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Collahorators

A distant cousinship, so remote
that 1t 39 almost nen-existent, has In-
veated Sylvia with the ldea that she
possesees & sort of pmpr{emry inter~
e6t in my person.

Bylvia {s twenty-two, yet five sum-
mers ago 'she took an almost mater
pal interest in my future, My decision
that I intended to embrace literaturs
a8 a career brought. from ber a tele-
gram, demandiog my immediate at-
1 went, to recéive a lecture
on the folly of my cholce.

Now that time has brought its

" measure of success, amall though it

be,~SxIvia. tells me of my wisdom fn’
following her advice. And not for
worlds would I enlighten her,

On my desk before me thero lles a
letter from her:

“Dear Dick: I have got a magnif-
cent {dea for a novel, simply exquisite,
and I want you to help me with it
There are certaln 'faults in your writ-
1ng which I think I can help you to
ecorrect, and together we ought to
write a lovely book, don't you think
80?7 So come to tea to-morrow after-
noon, and ‘we can talk it over.

“SYLVIA™

From anybody else, [ should throw
the letter into thg fire, and epitom-
fze it as an egotistical piece of im-
pertinence, but Sylvia s Sylvia, and
1 am off to catch the mext train to
Twickenham, where she lives.

. 8ylvia herself met me o the ndll
and took me Into the drawing room
where tea was lald for two.

“So good of you'to come, Dick,”
she sald. B

“l am ail impatient,” T replled.

She rang the bell. “We will have
tea, and then go into the garden to
diséuss my. ides.”

During tea Sylvia talked on mahy
subjects, but she avolded- the one.
When it was over, I rose. *Now
Sylvia,” 1 sald.

We went into the garden and sat
down in a couple of chairs {n the.
shade of some Ilmes. :

Bylvia regarded me. "“Dick” she
sald, “I bave long felt that there s
something wanting about your books.”
Perhaps she saw a shadow cross my’
face. “They are awfully nice, but you
do not understand women.”

“Then I must marry. “Syivia, wm
Four"

“Don't he ridiculous, Dick! Now
1 have an ldea—I know womankind.”

“I thought you studled the other
8ex,” 1 murmured.

For an awful moment Sylvla res
garded me In silence. Then, “I could
carry the woman's character throngh-
out the novel and you the man's.”
“And the minor gharacters?”
“We will do, thear between us.”
“And now the plot,” I sald. "That
the princlipal part o( 2 book.”

she sn‘d final-
A man-and a woman.”

“Don't,” pleaded Sylvia.
in astonishinent.

“It’s such a lovely evening for the
river. If you talk about it I shan't
be able to think about the book.”

1 leaped to my feet. “Sylvia,” I
eald, “T have an idea! Let's go on
the river: we can Write the frst
scene there—on the spot. What could
be better?”

The river rums nt the bottom
of the garden, and fu less than five
minutes I bad unmoored the punt and
‘was punting up siream.

“Now we will commence,” I sald.
“It was twilight on the river—’

“That doesn't sound very original,”
sald Sylvia critically.

“From a bouseboat in the distance
came the sound of a banjo.”

“Yes, doesn’'t he play beautifully!
That's the Gowers's houseboat—I ex-
pect [t's Teddy Gowers."

"“Have you got that down?” I sald,
regardless of her interruption.

“No. 1 am so sorry; would you
mind saying it agaln?"

I grosned, and repeated the sen-
tence.

“Sounds rather llke a lamplighter.”
murmured Sylvia, bending over her
pencil.

“Sylvia,” 1 sald severely, “am I re-
sponsible for the | bbpearance of the
hero, or are you?" P
ou sre, Dickle dear; go on."

“You see, said the man with the
pole, vou can do little in the world
without money.”

ylvia regarded me thoughtfuily.
“I wonder wby money was ever in-
vented,” she sald.

“That will do very well
other man’s reply—I mean him to
& thoughtful man”

“Then I bad better be responsible
tor him,” sald Sylvia. I am afraid

sarcasm {s lost on her.

For half an hour we worked hsrd
then Sylvia lald down the pencil, and
demanded n rest and some chocolates.
We sat talking untfl dusk had fallen.
In the distance and around us twink-
led the llghts of houseboats. From
more than one came the sound of
music,

“We must get back,” Sylvia look-
ed at the sheets on her lap. We had
filled ove page for nearly two-thirds

for the
be

of its length. “Look.” she sald, hold-
ing it out for my inspection. “I kpew
your plan would be a failure. At this

rate—’

“We shall be threescore years and
ten before we have finished one nov-
el” [ hastened to correct mysell.
“At least I shall be.”

“Dickle, dear, your manners are
‘| becoming absolutely perfect, and you
look very nice in your flannels.”

“The darkness has many charms.”

A sudden thought struck Sylvie.
“Don’t you think we might mske the
hero and heroine flirt on the river in
the dusk, during one of our sceues?”
T am afraid she misunderstood the in-
ferences In my remark rezarding
darkness on the water.

am sure we could. We must
me down and rehearse it. Shall

| we say Saturday evening?”

“We wlll say nothing so absurd.”

“But we must go through the scene
-1 do in my books.”

“The love srenes?”
via y,

asked Syl

“Shag; frighttully rich, :md he is
terribly In love Wl[h her.” .

“And very poor,” I snggested.

“Exactly, Dickie dear,” snid Sylvia.
In the whole of wy exlstence it is the
first time Sylvia has calléd me dear;
she gencnu) adopts a malernal attl-
tude.

“He s a business man with a grand
tdea for making money, but lncking
the mecessary capital”

“Capital,” 1 efaculated. -

“I beg your pardon,” sald Sylvia.

“Bxcellent, I should have safd.,” I
mmurmured hastily.

“Ap unknown man lends him the

money
“Man?" [ queried.
“Well, he thinks she-is a man,”
Bald Sylvia.

“Foollzh fellow!"

Sylvia looked at me steadlly.
you extriordinarily dense, Or are you
attempting a joke?”

1 ignored- her -scathing rejoinder.
“And the man (s the girl all along.”

“Yes, and he makes the business
a huge success, and ﬂnds out how si)-
1y he has, been.”

“In pot proposing be(ore, and then
they enter into partnership.”

“Yes," sald Sylvia, “Of course we
shall have to put in-a few Incidents.
Padding you call it, fon't you?” ’

I belleve 80, I replied. “I' ha\e
no need, for it in my books.

“Then ours ought tobea great suc-
cess, Dickle dear.” Sylvia can be
horribly sarcastic on occaslons,

“When do we starl?” I sald.

Bylvia. had brought a pencll and
paper with her, “I thought we would
commence now—write say, a couple
of chaptars this evening.” .

I looked iat her in astonishment.
This was a new side of her character.
“You are most industrious,” I said.

“I can-be when I Ilke, she replied.
“Now, we will start,”

“The open paper lay on her lap.”

“Yes.” I sald. .

“Well?” she responded. .

“Have.1 got to commence?”

-“Certalnly,” replled 8ylvia. ‘*I am
only responsible for the woman."

“ladleu should always-be first” I
9"Buppose we 'commence
with a soltloquy from the haroln

""This novel is going to be original,’
she replied. “Begides, 50 ogules are
out of.date.” ;Bylvja knows more
about the art of writing & norsmhan
1 imagined.

“l propose man the hero ! hnve
& conversation with .a friend. on &
punt oa the river, in’ the twilight, you
¥now, whers we spent that evening
s Waek dfn." I 1

1 found- it necessary to guide the
punt past an electric launch, 50 could
not reply.

When w
helped Syl
on the river for work,
sald.

“But you have enjoyed yourseif?”

“Tremendously.”

Walking up the garden, Sylvia was

reached the house and 1
a out—"No more evenings
Dickie,” sho

-| thoughtful,

“Now we must do so many thou-
sand words every evening.”

“No author does any given number
ot words In a day,” [ replied. “He
works just when he likes.”

Sylvia clasped her hands together
ecstatically. *“What a delightful Hfe!"

Before her father and mother she
was silent regarding our project, but
in & few moments that we liad alone
ghe returned to It. “I shall write out
a synopsis of the plot,” sho said, “and
divide .the book into chapters; that
wlIl be useful.™

“Very," 1 sald.

“And I shall get a2 notebook and
fot down any happy thoughts that oc-
cur to me.”

“Thea you will il it fn-a day,” I re

plied.
“Stupid boy.” repiled Sylvlm “1
meant clever ones.”

“Oh," 1 replled. There must have
been an inflexion In my volce.

“it will take me longer,” saild Syl-
via acridly.

“Not at all,” I replled hurriedly.

At the gate when she came to see
me off, 1 reminded her about Satur-
day. “T will come down In the after-
noon ff 1 may; then we can have a
long eveniog on the river.”

“T thought I said 1 wouldr't do any
more work on the river.”

“Not sctual writing, but we shall
be getting descriptive matter,” 1
sald.

That was on Thursday. -On- Fri-
day at luncheon time I received a
telegram: “Have decided to alter
plot; writing, Sylvia” .

To which I lmmédlately replied by
wire: “Must {nsist on hero and hero-
ine fiirting on the river. Book rulned
without it.- Dick™

By the night post I received a let-
ter, upbraiding me for the folly of my
telogram. “Even the boy was grin-
ning when he brought it. Icould have
boxed his ears,” wrote Sylvia Indig-
nantly.

Also the letter contalned the sug-
gestlons for the alteratiun of the plot.
As Bylvia herself explalned. they
were mot many: The heroine was
Bow to be marrfed and ber husband

to dincover that she has been lendlng

money to her lover, There were to
be threats of dlvorce proceedings,
some most awful gcenes, culminating
in the death of the busband. A melo-
drama-cum-problem novel. ., However,
I know from past experience that if
Bylvia wishes It so, 50 it will be.

Three o'clock on the Saturday
afternoon found me at Twickenham,
and Sylvia immedlately took me to
the garden, so that we might discuss
our work uninterrupiedly.

“How do you like the alterations?”
ghe asked.

“They glve tremendous scope.
ean pack the book with incident.”

“That 1s what I thought,” observed
Brlvia.

After tea we embarked on the river.
“Now,” 1 sald when we reached our
chosen spot, “comes the great sceme.
We must rebearse It carefully and
make it absolutely like llto——pm:ked
with delicate ‘sentiment.”

“What scene?” asked Sylvia

““What scene.” I echoed. “The great
scene where the hero fiirts with the
herolne.”

“Don’t be so ridiculous!
dear, you're creasing iy dress.”
I sat down beside her.

* “The beroine would not say Dickie,
dear—at Jeast pot yet
* “But I'm privileged, I'm collaborat-
ing with you.” After all, colluboration
has its advantages.

Sylvin sat amidst a pile of cush-
fons, the picture of loveliness. A
dellcate bive dress, a large brimmed
straw bat, adorned with a simple silk
ribbon to match the dress. She was
dangling one hand In the water, {from
beneath her skirt there peeped the
daintlest of ankles and a little gray
kld shoe. _

‘For a moment I sat In sllence,
while Sylvia -smiled provokingly, as
1f she had guessed my thoughts and
was mocking them.

Then from custom she felt in my
coat pocket and drew forth a packet
of chocolates. The writing pad was
on her knee, and staring me lo the
face, repmacl\fully the words “Chap-
ter Coe.”

I turned over the shect and wrote
on the other side “Chapter 51.—L'En-
voi”

Sylvia watched me. “You fuany
boy,” she sald, “do you always write
your books like that—the last chapter
ﬂrst"")

We

Dickle,
As

¢ reD]led “but this Is differ-
eut—this is a chapter from life.”

“Oh,” safd Sylvia.

For a whlle, a lofig while, we talk-
ed on many subjects, the dusk gradu-
ally falllng around us, while the river
took on a deeper hue, broken only by
the reflection of the moon. From a
houseboat, seemingly far away, caue
the sound of musle,

Sylvla lald & hand on my knee.

“Hark!" she sald.

1 slipped ‘an arm around her. For
a few moments we listened, thert she
suddenls recollected: “Dickie,” she
sald reprovingly, “Dickie!"

“Put that down,” I said, "it's part
of the story."

With a laugh, the meaning of which
1 knew not, she cowmplied.

“Now continue,” 1 said. *He took
her hand in his.” I took Sylvla’s
band in mine.

“How can I when you're holding

my hand?”
“Then you must remember the
words-—'For a moment he looked into
Hier face'—" k
“This is too touching.” murmured
Sylvia.

“Then bending over her, pressed
his Hps to hers.” T suited the action
to the word.

Sylvin's eyes dropped, and a blush
overspread her face, “Dick,” she =aﬁd

¥

1 relensed her hand.
sald. “put it down.”

Her head was very near mine, the
scent from it rose iutoxleatingly in
my face. My arms crept round her,
“Syivia,” 1 whispered, “Sylvia—shall
we collaborate?’

“We are)” murmured Srivia from
my shoulder.

“Dear.” I whispered, “you know
what I mean. “Let us be done with
play acting and write another book
together—a serious one—The Book of
Life.

Ssivia looked up loto my face with
a smile, and a look. I shall never for-
get, never before had I seen It on her
tace. I drew her closer to me.

Later, when the dusk had fallen,
she took the pencil and wrote beneath
the words “L'Envol” which I had
written, the word “Finis.” Then she
took the sheet of paper and hid it {n
the bosom of her dress. “I shall al-
ways keep [t she sald, “And what

apltal,” 1

shall we call the new book, dear?”
“Let us call it 'We two,’” [ sald
“Or ‘The Coliaborators,’” she sug-

gested. There was a provoking smile
on her face.

“I' shall pever co}lubam(e with any
one else, Syivia,” I said, “for I could
never achleve such another success.”

“I ‘hope mot,” responded Sylvia,
“apd now, dear, we'll go home.and
tell father that our first book’s com-
plete, and we're starting a new one.”
—The Throne and Country.

Collecting Debt by Dynamite,

By the explosion of 2 dynamite
cartridge at the airhole of a cellar in
M. Messan's bouse &t Salnt Rambert-
sur-Lolre only material damage was
dome. but M. Messan, who is para-
lyzed, was so frightened that he
swooned for a long time and compl-
cations were feared. It Is alleged
that the cartridge was placed by a
bullding contractor who had been re-
fused payment on account of work
dope. M. Pansler, the contractor, has
been arrested.—le Figaro.

When Age comes knocking at the
door n woman senda word that she
ia not at home.

DOG’S PATHETIC DEATH

L4
Faithful Anlmll Grew Infirm- and

Deaf [During 8Six-Year Walt 1n

Frpnt of Montana Bank.

Anaconda, Mont—ghep, the dog
that hus|walted in front of the Daly
bank slx long years for his master,
15 dead.[ He was run over by an
dutomoblle and was so serlously In-
jured that be was shot. Six years
ago Shep’s master, g sheep herder,
came to{town after a season on the
range. He brought the dog with
him. Shep walted outside the bank
while hjs master went inside to
cash a check. While feside the man
was stricken with apoplexy, placed
on B =tretcher and taken to n hos
pital in an nmbulnncc

1t didi not look “hatural to Shep.
but he ruuom:d the ambulance to
the hos, iml and walted outside for
several d:\vs The master dled a
few hnul’s ‘after reaching the hos-
pital. Shep saw the funcral pro-
cessfon, but did not understand, and
he still faited. Then he remember.
ed that his master had gone into the
bank thd last time he had sctually
Been him, so he went there and
curled upon the front steps.
months he would look up
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True friendship
generally helpful,
our friends unwit]
ua’is constituted
things they say to|

We are never g
o%n merits, and
one dilate on thes
ono little good trh
bave we halt
view,

Your friends ate
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you In the most
and say of you th

I, glrls, that It we
cdreful friendship
eat danger for us?
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the flattering
about ourseives.
to percelve our
N we hear some
d make much of
or a talent we
y adopt that

)

haturally trying
ypu; they look at
Iy way possible
nicest things they

)

can,
And if you are ot careful the re-
sult Is—well, one|df |the results will

be & top-heaviness.| | You begin to
think “how clever,( of unselfish, how
kind I must be." even If you
don't say this to yqurself you are often
on the verge of dolng so.

So there Is dangpd th triendship, you
see, when we judgp , without

ly eversi time anyone came out of
the buljding, but his hope began to
wane. -In Bpite of this he kept 2
constant; ‘vigit and had made the
tront of|the bank his home for slx
years, ohly leaving long emough to
get something to eat.

He grew: infirm and deaf during
walt. Each year President
xman of the bank paid his
tax to the city, but be still waited
for the sheep herder who dld not
come outiof the bank, For the last
few months Shep bad been suffering
with ageé 'so fast that it was an et-
fort for him to walk. Then &' fiving
automoblle . struck him and : broke
his back‘A ¢

i
SETS TRAP; CATCHES CATFISH.

Man Had Baited 1t to Get
an’ Otter,

Lead Hill, Ark—~When John Hun-
ter, who|farms and traps near White
River about ten miles from here, set
traps in[thé edge ot that stream he
boped ta catch an otter, but Instead,
captured a seven pound catfish in a
big No.|2} trap.

Otters| are caught, usvally. by
placing [the trap. properly baited
with live micnows at some place
where the furry animals emerge
from the water, or where they build
a slide. |It was in sugh a place that
Hunter staked his trap, arranging it
with welghts oo a slide so that if
an otter| were caught and dived for
doep water he wonld be drowned in-
stead of| gnawing his foot off to es
cape. It iis evident, Hunter believes,
that’ the; big fish made an cffort to
gat the minnow bait set for-the otter
and sprlmg the trap. He did not
drown .when he dived for deep
water add was making a great com-
motion In the water when. Hunter
went to [bis trap.

Arkansa

WEARS| SKIRTS TO MILK COW.

Animal Had Been Property of Wo-
olts When Man Appears.
d. Conn.—Misses Johnie and
se and thelr mother con-
airy farm in North Canton
ail the work on the place
themselves, even doing the milking.
Frank|Stoddard, of West Simbury,
bought & cow of them, and it sé hap-
pened it; was dark when he made his
purchase. Next mcrning, when Stod-
dard wept out to milk his new cow,
it stared at him, bolted, cleared a
stone wall- and disappeared,
Stoddard recailed the Case sisters
had mil
years wi
thought
worked
farm.
dressed
started

thout difficulty. and then the
ame to him that men never
round the cows on the Case
e returned to the house,
1p in his wife’s clothes and
ut In quest of the unruly
cow, which at sight of .the petti-
coats bécame as docile as a lamb.

Farmer; Stoddard, at Iast accounte,

still wa3; wearing skirts when milk-
Ing that{cow. .
Pagsing Ship Saver Seven Castaways

Norfolk Island.
shipwregked crew
El Dora
forced s|
Island.
2,000 m

Australasia—The
of the schooner
o of San Francisco. after a
ay of six months on Easter

Chltean possession about
és out in the Pacific ocean,
were picked up and rescued hy the
Knight of Gurter. a Britlsh. steamer
from Valparalso to New Castle, New
South Wales,

The El Dorado was abandoned at
sea and| her crew of 11 men made
their w2y in a Fnat to Easter Is
land. The place is practically un-
inhebited and is out of all trade
routes. The captair. N. Benson. with
three volunteers set out to sea. After
a 28-day| voyzge he reached Papeste,
one of the Society Islands, and re-
ported the predicament of his ship-
mates. »

Spirits Lead to Stolen Chickens..

Younghtown, O.—When the hen
roost of| Mrs, Anna Sample was rob-
ber of 72 chickens, she mmediately
consulted “the spirits,” she declared
She came to the city and walked
into a butcher shop where she found
her chickens, some of them dressed.

The bpicber said he had purchased
tlem from a farmer. Then Mrs.
Sample (located Martin Neff by the
ald ‘of “the spirita” Neff was ar-
rested as he was about to return
to his home in the country. The

butcher |identified Neft as the mnl

who had nola hlm the chickens.

ed the same cow for several,

some self- by the kindly
opinion of some ohd ¢lse.

This is true when we are
possessed of a sm) flegree of talent,
if we sing or play|sbme musical in-
strument prettily, f we have been
accounted a sucey D amateur the-
atricals,

Admiring friends (Wil shower
with compliments, and
it we are believing
wondertully gifted]

Then, when jafverse critlelsm
comes, we thrust |itf dside, not choos-
{ng to believe the| dishgreecable.

When the girl [whqse parents and
triends have admined her since she
can remember beging her tramp on
the dusty- road of business she will
fnd herself jostiqd) and elbowed by
those trylng to make| headway along
the same highwasl.

These new do not know
that she is partichlprly gifted. They
Judge from what ghey cee, and If this
little newcomer hds|already developed
& large bump of f-hppreclation you
may be sure they| not stop to
soothe It when somel chance remark
has burt It

And then truth sqmetimes suffers
when in the effont|t¢ appear lovable
we flatter those whq have said nice
things to us.

But the greatest d.
this adopting the i
frlends who care {o
who do not stop to
tering us they are g
ed {dea of our own

And this never
goes out into thg
own living. - The | o
never see her giftsiar
same light that hey H
them.

And you may be bure that the light
that the business Irlenas see ber in 18
uot the soft ‘rose| buk in which the
Jther friends bathe ber faults and
merlts alike, the harsh lines
of the faulls add hdking the merits
very lovely, but ir
every day
the faults In all t|
which the merits {o

When you hear iy
glrls, before you beg
the fairtes at your
thelr gift boxes of [b
and all the rest
make a really tryff fal
look ¥ourself. over| jn|
used by the buslness

And plvays
house frlends may|not| be unprefudiced
observers, and thiy their opiuions of
us are generally swhved by thelr love
tor us.

= A

us
before we know
bay we are really

nger, I think, s
ws  of others,
s, certainly, but
think that in flat-
ving us a pervert-
merits,

elps the girl who
rld to earn her
ew  companjons
d meritg Iu the
ome friends see

, which shows
ugliness and in
insignificant.
urself flattered,
n 10 mxx that
i ptied
anty, cleverness
the things that
ry princess, Just
that same light
riends.

that the
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Beans
off the ends of

Buile

With a knite, cu
pods and strings frpm both sides, be-
ing very czrefu] itq remove eve.y
s.red; cut every [bpah lengthwise In
two or three -tripes, land icave them
for half an hour {njccld water. Much
more than cover | thém with boiling
wa'er; boll tlll perféctly tender. It
is well to allow threq hours tor bofl-
tng. Draln well, return to kettle, an
add a dressing of hal|a gill of cream
one znd a half oynces of butter, on¢
even teaspoonful salt and a balf ¢
teaspoonful of pepper| Tils Is suffi-
clént for a quart gf jcopked beans.

{Cake
i
tupful of bitter

stifring bowl, and
hlllpg water unti}

RN )

Chocolate

Shave off one-bbl
chocolate, put in
set the bowi ln

the is di ved. Wiile it
15 ‘dissolving add |ane-half cuptul of
milk, wten dissolveal set 1 a cool
place. When cold| dq two cupfulg of

sugar, one-halt cup
half cupful of mill
yolks of three eggs and the whites of
two. When thest ue well mixed,
stir in two and ¢t r:eﬁourlhs cupfuls
of flour and three tdaspoontuls of bak-
ing powder. Bake In layers end frost
between, :

uljof busier, one-
the well.beaten

for. footwear are
s of heavy: lnen

Anpather novelty
the embroldered s
to wear with linpn dresses. ' They
come iu different [shades, sume being
embroidered in colars,

Fllmy ecarfs, quain
embroldered brocgde

parasols and
bags wiil com-

plete these for the warm
days.
Gold frames, Inf Which sllk bags

he bright glare of |1

A Big Squab Farm.

The largest squab farm (n the coum-
try has 17,600 pairs of parent birds.
This gives 175,000 squabs a year,
which are sold at about 30 cents
aplece, or $62,600 in all. Then there is
an {ncome from old breeders weeded
out and sold for pigeon shoots at 8§
centa a pair. The big shoot fn Flori-
da a couple of months ago cleared all
the. Philadelphia squab farms of ol
birds. The pigeons breed for five
years, and by that time make tough
targets for the expert trap shooter.
Tho squab business {8 expanding
wonderfully. One farm {s planned to
breed .100,000 palrs. The rallroads
now carry grain {o carload lots to the
farms. Squabs mean a saving of
game, 85 they go now Instead of game
birds at nine banquets out of tem.
There 18 all- the possibility {n them
for a tidy little trust. One of thess
days when your squab jumps sudden~
ly in price, you will know that the
Bquab Trust ls [n being.

Paying Pecan Trees.

A stranger coming to Tallahasses {8
surprised at the great number of
pecan trees found in the yards, gar"
deps and on the streets. They are
everywhere, and thousands upon thou-
sands spring up every season, where
the nuts are washed by the rain or
dropped by the birds which feast upon
them. If these trees had been budded
with merchantadle varletles » when
young they would now be producing
thousands of btmshels of the fineat
outs annually, but of even “hese im-
ferlor varletles Taliahassee sells hua-
dreds of dollars worth each year.—
Tallahassee Bulletin.

»

EYE, EAR, NOSE AND
THROAT SPECIALIST,
Eyes tested for Classes FREE.
G. SAMTER, M. D.
114 Gratiot Ave., Cormer Brush
Detroit, Mich.

Wanted500 &)
Bab Rabbits
Large or Small
Any Color

‘When in Toledo, don’t miss

HENRY WERSELL
THE LEADING BIRD STORE.

Dealer in imported canaries, Mex-
ican parrots, pigeons, dogs, rabbits,
gold fish, bird cages and impo:
seed. Pet stock in general. Poultry
supplies, remedies for dogs and
poultry.
We board your pets and bm'ls.
Mounting of birds and animals,
GOODS SOLD ON COMMISSION.
Bell Phone Main 2800.
608 Summit Street, TOLEDO, 0.

HOLSTEIN CATTLE

In the next 30 days, I will offer for
sale 200 head of high-grade Holsteln
belfers x-unnlnf,;d

BprMEIng Dag fo freshen now. well
marked. ~ an

004 ‘condltion

They will run /8

and"15/16 Holateln

are  bred to

reglstered bulla

Wil also offer 100 head of futly de-
Teloped: hény mitking cowe. pert o
them tresh, and valance due o freshen
so0n. 0 have 25 head of registered
and hlsh gmde bulls of no rdlatlon to
the above cows or helfers.

& few cholee
ofter In
an $15.00
Flm et caes

Tite ‘me for particutars,
JAMES DORSEY, Dept. P, P,
Gilberts, Knne County, llltanla.

exch

‘BETTER PRICES

FARMERS—We are paylng §
cents above the Offical Detrolt
Market for Dew-lald eggs
shipped dlrect to us by ex-
press. Write us for Informa-
llom It will pay you.

ERIC
BUTTER &C| c?
31 GRISWOLD ST. DETROIT MICH.

[seseseseseseseseszsseseseses ()

To Pipe Smokers

T
‘QJNGLEV‘S

'WILD

'FRUIT|

T CnTwNG an SHOKING

TOBACLD

We Are lndependent

and have 7o one to please but our cus-
tomers. We have been making high
tobaceo for more than
hall a century and “Wild Frui” is our
best effort 1t it Union MldA P.cl(gq
m ﬁvc cent fol cent
pouches, eight nddxxn:l
mu Pmml

coupons in il packages
Should you fail mﬁndlha 'Wudl’mh"
stock, send us

wmade of a plece c(ilha frock may bel
, slipped, are populit Bmong French
Wwumen. 1

I

@

Jno.J.Bagley & Co. Detroit, Mich,
e e e T e




