. what Mr,

in_a wall from the depths of her hand-

TR

THE DOUR SCOT.

Aynopnis,—vans Harding, respect-
able and conservative old spinster 11

=trut never too old to think of
marrings—with more monesy Lthan
brains, s Invelgled by & strong-
minded spinster, Miss Higgleaby- ‘I
Browne (nto Anancing an sxpedition

to hunt for buried treasure on Lee-
ward lsland. Her nlece, Virginla
Harding, undertaking to stop her,
gotn on the veasel engaged for the
hunt, and In the confusion is un-
willlngly carried wmlong. By ne
moans conosling her dintaats for the
sxpedition and her contempt for
its members, Virginis makes the
acquainiance of the
Cuthbert Vans.

Honornble

CHAPTER 111,
e
! Engage the Enemy.

It was fortunate that I slept well
o my narrow berth on board the Ru-
fus S8mith, for the next day was one
of trial, Aunt Jane had recoversd
Tubbs, with deprecating
<oughs behind hiy hand, alluded to as
her sea-lege, and staggered forth wan-
By, leanlog on the urm of Miss Higgles-
by Browne. Yes, of Miss Browne,
while I, Aunt Jane's own nlece, trot-
ted meekly In the rear with a cush-
fon. Already I had begun to reallze
how fatally 1 had underrated the
lady of the hyphen, in Imagining I had
only to come and see and conquer
Aunt Jane. The grim and bony one
had made hay while the sun shone—
while I was Wiing In California, and
those criminally supine cousing were
allowing Aunt Jane to run about New
York at her own wild will, Miss Hig-
glesby-Browne had her own collar and
tag on Aunt Jane now, whiie she, so
complete was her perversion, falrly
hugged her slavery and called [t free-
dom. Yes, she talked about her Eman-
<¢ipation and her Boul-force and her
Xadividuality, prattliing away like au
<hild that has learned (ts lesson well,

“Mercy, aunty, what long words ("
K cried gally, sitting down beslde her
and patting her hand. Usually T can
do anything with her when I pet her
up a bit, But the eyes of Miss Hig-
glesby.Browne wag on her—and Aunt
Jane actually drew a little "wWay,

“Really, Virginia," she said, feebly
endeavoring to rise to the occasion as
she knew Miss Browne would have her
wise, “really, while It's very nice to
#oe you and all that, still I hope you
realize that I have had a—a deep
Soul-experience, and that I am no
fouger to be—trifled with and—and
troated am if T were—amusing. I am
at a loos to Imagine why you came. I
wrote you that I was in the company
of truated friends.”

“Friends?” [ echoed aggriavedly,
“Iriends are all very well, of course,
but when you and I have just each
other, aunty, I think It Is unkind of
you to expect me to stay thousands
of miles away from you all by myself.”

“But It was you who sent me to
Wew York, and {nslsted on my stay-
Ing thers|" she cried. Ryidently sbo
had been living over her wrongy.

“Yes—but how different ! I Inter
vupted bastily, “There were the
couginy—of course | have to spare you
sometimes to the rost of the family!*
Aunt Jane (s strong on family feellng,
and frequently reproaches me with my
fack of it

But In expecting Aunt Jane to soft-
en at this, I reckoned without Miss
Higgleaby-Browne, A dart from the
<old gray eyes galvanized my aunt
into a sudden rigld erectness,

“My dear Virginia," she sald with
quavering severity, “let me remind
you that there are ties even dearer
than those of blood—soul-aMnities,
you know, and—and, In short, in my
dear friend Mlus Higgleshy-Browne 1
have met for the first time In my life
with a—a BSympathetie Intelligence
that understands Me!"

S0 that was Violet's llne! I sun
weyed the Sympathetic Intelligence
with a amiling Interest,

“Really, how nies! And of course
you feel quite sure that on your side
¥you thoroughly understand—Miss Hig-
glesby-Browne 1"

Miss Browne's halr was rather lke
a clothasbrush In her mildest moods,
En her rising wrath it seemed to qulv-
@r like a llon's mane.

“Mise Harding,” she suld, In the
<hest-tones she reserved for critieal
moments, “has a nature Impossible to
decelve, becnuse Itself Incapable of de-
<ception, Miss Harding and I first met
~=on this plane—in an atmosphers un-
ususlly favorable to soul-revelation,
K knew at once that here wns the ap-
polated comrade, while In Miss Hard-
fng there was the immediate recogni-
glon of a complementary spliritual
foree.”

“W's perfectly true, Virginla" ex-
elaimed Aunt Jane, beginning to ery.
“You and Buman snd everyhody have
always freated me as If I wers a child
and didn’t know what I wanted, when
the fact ix 1 always have known per-
fectly well1” The last words (ssued

kerchief.

ou wean, I suppose,” 1 exploded,
“that what you have always wanted
was to go off on this perfectly crazy

chase after lmaginary treasurs ™
Phere, now Lhnd gone and done It, Of
cowse it was my red halr, .

eyellds how deeply hurt 1 was at the
quite all right!” returned the Honor-
able Cuthbert with profound concern.
do "

You couldn't bhelp me. It's just—Aunt
Jane. She has let this awful Higgles-

There's Shaw, though—cleverest chap

SPANISH
DOUBLOONS

“Jane,” uttered Miss Higglesby-
Browne In deep and awful tones, “do
you or do you not reallze how strange-
Iy prophetic were the warnings I gave
you from the figst—that If you re-
vealed our plans mallgnant Influences
would be brought to bear? Be strong,
Jane—cling to the Dynamiec Thought !*

“‘I'm ellnging I" sniffed Aunt Jane,
dabblng away her tears, “Really, Vir-
ginin,” she broke out In a whimper,
"It Is not kind to say, I suppose, but I
would Just as soon yon hadn't comn!
Just when I was learning to expand
my individuality-—and then you come
and somehow make It seem so much
more difieule I

I rose. “Very well, Aunt Jane,” 1
sald, coldly. “Expand all you ke,
When you got to the bursting point
I'll do my best to save the pleces.
For the present I suppose I bad bet-
ter lenve you to company so much
more favorable to your soul develop-
ment!" And 1 walked away with my
heéad in the alr,

It was 80 mueh In the alr, and the
deck of the Mufus Smith wus so un-
stable, that I fell over a coll of rope
and fetched up in the arms of the
Honorable Cuthbert Vane. Fortu-
nately this occurred around the cor
ner of the deck-house, out of sight
of my aunt and Miss Browne, so the
Intter was unable to sghed the lurid
light on the eplsode which she doubt-
less would If she had seen It. Mr.
Vane stood the shock well and prompt-
Iy set me on my feet, ’

“I say I" he exclaimed aympathetical-
ly, “not hurt, are you? Beastly nul-
sance, you know, these ropes lylng
about—regular man-traps, I call ‘em.”

“Thanks, I'm quite all right," I said,
and as [ spoke two large genulne tears
welled up Into my eyes. I hadn't re-
alized till I felt them smarting on my

unnatural behavior of Aunt Jane.
“Ah—I'm afraid you are really not
"“Tell me what's the matter—please

I shook my head. *“It's nothing—

“Be Strong, Jane—Cling to the Dy.
namic Thought,”

by-Browne person get possession of
her, body and soul."

“Oh, I say, aren’t you a bit rough on
Miss Browne? Thought she was a
rather remarkable old party—goes In
flrdng for Intellect and all that, you
know."

“That's just what fooled Aunt Jane
so—but 1 thought a man would know
better,” My feathers were ruffied
ngain,

“Well, fact I8, I'm not so much up
In that sort of thing myself,” he ad-
mitted modestly. “"Rather took her
word for It and all that, you know,

going, I mssure you. I rather fancy
Miss Browne couldn't pull the wool
over his eyes much”

“She evidently 414, though,” I sald
suappishly, “since he's let her rope
him In for such a wild goose chase as
this!"

*Oh, really, now, Miss Harding, you
don't think it's that—that the thing's
all moonshine?"

“Why, what else can It be?" I de-
manaed, driven by my wrongs to the
cruelty of shatterlng his lllusions
“Who ever heard of a plrate's treasure
that wasn't moonshine? The moment
1 had read Aunt Jane's letter telling
of the perfectly absurd business she
was setting out on I rushed down by
the frst boat. Of course 1 meant to
take ner back with me, to put n stop
to all this madness; but 1 was too late
~and you are glad of it, 1 dare say!"

“I ean't help being giad, you know,”
he replied, the color rising to his in-
genuous cheeks. “It's so frightfully
Jolly baving you along. Ondy I'ia sor
ry you came against your will. Rath-
er fancy you had It In your head that
we were a bpnd of cutthroats, eh?
Well, the fact s I don't know much
fthout the two chaps Miss HBrowne
vicked up, though I suspoct they are
a very decent sort. That odd flsh.

command of
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Captain Magnus, now—he was quite
Miss Browne's own find, I assure you.
And as to old H. H.—Tubbs, you know
~Miss Browne met up with him on the
boat coming down. The rum old chap
Kot on her soft side somehow, and first
thing she had appointed him secre-
tary and treasurer—as though we
were & mesting of something. Shaw
Wwoa qulte a bit upset ahput it. I say,
Miss Harding, you're bound to like
Shaw no end when you know him—
he's such a wonderfully clever chap 1"

I had no wish to blight his Palth in
tha superlative Mr, Shaw, and sald
nothing. This evidently pained him,
and he continued to sound the praises
of his Idol. It seemed that as
soon as Miss Browne had begulled
Aunt Jane Into financing her scheme
& feat equivalent to robbing an in-
fant-class scholar of his Sunday school
nlekel—she had cast about for a
worthy leader for the forthcoming
Harding-Browne expedition. All the
¥inds of fame were bearing aubroad
Just then the name of a certaln young
explorer who had lately added anoth-
er continent or two to the Britlsh em-
pire. Linked with his were other
names, those of fellow adventurers,
which shone only less brightly than
that of their chief. Ons Dugald Shaw
had been among the great man's most
trusted lleutenants, but now, on the
organization of the second expedition,
he was left behind In London, only
half recovered of a wound recelved
in the Antarctic. His old companions
had taken again the path of glory, and
were far on their way back to the lece-
fields of the South pole. Only Dugald
Shaw was left behind,

“And s0," the even volce flowed on,
“when I ran on to him In London he
wns feeling fearfully low, I do assure
You. A chap of his sgort naturally
hntes to think he's on the shelf,

“Well, old Shaw was fancylng there
was nothing for it but to go back te
his place with the P, & 0., which
Seemed a bit flat after what he'd been
having, and meant he would never get
beyond bLeing the captaln of a liner,
end not that for a good many years
to come, when a cable eame from this
Miss Higglesby-Browne offering him
this expedition. As
neither of us had ever heard of Miss
Higglesby-Browne, we were a bit
floored for a time. But Shaw smoked
a plpe on it, and then he sald, ‘Old
chap, If they will give me my figure,
I'm their man,' And I said, '‘Quite so,
old chap, and I'll go along, too.'

“I had to argue quite a bit, but in
the end the dear old boy let me come
—after wiring the pater and what not.
And 1 do assure you, Miss Harding,
It strikes me as no end of n lark—be-
#ides expecting It to put old Shaw on
his feei and give us hatfuls of money
all round.”

Well, it was a plausible story, and 1
had no doubt, so far as the Honorable
Cuthbert was concerned, an absolute
ly truthfol one, The beautiful youth
was manifestly as gulleless as a small
boy playing pirate with a wooden
sword. But as to Mr. Shaw, who
could tell that it hadn't after all been
A trumped-up sffalr  between Miss
Browne and him—that his surprise
at the message was not assumed to
throw dust In the eyes of his young
and trusting friend? 8o grent was
my falth in Aunt Jane's gullibility,
S0 dark my dlstrust of Miss Bruwne,
that all connected with the enterprise
lay under the cloud of my susplelon.
Mr, Shaw, after even a casual glimpme
of him, one couldn't picture ag a vietim
I felt that he must have gone Into the
enterprise with his eyes wide open
to Its absurdity, und fully aware thit
the only gold to be won by mnybody
must come out of the pocket of Aunt
Jane,

As these reflections passed through
my mind I looked up and saw the
subject of them approaching, He 1ift-
ed his helmet, but met my eyes un-
smilingly, with a sort of sober scru-
tiny. He had the tanned skin of a
sallor, and brown halr cropped close
and showing a trace of gray. This
and a certaln dour grim look he had
made me at first consider him quite
middle-aged, though I knew later that
ho was not yet thirty-five. As to the
grimness, perhaps, 1 unwillingly con-
ceded, part of It was due to a scar
which seamed the right temple to the
eyebrow, In a straight livid lne.

He was welcomed by Mr, Vane with
& Joyous thump on the shoulder-blade.
“I say, old man, Miss Harding has
turned out to be the most fearful
doubting Thomas—thinks the whole
scheme quite mad and all that sort of
thing."

—_—m— e e
e ————

“Yes, but Columbus did not
inveigle a co-ld.lu! old lady to

go along with him,

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

A Conundrum,

“Father,” sakd a lttle boy thought-
fully, as he watched his parent col-
lect his notes and arrange the slides
for a parish entertalnment, “why (s
It that when you spend your hollday
in the Holy land you always give g

“lantern lecture on ItY You never do

when you have been te Paris!"—Lou-
don Moralog Post.

EMI.-WEEKLY TRIBUNE,

Uncle Raje

e

Copyright, 193}, Western Nowspaper Union

“I've heard folks say 1t's all foollsh-
Dess o say you can't kil a graveyard
rabbit; but I got yit to see one dat's
been kilt, Dey had It one day dat Harry
Jackson kilt one; but "twuz all a tale.
Hurry bad kilt a plain ole' common
rmbbit; en when de nelghbors leard
'bout It, some of ‘em drapped In to see
Harry 'bout dis en dat jes' fo' dinper.
Harry up en tol' 'em 'twuz a grave-
yard rabbit; en dey drapped back out
widout waltin' fer dinner,

"OI' Eph Bldlow say when he wus
young, he let de white folks talk him
into b'llevin® dat you could kill &
gruveyard rabbit; en de day afore
Thanksgivin' he tuck down his double-
bar'l' muzszle loader, en went altéer a
rabbit what folks kep' seeln' in a cer-
tain gruveyard,

“Well, slr, not long atter he got to
de graveyard en wuz a-settin’ 'ginst
tree watchin' de leaves In de win',
up a rabbit jumped, en hopped on top
of a tombstone, en grinned at Eph,
Den Eph, betn' hongrey fer Thanks-
Bivin® dinner outer rabbit stew, tuck
good alm, en lammed aloose. De rab-
bit jumped up, en let de load pss
under him. Wid dat Eph toolk good alm
ag'ln, en lammed away wid de udder
bar'l. Ag'in de rabblt Jumped up,
en let de load pass under him. Den
while Fph wuz starin’ at de rabbit,
de rabbit tuck en danced on de tomb-
stone, en turnt a somerset er two,

“Den look llke it change its min’,
en got mad. It jumped down en
kicked up its behin' legs ‘twel leaves
wuz fallin' all over de graveyard. Den
it anorted at Bph. Fire tuck and shot
out Its eyes, en out Its nose, en out
its mouf; en It kep' snortin' at Eph;
en ev'y time it snorted de blage would
reach plum to Eph. Eph say he whirl
‘roun' to go, en slipped, en fell. He
Ht smack on top a grave; en somp'n
In de alr growl' tur'ble at him. Den
Eph gid one Jump; en went plum
over de graveyard fence, en landed
In de middle er de blg road, He
bounce' back fum de groun' lke a rub-
ber ball shootin' off a brick wall; en
when he lit ag'in, up he bounced ag'in;
en 80 on, 'twel de fo'ce er de fun
bounce had played out, Soon &z he
eould, he It out,

“Well, sir; de path he tuck wuz
80 full er crecks, en ditches, en logs,
dat It look ke he had to Jump all de
way home stidder runnin’ it dalr.
Away he went: ‘Kerblickety bluni!
blunkety blick ! blickety blunk I' makin'
time dat 'ud er made It Interestin’ fer
any rabhit,

“He had to pass by a pon' whar de
bull-frogs wuz thicker'n leaves In win-
ter, When dey heard de win’' a ro'in',
en de groun' a-rumblin’, dey looked out
en seed a slght dey aln' never seem to
forgot. Dalr wuz & man rikoshayin'
slong ke a rock skippin ‘on water,
en yvit a missin' all de bumps en logs

“De Rabbit Tuck en Danced on de
Tombstone.”

same ez ef he had alm ter do It. It
wuz a case of a human creetur beatin'
de bull-frog at de bull-frog’s own busl-
ness,

“When de whistlin’ er de win' done
dled out, dem frogs ralsed a racket
‘roun’ dat pon’, which Eph, at home ia
bed under kiver, swo' wuz de grave-
yard rabbit bellerin’. Hadn' er been
fer his passin’' dat place atterward,
en seeln’ de ‘cltement he ralsed ‘mongs’
dem frogs he'd a L'lleved It wuz de
graveyard rabblt tell yit,

“Heap er folks don’ b'lieve his tale,
noway, 'cause dey say dat nex' day
some boys foun' Kph's gun In de grave-
yard, leanin’ 'galnst a tombstone, en
& whisky bottle rammed cork end
down'ards In de muzzle, ez of Eph had
been tryln' to load up his gun wid de
wrong machine, Dey say he wuz drunk
~dead drunk—en dat 'uz all dey wuz
to IL”

THE THANKS OFFERING,
By Cora A. Matson Dolson,

A little child with white and unmarred
soul

Has brought my lfe to sesmn ons perfact
whaole.

Hare to the witar will 1 bring my child.
Foet yot untaught to wulk mre undefilsd.
Hare, while the sacred drops fall on hils
W,
Wil I with lips and heart respond in vow
That this the cholcest gift the year has
given

Bhall be by mo held as In trust from
heaven, |
Cupyright, 1021, Westorn Newapaper Unlon

THE TURKEY'S LAST LAMENTJ

Birde' Ante-Mortem Btatement Dwells
Pathatically on ths Ingratitude
Displayed by Mankind,

It's & gay life, And I haven't weak-
ened yet,

The boss feeder {sn't as mean as I
used to think him,

He restricts my liberty, 'tis true,
but the eats are great. A double por-
tlon of shelled corn for breakfast,
"Twice as much for dinner, Hot mash
for supper. I'm getting fat, positively ;
I had to let out my walst feathers two
notches this morning.

Gratitude well becemes ‘the boss.
Didn’t I chase the bugs out of the gar-
den last summer? I have much to be
thankful for.

Here comes the boss now,
him the razz. Gobble! Gobble!

But I have strange misgivings. Isn't

'l glve

that“an ax he I8 swinging at his

#lde? It was an ax that orphaned me.
For the love of Mlke, boss, use diy-

cretion! Remember the bugs!
Squawk !

A THANKSG1V-
ING EXPBRI-
ENCE.

What are your
fowls, good
Dealer tell?

But told, he
sald, with
glaring eye,

It must be
eagles that
you sell.

Neo turkey ever
soared wmo

high.
n
A pair of chick-
ens, nioae
and fat,
Would do, he
sald, They
named n
price—
Good land! he
shrieked, a
sum llke
that
Bhould pur-
chase Birds
of Paradise.
IIL.

He snought =
roast of
veal Instead

For that he
flgured
would be
leas; .

He learned the
cost and
Slghing
sald;

From Aaron's
Golden Calg
I guess,

In spirit crushed
he turned

away,
Toiled o'er his
cash with
worried
brow,

And sighed, 1've
gEot enough
to pay

For cheese
and corac’
&rs anyho.

Signed Mayflower Compact

The forty-one male passengers,
heads of famlilles, who signed the
compact on the Mayflower were: John
Carver, Willinm Bradford, Edward
Winslow, Willlam Brewster, Isanc Al-
lerton, John Allerton, Myles Standish,
John Alden, Samuel Fuller, Christo-
pher Martin, Willlam Mullins, Willlam
White, Richard Warren, John How-
land, Stephen Hopkins, Edward Tilly,
John 'Tilly, Francls Cook, Thomas
Rogers, Thomas Tinker, John Ridg-
dale, Edward Fuller, John Turner,
Francls Haton, Jumes Chilton, John
Crackston, John Bllilngton, Moses
Fletcher, John Goodman, Degary
Priest. Thomas Willams, Gllbert
Winslow, Edward Margeson, Peter
Brown, Richard Britterige, George
Soule, Richard Soule, Richard Clark,
Richard Gardiner, Thomas English,
Edward Dotey and Edward Lelster,
With the passengers came also fifteen
male servants, They bore the names
of Carter, Coper, Ely, Holbeck, Hooke,
Langmore, Latham, Minter, Moore,
Prower, Sampson, Story, Thompson,
Trevore and Wilder t

er, “produces enough
twenly chlldren a quart of milk a dny.
An ordinary cow produces enough to
feed about five ehildren a quart a day,

DAIRY
FACTS

RECORDS OF GREAT BENEFIT

Much Valuable Information on Relm
tions Between Milk and Butter-
fat Production.

—_—

(Prepared by the U'nited Histes Department
of Agriculture )

Tabulation of the yearly records of
JR.682 cow.testing associntion . cows
hag hrought to light much valunble
Information on the relations between
milk and butterfat production, bufter-
fat test, Income over cost of feed, und
other factors, say specialists of the
United States Department of Agricul-
ture, The avernge milk production
per cow was 5,080 pounds: butterfat,
240 pounds: butterfat test, 4.11 per
cont ; income over cost of foed, $55.69;
roturng for £1 expended for feed,
£2.11,

The records show that In those ase
soclations where the work has been
coutinued for a long period the pro-
duetion hng generally Increased from

—

Fal
Milk and Butterfat Than Those

rresneney Cows Produce More

Freshened in Spring or Summer.

year to year. As production In-
creased, the Income over cost of feed
Inereased rapldly, and for each In-
crease of H0 pounds In butterfat there
was an (nerease of $15 In Income over
rost of feed,

Cows that freshened in the fall pro-

duced more milk and butterfnt and

greater average Income over cost of
feed than those which freshened In
he spring or summer. Large cows

axcelled small cows of the same broed
In production of milk and butterfat

and In Income over cost of feed, As
the butterfat test Increased, the avy-
erage production of butterfat advanced
and the average production of nfilk

declined,

These records also indicate

of about 4.7 yenrs.

8ETTER-STOCK CAMPAIGN AID

Poster lssued by Department of Agri.

culture lllustrates Value of
Good Dairy Cows.

“For the Children’s Sake" Is the

iiths of an attractive poster Tust (ssued
by the United States Department of
Agriculture, to be used in Its better

stock campalgn, The poster shows

two cows, each surrounded by pictures
of healthy children.
well known, Is a henlth-giving food for

Good milk, It 1s

children, but serub cows do not glve
enough milk to feed many children,
One of the anlmnls shown on the
poster (s a serub cow which produced
about five quarts of milk a dny—
enongh o supply the five children who

ire grouped about her, The other cow
is n purebred, which gave a dally yield
of 20 quarts—enough to feed the 20
children surrounding her.

"A good dairy cow," says the post-
to feed about

Every quart of mllk containg health

anddl a smile for some bahy."

CORN ALONE FOR MILK COWS

It Can Be Used to Better Advantage
With Such Feeds as Bran, Meal
and Legumes.

With well-filled corn eribs on many

farms, nnd relptively low prices now In
effect, the Unlted States Department
of Agrienlture belleves it is time to
correct the lmpression that corn Is noy
gond feed for milk cows.
corn cannot be fed alone, as it func.
tlon Is to supply heat, energy, and fat,
rather than such elements ns make up
bone, muscle and the casein in milk.
But It can be used to advantage along
with such feeds as bran, linseed, meal,
or cottonseed meal.
helps to balance the riation. Alfalfa
or clover Is usually feq with corn (o
supply protein,

Of course,

Bran lightens and

COW IS EFFICIENT MACHINE

Animal of Big Value in Converting
Farm.Grown Feeds Into High-
Priced Products.

The dalry cow. of all farm animals,
Is our most efficient machine for
converting farm-grown feeds Into con.
centrated, high-priced food products,
and therefore 1s entitled to the hest
of care, She I3 thin in flesh and nat-

urally more susceptible to cold than
most other classes of farm stock, It
she Is compelled to

fortify herself
agninst cold, snow, sleet and rain, she
must, of course, convert a greater pro-
portion of her feed Into heat with

which to keep up body empernture,

and a8 o result she becomes lesy M-
etent for mllk production,

that i‘

fows remaln in the herd an avernge




