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31 §-0 INGHES RAINFALL
T0 ONTE

J. R. Haley of Rowden was here
Tuesday and the guest of W.C. Perry.]

Mr. Haley keeps a record of the
rainfall and has been doing this
work for thirty years. He states
that to date, Tuesday, the fall in
his vicinity has been 31 5-8 inches.
which is enough for the ymaking of
most any crop. Later he will give
us the record for the entire year and
for all past years since "86.
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GITY TAX PAYERS

The city council has appointed C.
C. Hampton city tax collector, and
all city taxes must be paid to him.

- You are urged to pay taxXes as

early as possible. Tax collector

offices at the Bank of Cross Plains.
Clint Rutherford, Mayor.

(Y e et
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n on Friday ev
ning, Dec. 8, both will st
at the school auditorium Frid
night, Dec. 8. Everybody inyited.
Come. Respectfully,

H. S. Varner

and
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Neeb Produce Co,

[T WILL PAY YOU

to0 select china and glassware for
Chistmas gitts now. We have a
big assortment to choose from and
the price is lower than it will be later,

THE RACKET STORE,

7, RS

T[M]HEHS’ EXAMINMIUNE

The Couunty Board of Examiners

, | paying dividends of any in

CALLAHAN COUNTY INSTITUTE

CROSS PLAINS. TEX.. 1916

The Resolution Committee report:
1

Peters ot Clyde represent the tea-
chers.

in October.

3. That it be held in Putnam.

5. That it endorse heartily Supt.
Settle’s administration.

6. That the institute express its
appreciation of the kindness and
hospitality of the peopie of Cross
Plains during the institute,

J e 1 S

WAGAZINES WERE HERE .

After telling numerous lies about
the magazine sections, The Review
at last last them. How did you

like them? If you like good fiction,
they must appeal to you. They
once month for a

By the way, about the bi

we know of are those John Ford
says he got from his one dollar in-
vested in the Reyiew last fall. On
Saturday before Trades Day, he
says he saved fifty centsin one in-

stance from having read the ads in
the paper. Doubtless the invest-

ment has declared him that dividend
a number of times, Think of it, a
dollar bringing you, besides the
pleasure of reading your home paper,
fifty cents in one day, and having
the power or capacity to bring you
that arount numerous times during
the year. And yet some people
figure that they can’t afford to buy
their home paper

—— T

Hillhh PU\INS MAHKETS

s Peanuts quoted at .... ml 23
will conduct an examination f(?r Cottonsa 2 o 20ic |
teachers’ Cfrtificates‘ at the public S e 30tc
school building on ?l}mrs\lny, .Nov. b e e T 34c
30, oezm nent certificate subjects; e $1.00

d Saturday, Uec'_lf Trade at Cross Plains.

| and first grade certifi-
cate sub Bulletin No.' 50, e e
which e: fully, can be gotten ERNUM E‘_[WES HEHE
from th > or County Superin-| B”Y J U
tendents on request A big assortment at old prices

Respectfully, | while this stock iasts.

3. Erdest Settle, Co. Supt THE RACKET STORE
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HRI

your Ch

regular
week.

We arc prepared to handle

season in a little better way
than ever.

Watch this paper

THE CITY DRUG STORE

STMAS

ristmas wants this

for

announcement next

That the county be represent-
ed in the Abilene Summer Normal
for 1917, and that: J. E, Temple

2. That the institute be called
not later than the second Monday

While a poor

Jay Cooke

clerk in a Phila-

ings and practicing thrift.

the life of a loved ‘one

your earnings this week.
posit every week,
and the independence of

THE FARMERS

Know the

delphia bank he
got his start to

wealth and honor by investing his own sav-

During the Civil war he

raised one billion dollars for the federal government.
' Cooke was a great financier in his time,

You will need an accumulation ‘of money
sooner or later. You may wani to buy a home, of
make a profitable investment, or go to college, or save

stricken ‘with disease,

Start an account with us with a part of

Add something ® the de-
courage of prosperity
dy funds.

re

Multiply your money in our care.

" NAT'L

| THANI\SEWING THUHSI]AY

The Review will go to mail a day
or two early this week, on ac-
count of Thanksgiving Remember
that the stores of the town will
be closed Thursday. Everybody
will be endeavoring to observe
the day in a befitting manner.

e

AT THE ELEGTRIC

All day Thursday, **
Tribute,”” 25 and 35c¢.

{ Friday night, ‘‘The Iron Claw,”’
!eleventh episode, 10 and 15c.

Defense or

Saturday, afternoon and
| “Lilly of Poverty Flat,’”’
Irl() and 15¢. ¢

night,
5 reels,

| g Nothing timid about
a want ad.

 They “rush in where
angels fear to tread’—
where you would be
refused admission
perhaps.

€] No waiting your turn
in the ante-room, young
man, if your “situation

wanted” ad, rings true.
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mind is controlling
forces.
thru enlightenment

in contact.

is the silo we want

spring. STUDY IT
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is a very liberal estimate as to the cost of silage.
THINK of the Difference in food value
in a ton of silage and a ton of hay! Then
THINK of the difference in cost between

a ton of silage and a ton of hay.

The farmer who sticks to hay, without
silage, is at a ruinous disadvantage.
may think he can compete by the use of
sheer physical force; this is the day when

He who would succeed must,

ods, utilize all forces with which he is

The Coon’s “
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He

all the physical

and scientific meth-

All-Cypress”
tosell you next

OVER!

|
Lumber Yard

e B VA A B IS VAN S VAT 6 R bW A A AL NAanEE Zﬁlﬂ

SATURDAY A G000 DAY

seemed about as good as ever,
: thep
he Wexg ied more peanut wagons
in that day than on’ the Trades
Day before, more than ninety
loads being weighed. A good
business in the town was also re-
ported. Peanuts are almost the
king crop here this year.
The bank deposits in the town
are better than ever before.Spend
your money in your home town.

REVIEW Fﬁﬁcﬁllﬁ, PROVIDED

Review only fifty cents, if you
take The Star-Telegram with it.
Quite a few make this saving,
why not you? The Telegram dur-
ing the month of December for
twelve months for one cent a day,
or $3,65. Telegram and Review
‘['or one year only $4.15. 'Phone
us your \'31'(,1(‘)‘

Woa and

Good
Eddingt

Lonnie
ss . Cut have
1 bought forty-one head of calves
from J. E. Harrell, delivery be-
ing made Saturday,and consider-
ation twenty-five dollars around. |
Steck men claim that there is not
much demand for cattle just now.

b €

“UR055 CUT V5. BURKET

B

The Cross Cut Basket Ball Team
played their first game last Satur-
day with the Burket Bail Team.
The Cross Cut boys played a fine
game, being their first. The firt
half was the hest of the game, 12 to
8 for Cross Cut. The last half the
Cross Cut Team only let Burket
have one score. Total score 25 to 9.
The line up:

Walter Chambers, G. P.

Luke Clark, G. P.
Ralph Newsom, C.
Bill Balcum, G.
Wilmer Triplitt, G. .
Prof. Evans, Referce.
Any team wanting :
the Cross Cut team,
Bill Baucom, Capt.

game with

Saturday the peanut business

lic weigher stating that

STORES T0 GLOSE
THINKSBWIHG

b el

All the stores in town, save pos- |
sibly one, have singed a petition
agreeing to close Thursday, Nov.
30, for Thanksgiving. The public
is asked to act accordingly.

e e

[T WIGHT HAVE BEEN

Messrs. Bill Davidson, Wahefield
Robbins, and M, J. Manning, hun-
ters, returned last Thursday '
from a hunting tip in the Llano
country.

The Review man and his folks are

due thanks to Bill fora mess of meat
of a very delicate flavor. Meat that
is not grown in these parts. - In/fact
these Nimrods were successful in -
bagging all the game they need.
We envy them their trip.
The call of the ‘great outdoors
comes out retty  strong in us - at
times, espec after dining on
meats frésh from the wilds.

PSR S

’lﬂ AMONG UlJﬂ

~ ANY HAPPY CSTOMERS?

We’'ve hundreds of economically
inclined customers who find our
prices the lowest in town. Join the
happy throng and save money.

THE RACKET STORE.,

BU1S WORE LD

Ed Lilly of Sabanno last week
bought sixty-seven and one-half
acres of land from Walter Boyd
of Scranton. The land adjoins
a tract Ed had already purchased
and fits up pretty well. He will
move to the place he first bought
this week, where he has recently
erected a new house.

SPHEAI]INB ﬂllT

W. R. Roberts of the Comal
neighborhood, who was here Sat-
urday, has recently bought of
John Pierce 340 acres of land ad-
joining his farm, consideration
$23.00 per acre. Will put in on
the deal seventy head of fine cat-
tle, some of them at $75.00. This
makes Will 480 acres of land,

enough for any man,

cc0e oo ows oot sess ooy

with a Bank.

ially solicit the accounts

Make Our Bank your
ever you come to town.

BRING US YO

The greatest single element in the successful
management of a Farm,

We also need this co-operation and we espec-

Help us when your yield is plentiful and we
will help you when it isn’t.

CHECKS

is the eo-operation

of Farmers.

headquarters when-

UR COTTON

The Bank of

VirgiliHart, Cashier

(Un-Incorporated )
+ €. C. Neeb, Asst. Cashier

Cross Plains
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Review Printing Company

bne Dollar a Yealr'ﬁ Svtvrict-
ly Cash in advance.

| Entered at postoffice at Cross Plains, Texas
as second class rail matter =

FOUR ISSUES GONSTITUTE A MONTH

SR

* GROSS PLAINS, TEXAS.

; W’e club The Review with all pa-
pers and magazines.

‘The Baird Star is hinting a raise
in its subscription price after the first
of the year.

Hughes has at last learued what
the laity have known for some time—
that Wilson is to be the next pres-
ident of the United States. All dur-
ing the campaign it scemed that
Huébes was a little o b t u:s e—he
must be an Enlishman, he is so slow
t? catch the point.

“The Demacrat-Voice is sponsor for
the statement that a farmer in the
“south part of Coleman County has
realized $80.00 per acre off twenty-
five acres of land planted to  Sudan
grass. J. F. Thweatt of Gouldbusk
is the man in question. He sold the
seed from the grass at a pretty good
price, it is presumed.

A few hours spent dragging the
roads near town last Friday would
have put them in decent condition
for travel. Without being dragged
the roads will be rougher than a po-
tato grater for three weeks, A little

_.work in time will sometimes do much
good.

1t is
thirty-five

Don’t go wild over cotton.
high, higher than
vears, but it may not remain at these
high levels, But if it should go high-

for

er, which of course it will do for a
while, will not everything else do
the samer What is higher than

wheat? What i$ higher ‘than pea-
nuts? Diversification has been the
greatest factor in giving us the high
Don’t
back on the thing that- has made
every farmer in the country money.

priced cotton of today. g0

Farmers are making thirty to forty
dollars per acre off milo maize, twen-
Cotton

as

ty-five to fifty off peanuts,
has not done better, so far
know, even on the best prairie lands.

we

Raise corn, maize, peanuts, and you
will have something that the world
has to have. And it cotton is high
these will be high.

Brown County has gone us
better again on the road question.

one

A few years ago precenct 1 voted
a $150,000 bond issue for good roads
and the good roads built from those
bonds have attracted the atten:ion of
people in all near-by counties. But
that county has not been content
with the roads it now has, The sub-
ject of good roads has been agitated
all the vear, some being in favor of
ax:gther bond issue, and others ta-
voring the warrant plan. It would ap-
pear that this county would be in a
pretty good position to know which
is the better plan. At least, it should
know as to the merits or demerits of
the bond issue. Be that as it may,
after several months of deliberation
the commissioners have awarded a
contract to a San Antonio party.
calling for work to be paid for with
a $100,000 warrant. Eastland Coun-
tyAhas spent that amount on her
roads and paid for the work on the
wéxrant plan. “The precinct in Taylor

1

County, in which the town of Abi-
lene is situated, has spent $150,000
on its roads, through a bond issue.
Callakan is almost surrounded with
good roads, or roads that have been
made much bettr thru man’s laboss.
Perhaps we can now by observation
learn which is the best plan to per
sue, if we ever essav the building of
good roads. And we are going to
do that; when we don’t know, but
this county will notalways tail this
section of the State.

The Democrat-Voice. one of the
best counitry papers it is oury pleas-
ure to read, has put on an automo-
bile contest. How the management
can afford to spend the money for
collecting its subscriptions or getting
new subscribers, is more than we can
figure out.

LOST, two $10.00 bills and $3.00
n silver, between Cross Plains and
Cottonwood Friday, 24th.  Finder,
return to Bill Davidson and get re
ward. <

—————

MARET NS LETTR

This partof the country has been
visited by a good rain this week.

Quite a number - of the Burkett
people visited tradesday Monday at
Cross Plains,

E. H. Boyle of Ccleman Junctioa
was in Burkett Saturday and Sun-
day visiting friends and relatives.

Loyd Audas and Seth Burkett
motored over to Coleman Sunday
with Miss Winnie Peevv‘ and Miss
Jossie Pinkston.

A Mr. Dobins ot Gouldbusk called
to see Miss Gladvs Harris Sunday.

J. S. Harris, Cleve Boyle, and
Uncle Bill Harwell have gone to Cis-
co thissweek to have Dr. Milling,
treat them for appendicitis and rheu-
matism.

Ruffus Neff and Miss Verna Neff
were quietly married at the home of
Issac Neff, Monday night, justice of
the peace, B. D, Wesley officiating.

Paul Thate and Dr. Hester

duck hunting Tuesday evening.

went

The box supger Saturday night
at Burkett was a great success the
boxes sold brought $35.05.

Miss Bettie Lowrie’s box sold fori
six dollars this the highest
priee paid for anv one J0X.

being

Dr. Hester has moved to the house |,

vacated by Bert Brown.

H. B, Wooten returned Tuesday
evening from Bee Couuty.

Henry Martin of Goldsboro
torough here Monday.

I. H. Colvin and C. Y. Burns are
at Coleman courting this week,

R, E. Harris and A. J. Nations
made a business trip to ‘Coleman
Monday.

Rov Bird and Lewis Newton of
Cross Cut escorted the Misses Coch-
ran home Saturday night from the
box supper.

was

Roy Clack of Cross Cut escorted
Miss Lizzie Ramsey home from the
box supper Saturday night.

I

Eugine Wesley is hearding sheep
for Will Burns.

Our Represenatative [Honorable
Henry Sackett was in Burkett Fri-
day.

Will Key is building a new addi-
tion to his house.

Dr. Upton of Coleman was thru
Burkett Tuesday enroute to Cotton
Wood.

Misses Winnie and Bettie Lourie
visited at C. Y. Burns Sunday.

Miss Bessie Copeland spent Satur-

Aviltle Oliver.

Earl Brown and Bert Evans spent
Tuesday night at J. Warren Gould-
sons.

J. T. Audas sawed wood Saturday
with his Ford Tractor.

Rev. Stephens of this place moyed
to Gouldsbusk last week.

Mr. George of the Preior country
moved where Stephens yacated.

RAMBLER.

SPECIAL FOR SATURDAY

4 packages of Faultless Starch 25c.
THE RACKET STOEE

%

ARMY LIFE ON THE BORDER

Gen. Funston is a good fighter and
a very able strategist and we are all
proud of his record but his views
about Christianity and liberty as
applied to the 200,000 boys under
his command on the border is not
productive to the welfare' of the
soldiers.

First: he gave orders that no man
under his command be allowea
to tell his triends or relatives any-
thing about their army life in the
news columns under penalty of court-
martial and a sentencz.

Second, He has given orders to
ministers not to start a reviyal for
the soldiers. I will show you where
heiS wrongz. I have been im the
army long enough to know some-
thirg of a soldier’s life.

A soldier rises at 6 a. m. for re-
veille, makes up his bed and polices
the camp grounds, then has break-
fast, calesthenics and drill till 10
o’clock; then he washes his clothes,
cleans his rifle, extra camp work till
12 noon, then dinner. then he has
the afternoon to himself till 6, then
9 o’clock. In the afternoon he
ball, sh

7T to

g ~dice or
associating with idle men. Owing to
his extremely limited amount of
reading matter, in many cases noth-
ing to read at all, he has to do
something for a pastime. Why not
let our ministers preach to them?
They are eager for knowledge. That
is their rights. That's what Wash-
ington and Lincoln fought for.
Therefore, Gen. Funston or no other
man should take that liberty away

is piaying' o

from the men.
The men on the border have
everything except a comtiorting

word, including sand storms, brain
storms, with hard tacks and hard-
ships thrown in for good measure.

Kincey C. Johnston.

——

Subscribe for the Review.

[ ——

yours.

at the mill, so you had bette
prices.

Dry Goods

We 3ré'making SPECIAL PRICES
on evérything in the piece goodsline. We
have some gocd values in worsted and
solid colors and stripes! Come in and get

GROCERIES

We have just received a car of fresh flour and are
selling it at a cheaper price than it could be bought today

-Hog killing time—buy your meat salt trom us.

FORBES & ADAMS

r take advantage of these

s

e

day night and Sunday with Mrs.| "

ot sd

2

' 20

>3

5ol

3

of all kinds.

ool Qoelodpds odolededt

BUSY BEE CAFE

Fresh oysters every Friday. Frésh meats
Packing house meat Tuesday.

Everything good to eat. %

Lo o e e aaaay Ko aaas

FOR SALE

Full-bloed cockerels .:and pullets,
ot the following . breeds: Ferris and
Young White Leghorns, Black Min-
orcas, White Plymouth Rocks, and
W hite Orpingtons. Cockerels
1.00 and $3.00; pullets $1.50.

R. D. Carter.

America’s Great Lakes.

The area of Lake Superior is 31,200
{square miles; Lake Michigan, 22,450;
‘Lake Huron, 23,800; Lake Hrle, 9,960;
‘Lake Ontario, 7,240. 5

John ‘Fielding' Mvers of Ferris,
Ellis County, a student in the Uni-
versity of Teqas, has built himself a
‘‘shack’’ not far from the University
campts, and expects to dwell there-
in until he obtains his degree. Mr.
Myers built the shack himself at a
cost of $14,75 which represents his
total outlay for room rent as long as
he attends the University. It 'is
constructed of pine boards with a
corrugated iton roof, and measures
5x8 feet. [t is patterned after a
Pullman section, having an upper
berth which contains a bed. The
lower floor is rurnished with a book-
case and table, made by Mr. Myers,
a heating stove and chair.

Dr.EH.RAMSEY/

DENTIST

if

OVER FARMER'S

ATl
ATIONA

DENTIST
Dr. Mary L. S. Graves
Office in Residence north of
Boydstun’s store
Residence & Office Phone 124
Office hours 8:30to 5

E. PAYNE, M.D.

Physician & Surgeon
Diseasesiof Women & Children
and Diagnoses a Specialty.
Calls Answered Promptly
Day or Night.

Phone 131

OFFIGE OVER FARMER’S BANK

W. M. Armstrong, Dressy, Texas,
‘‘Say nothing and saw wood.”’

If you are interested in 2 second
hand organ, see The Review.

L BANK |

C. C. Hampton

<
Attorney-at-Law

l.oans and Real Estate

The Crystal Uit

Under new management

MEALS - - -
All Kimds of Short Orders

35 Cents

WE WILL TREAT YOU RIGHT
B. S. Norris, Prop.

The Review and The Semi-
Weekly Farm News for $1.75.

SUITS

Shonsed; 5

CITY THILDR SHOP

In front of Review office

Nancy Hall and Hensler yam po:
tatoes at 75c per bushel 2t old mand
Swatford’s. dl.

LOST, a cameo pin ‘ot - brooch.

Finder return to Review* office for
|reward. : : 3

SIS

R

S

By

Prod

paes

This picture reviews  briefly the important military |
campaigns of history. One incident is the charge of

the light brigade, which follows

“Half a league, half a league; etc.’”" "

\

Stupendous
fction

HANKSGIVING DAY

RIBUTE

40,000 people

closely Tennyson’s poem,

IN CAST

COST

$600,000 ?
‘o produce
%

Endorsed by
Woodiow Wilson
Thaeadore Roosevelt
The Press in general
The nation at large

The fate'of women in war-

time 75 clearly-dipitced.

Defense |

or
Tribute?

Said by the
Houston Chronicle to
‘rival the -
“Birth of a Nation.”

Some wcndertul scenes cf
the European War, showing
submarines, -aeroplanes
battleships and torpedoes in
action.

To enable you to see this wonderful production ar your convenience,
formances, onc‘beginning _10 a.m., 2p. m. 3:30 p. m. and 2 night performances beginning at
Qur seating capacity is limited, and all who can do s0 are urged to attend the day show.
COUNTRY PEOPLE. Give your family a treat Thanksgiving by brin

7:15:

this show.

Admission 25¢ & 35c.

we will give 5 per-

ging them to see,




‘©Ghe Grip

oy Louss Tracy

Author of «The Wings of the Morning,” «The Pillar of Lighe,”
¢«The Terms of Surrcnder, > «Number 17,” Etc.

Novelized from _thc Series of 'Photoplays of the
Same Name Released by Pathe.
L

John Burton, a worker in a steel mill,
#uddenly inherits an English title and $10,-
£00,000. He decides he will spend his life,
if necessary, in an attempt to solve the
question “Is Humanity in the Grip of
Evil?”” Bach episode of this series forms

& distinct story in itself depicting his ex-
periences in his search for the truth,

FIFTH EPISODE
The Way of a Woman

A Modern Cinderella.

The conditions of poverty are such
fhat wisdom seldom indeed can be-
come its handinaiden. It would seem
to be logical, as an instance, that pov-
erty would at least choose its habitat
in the open air and under the blue
s skies of the country in preference to
the fetid slums of the ecity. Unfortu-
nately, however, more real misery,
more abject want, centers within a
square mile of sqme densely populated
working-class quarter than in teh
thousand square miles of prairie.

For instance, the Ray family, whose
typical case now comes under review,
would have been vastly better off as
the veriest squatters living at the far-
thest end of beyond than as tenants
of a tiny flat in a busy manufacturing

“What Am | Bid?” '
town. The head of the household, a
man of fifty, had decided long ago that
hard work brought him nowhere. Con-
sequently, indeed, one might almost
say inevitably, he elected to become a
corner-loafer, a sponger on his ac-
quaintances, an ever-increasing incu-
bus on his wretched wife. She, poor
creature, might once have been a de-
cent woman, but the sheer hopeless-
ness of life had borne her down until
she degenerated into a slatternly
virago,

Yet heredity plays strange 'pranks.
This hapless pair, bringing into the
world children condemned before they
were born to grow into dissolute was-
trels, had contrived to rear among the
brood one at least with potentialities
for good. Helen Ray, the eldest daugh-
ter, was not only good-looking and en-
dowed with a fine physique, but, given
a happier environment, would un-
doubtedly have developed into a nota-
ble woman, As though to emphasize
the vagaries which manifest them-
selves in such human flotsam and jet-
sam, her brother, George Ray, two
years her junior, was already depraved
at twenty.

There were two younger children, of
whose qualities this record takes no
count. The only wage-earner in the
family was Helen, and her mother’s
sole contribution to the household
needs began and ended when she roused
the sleepy girl and prepared an inade-
quate breakfast.

On the morning when Fate crept into
that dismal abode with laden hands,
Helen heard hothing but her mother’s
shrewish voice storming at her for
laziness—saw nothing but the same
soiled and disheveled surroundings.

The girl awoke suddenly under an
imperative shaking. She knew what
the summons meant. As one aroused
from an affrighting nightmare, she
sat up, yawned, and rubbed the sleep
out of her eyes.

“All right, ma,” she said sullenly,
“you can cut out the rough stuff now.
T'll be ready in two minutes.”

With a final growl, Mrs. Ray retired
to her lair, the unkempt room wherein
the family cooked, ate, and lounged
when “at home.” Her husband, who
had not met with “any luck” the pre-
vious day, and was peevish and rest-
less in eonsequence, had risen with
the dawn and was nibbling at a break-
fast while endeavoring to read a morn-
ing paper borrowed from a more thrif-
ty neighbor.

Mrs. Ray was apparently selecting
the tit-bits of the poor fare provided
for the meal, and arranging them on a
tray, which she carried forthwith into
the garret where her son, and favorite,
was still sound asleep.. The-  boy's

. face, already weak to -effeminacy,

COPYRICHT, 1916, IY LOUIS TRACY

looked almost childish in its placid
repose. And not for him were vexed
shaking and bitter reproach. The
mother stroked his head fondly.- He
awoke with a start, and instantly his
expression became that of a sulky cur.
He thrust aside her hand.

“Oh, go away!” he cried. “Can’t
you leave me alone? Why do you
want to come bothering a feller?”

“But, Georgle, dear,” she protested,
“it's time you were up. Here's your
breakfast.”

The mere mention of food exerted a
soothing influence. Like the snarling
pup that he was, George Ray conde-
scended to eat, though grumbling the
while that she “might ha’ given a fel-
ler another half hour.”

Meanwhile, Helen had taken her
own breakfast from the stove, and was
looking ~after the children’s wants
when her mother came into the room
and stared at the clock.

“Just look at the time!” she cried.
“If you sit there much longer eatin’
youwll be docked half a day at the
store,”

Helen glanced up in alarm. The
hour was twenty minutes after seven.
She ought to have been out of the
house at least five minutes ago. Hast-
ly gulping down some coffee, and stuf-
fing her mouth full of bread, she
grabbed her hat, and made for the
door. Then she bethought herself.

“Ma,” she said. “Can’t you spare a
carfare this morning?”

“Carfare?” shrilled her mother.
“You get a move on, you hussy! Where
am I to get carfare from, with a hun-
gry pack to feed an’ a rotten husban’
who guzzles every cent he can lay
hands on?”

Ray snorted at this unexpected flank
attack, and Helen fled, followed down-
stuirs by the sounds of a furious al-
tereation. Nevertheless, Mrs. Ray was
able to produce a much less needed
carfare for her son when that sore-
headed young gentleman made a be-
lated appearance about nine o'clock.
He, by the way, was far better dressed
than his sister, and his chief worry
for the hour centered in the fact that

i he had no cigarettes.

The head of the family had already
gone off on the usual round, which in-
cluded every corner saloon in the dis-
triet, so the mother, after a strenuous
debate, sighed resignedly, and pro-
duced some-coins from underneath an
unsuspected tin box on a shelf. Young
Ray took them ungraciously and hur-
ried out. He was supposed to be
studying law. Curiously enough, he
contrived to imbibe legal lore in a
poolroom,

Helen, making up for lost time by a
running walk, was delayed by a long
freight train which halted across the
street and, after an interminable de-
lay, backed slowly. The department
store where she earned her pittance
opened at seven-thirty, If she was late
she knew only too well that she would
lose half a day’s pay. At last, how-
ever, the road was clear and she lit-
erally ran the rest of the way. Never-
theless, the hands of the clock at the
employees’ entrance pointed inexora-
bly to 7:40.

“I'm terribly sorry about the time,”
she explained breathlessly to the
checker. “But I couldn’t help myself.
There was a train across the track
and—"

“Oh, can that stuff, it's old,” said
the clerk, with an odious leer. “If you
can’t put up a better spiel than that,
let it go.”

“But it's true,” cried Helen desper-
ately, her face blanching at the
thought of the scene at home when her
pay envelope was lessened by a fine
of half a day’s pay.

The clerk caught her by the shoul-
der.

“Say, kid,” he chuckled, “I'll just
forget you were late. The fine is one
kiss.”

The girl was so taken aback that
she recoiled as though some noxious
insect had stung her, Without another
word she darted along a passage. The
checker gazed after her philosophi-
cally.

“So that’s the lay of the land, is it?”
he muttered, and marked her name on
the “late” list.

Helen was engaged at the notions
counter. The morning passed without
unusual incident. At first there was a
rush of customers, but things quieted
down after the commuters had fin-
ished their shopping and were.stream-
ing out to lunch. About that time, a
tall, well-dressed young man halted at
the counter and examined its contents.
His exceptionally fine physique and
strong, self-reliant features invited the
covert scrutiny of Helen and her co-
workers.

“Say, he’s some swell guy, ain’t he?”’
whispered one of the girls.

“I like his looks,” admitted Helen.
“Do you know who he is?”’

‘‘Ah, chee!” came-the Scornful an-=
swer, “isn't every girl in town wise to
him? That's the young American who’s
now a British lord, if you please. John
Burton he used ter be. Werked in an
iron yard, he did, until a ,guy from
London came along an’ told him he
was the marquis of Castleton, an’

ghmée at her, and thei

Some magnetic bond seemed to draw |

them together. John took from the
counter an article which he did not
want, beckoned to her, and secured a
charge slip. e merely wished to do
the girl a gocd turn by crediting her
with a sale,

. After his departure, Helen's wits
went a-wool-gathering, and she was
spoken to sharply more than once by
a domineering floorwalker.

That was destined to be a day of
surprises, During the afternoon; a
girl named Alice Martin, who once
had worked in the store, came to the
counter and shook hands with her old
friends. Though Alice was attired in
the height of fashion, she was by no
means a snob, and greeted them heart-
ily. Time was when Helen and she
had lived on terms of the utmost in-
timacy, and Alice’s present finery was
so completely at variance with her
vague prospects when she left the
store that Helen couldn’t help asking
what good fortune had befallen her.

“Qh, I've found a gold mine,” she
answered airily. The retort meant
nothing. Apparently, it was by way of
being a joke.

“T wish you'd tell me where to dig,”
was Helen's mild comment. “Things
are going from bad to worse in our
Jjoint.”

Alice ran an appraising eye over her
friend.

“Why, kid,” she said, “with your
looks and that shy little smile of yours
you needn’t search very far. Here
comes my gold mine now.”

A stout, bald-headed, flashily-attired
man, with a heavy jowl and a big
paunch, had just appeared from an-
other department. He hooked a fleshy
forefinger at Alice.

“Hurry up, girlie;” he said, “You
can drop me at the office, and then the
car will take you for an airin’ in the
park.”

Alice nodded to Helen with a sig-
nificant smile. Then she went out with
her “gold mine,” leaving the other to
stare after her and take in every de-
tail of her smart garments with the
quick eye of woman.

Meanwhile, Burton had been stopped
by one of those well-meaning ladies
who somehow condone the luxuries of
their own homes by slumming among
the poor.

“Don’t tell me you are too busy this
morning to come with me among the
submerged tenth,” said the lady. *“I
am sure your lordship can have little
idea of the abject poverty which lies
within a block of the most fashionable
thoroughfares. Do come! Share my
car. Tell your man where to wait for
you, and T'll drop you there in an
hour.” ¢

John smiled. Far better than the
doll-like creature addressing him, he
knew how the poor live. But there
wag no special claim on his time that
day, and it humored him to watch the
methods of these superior creatures
as they picked their dainty way
through the slums.

They visited a number of tenements
and finally happened upon that which
housed the Rays.

“Your lordship really ought to take
up settlement work,” murmured John's
companion. “I can’t tell you what a
gallant fight some of these wretched
people make. Now, here’s a wom-
/o=

She knocked at a door, and Mrs. Ray
appeared, looking more slatternly than
ever, and wiping soapsuds from her
hands on an apron which itself might
well have gone to the washtub, Mrs.
Ray was not loath to tell her visitors
the tale of her hard, daily grind, nor
did she need to add any touch of ex-
aggeration to the story.

John had his own ideas about these
things. He knew Mrs. Ray and her
like only too well and he knew too
what victims of circumstances such as
she were. Nevertheless, preferring to
be charitable rather than scientific, in
his attitude toward the poor, he hand-
ed the woman a ten-dollar bill, Her
eyes glistened. That pampered son of
hers (at that moment swearing effu-
sively because he had missed a shot in
a poolroom) wanted a new suit. Here,

provide it. But neither her
or her eldest daughter
0w of this stroke of luck.

'The note was folded carefuily and se-

creted in a stocking. .

‘When at last he and the slummer
parted, John pretended to enter his
own car. As soon as his self-elected
guide had sped off in her own limou-
sine, he sent his car home and strolled
into a neighboring park.

There, a prey to disturbing thoughts,
he sat on a seat beneath some trees
and watched a number of children at
play.

He was startled from this mournful
reverie by a loud shout, and the sud-
den running of passersby to an orna-
mental bridge which spanned, at a con-
siderable height, a lake meandering
through the park. -Out of the tail of

his eye he saw a girl poised on the;

parapet. Then, with a despairing cry,
the poor creature flung herself into
the water.

It was palpably a case of attempted
suicide, yet not a man among the score
or more who had seen her climb the
railing attempted other means of res-
cue than wild shouting for the police
and frantic gesticulations to a boat far
too distant to render timely aid. Tear-

{ing off his coat'as he went, John raced

to the nearest point on the bank, and
plunged in.

He was able to wade out some part
of the way, until the water rose to his
breast, when he began to swim. A few
powerful and determined strokes
brought him to the spot where the girl
had disappeared. Her hat was al-
ready floating down stream, but he had
mentally marked the exact locality
where she had taken that fearsome
plunge, and knew that there alone
could he find her. His judgment had
not erred. A white face, renderd un-
recognizable by the luxuriant golden-
brown hair that covered it, rose close
at hand. In a second John had seized
the drowning girl by the shoulders.
Then, turniug on his back, he kicked
his return vigorously to the bank.
With a tender hand he brushed the
tangled hair from her face.

“Good God!” he muttered.

He had rescued the pretty assistant
whom he had seen that morning at the
notion  counter of the big department
store.

Helen Demands Her Price.

An autompbile had stopped on- the
edge of the crowd. Its occupant, an
elegantly gowned young woman,
curious to learn the cause of the ex-
citement, alighted and edged a path
through the mob. It was Alice Martin,
on her way home from a matinee. She
was genuinely distressed when she rec-
ognized Helen,

“Why,” she ecried in great alarm,
“what has happened? Has there been
an accident? This girl is a friend of
mine.”

“I am glad of that, madam,” said
John gravely. “Perhaps you will help
by taking her to your house and look-
ing after her till she recovers her
senses.”

.But Alice could not do that.

“I'm sorry,” she confessed. “I—I'm
staying with a friend. It's not my own
place. But if my car can be of any
service—"

“Certainly,” agreed John at once.
“Will you allow me to put her inside?
I'll sit with the chauffeur.”

“But where are you taking her
to?”

“Don’t you know where she lives?”

“No. That is—we haven’t met for
some time until today.”

The qualifying cause “until today”
struck John as singular. “Do you
mean that you saw her in the depart-
ment store?’ he inquired.

Miss Martin nodded. It was now her
turn to be surprised at such ready rec-
ognition of Helen’s whereabouts in
business hours. But it was manifest-
ly impossible to carry the discussion
further.

“My own house is not far distant,”
said John. “Let us take her there,
and send for a doctor.”

“Did she try to commit suicide?” in-
quired the Martin girl, in an awed
voice.

“It looks something like that?” said
John grimly.

Helen was installed in a perfectly
appointed bedroom. A doctor, hurried-
1y summoned, announced that after a
rest, ;some light food and a hot bath
the invalid would be as well as ever.

John had come in to ascertain the
doctor’s verdict. He was still rather
in a quandary. Turning to Alice, with
the grave smile and inscrutable air
which invariably puzzled those who
knew him, he said quietly:

“As you have been so kind, I am
tempted to ask another favor. Will
you remain with Miss Ray ,until a
nurse can be obtained? You see, I'm
a bachelor.”

“You can count on me in every way,
Mr. — Alice paused demurely.

“John Burton is the name I am best
known by,” was the answer.

Again Alice was bewildered, but her
doubts vanished when an elderly
housekeeper explained volubly that
her master was the marquis of Castle-
ton—a real, live British peer, who had
a fad to live in America under the
name he bore until the title came his
way. Alice waited until she was
alone with Helen, who, by this time,
was thoroughly restored to conscious-
ness.

“Maybe this is your gold mine,
dearie,” she whispered. “You never
can tell but, unless I'm greatly mis-
taken, if you play a strong  hand,
you've struck it rich.”

Poor Helen was too weak and dis-
traught to care much at that moment
what became of her, She sobbed out
a broken story. Matters had come to
a climax in the store that day. She
had been dismissed summarily for in-
attention, and the small sum due as
wages had been lessened by the fine
levied for ten minutes lost that morn-
ing.

When she went home, tearful and
disheartened, her mother had met her
with nothing but reproaches. She was
bidden go out and not return until she
found another job. She knew how
hard that quest would be without a
reference. Her heart quailed at the
task. While crossing the park, the
cool, glistening water of the lake
looked so much like a solution of her
problem that she resolved then and
there to make an end of the ceaseless
struggle.

At the end of a week Helen was
quite strong again and the nurse an-
nounced that she should be taken out
into the open air. John, with his
wonted kindliness of thought, suggest-
ed at once that his automobile was at
their disposal, so Helen and the nurse
were sent for a glorious ride into the
country.

It happened,. unfortunately, that her
brother saw her as she laughingly de-
clined the nurse’s proffered arm on
their return from the ride and walked
unaided into the house.

Meanwhile, Burton was entertalning
his pretty guest at tea. Realizing that
the girl’s health was almost fully re-
stored, he ventured to say that she
must surely be thinking now about re-
turning home. Although he had ascer-
tained from the nurse that Helen had
never shown the least desire to com-
municate with her parents, he was
utterly astounded when she broke out
in tearful rebellion.

“I don’t want to go home,” she
sobbed. “You can’t think what it
means to me—to leave this lovely
house—to be sent away from such sur-
roundings to a miserable flat in a
mean street. I never want to see my
people again. I'm sick of being poor—
sick to death. I refuse to put up with
it any longer, Let me stay here—on
any terms!”

“Now, listen to me,” he said. “You
are talking of impossible things. You
don’t begin to understand the wretched
consequences any such arrangement
must entail. Both of us would suffer,
but you far more than I.”

“I don’t care,” stormed Helen. “Let
me be happy for a month or a year.
Then yon can send me away. I can
always end up as I tried the other
day.”

“Hush, you poor child!” he said,
and his voice throbbed with sympathy.
“I cannot bear to hear such words
from your lips. You are young enough
to start life all over again. With my
help, which shall be given freely, I
promise you life can be made a very
gracious thing.”

“All right,” she said. “You don’t
want me, I see, so I'll leave you now,
with many thanks for a kindness which
I can never forget. But I'll not go back
home; no, never, never! You can
preach as you like, Mr, Burton—""

The door of the drawing room
opened, and a suave butler, disregard-
ing the evidences of a scene between
his master and a girl anent whom
tongues were already wagging in the
servants’ hall, announced a visitor.

“Mr. Georgé Ray, sir. He says he's
this young lady’s brother.”

George came in. The door closed on
him, but he stood stock still. Compell-
ing himself to ecarry through a pro-
gram carefully rehearsed outside, he
leered at John and then at Helen.

“So this is where you are, kid,” he
guffawed. “Well, search me! I don’t
blame yer. But the old man's got
blood in his eye, and if he finds out
about—well, good night! Anyhow, I'll
be a sport. I won’t say a word. Look
here, mister,” and he turned to John
with an odiously suggestive smirk,
“gimme fifty dollars and I'll keep
| mum.”
| “You hear!” shrilled Helen, pointing
|at her brother with tragic finger.

“That’s what I've got to go back to!
]That’s part of my family! Nice boy,
| ain’t he?™

Stirred to wrath, Burton said not a
| word, but strode up to the discomfited

George, seized him by the scruff of the
neck, and thrust him out of the room,
bidding the astounded butler throw
! the young blackguard into the street

and not be too particular how ¥=
L )’

Then he strove to assuage Flel
storm-tossed emotions. He might =
well have endeavored to quell an egui-
noctial gale. Helen followed her broth-
er out of the house. But she had quite
made up her mind not to return to the
Ray tenement. She sought her fri
Alice Martin, and Alice, in her per-
verted way, played a strangely conto:
ed version of the role of the 06
Samaritan.

“Never mind, dearie.” she said. "You
stay right here until I can fix things
for you. You needn’t care, even if you
have missed your marquis. He ain't
the only pebble on the beach.”

Burton was more distressed than he
cared to admit. When the first shock:
of the girl’s departure had passed he
resolved to find her, and use every
means in his power to bring her back
to a more equable frame of mind. But,
search as he might and did, he found
no trace of the lost girl during near]
a fortnight.

At last, however, a friend in whom
he had confided, and whose assist-
ance he sought, ascertained the true
state in which Alice Martin lived, and,
by following up that clue, came upon
the cabaret in which the two girls no
took their nightly diversion. Greatly
grieved at the news, Burton went there
with his companion, and found Hele:
seated at a table in the midst of ¢
gay party.

Striding across to the revelers, and
disregarding all others except Helen,

“1f You Play a Strong Han;i, You've
Struck It Rich’

he bent over the girl and urged her
earnestly to come away from a devi
ish set which meant only to compass
her ruin. She hung her head in
shame, but a man beside her, who had
already marked her down as his law-
ful prey, naturally resented such out-
spoken language, and sprang upright
with an oath.

Yielding apparently to an uncontrol:
lable impulse, Helen thrust back tl:e
cavaller who was minded to ehange
words for blows, mounted the chair in
which she had been seated and, before
anyone could stop her, stood on the
table, kicking aside an array of bottles.
and glasses with her dainty feet.

“The man who wants me must buy
me !” she shrieked, with an utter aban:
donment of voice and gesture.

Helen’s extraordinary escapade had,
drawn every habitue of the garis]
cabaret as a magnet draws steel
ings.

The crowd of roysterers treated the
whole affair as a wild prank. But Bur-
ton knew in his heart that the girl
was in deadly earnest. Pocketbooks
were opened and bundles of notes wer:
thrown on the table.

“Five thousand!” yelled one man.

“Ten!” roared he who had been
seated by Helen's side.

“Fifteen!” bellowed a third.

“Twenty! Il put in a certified
check—" this' from the steadfasi
swain.

Burton felt a hand on his arm. It
was his friend.

“Come away,” muttered the latter.
“You can do no good; she’s done fo!
damned forever!”

Aware only of a feeling of physical
nausea, John turned and went to the
door. His departure was noted by the
revelers, and evoked an exultant yell.

“The noble marquis is down and
out!” roared he who had bid twenty
thousand dellars, and who was now
wildly waving a checkbook. *“He's go
to either put up or shut up. I guess
he can’t make good.” -

Helen’s eyes darted one last hungry
glance at the man with whom she
would cheerfully have faced poverty
and all that it meant. He interpret
aright that terrible look, and mourn-
fully shook his head. She asked fi
love, and that he did not feel he could,
give, since his sad experience of life
had seemingly made him a bankrupt
in life’s most precious gift. .

Knowing she had failed, Helen,
spurned him with a magnificent ges-
ture, She whirled around upon the
man who had named the highest pric:

“You win!” she screamed, and flung
herself into his arms. -

That last dreadfnl ecry rang in
John's ears for many a day. It way
the plaint of a iost soul, :

(END OF FIFTH EPISODE.)




Honor That Can Cor:e
Soldier Fighting for
Great Britain.

Aajority From Ranks of
- Workers.

'l'y 200 British and colonial

fights for Great Britain.
awards have gone to men
tation. Two of them be-
doubtfully that they “com-
education” under the en-
[pline of reformatories and
schools. Others were quiet-
king-class folk before the

us to note that nearly
to have had a spice
ove of games in their
mes ¢ in which they
fearless of physical dan-
1 only
what they had in view. Take
e of Private James Miller, V.
e Royal Lancashire regiment,
1t is said: i
a great believer in keeping
They called him a plodder, and
e played .football he suffered
ick of devil” Once he gave a
hiding to a bigger fellow who
fouled him four times very badly.
a silent man and there was
his life to suggest that he
anything more than a very re-
ble, hard-working paper-mill la-
»

B
this is what he did:
ered to take an important mes-
inder heavy shell and rifle fire
ring back a reply at all costs,
ceeded in spite of a gaping
in his abdomen, which he com-
vith his hand, and falling dead
1e feet of the officer to whom he
rered the message.”
hat Some of Them Did.
the mew V. Cs, Private
of the Devonshire regiment,
ent out to a wounded officer,
lying in growing corn within
of the enemy, dragged him
ell hole, went back for water,
ed, went back again and brought
ce, nnd'after several attempts
an approaching enemy patrol
Lewis gun and saved the of-

n King George was at the front
ntly, Private Thomas Turnbull of
‘Worcester regiment was called out

trenches to be spoken to by the

‘Writing home to his mother he

subsequently: “I cannot tell
passed. I trembled all over.,” A
days later in the middle of fierce
ing he remained with his wound-
officer for three hours under con-
fire from machine guns and
and, although at one time com-

y cut off, he held his ground and
carried the officer into the Brit-
nes. He was a painter and paper-
er by trade, and an enthusiastic
young Yorkshire man named Don-
Simpson Bell was a schoolteach-
1t Harrogate, and a footballer.
ng an attack, in a heavy enfilade

e crept up a' communieation

followed by two men, rushed

‘the open under heavy fire, shot

e machine gunner, destroyed the
and personnel with bombs, saving
y lives and insuring the suceess
e attack. For this he got the V.

e lost his life five days later in

ilar-act of bravery.

Lancashire boy named James
hinson was only a worker in a
ing mill when the war broke out.
; 18 his story of an attack on the
an trenches in the Somme front.
r describing the terrible rush over

llet-strewn No Man’s Land, he

Gets Seven in a Trench.

Soon afterward I reached the Ger-
- trenches, quite breathless, but
soon through a gap in the wire,
h our artillery had cut for us. The
thing I saw was a big German

down the trench and knocking
off the side. When he bhad fin-
his little game I rushed around
traverse and put my bayonet
ugh him.
re was another Boche there,
hen he saw me he commenced
toward a dugout, but seemed
‘slip back a step, so I promptly got
through the head. Another was
g on one knee, and started shout-
for mercy, but he paid the same
lty. I next went round another
verse, and found three more Ger-

s, and they all met with the same
either with the bayonet or rifle
et, Hurrying round the next tra-
e I saw about seven Huns throw-

‘hand grenades at the lads who had

ot in the trenches, but were fight-

" one German left to

round at him and hit him. I was
dazed for a second, and did not know
whether to rush him or not, so I
shouted to my party to get round the
traverse. 1 then reloaded and kept
guard while the officer and men be-
hind threw bombs at the enemy. A
little later-we got word to retire, 50
1 kept guard while my party got
clear of the trenches, and then mount-
ed the ladder and made my way back,
covering the enemy while the lads got
the wounded in. Of the 63 men in the
whole raid 21 were reported missing,
21 got back wounded and 21 answered
the roll call. After the shelling had
subsided I wag able to get back to the
village, and the next day had an inter-
view with the major general in charge
of the division. An officer took my
name and number and said that I
would soon have something to wear
on my breast.”

That “something”
Oross—with  its
Valor.”

Lieutenant Baxter’s Exploit.

Lieutenant Baxter, a Liverpool man
who has been awarded the Victoria
Cross posthumously, closed his career
with an exploit which stands out
prominently. Here is the official
story: -

“Baxter was the captain of a dare-
devil trench-raiding party known to
their comrades as ‘the Forty Thieves’
because of the fact that they were
never known to come back from a
rald without a pile of swag in the
shape of captured Germans. One
night Baxter took his men out under
cover of machine gun fire. At a criti-
cal moment Baxter tripped and drop-
ped 4 bomb he was carrying. It was
when they were nearly through and
could hear the movements of a Ger-
man sentry a few feet away. Baxter
had previously removed the split-pin.
and obviously the lever flew out and'
the fuse commenced to fizz. Within
five seconds. it would have exploded,
scattered the wire party and given the
whole show away. Secarcely hesitat-
ing to think of the risk, he picked it
up, whipped the case plug out of the
screw and threw away the detonator,
which went off unnoticed. It was a
fine example of merit, skillfulness and
resource. But more was to follow.

“The party cut all the wire that de-
fended the German trench and leaped
into the trench and turned in single
file alternately right and left, one sec-
tion led by Sergeant McClelland and
the other by Baxter. This treach was
very 'deep, about twelve to fifteen feet,
and it was obvious that there would
be trouble in hauling out any fat and
unwilling souvenir of the occasion in
the shape of a prisoner.

Tribute in Orders.

“The sentry they had heard was
promptly shot. Another was bayonet-
ed and as he' fell back a bomb was
thrown out of a dugout and exploded
at the entrance, fortunately doing the
raiders no damage. Six bombs were
sent in by way of an exchange of com-
pliments and more sentries were met
and given the wunhappy dispatch.
‘They screamed like a lot of old wom-
en,’ said one man who was on the spot.
The bombers attended to three more
dugouts, and afterwards the whole
party withdrew, without noise and
confusion, on a prearranged signal be-
ing given. They returned to their
own trenches to the tune of rapid fire
all along the whole front from the
British field guns and ‘heavies.’

“It was a glorious little exploit, but
sad tidings awaited the party on re-
assembling in their own line, for no-
where was the gallant Baxter. ' Search
parties went out for him, but without

is the Victoria
inseription—*For

AN A A

WORLD’S RICHEST BOY

Smiling? Why, who wouldn’t smile
if they owned a fortune of $65,000,000.
and especially if they were back . in

fore them.

This is Thomas L. Shevlin, son of
the late Thomas L. Shevlin, millionaire
yachtsman, financier and one of the
greatest athletes ever turned out of
Yale, and his sister, Elizabeth.

Master Shevlin is a native of Minne-
apolis but just at present he is hav-
ing the time of his life at Hot Springs,
Va., where this picture was taken. The
fact that young Tom has about $65,-
000,000 or so more than the average
' youngster doesn’t make him any differ-
ent than any regular fellow. The for-

tune was left him by his father.

‘kamerad.’

knickers and had their whole life be~

success. It was certain that he ha
climbed out of the enemy’s trench,
for he helped to pull up the last man
of his party, and the only assumption
was that he had been either killed or
captured on returning there.

“Next day's battalion orders con-
tained this fitting tribute to Baxter:
‘It was largely owing to this officer’s
pluck, determination, coolncss and
resource that the raid was successful.
Dead or missing, he Is a great loss to
the battalion.””

That is the story of the “Forty
Thieves.”

Kid Kilis Giants.

Private Albert Hill was a Lan-
cashire lad engaged in a hat works
when the war broke out—of small
stature, still in his teens. He won
the V. C. at the Somme and his platoon
sergeant, just Invalided home, tells
for the first time the full story of how
he did it:

“On the night of July 19 we moved
up. to the advanced line of attack. It
was three o’clock in the morning when
we got to the bottom, 15 yards away
from the German trenches. Hill and
myself were alone. Suddenly twe Ger-
mans, both about six feet tall, sur-
prised -us. They were making for us
when Hill, ag coolly as if he had been
going to meet a boxing opponent,
sprang at them and as quick as light-
ning bayoneted them both. It was one
of the finest pieces of pluck I have
ever seen or read about, this little fel-
low, only five feet three, accounting
for two big, burly Huns. He returned
to me as if nothing had happened; and
the next thing we found that we were
surrounded by some twenty to twenty-
five Germans. Hill K remarked: ‘Ser-
geunt, we look like being t:uken pris-
oners.” 1 replied: “They will not take
us alive. We will fight for it No
sooner said than done. We both got
our bombs and Hill flung two bombs
with surprising accuracy straight in
the midst of them. He killed about
eighteen and wounded and scattered
the rest.

Proud of His “Bag.”

“Still he did not think he had done
anything big, and when I suggested he
should go to the right and try to find
some of our company he was ready in-
stantly. He went and reported to the
sergeant, and heard while there that
Captain Scales and a scout were lying
out dangereously wounded. Hill at once
volunteered to fetch them ig. He suc-
ceeded in bringing the captain to safe-
ty, but the officer died soon after.

“Hill ‘then started to return to me,
but on the way he found two Germans
in a shell hole. How he found them is
a puzzle, for it was dark. He leveled
his rifle at them and the Huns put up
both hands before this little man and,
as they always do, pleaded ‘Mercy,
Hill then took his prisoners
down the line and that was the only
time he thought he had done any-
thing big. He was proud of his ‘bag.’
He performed all these feats in less
than half an hour.”

One particular incident stirred Eng-
land deeply. It was the death of John
Travers Cornwell in the battle of Jut-
land. A boy of sixteen on H. M. 8,
Chester, he was mortally wounded
early in the fight. Nevertheless he re-
mained standing alone at a most exs
posed post to the end of the action,
with the gun’s crew dead® and wound-
ed all around him, He said simply,
when asked why he had remained
there,” he thought that he might be
wanted. The boy’s body was brought
back to England and buried by his
parents in a London cemetery. The
British people had not then heard the
story of his death, but when Sir John
Jellicoe’s dispatch was published tell-
ing about young Cornwell’s heroism a
wave of emotion swept over the coun=
try.

Two months afterward the coffin
was disinterred and buried with hone
ors in a new grave.

Wins V. C. Twice.

One man has won the V. C. twice in
the present war. He was still alive
when last heard from and may yet win
the medal again. Lieut. John Jacka
of the Kourteenth battalion of Aus-
tralian infantry is the man. He won
the V. C. first in the fighting at Gal-
lipoli. He was then a corporal. On:
May 18, 1915, the Turks made a fierce
attack on the position held by the Aus-
tralians. The ounslaught was one of
the most  furious of the disastrous
series of bdlttles that marked the Gal-
lipoli campaign. It was necessary to
capture a certain part of a Turkish
trench and Jacka undertook to accom=
plish that job alone. He got in bes.
hind the trench. With his rifle Jacka
shot down five Turks, with his bayoe
net he killed two more, and the three
who remained to oppose him he ecape
tured. His achievement saved a part
of the allied line, ;

On August 5 last Jacka won his V.
C. the second time at the battle of the
Somme. - He had been promoted to a
lieutenancy and was in command of &
platoon sent to relieve a force of Ane
zacs in an advanced trench near
Pozieres. In the morning Jacka's lits
tle command was attacked by a force-
of 600 Germans. Only seven of Jncku'?-
men, including himself, remained alivil
after that charge. These seven decill-
ed ‘to, die fighting, even against overe
whelming odds. With bayonets titey
charged at the Germans. They fought
like tigers and were able to keep the
Germans busy until the reserves came
up and the tide turned. It is said that
not a single German of that; 600 got
away. Many were killed d some
were captured. r

In any record of the VieWbria Cross
one cannot omit the name ojf Lieuten=
ant Warneford, the first man to de-
stroy a Zeppelin single_—hauq d. A few
days after his exploit Warneford was
killed while flying with an/ American
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.‘qrmal Suit That Has the Merit of Distinction Through Noveity Is

Costume Designed for the

Afternoon, in Velvet or

Other Fabrics—Dainty Caps for Wear

in the Boudoir.

A formal suit may arrive at distine-
tion through novelty in material or un-
usual and original design, or by means
of beauty in style and finish. Here is
one that has drawn upon all these
sources, and it presents a stunning con-
ception carefully worked out. The
formal suit, like the one-piece frock
worn with furs, affords a distinguished
costume for afternoon and for any-
thing the afternoon may bring. It is
worn with a costume blouse and is

3

4l

more beautifully made
alluringly dainty.

or more

fon lace and ribbon, as in times past,
are the mediums in which designers
work out their inspirations. Silver tis-
sue and silver laces and other things
that possess shimmer and gleam ex-
tend their field of usefulness beyond
the dinner and dance costume to do
a little twinkling in the boudoir cap.
And even negligee assumes the splen«
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FORMAL SUIT OF FUR-FABRIC.

equal to all the demands of semi-dress.
Velvet offers advantages for this kind
of suit, and other pile fabrics, in-
cluding that shown in the picture,
are equally rich and more novel.

The suit is made with a plain skirt
finished with a hem five inches wide. A
material of this kind does not need
decoration, but since needlework is
the order of the day, an embroidered
motif is allowed in two places at each
side of 'the skirt at the hem. Very
heavy silk is used for this work. The
skirt sets smoothly about the hips and
falls in folds below.

The coat is unusual in many ways.
Its skirt is sloped upward across the
front and right side, where it falls with
a slight ripple from the waistline. It
is much longer and fuller at the back.
ZThe body is plain, with easy adjust-

lent to the figure. The sleeves are

irge and finished with deep, expan-
Ive cuffs, and there is a collar of most
jenerous proportions whieh swathes
he neck in the becoming fashion most
ipproved. The front of the coat does
10t open straight down the center, but
she left side is curved to extend across
the figure at the waistline and button

dor of gold or silver cloth, veiled with
the sheerest fabrics or laces.

There is nothing prettier for the
short boudoir or breakfast coat than
either plain or printed crepe or spft
silk, with the limpest of silk lace
draped over it. Tassels or pendant or-
naments made of silver or gold cloth,
and ribbon, as always, are found in
company with these materials.

Two pretty caps are shown in the
picture given here. At thé right an
open-meshed silk lace with crepe de
chine make the cap, and small chif-
fon roses add touches of color to it.
The lace is caught back at each side
of the face by them. Small flower-
like pendants on a silver cord are made
of -silver tissue, and they furnish and
weight the hanging ends of lace. This
cap is very easy to make, for the
lace and crepe are basted together and
given to the hemstitcher to be set tor
gether by machine stitching.

The cap at the right is made of a
net-top lace, with the plain edge frilled
about the face and the escalloped edge
overlapping the plain edge of a second
strip of lace. At the crown of the

NEGLIGEES FOR THE BOUDOIR.

At the right side. There is no girdle,
but a rectangular piece of the fabric

ces the place of one at the back.” It
is ornamented with three buttons at
yaach side.

It will be noticed that the skirt ex-
tends below the shoetops, but lacks
much of reaching the instep. This
length is approved by style makers, but
many women cling to the shorter
skirts, and, since feet are so daintily
clad, there is every reason for allowing
them this privilege.

The ingenuity of those who create
new caps and negligees and other dain-
ty belongings for womankind has been
put to its annual test. Before the
holidays these luxuries that women
love blossom out at their best, and
they must be like and unlike those
that have helped make other holiday
times radiant. Whether they were ever
more beautiful or not cannot be deter-

mimed. It is certain thev were never

head the lace is gathiered into |
rosette. Tha cep is as simple as can
be. A border of narrow satin rib-
bon is stitched to the net top of the
lace, about two inches in from the
edge, to form a casing for a small flat
elastie.
frilled on it.
and two ends of ribbon shelter a lit-
tle spray of tiny flowers. Three little
wheel bows of narrow ribbon are set
about, the face, one in front and one
at each side of the cap, just above the
frill,

In Excellent Taste.
Silver - trimmings are in excellent
taste for this season’s black and white
hats. T ;

Soft silks or satins, silk crepe, chif-

This is inserted and the lace |
At the back & rosette

free range.

COLD STORAGE IS EFFICIENT

Recommended by Expért of Kansas
Agricultural College as Best Way
. of Keeping Eggs.

Cold storage is the best way to pre-
gerve eggs, in the opinion of F. EH.
Mussehl, instruetor in poultry hus-
bandry in the Kansas State Agricul-
taral college. :

“Many preparations are used for
preserving eggs,” says Mr. Mussehl,
“put none are as efficient as cold stor-
age, Some persons use sodium sili-
cate, commonly known as water glass,
while others use lard or one of the
wmany commercial preparations to pre-
serve eggs.

“These methods of storing eggs pre-
vent decomposition by bacterial action,
but do not stop enzyme action. The
enzymes are always present in the egg
and are active at ordinary tempera-
tures. With good fresh eggs kept at
the proper storage temperature —31
or 32 degrees Fahrenheit—enzyme ae-
tion as well as bacterial action is pre-
vented. Three months is a long time
to keep eggs at room temperature yet
this is what the poultry department
has done.”

In order to prove the superiority of
Infertile eggs over fertile ones in keep-
ing quality, Mr. Mussehl kept a dozen
eggs in his office for three months.
When examined at the end of the
period they showed no signs of decom-
position other than a slight thinning
of- the white and yolk, and a faint
cdor. These changes were due to the
action of enzymes within the egg.

ERADICATION 'OF RED MITES

All Night Pests Fill Their Bodies With
Blood From Fowls and Then
Hide in Daytime.

The red mite is.the worst enemy
the ‘poultryman has to contend with,
and the very Rhardest one to fight.
This pest is very small and normally
is grayish in color, but, more often,
it presents a deep red color, be-
cause of the blood with which it is
filled.

Unless ver