
pulr, for her jor dn the confliet wys
to e in the task of putting the pleces
together afterwnrd !

It wns relief, therefore
when the lmperturbable Jomes hnnded
her at breakfast the following note:

tlesire,

rather w

“Shirley Denr:

YAfter lenving you tnst night, 1 de
¢ided that In vour present frame of
mind my absence for a few douys might
tend to a calmer and clearer pearcep-
tlom, on your part, of the necessury
tneties which In n moment of despern-
tlon, I saw fit, with regret, to pursge
Inst night, And In the bhope that yon
will hinve attuined your old attitode
townrd me hefore my return, [ am
leaving In the motor for San Fran-
cisco, Your terrible accusation has
grieved me to such an extent thut T do
not feel equnl to the task of confront-
ing you until, in a more Jodicinl frame
of mind, you enn traly absolve we of
the charge of wishing to do awny with
young Cuordigoan,

“Your affectionate
“UNCLE SETH.”

Shirley's lp enrled.  With a raver,
keener lntultion than she had hitherto
mnanifested, she sensed the hypocrisy
hetweeny the lines: she was not de
oelviml,

“He bas gone to San Franclsea for
more ammunition,”™ she  solilogulzed,

“Very well,  unkle-dunk! While
vou're away, 1 shall munufacture a
few homhs myself."

After brenkfast <he left the honse
nnd walked to the intersection of B
with Water street, Jules Rondesn and
hig crew of lumberjneks wers 1here,
und with two pollcemen guarded the
crossing,

Shirley looked from e woods hally
to the locomotive and bnck to Hon
denu.

“Rondenn,” she snld, *“Mr. Cardigan
I= o bod man to fight. You foughi him
onee. Are you golng to do It agnin®™
¢ Tle nodded,

“By whoset orders

“Mr. Sexton, she (el me to do ™

“Well, Rondenu, some duy 'l he
hos8 of Lagunn Geande and there'll he
no more fighting.,” she replled, and
Illl“ﬁl"ll on down B street to the ol

e

of the Cardlgun Redwood Lumber
compnny,  Moirn MeTavish looked up
ne she entersd

“Where 1s he, dear?" Shirley psked.
“T must see him"

“In that otlice, Migs Shirley,” Molra
replied, and polntad to the door, Shire-
ley stepped o the door, knosked, and
then entered. Bryee Cardignn, ntel

at his desk, looked up us she cane in.
His left aym was In n sling, nnd he
looked horas=ed and delected,

“Don't get up, Bryce," she sald ge he
nttempted to rise, T know you're quite

exhnusted You look |It." She sat

down, “I'm so sorry,"” she sald «oftly,
His  dull glanee  brightened,
doesn't nmount to thiat, Shivles Anid

he snapped his fingers,  “It theobs g
Nitle and 18 ST ond gore, 8o 1 curry
It in the sling. That helps o ltle,
What did you want to see me aboygp?”

“I wanted 1o el you,” sald Shirley,
“that=—thmt last nlght's affalr wos not
of my making" He smiled compus-
slonately, “l=—I couldn't besr 10 have
you think 1'd break my word sud tell
him"

“It never occurred to me that youn
had dealt me a hand from the bortom
of the deck, Shirley., Please don't
waorry about It. Your uncle has had
two private detectives watching Oglivy
and me,"”

remainder of |

“Oh ! she hresthed, maeh relieved,

A ghost of the old bantering smile
| Hghted her winsome Teatures, Wl

then,” she chinllenged, “1 suppose you
| don't hate me.” .

“On the contrary, I love you.” he nn-

swered,  "However, sinee you  mhist
huve known this for some time past, 1
uppose 1t is superfluons (o mention
it. Moreover, I haven't the right—
}.'.t|“
{ She had down
e¢stly. She ralsed them now and looked
nt him searchingly. 1 suppose you'll
acknowledge yvourself whipped at last,
Bryce? she ventured,

"Would 1t
surrender ™™

onst her wves -

plegse you 1o hinve me

He was very serlous.

“Indesd 1t would, Bryce. 'm tired
of fighting I want peace, D'm—I'm
afrnld to let this mniter go any fures

ther., 'm truly afraid,”

“I think I want peace, 100, he an

"'d bhe glnd 1o quit—with
And I'IN do It, too, I vou enn
induee your uncle to gle® me the kind
of logging contrunct 1| wnne with his
roged.”

“1 conldn’t do that, Bryoee
vou whipped—und he Is not
e the fullen, Yaun

s,

honor,

His lins
merelful
linve  1o-—4ur

“! Suppose You'll Acknowledge Your-
self Whipped at Last, Bryce?”

render  unconditionally,™ Agnin  =he
lald her Hrtle hand vhinidly “on his
wonndml forearm. “Pleasge give up,

Bryce-~for my sake,

“I suppose 'l have to” he mur-
mured sadly. “I dare say you're right,
though one should never andmit defent
until he 8 counted out. I suppose,”
he continued bitterly, “your uncle is
In high feather this morning.”

“f don't know, Bryce, He left In his
motor for San Fraonclsco about one
o'clock this morning™

For un Instant
stired at her; then a slow, mocking
little smile crept
of his mouth, and his eyes lighted with
wirth,

“Glorious

Bryece Cuardigan

nows, my dear Shirvley,
perfectly glovious!  So the old fox
has gone to San Francisco, eh?  Left
In & horry and vig the overland voute !
Couldn't wait for the regular passen-
ger-stenmer  tomorrow, eh? Gireat
Jumping Jehoshaphint!  Fe niust hoave
hidd Important bosiness to attend o,
And Bryeg commenced to chuckle,
“(Oh, the poor old Colonel,” he
tinued presently, “the dear old pirate!
What n horrible right swing he's run-
ning hita!  Amd you want me (o ace
konowledge defont ! if_\' fdenr girl, In
the langunge of the classic, there |s
nothing dolng, T shall put In my
crossing Sunday moraing, and (f yvou
don't belleve It drop around and see
me In netion”

“You mustn't try,"” protested Shirley
“Rondeau 18 there with his  orew
and he has orders to stop you. He
gldes, you can’t expect help from the
police.  Unele Soth has made a deal
with the mayor. I came prepared to
suggest o compromise, Bryee”
Clred, Dt hee

G-

she de-
tsterrapted  her with
of his hnnd,

“That for the police and that
Muovor Poundstone 1™ Bryve retoprted,
with another snap of his fingers,  “1'N
vid the city of them at the fall elec-
tlon."”

n WRYe

venn!

“Soun ¢can't afford A« compromize,
You've been telling me I shall never
pulld the N, (0 O, hecause you will

pot permit me to. You're
[ tell you, 1 shall balld "
“You shan't " she fired bhack at him,

poweriess,

and a spot of nuger glowed In ench
cheek. *You're the most stubborn
and belllgerent man I have ever
known, Sometimes I almost hate
you"

“ame around  at fen tomorrowe
marning and woteh me put In the
erossing—wateh me give Rondenu and

hisn gang the rup He renched over
suddenly, lifted ber hand, and Kl=sed
I, *How I love you, denr Hitle antag-
onlst!™ he murmured,

“If you loved me, you wouldn't op
pose me” shie protested softly, *1 tell

uwround the corners

| watehed ber through the wintdow, She

vou nagaln, Dryee, you make It very
hard for me to be friendly with youn”

“I don't wiant to be friendly with
you, You're deiving me crazy, Shir
ley. Please run along home, or wher-
ever you're bound. I've tried to under-
stand your peculinr code, but you're
too deep for me; %o let e go my way
to the devil, George Sea Otler is out-
slde asleep In the tonnenw of the car,
Tell him to drive gou wherever you're
golng, T suppore you're afoot today,
for 1 notleed ths mnyor riding to his
office In your sedan this morning.”

She tried to ok outraged, but Tor
fhe life of her she could not take of-
fense ut Li= bhmitness | nelther did she
resent a look which she detected n
his eyves, even though It told her he
wins Inughing at her,

“Oh, very well,” she replied with
what dignity she could muster. “"Have
It your own way. [ve trisd to warn
you., Thank you for your offer of the
enr, 1 shall be slad to use It, Unele
Seth sold my car to Mayor Pound-
stone lust night, Mrs, * admired
It s

“Ah! Then It was that raseally
Potindstone wha talid your uncle about
the temporary fennchise, thus aronsing
hig suspleions to such an extent that
when he heard his locomotive rom-
bling Into town, he smelled a et and
hurried down to the l'rilhﬂillﬂ?"

“Poasgibly.  The Poundstones dined
at our houss Iast night,” l
"Pretty hard on you, I shonld say.

But then I suppose you have to play
the gnme with Uncle Seth.

OATS BEST CROP

Statistics Show Advantages
Over Corn Growing.

On Comparatively Cheap Land In
Western Canada Farmers Get Reo-
ord Yielde—Cost Per Acre Muoh

¢ Less Than Cern.

How mueh more does It cost te
grow an acre of corn than to grow an
ncre of onts? To get a proper com-
parison it Is necessary Yo tnke an I
lustration from s farim on which both
rops are grown successfully. © An eax
ample hns just bheen brought to the
writer's attentlon of the comparative
cost of growing corn and onts on &
Minnesota furm, [t Is furnished by
Albert Inmer, n well-known farmer in
Cottonwood county, Minn, In an ar
ticte which appeatred In the Cotton-
wood Cltizen,

Mr. Inmer sayn: “1 had » ruﬂnat’
to khow how much It would cost to
ralge an scre of onts and corn. To
find out I kept seconnt, during the
year, of the time roqnired and the
enxh expended to grow the above men-
tloned erops” His figures show that
It cost him £31.49 to grow an acra of
corn and $18.13 1-8 to grow an acre of
onts, or a4 difference of $13.00 an acre
In favor of oats. ‘

Provided the respective crop ylelds

Well, | are not altogether out of proportion to

good marning, Shirley, Sorry (o hurr,\'lm“ cost of growing the crop, this

you awny, but you must remember
strictly business bhasis—
Fet: and yon musto't waste iy thoe™
“You're horeld, Bryee Curdignn,”
“You're sdornble, Good morning.”
"You'll e sorey for this” she
warned himg  “Good mornlng,” She
passedd ot Into the general olfice, vis
Iteddl with Mol about five minutes,
andd drove away In the Napler. Bryee

we're on w

knew he was watching her, but never
theless she coulil not forbenr turning
round to verify her saspiclons, When
she did, he waved hig sound arm at
her, snd she fashed with vexation,
Mol her!™ he  muarmured
“She's "been my ally all along, und |
never suspected it! 1T wonder what

"

Iiless

her gome ean be,
e snt

musing for a long time
"“Yes," he concluded presently, "old
Poundstone  hns  donble-crossed ns=
and Pennington mude It worth  his|

while, Amwd the =old  the
mavor his nlece's automoliile, It's
warth twenty-five hundred dollars, at
lenst, nnd  sinee old  Poundstone's
finances will not permlt such an ex.
travaganes, I'm wondering how Pen
ningron expects him to pay for it 1
smell o orat a2 biz as o kangaroo, In
this ense two nnd two don't make four
They make six ! Guess 191 bulld a firve
under old Poundstone.™

He took down the telephone re
eolver and  called up  the mayor
“Bryee Candigan spenking, Mr. Pound
stone," he greeted the chlef executive
of Sequola,

“Oh, hello, Bryee, my boy,"” Ponnd-
ftone hoomed allably, “"How's tricks?

“Sosa! 1 hear you've hought thot

Colonel

seddnn from Col, Pennington's niece
Wikh T'd known it was for sple, 1'd
have outhid yow, Want to make =«

profit on your hargain "

“No, not thismeorning, Beyee, T think
we'll keep it Mrs. P—— hins
wanting n closwd car for adong thne
and when the Colonel offered me thia
one #t a bargain, I snapped it ap”

“And you don’t enre to get pld of I
at a profit? Bryce repented,

“No, siree!™
“Oh. you're

hee

mistnken, Me, Mayor
T think you do,. 1 wonld suggest that
you tonke that ear back to Penning
ton’s garage and leave It there, Thn!
wonld he the most praofitable  thing
you could do”

“What—what—whnt in blue hinnes
are yon driving at?* the mayor sput
tored,

“1 wouldn't care to discuks It over
the telephone. T take It however, that
a hint to the wise Is sofficient; and |
wirn vou, maror, that If youn Kkeep
that ear It will bring you bhad luck
Today is Friday, and Friday is an un-
lucky day, I'd get rid of that sedan
before noon If T were you"

There woas o long, fateful sllence
Then in n singular smnll, quavering
“You think It bhesr, Cardigan

T do. Heturn It to No, 38 I{lenm‘..
boulevurd, and no questions will be
ngkedd, Good-hy ™

When Shirley reached home at noon,
whie foumd her car parked In front of
the porte cochere; and a brief note
left with the butler, Informed her that
nfier thinking the matter over, Mrs
roundstone hwd decided the Pound.
gtone fnmily could not afford such an
extrovagance, and accordingly the ear
returnsd with muny thunks for
the vpportundty to purchnse It at such
i  ridiealonsly  low  ligure, Rhirley
antl put the ecar up In the
Enrnge, When she returned to  the
house her mnld Thelma Informed her

volce

wias

smiled,

thut Mr. Dreyee Cardigan  had
enlling her on the telephone,
called Bryce up at once,

(TO BE CONTINUEDS
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Untrue Courage.

There 15 o sort of cournge. which
I frankly confess it I do not possess—
n boldness to which 1 dare not :‘..*i[aln‘_l
a volor which 1 cannot covet, [ ean {
not lay myself down in the way of the
welfure and happiness of my country, |
That, 1 eamnot—1 have not the cour
pge to do. 1 ecannot oterpose the
power with which I may be Invested-—
a power conferred, not for my per
sonal benefit, nor for my aggrandise
ment, but for my country's good—to
check her onward march to greatness
und glory. 1 have not courage enough,
I am too cowardly for that.—Heory
Clay,

#eetns to be o good argument in favor
of growing onts, Tut to grow onts
succersfully It Is not necesanry to use
£100 or $200 Innd, In western Canada
some of the bhest ont-growing land in
the world can be bonght for about $20
an acre. On this land good yielids and
a high quality of graln Is ohtalnable,

Fifty to sixty bushels to the acre
In properly prepored land (s a falr
avernge yleld for onts In western Cnn-
eda In n normnl senson but yields of
up to 100 bushels, and even more, to
the ncre Enve been frequent in good
years. The qunlity of onts grown in
western Canada s attested by the fact
that at all the internationnl exhibl-
tions for many years past onts grown
In western Cannda have been award.
ed the leading prizes, There I1n on
record onts grown o western Canadna
that hnave welghed ns much as 48
pounds to the measared buskel, and
the dominfon groln inspector Is suthors
Ity for tho stntement that 85 per cent
of the oats examined by him in west-
ern Connada  welgh more than 42
pounds to the mensured bushel, The
standnrd weight for a bushel of oats
Is 34 pounds.

Samples of these onts welghing up-
ward of 45 pounds to the bushel are
on exhibition at the Canandian govern-
ment Information bureau, located In
various citles in the Unlted States—
Advertisement.

Miracle of Ingenuity.

The uir turbine of L. T. Nedland, a
North Dakota artisan, Is less than obe
twentleth of an Inch In dinmeter and
welghs only one-fifth of a grain troy.
It has eight purts, the casing being of
goldd nnd the motor of steel, The
motor, which hns six slots, has a diawm-
eter of 0032 inch; the shaft, 0007
inch. Mounted on a hollow pedestal
the turbine I driven at a high rate of
speed by n jet of compressed alr en-
tering at the bottom., 'This seems to
e the tinlest of nll mwotors, heing
smaller than the same maker's elec-
fric motor and steam engine, each of
which Is reputed to be the smallest
machine of the Kind in the world.

Cuticura for Sore Hands.
Boak hands on retiring In the hot suds

of Cutleurs Soap;, dry and rub In Cu-
fleura  Olutment, Remove surplus
Olntment with tissue paper. This s

only one of the things Cutleurs will do
if Soap, Ointment and Talcum are used
for all toiletr purposes,—Adv,

He Kept On.
“Why nare vou smkwmg out a lot
here, my man?”
“Gonnn live here"

“But you c¢nn't live here, This Is
the grent American desert, It's too
dry.”

“1 ean't see that It's any dryver here
than anywiere else.'—Loulsville Cour-
ter-Journal.

Equivocation s first cousin to a e
— ——
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Sure Relief

BELL-ANS

FOR INDPIGESTION

BE A NURSE

Exceptiona! opportunity at the preseot time
for young wommen over pluneteen years of age
who have hiad nt jesxt two years In high sohool
to take Nurses' Trulning Iu genersl hospital,
Our gradustes are |n great denapd, Address

Supt. of Nurses, Lincoln Sanitarium
] Lincoln, Nebiraska

PARKER'S
HAIR BALSAM
maves D drutl -Stopmllair Padit

s Cony ot Pt Halr
to

God SR ot Arearnts
ks, Fatehogue, M. Y,
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