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GHAPTER Ill—Continued.

The little doctor came briskly ‘Into
the room. ;

“Everybody out but the nurse.
You've had company enough for one
day, Luck,” he announced cheerily.

Ikate followed Maloney and his pris-
oner to the porch.

“About the letters of your friend
that was shot,” she said to Curly.
“Doctor Brown was ‘telling me what
you said. Tl see they reach Miss An-
derson. Do you know in what res-
taurant she works?"

“No. Mae didn't tell me.” The boy |
gulped to swallow an unexpected lump | tai
in_his throat. “They was expecting to |

get married soon.”

“I—I'll write to ber,”
lier eyes misty.

“I'd be ébliged, miss. Mac was a
good boy. Anpyone will tell you that.
And he was awful fond of her. He
talked about her that last night before
the camp .fire. Bad companions got
him going wrong, but he sure would
have settled down into a good man.
That's straight goods, too. You write
it strong.)

“I've changed my mind.
write but go to see her.”

Curly could only look his thanks.
Words seemed strangely Inadequate.
But Kate understood the boy's un-
spoken wish and nodded her head re-
assuringly as he left the room.

Kite Bonfils and Maloney took Curly
back to Saguache and turned him over
to Sheriff Bolt.

“How about bnil?" Maloney asked.

The sheriff émiled. He was a long

I'll not

lean leather-foced man with friendly .

eves from which humorous wrinkles
radinted.

“Qh, say two thousand.”

“You're on.”

*“What " !

A cow-puncher with fifty dollars two
weeks.after pay day was a rarity. No
wonder Bolt was surprised.

“It's not my mouney. Luck Cullison
“1s going bail for him,” Maloney ex-
plained.

“Lueck Cullison!” Maloney's words
had surprised the exclamation from
Curly. Why should the owner of the
Cirele C of all men go bail for him?

The sheriff commented dryly on the
fact. “I thought this kid was the one
that shot him."

“That was just a happenstance.
Curly shot to save his bacon.
don’t hold any grudge.”

3. 1
£ |‘§‘I

~ STRAIGHT

 BAlliam Macleod Baine

COPYRIGHT.BY G \W.DILLINGHAM COMBPANY
St e S St e

Kate promised, |

Luck |

Bolt belonged to the political party |

opposed to Cullison.
baclked by Cass Fendrick, a sheepman
in feud with the cattle interests and in
particular with the Circle C outfit. But

He had been |

he could not go back on his word. He
and Maloney called together on the'

district attorney.
returned to the jail,

An hour later Dick |

“It's all right, kid,” he told Curly.

“You can shake off the dust of Sa-
guache from your heofs till court
meets in September.”

To Flandran the news scemed f'oo:

good for the truth. Less than twenty-
four hours ago he had been waiting

for the end of the roud with a rope
around his neck. Now he was free to |
slip u saddle on his pony Keuo and

| upl Bet I'm Tco Late to Draw Any“

allop off as soon as he pleased.
While he and Maloney were sltting
opposite each other at the New
Orleans Mash ITouse waiting for a big
steak wth onions he asked questions.

“I don’t savvy Cullison's play. Why- |

for is he digging up two thousand for
me?

How does he know I won't cBt |

my stick for Mexico? Do you suppose

Miss Kate made him?”?
“1 reckon maxhe she influenced him,
Tt why did she? You don't fignure

that curly topknot of yours is disturh- |

ing her dremus any. dea von?”
“Quir your Joshing and
wny ™!
=1 enn’t 1ell you 'or sure,

tell e

seu EUPSE,

ain’t satisficd with . Fivst off, there

Dut here's i
Don't cust you a cent if you

was poor Mae shot by the Circie ©

boys.
but ther he was a kid, too,
ried the little girl sowe,
thinking about Drothér Sam and how
he might be in the same fis vne of
these days as you are now, lie's on
her mind a good deal, S is. Samne
way with the old man tou, 1 reckon,
though he don't say wueh.  Well, she
deelded  Soapy  Stone had  led  yuu
astray like le's doing with S, It
got to worrying her for feur hoer broth:
er might need a friend some time, S
she handed over her worry to the old
mwan and made him Jdig up {or you.”

“That's about it. Tell me what you
know of Sam.”

Tl

Course Mae was u horse ihies,
wWors 1
She at !

“Sam is all right, but he has got off

wrong foot tirst, ITe and the old muan
got to kind of disagrecing, for the-kid
was a wild colt. Come by it honestly
from the old man, too, Well, they had
a row one Llime when Sam got inte
trouble. Luck told him he never wani-
ed to see him again. S lit ons, and
pext folks knew he wuas trailing with
Soapy's ganwg”

(tend o tell anyiking that swould hurt

* “Looks like some one ought to be
able to pry hiwloose from that buneh,” |

Curly mused aloud.
_Maloney grinned across at  hind

“You try it, Son, You've ulways led a i

good pious life. Ile sure would lsten
to yvou." o

He had said it as a jest, but Curly
did  not laugh. Why npot? Why
shouldo't he hnot up Sam and let him
know Ekow his folks were worrying
about him? Ie was footloose till Sep-
tember and out of u job. For he could
not go buck to the Map of Texas with
his hat in his hand and a repentant
whine on his lips. Why not hike into
the hills and round up the boy?

“Damn if I don't take a crack at it."

The man on the other side of the
ble stared at him,

*“Meaning that, are you?"

“Yep.,”

“Aight be some lively If Soapy gets
wise to yvour Intentions,” he said in a
casual sort of way.

“1 don't alm to declare them out
lowd.” -

That was all they sald about It at
thut time, The rest of the evening
wius devoted Yo pleasure.

Sinee their way was one for several
miles Maloney and Curly took the road
together next morning at daybreak.
Their ponles ambled along side by
side ut the easy guit characteristic of
the Southwest.

Your plainsman Is a taciturn indi-
vidual, These two rode for an hour
without exchanging a syllable.

At Willow Wash their ways di-
verged, They parted with the easunl
“So-lopg; see you later,” Curly was
striking for the headwaters of Dend
Cow creek, where Soupy Stone had a
horse ranch.

About two o'clock he reached a lit-
tle park in the hills, in the middle of
which, by a dry creek, lay a ranch.

The young man at ficst thought the
place wus deserted for the day, but
when hz called a girl appeared at the
door. She was a young person of soft
curves aud engaging dimples. DBe-
peath the: brown cheeks of Arizonmr
wne o pink that came and went very |
atteactively.

Curly took off lis dusty gray hat.

London, Wlial’s worrying you? If |

| you'll ask me plain out I'll know hnw!

to nnswer you." |

“So you know my name?” |

“Anything strange about that? The
{ Par 99 is the London brand. I saw
your calves in the corral with thelr
flanks still sore. Nuaturally I assume
the young lady I weet here Is Miss
Laura London.”

“What do you want with Sam. Cul-
| Ison? Are you friendly to him? Or
i aren't you?"
| “Ladies first. Are you friendly to
: him? Or aren't you?"
|

Curly smlled gayly across the table
! at her, A faint echo of his pleasanfry-|
' began to dimple the coruers of her’
| mouth. Both of them relaxed to peals

i of lnughter, and nelther 8f them quite |

| knew the cause of their hilarity.
“Oh, vou!” she reproved when she
| had sufficiently recovered.

“So you thought I was a detective
or a deputy sheriff. That's certalnly
funny.” 3

“For all I know yet you may ' be
one.” .

position so dark-complected as yours.
If you won't put them suspicions to
sleep Tll have to table my cards.”
From his pocket he drew a copy of the
,Saguache Sentinel and showed her 2
marked story. “Maybe that will ex-
plain what I'm doing up on Dead
Cow.” |

This Is what Laura London read:

“From Mesa comes tlhe news of an-
other cuse of bold and flagrant
rustling. On Friday nizht a bunch of
horses belonging to the Bar Double M
were rounded up and driven across
the mountnins to this city. The
stolen animals were sold. here .this
morning, after which the buyers set
out at once for the border and the
thieves made themselves scarce. It
Is clalmed that the rustlers were mein-
bers of the notorious Soapy Stone out-
fit. Two of the four were identlfled, It
ts alleged, as Willinm Cranston, gen-
erally known as 'Dad Bill) and 2
voung vaquero called ‘Curly’ Tlandrau.

“In ease the gullty parties are ap-
prehended the Sentinel hopes an ex-
ample will be made uE*em that will
deter others of like sfamp from a
practice that has of late been far too
commnen. Lawlessness seems (o come
in cyeles. Just aow the southern tier
of countles appears to be suffering
{from such a sporadic attack. Let all
good men combine to stamp It qut.
The time las pagsed when Arizona
must stand as a synonym for anar-
chy.”

She looked up at the young man
breathlessly, her pretty lips parted.
her dilated eyes taking him in solemn-
ly. A question trembled on her lips.

“Are vou this man inentioned here?
What's his name—'Curly’ Flandrau?"

“YES’_II -

“And yon're n rustler?” Why. do
men do sieh things?” letting the hands
that held the paper drop into her lap
helplessly. “You don't look bad. Any-
one would think—"

Her. sentence tuiled out and died
away. She was still looking ar Curly.
but he conld see that her mind lal
Mown to some one else. ITe would
hnve bet a month's pay that she was
thinking of another lnd who was wild
but did not look bad.

Filandrau rose and walked ronnd the
tahle to her. “Much obliged, Miss
Laurn, I'll shake hands on that with
vou, You've guessed it.  Course, me
being so ‘notorious’ I hure to adwit it
put [ aln't bad any more than he is”

She gave bim o quick shy loek,

I never did see anyone with a dis- |.

“You menn this ‘Lad BillT"

“You know who I mean, all vizht. |
1lis nume is Smn Cullison,  Asd you |
needn't to tell me where he is. I'l!
find him.”

“1 know you, don't mean any harm
to him," Dut she said it as il she

were pleading with him,
“Crreet, | don't.. Can you tell nn
how to get to SHeapy Stone's runeh

from here, Miss Loudon?”

Dinner.”

“Duenos tardes, senorita!l ' bet I‘m‘
ton Jate to deaw any dinner”

“Duenos,  senor,”  she :ms:worual]
promptly. Tl bet you'd lose your |
money.  You can wash over there by |
the pump.  There's o towel on the
fence.” |

She disappeared into the house and
Curly took eare of his horse, washed,
and sanntered haek to the poreh. He |
coulid «iell patatoes frying amd conld |
hear the sizzling of ham and egrs. |

While he ate, the givl fitted in |
out, sofi-looted and graecaful, replen- |
ishifne bis plate from time o e,

I'reseitly he discovered that her fa- |

on |
|

ther was awny  hunting  strays

Sunf ereck, that the nearest llt'i;;hl:u1'|

wis  seven  wiles  distant sl that !
|

Stones ranel was ten miles farther |
up Dead Cow, |

“fver meet n Ll ealled Sam Cul- |
Pson " the guest ashod edrelessly, [

Corly was haedly prepared o see
the coler whip inte her caeeks or tai
mect the gquick smbbing look she f:'.st-1|
ened on i, |

sygu're looking for him, are you?
<he sath Do vou know him?”

Ite shook Qs head, She looked at)
bim very steadily before she spoke |
HELHTEN |

“You koven't moet him yet, but you
wast 1w I= that ?”

R B I |

“Wili you bave another egg?’ |

Fhiterng bavghed, “No,  thanhks,
Staying up ot Stone’s, is e

“How shauld 1 know swhe's siaving
il Stane'sy |

It was guite plain she did rot In-

Young Cullison,
"Are you expecting to stop in the
hills lomg—or just visiting "

Leame a faint eall fur help.

She laughed., IHer donbts were van-
ishing like mist before the =unshine
“Good .guess. At least he was there
the last I heard.” !

“And 1 expect your information is
pretty recent.”

That drew another little laugh,
companied by a blush.

“Don't you think 1 have told rou
enough for one day, Mr. Flundrau?

“That ‘Mr) sounds too solemm, My
{riends call me ‘Curly,’" he let her
know, *

She remembered that he wns u
strunger and a rustler and she Crew
up stifily.  This pleasant young fel.oa
was too familiar,

“If you take this trail io the serub
pines above, then keep «due north for

HS

about four miles, you'll strike the
creelr aguin,  Just follow the trail
along it to the horse ranclh.”

With that she turned on her heel
and walked into the kitchen,

Curly had not meant to be “lresh.
Ile was nlways ready for foolery witl,
the girls, but he was not the sort to
go too far. Now he blamed himsell
tor having moved too fast. He had ol |
fended her sense of what was the |
proper thing.

There wns notling for it but to sad-
dle and take the roml

CHAPTER IV.

A Bear Trap.

The windi~g trail led up to the
‘werub pines and [rom there vorth intw
the hills. Curly had not tiavelod fare
when ke heard the somml of o gun
fired three times in quicl suceession.
He stopped to listen.  Presently there

Curly eantered around the shoulder
of the hill amd saw o msn sqeatting
on the ground. e was stonped for-
wird in oo awkward fasldon with his
back to Flandri

“What's up¥” 7

At the auesiion the man looked over
his shoulder.  I'ain aml helnless rage
burned in the deepset black eyes

“Yes" Curly answered, with his |
¢ % 1 N o oat all. | Dow’ spe
most innocent blank look, .. ., . | Just I:!:;.I;".,u. I,,i I-:‘"“ |1 \ " MEJ. I u: i
“Yos which 7 | [I"._:' “‘.. iing o naps wooeswvesed |
I iy,

“Why, whichever you like, DMliss

| ence."

TEE TOREVILLE EUQUIRER,

T

“What's Up?"
was® Soapy~ Stoiie. ~ Liffheé " bends of
perspiration stood outall over his fore-
head. A glance showed the reason.

_One of his hands was caught in a bear
" trop fastened to a cottonwood.

Its
jaws held him so that he ‘could not
move. 55

The young man swung from the
back of.Keno. He found the limb of
a cottonwood about as thick as his
forearm below the elbow. This he set
close to the trap.t: - \

“Soon a5 I get the lip open shove

_her in,” he told Stope.

The rescuer slipped the toes of his
boots over the lower lip and, caught
the upper one with both hands. Slow-
ly the mouth of the trap opened.
Stone slipped in_the wooden wedge
and withdrew his ‘crushed wrist. By
great good fortupe the steel had
caught on the leather gauntlet he was
wearing.,- Otherwise It must have
mangled the arm to a pulp. ;

Even now he was suffering a good
deal.

“You'll have tp let a doe look at It,”
Curly suggested.

Stone agreed. “Reckon I better
strike for the Bar 99.” ;

His horse had disappeared, b
Curly helped-him:tp the back of Keno,
Together they took the trail for the
Bar 90. On the face of the wounded
man gathered *he moisture caused by
intense paid.

“Hard sledding, looks llke,” Curly
sympathized.

"Reckon I can stand the grlef,”
Stone grunted. )

Nor did he speak agaln until they
renched the ranchfand Laura London
looked at him from a 'frightened face.

“What is 7"

“Ran a sliver in my finger, Miss
Laura. Too bag to trouble you,”
Soapy answered with a sncer on his
thin lips. - !

A rider for the Bar 00 had just rid-
den up and Luura sent him at once
for the doctor. She led the way into
the house and swifdy gathered band-
ages, a sponge and a basin.of water,
Together she and Curly bathed and
wrapped the wound.

Laurn was us gentle as she could be.

“I know I'm hurting you,” she sald,
her fingers trembling.

“Not a bit of it. Great pleasure to
have you for a nurse. I'm certainly In
luel.” Curly did vot understand the
bitterness in the sardonic face und he
resented it.

That something was wrong between
them Curly could see. Soapy was very
polite in-spite of his bitterness, but
his hard eyes watched her ns a cat
does o mouse. Moreover, the girl wus
afraid of him. Ee could tell that by
the timid startled way she had of ap-
swering. Now, why need she fear the
man? It would be as mech as his life
was worth to lift a hand to hurt her.

After the doctor had come and had
attended to the crushed wrist Curly
stepped out to the purch to find Laura.

w'm right sorry for what I said,
Miss Laura., Once in a while a fel-
low makes a mistuke. If he's as big a
chump as 1 am it's liable to happea u
little oftener. Dut I'm not really one
of thuse smart guys.”

Out came her gloved hand In the
firmest of grips.

] |:now that now. You didn't think,
And I made a mistake. I thought you
were taking advantage because I had
been friendly. 1'm glnd you spoke
about it. We'll forget it. There's
something I want you to do for me.”

1 expeet maybe I'lL do It.”

wIt's about that boy he has up
there.” She gave n hopeless little ges-
ture toward the hills,

#Sam Cullison?”

“fES."

“\What about Wim?"

“He's bent on ruining him, always
hns been ever since he got a hold on
him. I can't tell you how I know It,
but I're sure-— And now he's more
set on it than ever.”

“Jealous, is he?" ' s

“Yos, If he can drag Sam Jdown

{ and get him iato trouble he'll fay off

two grudges at once.  And he will too.
You'll see. He's wily as an imdian,
For that matter there is Apache blood
in him, folks say.”

“What about voung Cullison? Can't
he make a fight for himself?"

“0Oh, you know how boys are.
fs completely under this man's infln-
Ier voice broke a little. “And
I can't help him. I'm only a ghl.
won't listen to me. What Sam needs
is n man friend, one just as strong and
determined as Soapy but one who,is
gool and the right sort of an fnﬁu-
ence,” '

“Are you plcking me for that re

| spongibie friend who is o be vuch a
powerful influence for good?” Cu1-|y|

asked with a smile. -}
“Yes—yes, I am.” 'She looked up at
him confidently.

1
Snin |

te |

own sorlousness,” “I'll tell you some-
thing, Miss Laura. Maybe you'll be
glad to know that the reason I'm go-
ing to the horse ranch Is to help Sam
Cultison if I can.”

He went on to tell her the whole
story of what the Cullisons had done
for him. In all that he sald there was
not one word to suggest such a thing,

eaps to a knowledge of the truth.that

man was in love with Kate Culllson.
She was sure of It.

When Curly -walked back Into - the
honse, Stone lald down the paper be
hail been reading. .

“] see the Sentinel hints that Mr.
Cnrly Flandrau bad better be lynched,”
he jecred. ;

-

_ hull's-eye, Soapy,” returned the young
mun evenly. "It thinks I belong to the
Sopy Stone outfit, but we know 1
haven't that honor.”

Soapy frowned at-him under the
he:nvy eyebrows that gave him so men-
neing an effeet.

“Better come back with me to the
runch till you look around.”

“Sults me right down to the ground
If It does you.”, *

some one came whistling Into the
honse and  opened the. door of the
romn. He was.a big lank fellow with

i shotgun In his hands. “From Mis-
souri” was stamped all over his awk-
wardl frame. He stood staring at his
‘nexpected guests, His eyes, clashing
with those of Stone, grew chill and
Charl, .

“Sn you're back here agaln, are

voun?" he nsked,Zlooking pretty black,

Stene's lip smile mocked him. *1
Mon't know how you guessed It, but 1
are am here”

“Diin't 1 tell you to keep away from
‘he Dpr Y9—you and your whole cursed
i L

“spoms to me you did mentlon some-
‘hing of that sort. But how was I to
inow whether you meant it unless I
qme hack to see?” :

Laurn epme Into the room and
ranzzedl herself beside her father, . Her
Juml rested lightly on his forearm.

“Ile got eaught In one of your bear
rans and this young man brought him
‘tere to wailt for the doctor,” she ex-
nlained, ’

“Thnp

‘I'he Missourian stared without elvil-
it¥ n: his gnest, turned on lis heel,
il with his doughter beside him
marehed out of the room. He could
ant decently tell Stone to leave while
he was under the care of a doctor, but
e did vot Intend to make bim wel-
cone.

“We'll pull our freights right away,
Curly,” Stonec announced as soon as
his host had gone.

The young iman went to the stable

™

ening the cinch a shadow fell across
his shoeulder, He d1d not need to look
rounil to sce whose it was.

“I'm sn glad you're going to the
horse ranch, You will look out for

Sam. I don't know why, but 1 have
the greatest confidence In you,” the
owner of the shadow explained

sweetly.,

Curly smiled bmndly over hls shoul-
der at ber. “Fine! That's a good up-
lifting line of talk, Miss Laura. Now
what Is it I'm to do for youi”

she hinshed and laughed at the same
thne.  Her band came from behind her
taek. In It was a letter,

“That's to be my pay for glving
Master Sam his hilly doo, Is 1t?”

“Iow did you guess? It Is a letter
To Naim”

“Iow did 1 guess [t? Shows I'm
s o wiz don’t 12"

She saw her fother coming and
handed hlm the letter qulckly.

“Tleve., Take it.” A spark of mls
chief lit her eye anil the dimples came
asut on her cheeks. “Good-by, Curly.”

(To be Continued).

Decrease of Cattle Reserve Booms
MNew Business.

The constant decrease in Trance's
cittle reserve has had the effect of re-
storing an Industry which has been
lost sight of, at least in the larger
cities, for two generations, the vending
of zoats' milk says a Parls dispatch.

Even the most aristocratic quarters
of I'aris are now heing visited cach
morning by employes of a Montrouge
goat herd, leading three or four of
the milk giving animals and offering
as many litres as the customer may
lwish—and willing to pay for.

The business is apparently a pre
itable one, despite the lact that Zoats
now cost nearly twenty times as much
ins before the war, The milk is great-
|children and ccsts 2 franes a litre (40
1y sought for by mothers with sick
cents in normal currency.) M. Soucaz
owner of nearly 400 goats which are
paraded every morning In the streets
of PParvis, lntends to increase his flock
to 1,000 as soon as he can find the an-
imials,

-

GIVES HUSBAND AWAY

T
| Dying Weman Bequeaths Him to Her
Friend.

To have n husband left you by a
woman friend as n death-bed legney is
a proceeding with as doubtful an out-
come as vaceination,  In the case of
Mrs, Lillie Fowler Ferris of San Fran-

ciseo, it took,

The man in the case. Orren IFowler
Sheafer, was “"willin'" and so the
woidding hells will ring Monday.

The late Mrs. Sheafer and Mrs. Fer-
| vis shared o life-long lriendship, Dur-
Ling Mies, Sheafer's illness n year ago
sho onjoved the continual presence
fand devoted®eare of her hest (riend.
With the reallzation that her lile was
irhh':n_:: away  eame r@membrance of
[ the old proverh “Dost thou luve thy
friena? then give him thaf which thon
ozt value moa(,” , .
| And of ler possessions, Mrs., Sheaf-

prized her hushand mest, so the

o

__Curly recognized him now. The man *  Curly met her on_the ground of her 'hequest was made.

-
AR

but Laura London's mind. jumped the:

Curly himself did not have, The young’

“I'lie Sentinel don't always hit: the.

and sadlidled Keno. While he was tight- |-

THE HAPPY FAMILY

Famous Philozopher Dezctibes Per-
fect Living.

This famlly kas o very tall, thick,
unbragous and old tree, writes Dr.
Frank Crane In the Atlanta Journal.

The ancestral line runs so far back
that “the mémory of man,runncth not
to the contrary.” e R TR 2

wis old man good hedlth:

its ancestors Is youth. Youth is not
2 rezent episode; it is the oldest thing
in the world. *

The father's name, is Jove.”

The mother's temperance. .,

. Among the aunts and uncles are
discipline, common gense, unse’f, hu-
mility, and faith.

. The chiel enemy of this family, the
one who does most to injure it, is a
man named envy. L ooy

He has a lot of spies, bLullies, and
hired mischief-worlers, who  assist
him In. doing every possible thins to
disrupt the happys.

Amongz these are suspicion, hate,
grudge, grouch, worry and despair.

Sometimes onc of the rascals gets a
job as servant in the happy family,
and. makes usc_of pis position, to do
all the Jamage. he can. ;

One of the. sturdiest. and hand-
somest of the happy, children is work!
He does perhaps more than any to
keep .the family prosperous, and is
looked up to and respected by all its
members.. :

The family has its imitators. They
are frauds, and have deceived and
rutned many wino have put it in them,

Among. these humbugs and cheats
are alcohol, drugs, cxcess, luxury,
glutton, and lust. : .

Onc of the most charming and be-
loved members of the happy family is
loyalty. Everybody, cven the crook-
ad and perverse, scem to love her.

The family home is o very attrac-
tive house on main street.

Its foundations.were.placed deep on
the bed rosk of honesty.

Its builder ond architect was sim-
plicity.

Its furnlshings were by good taste.

All its e'kpendlturcs are. looked af-
ter, and Its accounts kept, by thrift,

{ with the able assistance of budget-

Discretjon. guards the door.

There is but one rule jn this house;
it is the golden, rule.

Gentleness and. cheerfulness are al-
ways at home, and with courtesy and
thoughtfulness, iavariably make all
visitors, weclcome. A

The rats of waste are kept away by
the eat whose name is carefulness.

The butler has orders never to ad-
mit. speculntors when he- calls.

’he family dpctor's name.is science.

_ight and, air are present all' day,
and at, night the lamps are lif K by
hopea. ve .

The family have a proper seclf-re-
spect, and arve intimate with no one
on friendly terms with and couched
for by love and temperance.

There [s a good priest whose visits
are welcome and whose advice is fol-
lowed: his name is consciencc,

JUDGE GEO. E. PRINCE '

Would Put Tardy Witnesses in Jail
—Stickler for Etiquette.

Judge George E. Prince of Anderson,
presiding at the term of the court of
general sesslons which opehed ycster-
d:}y, is a stickler for ctiquette in the
court room, and he doesn't mind say-
ing s0. Judge Prince also possesses &
kcen sense of humor, A jurist of many
years-expm'ience. and a close student of
the law, he likes to hear a good argu-
ment, and to take part in it, but there
is one matter on which he neither
argues or allows argument, and that
matter has to do with who is running
the court. -

When he is ready to start a trial or

other proceeding, he ig ready to start,
and he wants everybody who has any
connection with the matter before the
court to be there, and to be ready to
start with gavel. And he is a great
beligver in jail as a place to put people

when he wants to have them where |

he ean lay his hands on them, so to
speak.
Put ’Em in Jail. )

Several witnesses to appear before
the grand jury were called. this morn-
Ing, and when some of them failed to
answer, Judge Prince told the solicitor
to prepare bench warrants, and sald
that he would put those witnesses in
jail until needed, if that were neces-
sary, in order to secure the prompt at-
tendance of witnesses. The judze went
on to say that he had never held court
in which the witnesses showed so much

| indifference and that he was going to

remedy that condition of affairs.

When the solicifor explained to the
court that the fault lay largely with
the maglstrntes, Judge Prince ordered
that where a magistrate had failed to
put witnesses under hond, he should
be called before the grand jury and or-
dered to explain, and the grand jury
was to tell the court all about it—
Greenville Piedmont.

NOW THE “PEPPER RUB”

Latest Tonsorial. Scheme Gives Rosy
Cheeks to Men.

Have vou noticed those bright, red
cheeks the men are sportingz lately?”
T.ooks as if they had just come from a
ripping game of golf out in the open—
ch what? Or as if they had just step-
ped from the fast little sport model
rond hound after doing ffty miles
across country. But it is a snare and
a delusion. They are not the healthy.
red blooded chaps you think they arc.
They have just come from their pep-
per rub.

It's the latest beauly process in-
vented by New York barbers, and it
has been in the process of trying out
in Detroit. Tt is a very simple pro-
cess, The barber gives n close shave
Then he takes a can of red pepper and
a little water. He rubs it in briskly—
very briskly. It brings tears to
the eyes, but it also sets up an irl:itq~
tion and the red blood cm'misclgs rjush
to the surface. Then he applies a hot
towel. dusts on a little taleum #ind
the deed s done. The customer

Its oldest authenticated progenitor |

Another Qjstingulshed name amonz

| dle. We will- appreciate’a cantinuance

_!"irl' 3':ith n good'y mlm;!;,' ‘é;f’]\:gugc fflt
hand:  The dark - complexions - take
more kindly to this (reatment than
the lighter shades, the latter l:l.:'-:c:i;',‘,'.\

red that is so contrasting that it m’ajf

be suspected of- being palntiy™
The immediate effect’is very nice—

N

but what the pepper will do to fhe P

| 5116, aftor’an extended period of pep--

per rubs is another matter, Rien s
3 AT

Hastings Seeds
1921 Catalog Free:
It’s ready §W, ua‘hﬁﬂﬂsomelyq.

and, garden: ncws. - This inew catalog.
we believe, is the most.valuabla’secd
book ever. published.. ]t contains,
twenty full pcgea of the most, populay
vagetubles and flowers, in their natu-
ral colors, the finest work of 'its kind
cver aitempted. - sy
With our. phetographic'illustrations,
and color plctures also!from;, photo-.
graphs,. wea -show ‘yau'-'mg.!lw,hﬁ?%;
grow . with. Haslings’ Seeds:even ,ber:
fore you- order. (ha. seeds. . This ‘€ath-:
log . makag, garden, and,. flower . bed
planning easy =ud it showld be in
ery single Soutaern home. , Write us,
& post-cerd for it, giving ,_qOu;" name
and address. It will!coma''to-!yba-
by return.mail-and you Wil be'mighty
glad_yon've -gotiik T o eyl
Hostings' Seeds are 'thd ' Standard
of. the Soutk.ands-thay- hava-the:larg
cst mail ordar s2ed house.dn.the.world
back of them. They've .got. to. ba''the
best. .Writg now fer. {he 1921 cataZ
log. It Is absolutcly freg. ' H:. Gi HAS-
Emes» CO., SEEDSMEN, ATLANTA/
A. , * AT adV e il F. : i

ROGK HICL, 8.6
Automobile ‘Tops;-

It is the top of the automobile, of’
course, that conduces to’ real”cbmfort.
If the overhead and the.-curtains’are

not in first-class shape there is no com,

proper shape justanywhére or- by just
anybody, because just anybodyrDOES
NOT KNOW HOW to do this. woi
Automobile Tops is our Leading Spe
cialty. We are prepared to ' ‘do.abso
lutely everything-that is needed,in co
nection with them and,we have worl
men who know thelr business. We.don}
ask the builders of the automobilcs any.
odds in this regard,. and you.may:brin
your work.to us with, the. .assurant
that it is not.a iemporary makeshift
you are after, but the REAL THING.

JAS. A JOENSON, Prop

1ol Bl
oE

Very Much Oblged:

customers...for _the. business: glve
during the year 1920, nqw closin

&3
has not bech-the Hest yexr everfl

lic in our line. ; b ke
FOR THE NEW.YEAR . ...

We wish for all mankind a prosperous-
and happy New :
mate cndeavor. We trust that you
and your friends will get everything.
that is good that you deserve and'miore, :
and as for us we promise. to:-dosour
best togive you the very, best posgible.
service in the way of supplying your:
needs, in House Iurnishings, Furnl
ture antl such other goods agrwe, han-

of your patronage. May we serve you?

PROFESSIONAL CARDS.

o S DA T o
DR. WM. M. KENNEDY "
—~ DENTAL SURGEON =
Office on Second Floor of the ‘Wylie
Building. |~ "' . 7 o

Felephoncs: Offiee, 09: Re
YORK, - 8. C. "

D. L. SHIEDER

DOCTOR. OF OPTICS

»: : it
QOffice Hours: 11 A,
YORK

L

YORK FURNITURE €O
Undertakers — Em‘baltdel'.?'

YORK, - - 8. C. .,
In All Tts Branches—Motor rEq,ulpmgzIt_.
Prompt Service Day or Night In’
Town or Country, ;

Dr. R. H GLENN
Veterinary Surgeon
CALLS ANSWERED DAY 03.,.'.}‘.‘-“3?533

Phone 92 7 7 -
8. c

YORK, - - -

W. W. LEWIS
Attorney at Law. ~m
: Reoms 205 and 206 ~ |
Peoples Bank & Trust Co.’s Builcing,
YORK, - = 8. C.
Office 63. Resldence #&.

Phones:

J. A- MARION:
ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR AT
LAW——m = -
Otffice opposite the Courthouse.
Telephone No. 126, York Exchange.
YORK. 8 C.

JOHN R. HART

ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR
AT LAW.

Prompt and Careful Attention to
Business Undertaken. \

Telephone No, 69.
76 it

J.8,BRICE =~ *
.. Attorney At Law.

Prompt - Attention’ ‘to all Legal
Rusinesa.nf \WWhatever Nature.: |
Front Offices, Second._ Floor, Pecples

o

Tan

steps out as rosy cheeked as.a chorus

1

Bank & Tr st.Co.'s Building. Phone

lustreted pages; of 'worth-whilp aeed : .

fort. You-cannot get your'tops,putiin.’

We thank cach and every one,of-our, -

L
'Has been: very good tot'us and!wefap-
preciate the support of the buying pub-

Year in cvery leglti-' -

PEUPLES FURNITURE -

_YORK. 8. C." ]
' At

— COMPANY -i-)

Residence, 166,

M. to 4 P. M
- 8 C. < A

3




