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fent. For a moment she absently
watched the playful antics of a little |
boomer squirrel on the side of a near- |
by hickory. Then she arose. |
“Look,” she urged—It was ope of |
the charming wiles of her—"Look at |

“Look,” She Arged—It Was One of the
Charming Wiles of Her—"Look at
My New Dreuz"

Me and Pat made 1,
Don't you think it's

wy new dress.:
every stitch of It;
nice?" .

“v“Sure, it's nice,” Dale agreed. “Pur |
any dress looks nlce on you, Babe. 11|
only. you'd stick with Mrsg, MeLuurin
and et heg . edugate you! Yau
shouldn't have cared anything about |
what my mother sald; my mother |
doesn't always see thiogs in the true |
light. You'll go back, won't you?"

She bent toward him uu(] uskell
polntedly s

“Bill Dale, what makes you 80 ANX-
fous fo' me to go?

“Because,” readlly, "I want you to
have an education.” 8

“What makes you want me to have
a education, Bill Dale?”

“Beecguse yuu'd be such n splendid |
woman, If you had an education.”

Babe Littleford pursued with chlld-
Hke engerness: “And what mukes
you want me to be such a s-splendid |
woman?”

Dale lifted hls gray eyes and an-
swered her frankly:

“Because [ expect to marry you
some doy." :

Babe Littleford blushed deeply. Her
eyes were glad, filled with rejoicing.
It he didn't love her now, at least just
& weeny-teeny bit, he wouldn't be
thinking of marrying her some day,
certainly, and this conclusion made
her happier than she had ever been In
all her life before. She wished wildly
that she could hug him with all her
might—and she 'had a big notion to do |
it. But what would he think of her? |

Well, there would come a day when |
she would sureiy hug him with all her
might, She would simply break his
blessed hones, dlmost. |

“Will you go to Patricla tomorrow?"
he asked,

She really bellemul that she ought
to go. But the thought of leaving him
was more hateful than ever, now that
she kuew he meant to marry her, She
strove to change the subject—

“See that little, teeny flower over
there—that little, teeny, blue one?”
she asked, pointing. “That's n day-
flower, IUs the purest blue of any.
They call it a duyflower because It
dun't last but Jest one single day.”
And aguain, pointing: “See that little,

teeny, purple fower over there at them |

twisted luurels? That's culled Job's
tears, and they don't last but one day,
pelther, That lttle red, spidery thing
bee bulm. Over yuander at the
hick'ry monkshood, 1 'arned the
names out o a4 book Major Bradley
lount me. Hudo't we better be u-goly’
toward howe?  It—Iit'll be a-cowin'
daurk purty soon, won't 1"

Su'd Dale, "WIHl yuu go back
Patricln tomorrow

Sl—1've  beey  a-wonderin®,”
mured Buabe,
' bust or burst?’

Dale spuke quickly,

is
Is

to

mur-

urst for you,

Lust for me. WHI you go buck to
Patrlein?” ']
Beaten, Babe Littleford drew a long

breath and smiled.

“Yes, Mister Dale” she
reglgnediy,  “1 will, I'l go whir—
where yon want me to go, ef—Iif it's
to Torment. Now tell me how It comes
that 1 find my people and their Ine-
miles us thick as w'lusses Inoan jug,
wliile we walk on.”

. . . . . . .

When Dule returned to Jolin More-
Innd's enbin linving Bulie
Littleford safely to Lep fallier’s dooky

answered

froin Neen

Hapsbu ZLtebe_

Copyri

| way Into the best room, where tliey

| clgars. By Heck, swollen with a feel-
| Ing of greatness,
[ end of his weed, faced Dale, and ¥-

gan to unburden his mind of its weight
| of Information. -

| nger halted and faced about with a

| mouth cnme down,

| *Oh,

| uther great,

| frout porch,

“Which Is proper, Bil, |

_ ugjrdhom by
Irwin Myer:

thf by Doubigdoy. Page §

e tound Major Bradley and By He(.k
Heck had some |

walting at the gate,
Important, bad unews, he said,

“Better not tell me about It untll |
after supper,” replled Dale. “I'm as
hungry as you ever were, By."

They went in to sit down to one of
the best meals Addie Moreland bad
ever prepared. When they had fin-
Ished eating, John Moreland led the

took chalrs, The major produced

lighted the wrong

“Well, Bill, old boy." he began—and
then stopped to wonder why his cigar
wouldn’t smoke as well as the major's
“Well, Bill, old boy,” he went on, final-
ly. “Henderson Goff, he's shore been
ns busy as a one-armed man in a bum-
blebee's nest. I cain’t see, Igod, what's
wrong with ®his here seegyar. He's
went and brung about twenty-five Tor-
reys from two places knowed as Jer-
us'lem cove and Hatton’s hell, to help
work his mine when he gits it. They're
ull g-puttin’ up with them Balls. The
Torreys Is part Injun, Cherokee In-
Jun, and I've heered It sald 'at they
wns as bad or wuss'n rattlesnake
broth.”

Major Bradley blew a little cloud of
smoke upward, “More of the game of
bluff, perhaps,” he suggested.

“I'm Inclined to think so,” thought-
fully said Dale, “Well, we'll avold
trouble:as long - as ‘we decently can;
and when we can no loqger get around
it, we'll call In as much of the law
a8 we can get, and meet it half-way.
Eh, Hayes?"

“Sure,” nodded the mining expert.

Dale was on his way to the new
siding the following morning, when he |
met Henderson Goff, Again Dale was
forcibly " reminded of- sfories he had |
heard and read of Mlississippl rh’err
stenmboat gamblers of the long ago.
Goff stepped out of the trall, smied
and spoke with apparent good humor, |
| Dale passed hlm without a word,

Then theé"shyster coal man cnl!ed‘
out, “Ready to sell yet?"

The Moreland Coal company's man-

puckering of his brows,

“For a falr price, yes."

“Just what would you cpll a falr
prlco?“

“0Oh, somewhere between two und |
three hundred thousand," promptly, |

Goff sniffed, and the corners of his |

“You don't want much. You \\ont
get It from me!”

“1 don't want It from you."

Dale turned and weng on. He was
sorry that he had stopped i talk with
the fellow.

That afternoon he again met Gofl
In the trall, The bare sight of the
shyster made him very angry now, and
his right hand fell upon the buit of
the blg revolver on his hip. Goff was
ahout to sldestep in the laurels, when
Dale caught him roughly by the arm.

“See here,” he sald sharply, “you've
about cut your little swath, We've
had enough of you, You can't 7et this
conl at any price, and the sooner )ti'lll'
get yourrelf out of this country the |
better and safer it will be for you

sou the very pext tme | see you, Now
move onl”

Goff went off laughing wickedly.
all right, Dale; go ahead aund
build the little roud for me!" he suld.

Late that night every sleeper in the
valley of the Doe was awuakened by a
great, rumbling explosion, which was
fullowed nhuost Immedintely by un-l
rumbling explosion, De- |
fore the reverberations had died
away, Blll Dale had dressed himself
was standing on the vine-hung
and he was only a fow |
seconds ahead of John Moreland.

Then there came the teuring sound
of u heavy explosion miles to the eust-
ward,

“Do ye know what it 1s7" laguired l

|
1
|
|

und

the mountaineer, -~

“They've stolen our dynamite from
the tobucco-barn, and blown up the of- |
fice und supplles bullding and the cow-
mis=ury bullding; ulso they've blown
up the big trestle near the siding”
Dale answered,

SOAUS Y RUess,
land,

Within the next half hour Dale and |
| Hoyes, Mujor Bradley, and the en-
| folk of the Morelands and the Little-
fords had gathered around the wreck
of the two big, untnished frame bulld-
Ings.  Dale blamed himselt much for |
having left dynwmite unguurded lu the
tobaeco-burn—but nobody else Llumed
him for It, '

“Iti's thme to let the law In,” he sald
when lLie had viewe:t the jumbled mass |
of hroken planks amd thmbers by the |
light of lanterns,  He turped o stal-
wurt Luke Moreland,

“You get on my horse and ride to
Curtersville for the sherift,  Tell him
he ean get the best posse o the world
Flehit here, If he needs one,  It's the |
proper thing, fsn't it, mujor?”

wyes," sanld Major Deadley, “it's the |
proper thing,  You've got o real grieys |
But I faney Goft Lud poth- |

suld More-

Lo,

e now
)

g to do with fhls; he s shrewd
enough to know that a thing like this

ould cook his goose. Goff has l:cun
n'l\lng a bluff game all along, ¥o
know., Some Balls or some 'I‘nrre\'s
perhaps a mixture of both, have done
this without, Goff's knowing anything
about It.
rest severnl of the Balls and several |
of the Torreys, and try to scare them
into turning state's evidence to save |
themselves."

The major finished fn a low tome,
hecause of the probability for eaves-
droppers, and in this he was wise,

“We'll do that,” Dale decided.

I'd have Sherift Flowers ar- |

WAVE OF W WARM WEATHER

smem:e Wresiles wnn Puul!ng Prob-
lem.

Warmer in Aliska and Canada.
“The United States
| receives raports lrom localities spread |
aren ns that-covered |
meteorological agency
almost |

weather bureau |
over as Zreat an
by any other
vet its operations
entirely to the northern-hemisphere,
And since the outbreak of the World

are confined

|RESENT B“an‘nﬂNs “"]ESPREABPI war the bureau's reports do not cover |

|

.———-—.——"‘"—-
| Many Theories as to the Why of the
Situation, Some of Them Possible; |
but None of Them Definite.
A perind of drought and heat sel-

Ae faced Ila}‘es, hia right-hand man, .dum equaled during the life of the old-

and Regan to glve orders like a vet- |
eran general manager.

The men - were | world” in its grip, uccording

est amateur weather observer has “the

to ke the!,r rifles with them to work | ments that have appeared over &nd |
In the morning, but they were to firg | over again during the last few months |
no shot unless it was In defense Of | and scores of theories have been ad- |

life or property, In the morning every | vanced to account
avnilable wagon in the valley was to | wige"
be sent to the little sawmil that wis | weather situation is not
in operation ten miles toward the low- | 44 has been: assumed and that it is

| land for more bullding material, than under- dis-|

By Heck joined them then.

| He tribution—to_ use marketing phrases—
guessed just what had happened, | i, - ought out in the following bulle- | inroads into the London water supply;

for this “world-
condition. That the altered
80 genega

@ case of under-supply

plucked at Dale's sleeve and whis- i,_in trom the-Washington, D, C., head- |

pered:

guarters of the National Geographic

“Sposen I takes a sneak or two to-| g o

ward them lowdown, walnut-eyed, |

|

“Recause we are most familiar with

knock-kneed, dadblamed Balls ;ng North America and Europe and re-
Torreys and finds out what I can fin ic,.!w the vast majority of our tele

out; hey, BIl?"

The answer came readlly: *“Sure,

graphic dispatches from places on

those two continents, we more or, less

you be detective. But be careful that | oo .\ 1 into the error of consid-

vou don't lose anything for ul. ¥
know, If you don't galn anything.”
By Heck and his rifle disappeared
in the darkness of the mountgin night.
A little after work-time that day.
Bill Dale started alone on the way of
the narrow-gauge rallroad for the sid:

ing. He wished to see for himself just |

what the damage had been to the
trestle, and he hoped to meet Goft, or
n Ball, or a Torrey, and learn some
thing that would be to his advantage.
Before he had covered two miles, he
hnd seen two of the enemy skuiking
through the woods, and he recognized
them for Torreys from Jerusalem
Cove und Hatton's Hell; he knew I
by thelr very swarthy skin, their high
cheekbhones and thelr coarse black
hair, the outcroppings of the Cherokee
Indian blood in them, They looked
cunning and wilcked. Dale loosened
ln Its holster the blg revolver thal
Major Bradley had persuaded him ta
carry for his own protection, Juhn
Moreland had taught him how to use
firearms, v
At a point near where the llittle
stream that flowed past the Halfway
switch emptied Into Doe river, where

| Doe river turned almost squarely to

the left, Dale halted abruptly. He had
seen a man dart behind a scrubby oak
some thirty yards ahead of him; qulle
naturally, he concluded that the fel
low meant to waylay him, and he, too
stepped behind a tree, a big hemlock

A silent ufinute went by, Then Dale
put his hat out on one side of the tree
and peeped from the other side; It
was an old trick that Grandpap More-
land had told him about. A rifle
eracked promptly and sharply, and a
bullethole appeared in the rin of hls
| hat!

Following It, there cnme the conrse
bnss voice of Black Adam Ball, the
mountaineer Gollath:

“You cain't fool me. 1 jest shot to
put a hole In yore new hat and to
show ye 'at I ain’t no bad shot. You
caln't hir my hat!"

Dale's temper, the temper that had

I al\\'uys been so hard to keep under

control, rose quickly. He tried to ren
son with himself, and couldn’t; his
passion mastered him, He snutcherd
the big revolver from Its holster and
cocked it. With as stendy a hand as
over held a weapon trained, he begnn
to take ahn at Ball's slouch hat, the
Ialf of which was in plain view at one
side of the scrubby oak.

“T fooled you once, back there In
the midile of the viver,” he cried hot
ly, “and now I'm going to fool you
againl”

There was In his voice that old old
primitive rage, which frightened him,
| and puzzled him too, In his belter mo-

| | ments,
|#To be plain, 'm pretty apt to thrash | i

He let down the bead until It was
barely visible In the noteh, and cased
off the trigger. The revolver roaved
and spat forth a tiny tongue of flnme
ahd a little cloud of white sioke, Ball
sprang erect, wheeled, aud fell crash-
Ing to the leaves!

Dale dropped his weapon, He went
as white as death, and his two hands
clutehed uncertainly at his throat. He
was a murderer! No, he wasn't—his
bullet had gone wild; It had struck
Wll's head on the other side of the
tree, by accident. But how could he
prove that it had been an aceldent?
Would any jury beliewe him? It was
far from prohable,

He stepped from behind the hem-
lock and went toward the writhing
Goliath, whose legs only were visible
now.

Then a third shot rang out on the
morning stillvess, It had been fired
fromn & point some little distance
away, und Dale's condition of nilnd at
the moment was such that he didn’t
even note the direetion from which
the sound had eome. He was anhurt,
and he hud not heard the whine of a

bullet or the pattering of shot on the

leaves, When he looked about hiln,
he saw no one;
telltale smoke, Perhaps, he thought
dimly, 1t had been a squirrel-hunter
that had fired that shot. He forgot
about it very quickly for the time he-
ing, and went on toward Addam Ball,
who uow was lving perfectly still,

There was s bullet-hole through and
through the great, shaggy head. The
fuee  Lelidnd the short, curly hlack
beard was of the colorless
goapstone,  The glant hilliman
demd,

Bill Dale knelt there beslde Black
Adam. Agaln he cutehed at his throat

wus

pelther did he see any |

hue of |

with his two shaking hunds, and ﬂli‘!;
thne he tore bis blue Aanvel shirt, All
the agony and all the remorse In the |

universe seemed o be gathering there

in lis heart, Never bLefore lhud he

| ering American and European condi-
tions to be typical of world condi-
tions,” says the bulletin. *This is
true of the abnormally warm and dry
wenther that has heen rnwrienrml
during the past two or three months,
probably over the middle latitudes of
the entire nbrthern hemisphere, but
which we certainly know to have been
prevalent only in a part of that re-
gion.

seen deatli. Tis grlm prescice térrifiedl
him. That the deplorahble thing had
been an aceldent, due to his faulty
marksmanship, mattered little,

brand eof Caln was burning away on |
his brow;
his own midking. And kneeling there |
Bill Dale sobbed a great sob Mt
shook his broad shoulders as a violent
ague would have shaken them.

He trled to look at the blue-edged
hole In the shaggy head; at the cruel,
brutlsh fuce that was of the colorless
hue of sorpsténe, Merciful tears
blinded him, and he couldn’t see. It
was a compensation, a pitifully beau!b
ful cowmpeunsution. . . .

["vae minutes passed, five minutes
that were as five yeurs to this man
who hatd never heen in the presence
of death Lefore. Then he realized that
he wis helng surrounded by kinsmen
of the dead,mountaineer, He looked
up Into. thelr ashen, angry faces, and
they cursed; him. Blg and gripping
brown hoands were placed upon him;
several rifles were turned upon him.
He arose and spread out his arms, and
offered his breast to the frownlng muz-
zles, They could give hlm, at least,
oblivion,

“Shoot, If you ][ke." he eald bitterly.

(To Le Contipued.)

¢ : :
The Story of
Our States

By JONATHAN BRACE

XXXVII.—NEBRASKA

HE Indian

name for
the Platte
river wus Ne-
braska, mean-
ing “shallow
water,” and
from this
came the name of the state. A
nickname for the state Is the
Blackwater State.
1 Of the early Spanish explora-
tions 1ttle is known, except that
Coronado probably teached the
great plain of this region in 1541,
More than one hundred and
twenly-five years later Father
Marquette noted the Platte river
on his trip up the Missourl. In
the beginning of fhe Nineteenth
century the Lewls and Clark ex-.
pedition skirted the boundaries
of the present state and In 1805,
Manuel Lisa established the
first known settlement which was
n fur trading post at Bellevue.
This was just after the Louisiana
Purchase had brought Nebraska
into United States territory.

Omaha was established as a
post of the American Fur com-
pany in 1825 and Nebraska Clty
the following year. L]

With the California gold rush
in 1849 many ploneers passed
through Nebraska and some
stopped and settled there al-
though there was a law forbid-
ding settlements among the IR-
dians. The real colonization
boom, however, started with the
passing of the Kansus-Nebraska
act in 1854, which arrunged that
these two sections should become
free or sluve states at the die-
tite of thelr inhabitants, The
Nebraska territory was then or-
gunlzed and reached from the
fortieth to the forty-ninth paral-
lel. In 1861, the region north
of 43 was made Into Dukota
territory. The Idaho territory
was  ulso created, which re-
duced l\vhruuku to Its present
size of 77,520 squure miles, ex-
*cept fur a a,ltgl:t addition in the
Northwest which was muade in
1852,

In 1807 Nebraska was admit-
ted as the 37th state over the
president’s veto, It huas elght
presidentlal electors,

{@® by McClure Newspaper Byndlcate.)

R

He |
had killed n man, and the hlmd‘md;Urdinuril_\- tHeir locations, if they are

. -l--a---‘ !

| been

1| thinner ice, bergs have been more nu-
less | Mmerous than usual in the North At-

| many parts of

he was a man In a hell of 4 If they move,

either Buropean Russia or Siberia, |
which together make up nearly o hall
of the continental land rim about the
North Pole. We definltely know, how-
ever, that, the present .summer has
Lbeen somewhnt warmer ®&han usual in
Alaska: that the heat and dryness in
the United Stutes east of llu»/l{mklr"s

more  pronounced than usual;
the average temperature in Canadn
| and ripened the erops carlier than us-

ual, Because of hent, and possibly

lantic: England has suffered from 2
dronght which hap made dangerous

|and the heat has, been oppressive in
Europe, the mercury
| even rising much higher than usual in
parts of Switzerland. Doubtless the

in part due to an abnormal perigd of
heat and drought.

“The immediate cause of the warmer |
and dryer weather in the parts of the:

northern hemisphere with which we | shifting of the pressure belts that hnq,

are most Tamplar is a tempomn!
shiftigg of the belts of high and low |
barometric pressure northward from |
their usual locations, - It can hardly |
be said that the northern hemisphere
a8 a whole Is experigneing any differ- !
ent weather than usual, Rather, "t

weather \that belongs to the south of |
us, while our own normal weather h.n:l
gone to mynister to the Eskimos.

‘Lows’ Like Giant Stirring Spoon.

“Those areas of higﬁ and low press-
ure play an all-importent part in ru:-]
nishing the world with its weather. |

relatively stationary, and thelr paths,
are pretty well known,
|fhe ‘highs,” roughly, mean stagnation; i
they mark the ‘hdrse latitudes’ of 1hPI'
mariners—regions of calm and light, |
shiftinz, undependable winds, The |
Jows, on the other hand, may be con- |
sldered the great ladles with which
Nature stirs her weather brew.
“U"sually in the summer a succes-
sion of ‘lows’ forms over interior
Alaska, drifts dowr cach of the Rock-
les, traverses the northern portion ol
the U'nited States and passes from Lhe
continent down the St Lawrence vil-
ley. Inm their paths these 'lows’ usu-
ally changes in wind direction,

lesive

| rope and Siberia,

\ southern

Iuwrl tgmperature, and perhaps rain.
They are disturbers of the status quo,
The “highs,' nearly
usunlly stand like '(_[‘Il[!‘l.l.'l"l
middle Pacific and Atlantic shores,|
and herd the drifting ‘lows’ to the

Mo stationary,

| northward at arm’s length.

Qur Rains Fall In Arctic.
“This summer
‘high' has spread out in all directions
to o muech greater extent than usnal

| and covers o greatly increaged aren,

even encroaching on the North Amer-

lenn and European continents. The re- |

sult is that the path of the ‘lows’ has
been pushed (arther north. In Ameri-
ca the disturbances that. are counted |

to state- | and north of the Southern states has ’ | upon to stic up the weather periodi-

| cally
Jnd that the same factors have raided | huve not drifted as far south as |h.“.|

in the Northern states recently
CGanadian border, and when they have |
advaneced so far have seemed to
bounce off as though a weather wall
had been set. up along the boundary.

‘hn the other side of the Atlantic the |

which usually erossed |
southern and central
heen shifted off to the

disturbances
England and
Europe have
north of Norway.
which should have watered 'our north-

ern ‘states and the *Tight Iittle lsle'
have fallen in the muskeys about Hud-
famine in southeastern Russia is also | yon Bay, on Greenland's fec mountains
| and on the fyozen wastes north of Eu-
where the midnight

sun is shining.

“What has caused the northward

given us our abnormal summer is a |and less than
question about which scilentists, in the |
absence of full dgta, can only conjec- | tenant house;

Possibly the,secret lies in the | water, and nice, orchard
whicH | in pasture and woods and. balance open

ture,
lumlﬂlhele from
practically pe
are available,

| practically all

RlGHT ON THE JOB

WE ARE ON THE JOB—
SERVING OUR PATRONS WITH
THE BEST IN FRESH MEATS
AND COUNTRY PRODUCE.
REMEMBER OUR GROCERY
DEPARTMEN T-—~LI‘T US SERVE
YOU THERE. QUALITY AND '
PRICES JUST RIGHT.

SANITARY MARKET

LEWIS 'G. FERGUSON, Mgr.

<

We have a choice bunch of Mules at our barns

now—arrived a few days
for

MULES

NEW LOT OF CHOICE MULES—

a Mule or two come and see us.
exchange and give you a fair deal.

JAMIES BROTE

ago. If you have a need
We will sell or

R HORSES

-=r

off the 1

the North J'\tlunlil:I

Doubtless the rains |

meteorological :epmtm
It will be only when
might e (said that we are getting the | the cables assemble daily reports from
sections of 1he earth

INCLUDED— |

|
that this and other abstruse weather
| problems can®be fully solved.”

The Usssgr Evil.—The dusky dough
boy wak eméarging from a trench smi
a succotash of shrapnel and shells,
‘ “Come back here, you idiot,” bel-
| lowed fhe captain. “Do you want to
get kilked 7Y% :
| “Nossuh, don' care

Y l‘m]i back Sam, “but when It
r~nn‘|m th Bettin®  skeered to death or
j(‘e" mu-hf-r];.- killed, zimme de las".”

b Crapa b,
] S -

nothin’ erbout

Sic Transit Glcﬂl.-—\\ hen they won
| the polo cup, the Ariericahs were ela-
| ted. But then they rccollected how
little wuse, there Is for . cups in thelr
country nu“ua;u;s—l..ondun DpinoL

| REAL ESTATE

$$6$8 IfYou.
Want Them, See ME

| S8OME OF MY OFFERINGS: -

f 40Acm—-8e en mlles trom York,
| bounded by lunds of J, B. McCarter,
| W. Carroll, H.'@. Brown nud others
| 3-room residen barn mm
house. Well otmod water; lﬂ or aix
acres boltom land. Buck creek
ard branch runs t.hrcugh place. / About
4-acre pasture; ' § oods—
- pine lnd balance f

to Beersh schoal.
g0 if you want it
Properl:y of H. C.

mostly
About 3-4 mile .

It i3 going to ull
see me right away.
| Farris., -

602-6 Acres—4 1-2 miles from York,

mile to Philadelphia

urch and ntati.on rou:
hall;

3 wells ot .eod

About § acres

| achool house, ¢
| room residencey

land, Act quick if you want it.. Prop-
erty of C. J,, Thomasson. .
‘90 Acres at .Imuomlll.-—mm
of Estate of Mrs. Agnes Harrls,
give a real bargain here, i
144 Acres—Five miles from
on m%u Road, bounded by lands of
urns, John Hartness and oth-
ern 7-room residence, §-stall barn and
other outbpi:ding two 4-room tenant

houses, barn 2 wells and 1
Isprtiinz. 3 horse farm open and ce
EVERY DAY IN THE WEEK—THE fhoﬁb;rm(fm“' ”m'p‘,‘:;) S
| FOURTH OF JULY Beersheba church. Property of Mrs. B,

J. Barry.

33 Acres—Adjolning the ibom trut.
About & or 4 a.cru“?lruwoo&'nmL
ance 0
aepmtpe?: or connocuon -&z{. ﬁ.
tract. Properly ot J. A. Barry.

195 Acres—Four miles from York, on
Turkey creek road, adjoining lands of
Gettys, .Queen and Watson; . 2-horse
farm open and balance in w all.l

pasture.  One md one- lultmiol
Phllndelphla. and lﬂllpr
price is right.; Sed me 'quick.
of Mrs. Molly Jones, _ |

Five Room ﬂmdonoo—On m
street, in the town of York, on htll
lot. I Wil sell you this property for
less than you .can humllb- house.

| Better act at oneo-
McLain P —gz“cmm Bt.,

{n the town o York
between Neely, Cannon and

mills, and Is a valuable plece of prop-
jerty. Wil sell it either as a whole or
|in lots. Here 1s an opportunity to
'make some money.

from Smymma ahd-6 miles from

Creek. Smyma R. F, D, puulnhu
One horse farm open and balance n
woods—something like 100,000 feet saw

timber, 12 aares fine bottoms, 8 room
residence. Property of P. B. Bigger.

| 210 acres—3 1-2 miles from ank on
| Pinckney road. 8 roem residen 1
10‘! good water, 2 large barns, 4
! roam tenani bouses and one. 3 room
| tenant house. 40-acre pasture. Ggod
orchard, - About. 150 acres open ‘land,

{ balance in oak and pine tim.bor Prop-
erty of M. A, llcl?arland.
farming landa.

Loans arranged

:er:o W, wn.r.uns

mh ESTATE

FESSIONAL UARDB.

D T. 0 GRIGG
— DENTIST —

Room 202 Peoples’ Bank Building

I
| =
|
|
|

YORK, - - 8. C.
62 e, 26te
BETTY LINK, D. C.
CHIROPRACTOR

Diseases of the Spine and Nervous
System and all Organic Inco- ardinl-
tion,

Cnnsultatlon and Analysls Free,
331 Chatham Avenue.

Phone 396—J
ROCK HILL. - = 8 c.

YORK FURNITURE CO.
Undertakers — Embalmers

YORK, - - 8. C.
In All Its Branches—Motor Equipment.

Prompt Service Day or Night In
Town or Country.

OIL MILL PRODUCTS~-

See us for a good exchange of Meal for Seed.
We have nice bright Hulls.

OUR GINNERIES ARE

IN BETTER SHAPE

THAN THEY HAVE EVER BEEN.
sWe can handle 125 bales in 12 hours, and the

charge is 60 CENTS per Hundred pounds of lint.

ROLLER MILL--

Grinds Wheat,
IFeed, Chicken Feed,
Iay, Flour and Corn

money.

Corn and Oats,

Horse and Mule Feed,

]]Ug
Oats,

Sells Flour,

Meal. Try us and save

DEALERS IN COAL AND ICE.

YORKVILLE COTTON OIL COMPANY

|
|
If -
| Dr. R. H GLENN
' Veterinary Surgeon
CALLS ANSWERED DAY OR NIGHT

Phone 92
YORK, - = =

\ . W. LEWIS
i Attorney at Law
|

8. C.

Rooms 205 and 206
Peoples Bank & Trust Co.'s Building,
8. C.

YORK, - - _
Residence 44

Phonea: Office 63.
J. A- MARION
|ATTORNEY. AND,COUNSELLOR AT
LAW.
Ofllce opposite the Courthouse,

Telephone No. 126, York Exchange.
YORK. 8 C

JOHN R. HART

ATTORNEY AND COUNSELLOR
AT LAW.

Prompt_and Careful Attention to All
Business Undertaken.

Telephone No. 69.
6 t.t

J. 8. BRICE
Attorney At Law.

~ Prompt Attention to all Legal
| Business .pf Whatever Nature.

jFront Offices, Second Floor, Pecples

YORK. 8. C.
it

Bank d Tr st Co.'s Building. Phone

No. B ! - N i

O

Filbert

89 acres—9 miles from York, § mnu '

b 1




