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CHASTER XV—Continued.
— T
With her eyes on the agonleed faoe,

I
Bhe drow gently nt the corners or the
rag stulled Into Evelyn's mouth, When
it cume out, Kvelyn gave o deep groan
nnd her eramped Jaws gettled rghdly,

“I'm goin' to feed you
Polly. “There aln't no hurry,
we got all night,™

Then some minutes posscd [ sllones

now,"” sald

e LT

iwhile the squatter glirl, bit by bit,
foreedl the pap between Mrs, Muoe-
Kengle's teath,

“Now drink the water,” she urged
grimly, “It's warm an' got sugar In
1"

o As If In a trance, she got up nnd
placed the cup on the table, She put
n slick of wood Into the stove and,
torulng, caught Evelyn's eyes upon
her. Then she sat down and consid-
ered the unbhappy girl who had heen
delivered up to the Justice of the
torm country,

Nelther of them spoke. One of them
mak praying dully to herself, and Polly
Hopking was recounting mentally all

he evil deeds of Evelyn and her

aughty bhushand, Marcus MacKenzle,

t was necessary to keep Daddy's grief
wver before her mind aud Hsten with

he cars of her tortured spirit to

erry's shrieks to be nble to keep on
}wlth the gruesome thing she had une
dertanken,

“You ain't goiln' to die till T tell you

mething, Miss," she broke forth, finnl-
y. "It aln't news to you, but I just
ot to make yon understand why I'm
utting you In the Inke.”

Wenkness kept Evelyn from snswer-

ng. Her eyes rolled up toward the
hanty roof, then shut at the thought
f the Iey waters of Cayugn.
“I can’t hurt your wicked man 'cept-
n' through you," went on Pollyop, “"We
uatters are goln® to learn him n les-
on he won't forget as long ns he's In
this world. You can bet your hoots
on that "

As If In support of the terrible

ords, the shanty shook, rattling the
oosened bits of tin on the roof, At the
ghastly sound Evelyn begun to ery,

“I know Just how your man'll feel,”
contloued Pollyop, a bitter smile dis-
‘torting her lips Into a grimace of paln,
“an' wo does Larry Bishop, Larry'a
woman an' baby dled when Old Mare
sent hlm up to Auburn, an' the hest of
|me cracked when he grabbed Jerry
right out of my urms."

Both girls sobbed loudly, Then Pol-
Ayop cleareéd her throat and wiped her
face.

“An' your man rallronded my daddy
Ao Auburn,” she gusped, “after pluntin’
something on him he dldo't do; an'
[you, every one of you, knew 10"

Her volce rose to a high-pitched

cream a8 she romembered the last

wne In the county Jjull,

“God, wasn't It awful? she cried.
MAD' you—" Hhe leaned over' and

risped Evelyn's arm. “You could ‘o’

ot me go to Auburn If you'd 'a' tried,
jbut you dldn't, An' then—then you
sitld you didn’t give me that dress,
You're all lHars—an'—an'—snenks, you
anoney folks be”

Her hand reached out and touched
ghe ax, but she withdrew it as If an
adder had been under her Aingers. She
was not yet able to do the deed which
ghe had longed to do and thought
would be o Joy, Her bhead sagged for
ward, and agaln  cume  Jeremlah’'s
weeping fuce before her,

“If you'd 'n" seen my daddy in the
Ithaea  Jull, mebbe you'd be able to
think what I'm goln' to do is ull right.
Xep, nll right 1™ she rasped,

1 Then she went on hoarsely, Taltering

% she described the bhorrors that all
ﬁlll-.r toved ones had gone through, Her
wvolee choked und beconme silent ns she

hought of Robert, She could not force

or tongue to suy a word about him,

Ithough her heart throbbed bitterly as

WS naine came to her lps,

"Money " she whispered brokenly,
Flfung her head. “Did you hear your

uaD sny money o us squatters as If
vash'd pay for Larmry's woman an' Jer-

¢ an' my duddy? You heard, didn't
Fou!"

Bvelyn's head sagged forward, ml
n spasm passed over her fuce ns her
‘eyen closed,  She looked as If she had
died. Polly Hopkins had seen death
‘enter the Silent City many a thne ; und
her heart-sieings tightened,
| “Are you gone?” she questioned In a
hisstng whisper,

The other glrl's lds Hfted slowly,
'‘and never had Pollyop seen such an
expression In human eyes In all her

“Not yer" dropped from the blue
lps, “and—and—oh, Pollyop, I'n so
to die. I don't know how! Ob,

god, help me; 1 feel wo sick.”
| “Daddy were sick, too" shot buck
Yolly, “an’ Jerry's tumod up his toes
by this tme! I wio't heard o word
from him sluce he was took away.
Mebbe 1 could a' seen him If you
badn'i pede your cousin believe [ were
& bad woman! What o'you know

&

nhoul biables, an’ how cunnin' an' sweet

they nre? You're as wicked ns h—I1!
Ihuen'll e better off when yon're
foued for the Ashes. 'm glad your
mun'll live, though, Lordy, how 1
Inughed when he busted Into the
shunty. Awnd there was you right he-
sldde me!  Tuh? Wasp't It a gowd

I Joke on O1d Marc?”

The spenker held Wyvelyn's stare, the
chestnut eyes glittering as the ques-
tlon was falrly spat out

“1 can't dle, Pallyop!” groaned Kve-
Iyn, her head drooping agalnst the
cot, “Oh, Polly dear, listen—please—"

I'olly renched out for the ax,

“Don't you dare ‘Polly dear’ me,
gshe gritted convulsively, “or I'll hit
you with this!"

“Clod I=—Jesus " came from hetween
Fvelyn's chatterlug teeth, “No, don't
plek It up! Don't! Ohb, 1 want to tell
you something, Polly Hopkins,"

“Then fire nhend," Polly grumbled
sullenly.

She withdrew her fingera from the
ax-handle and leaned her chin In the

i

pulm of her haod,

KEvelyn stralghtened up ‘and bent
forward, her eyes swimming with
tenrs,

“Polly,” she gasped, “Pollyop, In the

summer God's golng (o send me a Jit-
tle baby, Oh, Polly-—"

The squutter girl sernmbled up as
the speaker dropped back, terrified at
the exulinnt fre in the brown ¢yes and
the awiul smile that crept across Pol-
ly's face,

“Glory be to God in the sky!" she
ceried, “Two of you belongin’ to Old
Mare goln' with one swipe of the ax"

Bhe wheeled around and paced the
length of the shanty, Old Marc's baby |
O1d Marce's womnn! Both to go ot
of his lUfe forever! And by her hands
—hers, Polly Hopking' bands!

She lUfted them up, those slender,
brown _fingers, and looked at them
ngalnst the enndlelight, But a few
months age they had been the most
willing fingers in all the county! But
tonlght—Mare's baby ! Hvelyn's baby !

Like n hive of bees, the Joy of dis-
glpating the home of Marcus Mac-
Kengle buzzed through her braln, No
sound came from the girl on the floor,
for Evelyn MuacKenzle had glven up
nll hope, The squatter girl was crazy,
No human belng could entertaln such
a ghastly purpose and be In his right
mind !

Presently ghe called Polly's name
fuintly, and then again; because Polly
gave her no head, she erled louder:

"Pollyop, my teet hurt so! 1 can't
benr 161"

Polly paused, leaned agalnst the
wall and glared at her.

“I'm glad they do that," she mut-

tered, "You enn’t hurt anywhere too
much to sult me!"
Then something gave way behind

her, and wheellng around, she found
horself staring Into the face of “The
Grentest  Mother In the World"
Iindidy’s dust-covered cont which had
hidden the pleture all the past weeks
Iny #t her fect,

A8 she looked, the glare left P'olly's
eyes. ‘The serlous face that had once
smiled at her, the smie that had been
8 benedletlon for herself and Daddy
Hopklns, wus there no longer, Huather
wns there on expression of sorrow,
Death rested In the purse's arms, but
from her whole reverent attitude the
sonse of protection swept out ut Polly
Hopkins.

Then suddenly shie henrd & man's
voice, It sevmed to deift Into the hut
through every crevice and crack,

“And you're the Littlest Mother In
the World,"” came plalnly (o her.

Like one strock, she stood rooted
to the spot. Evelyn MacKenzle over
there ngainst the bed faded from hep

mind, Old Mare's lmaged face went
away as If It had never seered hey
vislon. Ovwver and over the dellghttul
words Robert bad spoken to  her
rushed into her ears and stamped

themselves In golden fire on her mewm

ory,

"I love you, Polly," touched hor
ke n cnress, and, “You're my Iittle
glel,” fell upon her lke the tender

bhund of Granny Hope's God,

“T'he Grewrest Mother In the World,™
whispersd Pollyop: and then some:
thing bhard and hateful within her
broke, and the toodtides of love come
pouring In, As when a duin bursts,
the pent-up waters sweep nwiy all the
accumulnted rubbish In the old, un-
used chunnels, w0 was the sguatter
girl's heart cleansged of every unlovely
emotion. To her uplifted vision “The
Greatest Mother in the World" amiled
aguin in benediction; nwd beyond her,
dim In the background, appeared n
wrinkled, toothless smile, and Polly
heard Granny Hope's withered 1ips
suylng:

“Love's the hull thing, brat. Just
love, an' love, an' kedp on lovin'.”

Full of the tenderest compussion,
Pollyop turned swiftly, and at the
sight of her flashlng, radiant face,

| ghe took all the

toppded  forward and

rolles] alost under the he<d
The sgupiter girl bounded to he
lde, her frantie fingers tenring  loose

the ropes thant Lorry and Lye Braeger
had mnde secure around Kvelyn's body, |
They fell away, lenving the girl but n
little heap on the toor,

Tenrs sirenmed over here doarg lnshes
ns Pallyop gathered the Hmp head of |

Evelyn MacKenzie tnto her arms, And
then she prayed as Groony Hope had
inught her o pray. "Ouor Father
which art In heaven,” The rest of the
petition sllpped from her mind, and
she gquoted with chattering teeth, “The
Lord Is my shepherd, I shall not
want,”

Her gtraong arma Hfted Evelyn and
a8 she rolled over on the cot, Polly

Hopking stood up nnd eried :

“Undernenth Old Mare's woman are
your everlnsting nrms, God dear ™

CHAPTER XVI

“Can you spenk to med"

Pollyop’s volee wns as tender as
when she had repeated heavenly prom-
Ises to the #nd ones of the Silent Clty
ond had taught them that wns
over present,

Evelyn gazed at her electrified. The
brown eves were softly luminous, The
Hips which only o lHitle while ngo were
strolned and blue now gearlet
and fraught with sympathy Whnt
wonderful thing had happened? Pol-
Iyop had taken the rope off her feor
and hands. She conld wriggle a 1ttle,
nlthough her flesh hart  dreadfully
when sghe tried it

FPrompted by the attempted
ment, Pollyop dropped to
nand began
kles.

“I'm goln' to glve you bhack to your
man,” she sald, quaking. "But yon
got to swear to hlin I swiped you, an'
not any squatter men, He'll Jall me
forever, mehbe, but I don't care about
that. T love Larry an' Lye Braeger
oo mueh to haul ‘em Into this™

Then her face fell beslde Mrs, Mae-
Kengle's, and she wept hysterleally,
Evelyn's Angers clutehed at the chest-
nut curls.

“Pollyop, "oh, I'olly, darling!"

This was all she could gay, for she,
too, wns weeping even more wildly
than the other. In the presence of
such divine unselfishness, the petals
of her withered soul seemed to Hft and
open, a8 she groped for a broader

love

woere

move-
her knees
to chafe the Injured an.

understanding,

“Granny Hope learned me a lot of
came up to Evelyn brokenly,
Granny Hope did,

things,"
“She always sald,

“I'm Afraid of Everybody," WGasped
Evelyn.

that love was stronger'n hate an' 1
must just pray your man wouldn't be
g0 wicked to us sgunttors,™

The glistening brown head rolled
brek and forth in consuming ngony.

“Don't, Polly  darling,” Evelyn
begged. “Don't, it's all right now,
And wy husband will—"

Polly sat up, brushing back damp
ringlety from her brow.

“He won't do nothin' to help me,"

she shot out, "Nothin' at all! First,
I know him better'n you do. Then
next, I wouldn't ask him. ‘'Cause

'canse I'm that bad, I owvght to be

without my
Jerry baby."

Daddy Hopkins an' my
Her volee rose In wild
nppenl, “But, God dear, how much I
want ‘em, Oh, how 1 want "em !

The words cut Into Evelyn's heart
with the Keenness of physlenl pain.
Only n little while before ghe had stood
nlone ut the brink of the grave, There
had been no hope that the summiner
would bring s helpless wee thing te
hold her close to Marcus, But now-
Her thoughits whirled, So great was
her faith In Polly Hopkins that
knew in a lttle while she
back In her husband's arms,

The attack of woeping over, I’n“_\'np
arose anmd beat again Inte pap the
hard bread and hot water, This time
sugar left in the cup-
board, Daddy wonld not be home for
over twa years, und Boaby Jerry prob
ably never, und she—she wouldo't be

she
would be

In the shanty long. CGroaning, she
whipped the spoon so flercely that
some of the contents of the cup

splashed on the floor,

“It ain't very toothsome,” she sald,
coming back to the cot; “but the hut's
cold, an' you need a lot of woarmin'
up. I'm goln' now an' get your mah,
You get this hot pap Into your stom-
uch while I'm gone."

Evelyn waved the cup away, holding

out a ahaking haond,

! i &
L' ll'-n;r,

nva L
stured, |=]="

The grave
lnted her for
ll-'lrli‘l perliaps

You're afruld of the fishiermen, nin't
voi, Miss?' she nsked. “Well, you've
gt m right Larry's different
fromm the rest, thongh he was as wlll-
', up to thig night, to chop off your
heatd, #% me fut Larey's heart's soft
and kKind, Larry's 18"

“T'm afrald of everybody,” gasped
Lvelyn,  “Everybody but you, Polly.
Please, take me with you, or—or—
ot we Stay (I morning.”

A\ sllght shoke of Pollyop's hend
brought Kyelyn to a sitting position,
but paln-rancked bones and perves lnld
her back ngnin,

“There," Interjected the other glrl
"You cnn see how hard It'd be to get
you l.lll"“llj{h the snow to your ma's
house,  You'd die hefore you got there.
I'm Dlest If you wouldn't, No, I got to
go nlone, Miss"

Notlug the fear ln Mrs, Mackenzie's
eyes, she bent over the cot,

‘Wil you belleve gsomething I'm go-
in' to tell you, Eve?™ sald In a
wheedling tone

“Surcly 1 will, Polly," answered
Evelyn, wipinhg her eyes, “but I'm so
afrald, So awfully afeald.”

“That's no He” replled Pollyop Im-
potuously, “an’ ns I sald, you got a
right to be scared of the squatters.
Why, only this afternvon I hated yon
an' Old Mare ns hard as the rest of
the Sllent Clty folks—more, mebbe!
But—=but what I was really goln' to
tell you Is this. If T lug you along
with me, you won't huve no baby In
the summer, That's God's truth I'm
tellin' you, too."

Evelyn lowered her llds, and a paln.
ful flush mounted to her halr,

“You're wantin’ the Ilittle thing,
alo't you?" demanded Polly, her volce
yvibraot with emotion. “Now, be a big
womin, an’ stay while I'm gone, will
you? T'll promise to hustle for all
'my worth”

Mrs. Mackenzie's timld glance ran
around the room.

“1 suppose g0," she whlmpered, “but
what If some of your people came
here?' 8he shuddered and went on
hurrledly: “Polly, what're you golng
to say to Marcus?"

“I don't know yet,” mumbled Polly-
op, “but T'll bring him back. Oh, 1
got It! Say, I'll stick you away. In
Granny Hope's coop-hole, No squat-
ter'd think to go In there, even if he
comes In, Here! T'll help you"

Tenderly she coaxed and begged,
but without avall, and patlently Polly
sal down on the slde of the eot.

“Mizs ve,” she took up In low
tones, “I'm goin' to tell you some-
thing Granny Hope told me, Now, you
want to get home to your man, don't
you'

“Yes, yes, oh, so bad, Pollyop,” cried
Evelyn, “but 1 ean't stay here alone!
I can't! I can't!”

She did not think then of the many
days and nights the other girl had
passed by herself In the same llttle
shack,

“Mobbe It does seem so, Fve,” sald
Polly Hopkins. “But, honey, when
I'm done you'll be thinkin' different.
Now, listen ; don't you know way down
In your Insides that your man's near-
ly sufferin’ his lfe away?"

yOu to g0 wWeiliowt un
“Plense,  don't
I'm terribly

Ehee prlml

here alone
YOI
the

onter -

twenty

“juntier
spnce  of

o he!

she

Evelyn burst forth Into weeping
afresh,

“Of course T know it, Polly," she
gobbed, “but—"

“An' you want him to be walllng all

nlght til daybrenk, not knowin' wheth.
er you're In the land of the livin' or
not, huh?

This was a solemn question asked
by a very solemn-eyad girl,

“Another thing,"” eontinued
“When It comes daybreak,
a lot of squatters about, They come
evory day to this but, TI'd have to
leave you then, wouldn't 1?7 Tonlght
It's stormin’, an' moat of 'em are In
bed. T eould run as fast as a rabbit
an' be back In a JiMy. Can't you
screw up your courage an' let me go?™

This long statement Evelyn thought
over for a few moments. Then:

“Perhapa I conld, 1f—"

*1 know you can,” interrupted Pol.
Iyop. “Now, listen: Granny Hope sald
anything you want you ¢an have out
of love's own heart for the askin'.”

“But I'm such a wicked girl"”
moaned Evelyn dismally.

“8o be 1" returned Pollyop prompt.
Iy. “We're both rotten bad, God
knows, but vever mind all that now.

Polly.
there'll be

I got to get Old Mare; an' the only
way You can help 18 to stay qulet
whille I'm out for him. Now, lean on

me an' Ul stow you away In the rub-
bish room till I get back."”

Ashamed to muke further appeals
to the girl who was showing wmore
spirit than she had ever thought pos.
sible for any girvl to show, Evelyn al.
lowed Pollyop to pick her up and
sinnd her on the foor,

Then the wenk leaned on the strong,
and when Polly Hopkins tucked the
blunkets about Evelyn, she whispered :

“Uranny sald pravers In this room
all Inst year an’ way on till she died.
“The Lord 1s my shepherd, I shall not
want ' Grianny salid was one of the
best Lo kKeep In ofind,”

(TO !tl. ‘LJ‘\TI\I’ ED.)

Looking Ahead,
Wedmore—What's the idea of glw
ing your flancee a clgarelte casel
Does she smoke?
Gayboy—0Oh, no, but she's just about
due to break off and send my pres
ets back, und I can use it myself.

Ways of the Sex.

When a young man asks a girl for
her photograph she lmmedlately classl-
fles him as a matrimonlal possibiity,
—Boston Transcript.

APPLE-PECTIN AS COW FEED

Pulp Should Prove Valuable Adjunct
to Fare of Animal When Com-
pared With Silage.

(Proparsd by (he United Statesa Department
of Agriculture, )

That dried apple-pectin pulp should
prove g valuable adjunct to the fure
of the dalry cow I8 the conclusion
drawn from analyses and feeding trinls
conducted by the boreau of chemistry,
United States Department of Agricul-
ture, In collaboration with the Bureau
of Animanl Industry. This feed made
a favorable showing when compared
with dried beet pulp and corn silage.

Applespectin pulp 18 the by-product
renufining after pectin has been ex-
tracted from apple pomace, or, as It
Is sometimes called, clder-press cake.
After the pectin has been extracted
about three-fourths of the totnl welght
of the pulp Is water, rendering It sub-
Ject to rapld spollage., Heretofore It
has been thrown away, but it has been
found that when theé pulp Is dried
it eon be kepr for a considerable time
and, because of Itsa reduced welght,
handled and shipped economically.
Some manufaciorers have recently In-
stalled evaporators for drying the
pulp In order to market the product
for gtock feed.

The feeding experiment Included a
prelbminary test with one cow for n
period of 20 days, and a later one
with 6 cows. The drled pectin pulp
was always mixed with three times (s
welght of water several hours before
feeding, In the first tesy the cow was
fed corn sllage for 20 days, then, after
n transition perlod of b days, she was
given pectin pulp for 20 days, and,
after another transition perlod of B
days, she was fed corn sliage for an-
other 20 days. In all these periods
grain was fed In connection with the
roughage.

The average production during the
corn-slinge feeding-perlods wns 812
pounds of milk and 14065 pounds of
butterfat, During the perlod when

A Convenlent Arrangement for Feed-
ing Cows Which SBaves Much Labor.

pectin pulp was fed the cow made
456.9 pounds of milk and 15.08 pounds
of fut. Although this test showed
that the pulp produced 14.7 per coent
more milk and 7.1 per cent more bhut-
terfunt than the corn silage, the re
sults ¢con not be considered conclusive.

In the second and more extended ex-
periment the pectin pulp was ecom-
pared with dried beet pulp, a feed that
it resenibles more closely than corn
silange. The § cows were fed for HO
days on beet pulp soanked with three
times its welght of water, then, after
n transition perlod of 10 days, they
were fed for 30 days on pectin pulp
gonked with a slmilar quantity of
water, The soaking was from one
feeding tlme to the next, but in warm
weather the pulp should not be
nllowed to sonk for more than one or
two hours. The pectin pulp contained
approximately 7 per cent crude fat
(not all of which is true fat), 7 per
cent crude protein, and 26 per cent
crude fiber, as compared geith 0.5 per
cent crude fat, 8 per cent crude pro-
tein, and 20 per cent crude fiber in
beet pulp. The two feeds are simlilar
In being able to absorb water readily,

The cows while on the ratlon con-
talning the beet pulp produced 49705
pounds of mwllk and 17186 pounds of
butterfat ; while on the pectin-pulp ra-
tion they produced 4376.7 pounds of
milk and 10293 pounds of fat, Forty
pounds of the wet pulp were offered to
each cow dally, The palatability of
the pectin pulp did not appear to be
g0 high ag that of the beet pulp, since
the cows did not eut It so readlly. Tt
segms that pound for pound of dry
matter the pectin pulp s superior to
corn sllage and perhaps Intermediate
hetween the sllage and beet pulp.

The loss of appetite for the pectin
pulp by some of the cows may be at-
tributed to the faet that It was the
less familiar feed and thst the second
test was conducted during the summer
when cows are more apt to tire of
such feeds.

Poor Cowas Don't Pay.

It does not pay to keep poor cows,
nor does It pay to stint any cow In
the way of the best feed money can
Becure,

ObJect In Milking.
Some farmers milk good cows for
profit; others mllk poor cows for
exercise

Scrub Deserves Medal,
The man who uses & scrub hull de-
serves n leather medal made out of
the bull's hide.

[ Increase Your Weight to A

Normal by
Taking

TANLAC

LTM World's Greatest Tonie

“Vaseline” Carbolated
Petroleum Jelly

is an effective, antiseptic

first-aid drcssmg for cuts,

wounds and insect bites.

Ithelpspreventinfection.

CHESEBROUGH MFG. CO.

(Consolidated)
State Street New York

BETTER
DEAD

Life is a burden when the body

Is racked with pain. Everything
worries and the victim becomes
despondent and downhearted. To
bring back the sunshine take

GOLD MEDAL

CAPSUIES t

The National Remedy of Holland for over
200 yoars; it is an enemy of all pains re
sulting from kidney, liver and uric acid
troubles. All druggists, three slzes.

Look for the name Gold Medal on every box
and accept no imitation

Cuticura Soap

—The Safety Razor—

Shaving Soap

Coutleurs Boap shaves without mug. Everywnare %o,

um-mms unmppz
oummt—1

STANDAM! nm-l‘y over, Demand red Box
Mr. BilFs portralt nnd signature.
AL Al Drvggisis—30 Conty
o W, W, HILL COMPANY, DETROMT
| - A

A Symphony In Puns,
During the sermon one of the quar-
tet fell asleep.
“Now's your chants,” whispered the
organist to the soprano, “see If you
canticle the tenor.

“You wouldn't dare duet," sald the
contralto,

“You'll wake him up,” warned the
bass,

“T ean make n better pun than that,
a8 sure as my name's Psalm” re-
marked the boy who pumped the or-
gan, but he sald It so low that no one
quartet.—RBoston Transcript,

Life's immitigahle bore is the man
who finds everything a bore.

Sure Relief
FOR INDIGES'"ON

u.» 6 Btu.-ms

= | Hot water

SELL-ANS

25¢ and 75¢ Package.s. Evarywhm

Radio-<Everyone Wants
This In Their Home

There have been some siartling
monts, they are now belng
New calnlogw mre now ready.
mells for B0 cents;

improve.
manufactured,
This eatalog
It Ih & complete Inatrus-
tion book., Hend 60 cenita and It will be
malled to you st once. Do not order your
stock untll improved devices are ready—our
stock order ls mow in factory.

CELECTRIC CO -
Omuhi, Nebr.

Dea Molnes, lows

WOODMEN - WORLD

LIFE INSURANCE

LARGEST AND STRONGEST IN
THE CENTRAL WEST
mm
OMAHA, NEBRASKA

Asstvs $110,000,000

Keep Nebraska Money in Nebraska
Patronize Home Industries

LET US START YOU

without a cent of capital in our DIRECT-
TO-CONSUMER-AGENCY taking orders .

for the beal shoes money can buy, Cats-
logs with your name on front cover seut
to your customers. Blg money- making
opportunity, Whole or part time. No
sxperience noecessar For particulars
address TANNERE HUI'. MFG. CO, 14

BOUTH STREET, BOSTON, hl\S‘;

-




