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FustPu]Jeh How happy the !

bride looks! Her hiisband must

barich.

Sccond Pullcts’ No indeed!

She’s happy becanse be prom-

ised to raiso ell their baby
chicks on Larro Chick Builder.

arero

CHICK
BUILDER

s compiete. Fed with
grains, it fills all requires
ments of the growing
chicks during the

FIRST 12 WEEKS

Farmington
© Mills
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Mohammedan Year Has 12 |
Months, 29 and 30 Days

Unlike ours, :the] Mohammedan

calendar is a. lunar one. I you
count the time'if takes the moon to
return to any particular phase, you
will find that ityis twenty-nine and
one-hal? days, kriown as the “'synod-

le,” or often merely the “lunar”.

month. Many eelendars have used
this period in their reckoning, be-
.cause the changing: phases of the
moon In the sky afforded a conven-
lent means of! telling the' days,
observes a wntcr Tn the Kansas
City Star.

The Mohammcdan year has 12
months, a]lernabng between 29 and
30 days, making the average the
correct length. Every month starts
wlth the new moon, as it first ap-
pears in the west after the sunset.
Then first quarter,” full moon and
last quarter mzrk the four weeks of

ay months total
only 354 days,; which is eleven
days short of |hl: year. Consequent-
1y, this means that Mohammedan
dates shift aroupd through the sea-
sons. For instance, the Mohamme-
dan year will commcnce in 1955 in
the autumn, andjin 1971 it will again
come in March.; Thus, their, calen-
dar gains a \\'hulc year on ours
‘No doubt we should
find this very inconvenient, not
knowing what season a certain date
mlght be in, but'in’ their countries it
is very arid, with litle changc be-
tween the scascns.

The Gregorian calendar, which
we use, keeps step with the sun and
jgnores the moon, but it is pessible
fo have one thx! zvnll keep in step
with both. A gcnd example is the
Jewish calendar. Ordinarily the
Jewish year is practically the same
as thc \Iosmms but after approx-

lagged a mo-uh behind, an extra
menth is inserted which brings it

up again, Actually, there are seven
of thase 1d-month years cvery 19
years.

The Greatest
Power on Earth
Ts the Printed Word.

Farmington Dairy’, Inc.
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Advertising is nothing more than 4 conversation
“between yourself and your merchant. He pays for it

but it saves yoli money.
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When Signs Fail

By Vl\iA STINGEL ELDRIDGE
® McClure Newspaper Syndicate,
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A Necessury ‘
Quadrangle

By ELEANOR C. KOENIG

@ BeClure Newspaper Syndicate.
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DON'T know,” ifaid the girl
slowly, “Of cour:u the cost of
everylhmg has increased since we
agreed to teach at this salary, and
it is difficult to make ends meet.
Still, we did agree. The town as
well as the mdlvldnal is hard
pressed, and T will not ‘ask for more
this year. The supcr[nu.-ndent did
not require us to sign a contract
at the beginning of the year, but I
am willing if the othets;are. Why
didn't Mr. Haight come himsel{?"
“The othérs have signed theirs,
said Stetson, the hxthfhnaL princi-

pal, here, Miss
Wyatt. It was not ¢ nvenient for
Mr. Halght to :ome. :md he asked
me to.do It for him.”

“One must make satnl\ccs. dur-
ing war times,” cnnhgh ed the girl,
signing bher name. }“Though I

SHORT SHORT
STORY' ;

Complete in Tl f Issue

scarcely see how we ,;.an do it an-
other year. Mrs. Ryker, our board:
ing mistress, would, rt ask higher |
board until we receivdd higher pay,
yet we knew she wag not making
anything and it is he}living, We
made her take more,%)ut it’s erip-
pling to our finances.’%,

Stotson pocketed the papers.

“‘Oh, I got my raise,” he declared
easily, "I had a betfs BT offer, and
tald them I musl cx!h § have more
money or g0.” ! i

“So that alarmed ‘\‘h Haight and, -
having secured your increase, you '
agreed to help him bihd the rest of
us without telling the secret.”

Stetson was amazed at the white
scorn in Molly Wyatt's face. !

“What's the matter, Miss Wy at”
he stammered. N

“'You re1l]y don't see?” she asked
curiously. *You ask the impossi-
ble, Mr. Stetson. I cunnnt open the
eyes of one born blind.”

The years of the war started Stet-
son toward success. |

On'his thirty-fifth birthday, newly
made président of thé bank, he pos-
sessed all he had hoped to have at
that age, except Molly; and of late
Molly had scemed kinder.

It wds, he thought, -2 happy omen
that he should sec her waiking to-
ward him as he cnmeldown the
bank steps. He lmgercd 'o join her. |

“Whence and \vhxther,‘l\hss Mol
1y?" he asked, swmﬂlng along be-
side her. ;
““Talking with Bridget Molloy, and |
home,"” she answered soberly. !

His face clouded. | Bridget Mol-
loy had paid rcgularly the xnlerest‘
on her thousand-dotiar | mortgage, |
which the bank had rerlewed year |
after year. This_year, iHl and un- |
fortunate, she cou!d\not pay and.:
conseduently had been told that un-
less the full amount was, paid-when |
due, foreclosure proceedings wmﬂd'
follow.

“Couldn’t'you do somelhmg about |
it?" asked Molly, confident of his
understanding.

He shook his head slowly.

""We must protect our Interests.
Bridget is old. It is unlikely that
she will ever be ablé to pay. The
property is worth no ‘more and, of
ecourse, it de(crmrates

“I meant personally,” explained
Molly, caretully, fearful of making
too presumptuous a claim upon his

|
h
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. ““There would not have
been a mortgage but, for her hus-
band's accident. What would you
and I dnd others have:done without
her "in the influenza . epidemic?
Couldn’t all her friends 'join forces
to help? Isn't there a chance that
her little strip of land" mny one day
have a greater value?. Then she
could pay, and have some left for
herself."”

He glanced at her, shrewdly.
There was a chance tHat one of the
infant industries started on each
sideiof Bridget's land might suc-
ceed and, wishing toiexpand, pay
an excellent:price tor! Her bolding.
That, however, was in lhe future.

“I could do it bedapse it was
good business,” he anpwered truth.
fully. “But not for sentimental con-
siderations. That isn’t the way to
get ahead.” i

“Don't you ever do anything just
because it's honordble or kind or
tender?” she asked pleadingly.

“Molly! Molly! F'Ul do it for you.
I Jove you and want you to marry
me.” The words defied,

.in to answer it.

! caused Jim’s throat to tighten.

IM HARDY'S dual personality
gave him a great deal of
trouble. His sturdy common sense
was ever a} war with the fanciful,
. *  Imaginative side
SHOR that believed . in
signs and yielded so
SHORT readily to the guld-
ance of “hunches,"
A “hunch” had tak-
STORY & Fminto the .
7 rio shop where he
had purchaged’ the tiny, blue-green
lucky stone that he believed had
influenced his first big sale, and,
what was more important, an intro-
duction to delicate, elusive Sophie
Adams. Since that day Jim's busi-
ness had prospered, but so far as
Sophfe was concerned, the lucky
stone scemed to be unable to do
more than effect a casual friend-
ship, and Jim was unsatisfled.
Now, as he stood balancing the
Jucky stone in his fingers, his fancy
was busy with something he had
read concerning old love signs: “If

; @ girl can be induced to sew a but.

ton on a man’s garment she will be

. married to him within a year.”

At dinner Jim's manner was se
preoccupied that his mother inter-
rupted her discussion of the repairs
being made on the house to inquire
“You're not sick, are

Jim's eyes lifted slowly from the
sugar-bowl he had been carnestly
regarding. “Why, no, mother, of
course not.”

Mumbling a word to his mother
about seeing serne of the crowd, he
took his hat and-started out, ap-
proaching the door with caution that
he might see the new moon over his
shoulder without glass intervening
to spoil his luck. This accomplished
in the approved manner, he pro-
ceeded on his way.

From Sophie’s home issued gay
voiceS,, “Company, Sophie?” Jim

. inquired foolishly, in the face of the

noise.

“Oh, the crowd just dropped in,”
Sophie, who for the moment was
alene on the “perch, answered in
her high, sweet voice.

The whirring of the telephone
broke the silence he was dumbly
trying to grope through. Sophie ran
Left alone, Jim
pulled out his knife, cut a button
off his coat and dropped it behind
the hammaock

Sophie’s  voice saying good-by
He
wondered if. when she sewed the
button on, she would hear his heart
thumping. In a queer shaky voice
he addressed the shadowy flgure in
the doorway:

“Could you—will you—" He swal-
lowed painfully and began again.
“P've lost a button off my coat,
Sophie. Will you please sew it cn?”
He pretended to search through his
pockets.

“*Of course, Jim. Give it to me.””
A coo), capable voice, three notes
lower than Sophie’s answered.

“Oh, It doesn’t matter Marion,”
Jim protested, panic stricken. “Nev-

er mind.” But Marion took the
button from his limp fingers and
i ran in for a needle. When she re:

. turned some of the crowd followed

her.

“Quite: domestic, aren't they?"
Bob Stuart remarked. Jim scowled
fiercely,

Sophie bhad joined them when
Betty Young asked teasingly,

“Haven't I read somewhere that if ||

a girl sews on a-button for a man
she will be married to him' within a
year?”

As the days went by the slluahon
deepened. It was faken as a mat-
ter of course that Jim should be Ma-
rion’s escort.  Kicking his wgy
homeward one evening after bid-
ding her goodnight, Jim took his
lucky stone from his pocket and
threw it away. He walked up the
path leading to his home, and, for-
getting entirely his mother's warn-
ing not to use the side door, strode
belligerently. under the ladder that
was leaning there—and walked off
inte nothingness.

A broken leg kept him in bed
where he had plenty of time to think
about signs—and other things.

His mind was dwelling on Sophie’s
starshine one morning when Mrs,
Hardy brought her to Jim's bedside.

“Here’s the button you dropped
behind our hammack that last night
you were at our house, Jim.” A
faint smile curved her lips.

The color mounted swiftly in his

pale face. “Do you know, Sophie,
why 1 cut it off?"
“Yes," she softly, “but

His heart shone’in hls eyes.

They had stopped ‘at her door
step and she stood looking at hhn
sadly, i

“For me, it Tl maryy you, but
not for Bridget, who gave us both
what money could not pay for. Oh,
I could have loved ‘you<I could
havei It wouldn't matter so much
about physical blindness, but this is
spiritual. The answer |is—No."

Though he felt numbed as from
a blow, the man's muscles obeyed
his will, and he walked|away,

Bridget Molloy met her obligation
on the appcinted date. | Stetson, ta-
miliar with all the buLlncss of the
small bank, kpew that Molly Wy-
ail's slow savings were less by a
thousand dollars. He tried to be-
lievd that it had been done with a
hope of tuture profit, - Inwardly, he
agonized because he cnu!d not une
derstand.

i
|
|

1 don't believe in signs.”

“Nelther do I, now,” Jim =an-
swered. "I threw, away my lucky
stone—and walked under a ladder
and—" his heart was in his eyes,
“'see what luck it brought me."

Talked Himself to Death
Chiet Shavehead, vicious, sullen
and treacherous, one of the most

hated of the early Indian chiefs of’

Michigan, literally talked himself to
death. His tongue, loosened.by 1iq-
uor, he Boasted here, says a corre-
spondent in the Detroit Free Press,
about 1840 of the part he had taken
in the massacre at Fort Dearborn
some 25 or 30 years before. Jobe
Wright, hermit of Diamond Lake
island and a survivor of the massa-
cre, stood on the outskirts of the
group and listened. As Shavehesd
left, Wright followed. The Indlan
'Was never seen again.

‘ed on
.- invitation. Soon all three were

. tatal glft of drawing out undreamed-

+kind t
prepared to make a graceful |exit,

HEIR names properly desig-.

nated them—Anna and Mary,|
Brown; good, honest, adequate and|
colorful names, if one will see color
in plainly colorful things. Two
cheerful, contented spinsters, Te-
spectively thirty-nine and forty-one
years, their faces pliin but beauti-
ful, their.eyes alert and shining for
the least urgvonted event in their
quiet neighborhood, . their mouths
sweetened by curves of patience
and goodness.

Love, of the worthlest minnng
bound the sisters together, so the
day Aqnn remarked that her hair.
was markedly streaked with gray,
Mary, ¢ noticing a sudden litle
twitching of the oclder sister's
mouth, dutifully remarked she sup-
posed jher hair would be turning
so0n, too. Then, to relieve the mo-
ment's strain, she asked:

““Did. you know neighbors are
moving in next door, Anna? My,
the house has been empty long
enough; I'll be glad to have some ;
life over there."

. “'Why, yes,” Anna acknn\\lcdged
‘‘and over a week now."

“'Must’ have moved in while T
was away,” returned Mary, who
had been attending fo a sick neigh-
bor some distance away.

i couples.

“How |-

Man-Made God
While many Britons h
canonized abroad, only one attatned
the eminent position of a god
amongst a civilized people. This
was Willlam Murdoch of Ayrshire,
the discaverer of coal-gas!for light-
ing purposés, says Landnn Tit-Bits
Magazine. ; When Naser—ed -Din,
Shah of Persla, visited Lundon in
1873 he was 'struck with wonder at
the gas illumination in his hotel
sulte and asked to be allowed to
visit the gasworks where it was gen-
erated. There, to his. amazement,
be learned that the inventor of gas
was a man named: Murdoch, for
“Merdoch” is' the name of the an-

ve been

Babylonians and Persians.| He was
positive that'the Scot was a reincar-
nation of the Persian god and had a
portrait of “him enshrined in the
royal palaces of Teheran and Kasr
Kadjar, and from that period he
figured as a diety in the religion of
the Suffi sect of Persia. H

Hungartan Folk Darico
The csarfias, Hungarian folk
dance, iy more than 100 years old.
It made its:appearance at society
balls in 1838 and it took two years
tor the dance to gain popularity in
JBudapest. ‘At a ball given in 1840
in honor of Franz Liszt a display of
the csardas was given by young
The dance had bcen popu-
lar among the peasants of Hungary
time immermorial. It is a fast dance
in two-four tempo to mus ic made
, up of Hungarian national Touves.

! Letters to the Editor ar:e always
! d by thls % 3

clent God of Light of the Assyrians,-

The ; ”
Man With the #Ho
| Man Wi the Hoe
Says.

. T2tunias will
grow in any
man's garden
or window box.
On poor soil or
good, in the
dirtiest city or
the freshest
countryside,
they provide a
magnificent
sheet of blos-
soms, which
seemin g 1 y
never quit un
Jack Frost bltes real hard.

They like sun, will {hrive in good
coi}, well moistened. . Don't crowad
them. Balcony types are fine in
bsxes, Try some of the giant and
ruffied types for the garden. Some
of the newest varieties measure al-
most 6 inches across.!

aside material about the
for stakes. You will need
when summer Somes and the
as or tomaloes reguire support.

Fﬁ[i Z to. sufferer of -

Lay

j| HEADACHES, DUE TO EXCESS Al
Faglaias the myrvclous Witlard Treat-

erial.
SNITH BRADLEY DRUG co.

The Rexall Store
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‘many over there, and do you know
who they are?” she asked inquis-
itively!

“Why—er—why, just one, that's
all,"” replied the older sister, while
the mystified younger woman noted
with inward rosily

FRIDAY SATURDAY, SUNDAY, MO\'DAY

_becoming flush rising in her smaoth

check.

' “1t's; just a man—I—I—he's been

over here asking about things—

lights, :the fire, food . .
“Just a man— bul—" M-n-y fol-

Y Darryl F. Zan uck s
productio

lowed up.

Anna broke in upon- her sister's |
exclamation somewhat testily.

"Oh he told me he was a wid-
ower.",

That night Anna showed marked‘
hesitation upon leaving for a week’s |
sojourn. :

“There isn’t the least thmg to \vor- |
ry about, Anna dear,” said Mary |
Kindly' but forcibly, and'the sister
reluctantly. set forth.

“There’ll be no nonsensical hap-
‘penings now,” MNary almost said
aloud,Ias she settled down beside
the evening lamp with her paper.

A soft knocking at the back door
interrupted her before” she -had
turned a page. Somewhat trembling*
1y she! hastened through the kit¢h-
en. A’small, stupidly, yet delicately
built Than stood in the doorway.

“It's Miss Mary, T know;"” he said
'winningly, as he locked up some-
‘what pleadingly into Miss Mary's
soft blue eyes. . R

*“Why, yes, it is,” she repliad with
unwonled welcoming .

DMiss Anna remrned in hal! of the

promxs:d week.
. “Logks as if the hens hudn t laid
much ‘while I was away,” she re-
marked sniffily, on the first night. of
her return.

Miss| Mary, who could not tell a
tie, bent guiltily over the strawber-
ty shortcake she was preparing,
and did not volunteer a reply, -

The 'first even latent antagonlsm
of their llves threatened the sisters
as they sat down, to supper. There
was so much to say that neither
could say. Finally Miss Mary stood
up, a bright spot on each cheek.

“Its a shame, with so much to
.waste jhere, that, poor Mr. Barton
.has tg eat alone she exdmmed
“recklessly.

“Letls . . . " Anna slarted to
suggest, when a shight knock saund-
the back door. Mr. Barton
d with gratitude the sisters’
hat-
the

aceept

ting, the little man possessing

of qual aud-
itors.

Yo

ities in his two admiring;

. b
ladies have certainly ‘bcen
me,” he remarked, as he

“I only hope Mrs. Barton-to-] be can
cook half as well as either of ynu B
he ﬂdded naively. -

The \twn ladies, who had been
dreadmg the after-hour of his de-
parluxe, for certain personal rea-
sons, vnguu]y heard. the details of
his proposed marriage. It appeared
the future Mrs. *Barton would ar-
rive In two weeks.

Two weeks latér Anna, who was
preparing supper, was surprised at
:the precipitous en(unce of Mary
Mrom the garden.

* “They've nrrned. and she's the
sweetest little helpless thing," she
exclaimed glowingly.

“Litfle, really?” inquired Anna,
with spoon suspended. |

“Yes, and she'll make such 2 nlce
neighbor—and I wonder if they have
supper enough. It does seem as if
ght . . ."" she doubtfully que-
the older sister. i

“Let's . . ."” replled Anna, and
‘the two sisters fell to work with
glowing eyes, charity and sweet.
ness illuminating each plain and
beautiful face.

!
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Friday night hnd Saturday Matince Only
“THE LONE RANGER” .

WILL

home and make |l 10%
summer days.

Our prices and|
larly proud of our
made up.

Dom’t wait for [summer heat to blast your cpmfort.
Prepare for it now., We can provide smartly stiyedy sturdy
awnings which add greatly to the attractiveness ¢f your
to 15% cooler during the hot

materlals are right. We.are particu-
new llne of fabrics — and will gladly
submit samples to show how your awnings will look when
Telephone us now!

SOON
BE HERE

Ington area withou!

Farmington 25 and

16381 HAMILTON

] B
Quick, Local Service!
We have arranged to receive inquiries in the Farm-

cost to you, and without defay. Phone

ask to have our raprcs:ntatlvc call.

MacKenzie Awning Co.
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