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RED TERROR

By olaribel Edwin

“She’s a terror, ‘she i3 Whea I
think of the times I coulda taken ‘er

'—* Sam Birke!t, the btacksmith,
made a gruasoma twisting gesture,
thea shrugzed in impoteat disgust and
let bis huge, bairy fists fall limply ¢o
the tadle.

With am angry exclamation he
snatched his left hand up 2zaia aed
thrust the side of it isto his mouth.
“Well, there’s oae thizg.™ he mutterad,
betweea poisy sucks “Shes got a
marg to match tais, and I'l warraat
she got a crick in ‘er meck tryia® to
€as2 the pain*™ A

“I pover did hold with making pets
of vermin,~ said his wifa, severely.
“Nor azy other creature, neither: un-

¢ less, maybe, a aice bird in a cage.~

“Pets!™ snortad Sam. “You kaow
well eaougd I meant to train up that
thers weasel to cateh the rats—same's
you do with the ferret. But since she
waut wild she’s destroyed more chicks

Red’s huntiog weat on. Sometimes |-

waiting ' to pounce, she kept 50 still
that 836 coxld distinguish evea tha
g tistest sounds: the thin scream of a
mole, {naundible to most ears; the soft
beats of an owl's mufled wings: tha
click of a beetle’s winzcases 2s the
insect settled 02 ths ground: and tha
ned hi of a large
caterpillar on the heather fust abore
her head. At other times she parsued
her wictims boldly, relyiog oa keea
sceet and swiftaess rather thas on
guile, bat erea ia tho darkness huat-
jag chiefly under cover. 'Although ag
intervals duricg the night she risited
her home, whea dawn broka she was
still huatisg, taking toll of tha foolish
rabbits that javaded the tarf surround-
ing tho stunted oak. At last, tirad out
and satiated, she cusled up in the fork
of the tres and fell aslesp.
. Far into the day the weasal slept
whila the sua blazéd dows on the
moor axd the blackeaed broom-pods
Popp2d and the willow-herb fruits split
azd curled. The wind - 1iftad, and the
smeil of the gipsies® fira was blown
right across to Red's Ro.me. She stir-
red slightly, sniffed distastefully, and
settled down 23283, Tha smell grew

tha nthe rats ever did, and

He examined his hand rueiully.
Tae dull purple weal, shaped like a
horseshoa, was still teader to the
touch; the weasel had bitten deeply.
He thought again of the matching scar
on the animal's flank and grinned a
trifla shamefacedly. Of course, as
Sam loudly and repsatedly declared,
Red had deserved all she had got: the
searing touch of hot iron added to a
blow that had sent her rolling over
and over in the dust outside the forga.
But he had not beana able to forget the
sight of his former pet approaching
him, with an odd mixture of conii-
dence and bawilderment, though only
a few “hours had passed since the
slaughter of three of his chickens. He
was stiil secretly troubled by the mem-
ory of her scream of pain. If the hot
horseshoe he had hurled at her had
struck her squarely shke would un-
doubtedly have been killed; evea the
glancing blow might well have brought
about her deat™, and for‘ten days af-
ter the iucident at the forge Sam Bir-
keit had thought that it had done so.
Then he had missed another chicken.
Admittedly, the rats might have been
at their thieving again; but one night,
a weex or two later, Sam had been
wakened by a frightened cackling
from the hen.roosts and, looking out
of his bedroom window, had seen a
sinuous form stezling across the roof
of a shed in the yard.

HeSE s

it w33 sUtad time after =iidday that
Sam Birkett lcoked up at the moaar
and saw a gzreat cloud of grey smoka
shot with fame: His forge fire sme!l-
ed so strongly that the Crifting smoke
bad faflad to attract his atteation, and
the heather was wall alight before he
had any suspicion of the moor-fire. By
the time ha reached the frinze of tha
waste ground half the avatlable moa

in the village were oa their way to
the place.

“Blast them gipsies!* said Sam, as
he snatched up a plank, with which to
b -t out the flames. “Shoulda’t be al-
lowed to camp oa tue moor. Always
up to soma mischief.*

Between him and the blazing area
ran a shallow stream. As he forded it
his eyes fell on a small creature com-
ing straight towards him out of the
smoke. “Well, I'm jigzered,” he ex-
claimed. “It's Rad.”

The weasel came doggedly on, ignor-
ing him completely, and he saw that
something dangied from her mouth.
At first he thought that sha had seized
one of the frightened crsatures flee-
ing from Lhe fira; theu ha realized that
it was & young weasel that she carried,
and that another squirmed already on
the damp grass at the stream's edge.
When shs had lald down the second
youngster, Red hesitated} ran a few
yards towards the smoke, then return-
ed to ker babies and stood over them,
teeth bared, fur bristling, glaring at
Sam. He understood at once. There
were other babies to be fetched from

“Stopped an® looked up at me.” he
said, half-admiringly, as he ro-told the

tale to his inmatteative wife. *“An’ the
mooualight shinin® full on ‘er side an®
showin® up that'bare hor:

as white as ‘er little wai

was Red, sure enough.”

“There isn’t room cunough on her
side for the print of a horseshoe.” ob-
Jected his wife. “Shes no thicker
than your thumb, the uasty slinking
creature.” i

“l don’t care” maintained Sam.
“Ilorseshoe-shape ‘er scar is, same as
mire. An' she'il carry it to ‘er dring
day—iwhich 1 ‘ope will be soon. Six
more chicks last night!”

“And not eaten, neither; just kiiled
out of sheer wickedness.”

“It's ‘er nat re.  All the same, it's
got 1o ston. - I'm ready for ‘er to-night.
Traps an® paison, and my gun.- Oh,
I'll get “er this time, never fear! It's
real war hetween me an® Red.”

From the low fork of & solitary and
stunted oak-tree a fullzrown weasel
sprang lizhtiy to tho ground, stretched
her forelezs. dug her claws into the
dry turf, flexed her slender body sev-
eral times and yawned; then ambled
Off ‘towards the nearest thicket. She
had not gone far when she suddenly
contorted herself and bit savagely at
her own hind-leg, removed a clinging
bucr and spat it out. A young hare,
springing  paric-strickea  from its
grassy form, set the broom-bushes
swaying, and the tense pods, bursting,
peppered the weasel with small shot..

An acrid smeil, which had puzzled
more . than one wild animal of the
moorland, had become familiar to the
weasel. Although it did not cause her
actual fear, she moved away from it
when she Ieft the clearing. The days
were over when Sam Birkett’'s Red
had doubts about men: she knew bet-
ter now than to walk up to 2 man be-
sidz2 a roaring fire, so she turned away
from - the gipzy encampment and
sought a  more secluded hunting
ground on the far side of the thicket.
For some time after she had come in-
to the blacksmith’s possession, as a
mars youngzster, she had been docile
ensugh, and Sam had been convinced
that che was tamable. Even after she
had turned ou him one day, and dug
her sharp little teeth viciously icto his
hand. there had been moments of un-
certainty. - Her wild instincts, stirring

- atresh with her maturity, had not Te-

asserted themselves in a flash.  More
than once during the week following
her escape from captivity she had
bezn inclined to relinquish her free-
dom.  The stinging pain of the burn
on her flank had ‘settled the matter.
The scarred weasel that revisited the
hen-yard behind the blacksmith’s cot-
tage was a thoroughly wild animal:
an cnemy. - She distrusted all men,
and hated the smell of their fires.
For an hour after turning away from
_the camp, Red was busy. She began
her hunting by pouncing on 2an unsus-
pacting  bank-vole and crushing its
skull with one grip ot her strong jaws.
Then she caught the scent of 2 youzng
rabbit “and pursued
above ground and uader ground, never
slde-tracked even for an Instant by the
crossing trails of other rabbits, or: by
. tmid mice  cowering, terror-stricken,
~~within a few inches of her path, until
finally she came upon her quarry. in
~ 2 blind ‘burrow and flung herselt ex-
citedly at ‘the quivering huddie of fur
and warm' flesh.  With the" rabbit’s
blood still - staining -her. mouth, - the

~ weavel. crouched ‘in the entrance of

- the burrow walting for the’ next-comer.
‘3More than enough ford for the might

>, ~day -scarcely touched in the darkness
- bohind her, but her blood-lust had been

: “+“/don the
o ?{.&'nz-‘

the danger zone.

“So that’s why you left me, Red.
Wanted a mate, eh? Got a family
now. More chicken killers! Well, in-
to the water they go—and a good rid-
dance, too.”

Before Sam could .carry out his
threat, a wild cry sounded out of the
smoko and a gipsy woman, half de-
mented, came running towards “him,
grabbing-and screaming and imploring
him to find her child. Breaking away
from her clutching hands, Sam cursed
ber roughly, but he dipped his coat in
the stream and set off at a run towards
the smouldering ruins of the camp.
There was no sign of - the missing
child. A hobbled horse, unkempt and
halt-starved, was screaming fearfully;
it nearly kicked Sam when he stooped
to cut the rope. A hare, with ears flat
and eyes staring, raced past, swerving
to avoid him, and took an enormous
leap over a low gorse bush that burst
into sudden flame under a rocket of
sparks from another clump. The heat
was - terrific. Sam's hands were
scorched and his”hair and eyebrows
badly singed before a message reached
him that all the gipsy children wero
safe, and that he would be better em-
ployed helping to beat out tho flames
on the strip of heather that was being
burnt under control, to check the pro-
gress of the fire in the direction of the
village. 2
Choking and cursing still more furi-
ously, Sam stumbled back to the
stream to soak his coat once more and
to pick up his plank. As he flung the
wot coat over his head he again caught
sight of Red—but such a Red!
Scorched  aud blackened, blear-eyed
and wheezing, the weasel staggered
weakly from the smoke-cloud with an-
othel; young one drooping from -her
aching jaws. Sam Birkett was a rough
fellow, but pity and admiration stirred
in him as the mother weasel added a
fourth limp creature to the pathetic
heap on the damp grass and fell down
beside it, utterly exhausted. He prod-
ded her charred-body with his boot.
Red opsned bloodshot eyes and snarl-
ed.  Ane feeble protective movement
towards her family was all that she
could accomplish. Her eyes closed,
her jaw sagged; ‘sho lay still. 3

“Dead,” muttered Sam. He looked
uacertainly at the four little weasels.
Their eyes were open, but they were
mot more -than - 'a fortnight old, still
quite dependent on - their " mother.
Knowing that they would die without
her care, Sam decided that he could
safely leave them where they were in
the  meantimo.. Ho had como to re-
gard all weasels as pests, but some-

throw  the helpless ‘litter. into ' the
stream while the. body of the gallant
and dovoted mother wasstill warm.
He was glad.that she was dead and
that he need not finish her off with a
stone.: The horseshoe scar, gleaming
white on her bl ckened skin, d

it relentlessly, ! weascls.

an accusation.
Sam:was co busy for the next few
hcuss  that ke forgot — all about the
Ia ‘the evening, ‘when all
that remained of the moor-fire wis a
lingering smell of charred wood and
a few wisps of smoke trembling above
the black. heather stumps, like seed-
wool on a.wintry hedge, he came stroll-
ing up the slope by the. streamside,
pulling “at- his “pipe -and’ glancing: to
right and to left. He was looking. out

yet cause trouble, and it was not until
he reached the spot where Red’s fam-
ily had lain that he recalled:the 4nci-
dent.: . With-a start of: surprise he
stopped and stared.

Etdused; and it was too soon. to aban-
6. Joy. of the cbase - for . mere

‘were_there—and no Red. ..
l - A sudden uneasy

little . bodles, but .no - young - weasels

QA

how he-could not bring himself. to].

for smouldering shrubs, which might |

The’ long- grass
still bore " the imprint of the huddled |-

Thrilling moment as graceful racin.
- Scotia Yacht Clud, oft Halifax, with Buccaneer healing into wind.
line, but lost race to the Crea IL.

through handicap.

€ yachts turned first buoy in race sponsored by Royal Nova
Blue Heron was first to cross finish

ed the thought of birds-of-prey and
carrion-eaters from Sam's mind, and
he looked upwards just in time to ses
the dauntless mother weasel making
Ooff over the brow of the nearest hiN.
ock. All his animosity revived.
Shouting with anger, he gave chase.
Red quickened her pace, but did not
make much headway. She was tired
and in great pain, and the body of her
young one impeded her considerably,
She dropped it for an inatant to-get a
better grip; then began to run again.
Sam shouted. Red looked back over
her ahoulder and the little weasel
dangled in full view. Again Sam
shouted, and Re’d was off with a”sud-
den spurt of panic. It did not last. She
{altered, stood still for a moment,
trembling violently, and then, to Sam’s
surprise, dropped her burden and sped
uphill without it.

“Aha!™ he snzeréd. “There's a fine
mother—savin® ‘er own skin.” - He
reached the young weasel and bent to
examine It. It was dead; really dead,
cot merely exhausted as Red had
been when he had left her lying by the
Streamside. Sam nodded thoughtful-
Iy. “She wouldn'ta dropped it it she
hada't been sure it was dead: no mat-
ter ‘ow near I was.” Baflled, but not
altogether vexed, he watched the in-
domitable weasel urge her pitiful ;
wreck of a body to a final dash for;
liberty. The powdery ash rose in a
littla. black cloud behind her, as she
ran across the last bare stretch of
burnt  moorland - towarC~ the - dense
bracken-patch - that - hid the threo
youngsters she had contrived to save.
Sho flung herself desparately into the
sanctuary. The cool green stems and
fronds swayed for a moment and grew
still.—John O'London’s Weekly.
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“Why can’t Jones and his~wife
agree?”

“He married an automobile girl
on a wheelbarrow salary.”

. He Still Te;ches at 97

IoeBergs Fail to Appear
On Atlantic Route

Paris.—Captaina  of trans-Atlantic
liners repoct that there are almost
no icebergs to be sighted at sea Just
now, although this I3 the normal
time of the year when ~'the great
berga come floating down from
Greenland. !

Usually about the beginning  of
May- the Icefields between Labrador
and Greenland -begin  to break up,
and giant bergs float south into the
steamer lanes.

It i3 believed that the huge ice
masses have beea “shipwrecked” on
the Labrador and ‘Greenlaad coasts.

-Freack meteorologists expressed
the bellef that, while most of the
bergs may have run aground, these
which ocontinue floating south do

not survive so long as formerly ba

cause each year. the warm Gulf
Stream . spreads - farther north, melt-
ing the Ice masses befora they can
endanger s!!ipplpg.

—_———
Obeying Orders

A railway direcior rebuked a ticket
collector  who allowed him to -go
through ‘the barrier without produc-
ing his pass.

“No matter if you do know who I
am,” he said, In reply to the collec-
tor's excuse. - “I am entitled to ride
free only when I am travelling with
that pass. You.don't know whether-
I have It or not.”

The collector, nettled into actlon,
demanded to see the pass.

“That’s right,” exclaimed the dire-
ctor. “Here—why—where—weli, [
declare! I must have left it at the
office.” -

“Then you'll have to pay your
fare,” responded the collector grim-
Iy.

And he did.

O ey

The Public

The public man needs but ona pat-
ron, viz., the lucky moment. It Is as-
tonishing how capricious, how sudden
are the changes-In>value of ‘a public
man. All depends upon whether the
public want or believe they want the
man. Aund that I3~ a question upon
which tite public. do ‘not know their
own minds a week before nor do they
always kcep in the same mind, when
made up, for a week together. It they

Professor - Francesco = Berger, Lon-
don’s oldest’ music teacher, is still"
giving plano lessons at 97. ' When
reminiscensing, he lalks enthuslastic-
ally of Charles Dickens and many !
other Victorfans.  He knew Mendels-?
sohn and a host = of famous musi-
cians, and his memory 'is unusually
keen. -

him . aside -or cry. him down.

do not want the man,, it he do not hit
the taste nor respoad to the exi i
of the time, whatever his eloquence,
hi3 ‘abilities, - his virtues, they. push
Is he
wanted? ~Does the mirror of the mo-
ment reflect his fmage?  That mirror
is an_Intense magnlfier,  his -propor-
tions swell, they become gigantic.

* —Arthur Hammersteln,

Hat Pins Stage
Comeback in Hats

Modern Chapeau  Perches
Half on and Half off
the Head -

New York.—Hat pins—mother will
remember them—are coming back in
the waks of new hat styles.

Bobbad . hair’ put hat pins on the
shelf; bobbed halr and the fact. that
the long points - were favariably jab-
bing paople. New millinery 13 bring-
ing them back.

The plns will be of Jenior size:
short and useful for anchoring the
new little hats.  Coiffures will - un-
dergo changes, too. Women efther
will permit their hate to grow or
use tricky false  curls and even
switches. -

The modern boanets “roost” halt
on, half off the head. -

French millinars "have introducad
& band of ribbon which ties across
the left side of the kead. American
designers have employed an elastic
bandean to keep the hat on.

The ribbon and the bandeau, wo-
men have found aré a aulsance, In
lieu of something to keep the bon-

ing their friendship with the hat pin.
The new hats are reminiscont of
the dayz of Empress Eugenie, wife
of Napoleon IiI.
5% —
Paris Reports Drop
In Tourist Trade
of  tourist

Paris. — Directors
. agencies, here in- connection - with
the conference ot transatlantic
steamship companies, said Tecently
that there is no. use denying that
this year's-tourist season i3 a fail-
ure. . One of them said that his
business so ‘far is: §0 por cont. less
than it was last year. TN

An agreoment wag expected ic the
conference regarding proposed ro-
ductions of transatiantic steamship
fares.

The * - popularity ot comfortable
one-class liners was advanced as a
reason for ‘converting all but the
biggest and fastest liners Into cabin
class - steamers.  This considera-
tion was expected fo weigh heavily
in_“favor of ' malataicing  approxi-
mately the present rates for first
class accommodations  .In the fast-
est .liners. " - British™ “ companies, * it
was~reported, continue ‘to favor at
least a 25 per cent. cut In first class
rates. e ;

. “Nowadays a show hes to be a
Wwow or it -doesn’t go. " There's no-
thing between a furore -and a-flop.”
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SAYS HE'S 60T T BOR-

ROW A B15 S(REW TOR.
PUTIING UP. THE SCREEN
DOOR - HE'L BE RIGHT

BACK :

-

HOLDS HOSE 0

SUBURBAN HEIGHTS—BORROWING - .

LES CRUM'I5 0UT-OF SRES, 6086 OVER 10
- STOPS TO WAIH
HE LAWN

TOR [RVING - TRED
IAPPET. WHILE HE'S CALLED THE GAR.
0 PHONE 51RV: ONLY. HAS 70 INTER

Ty

LES MOW

PERLEY

100 GROSS:
BECKS. 6E15 INTEREST-
ED ADVISING 100 WHERE
T SETOUT” HIS AZALEAS.
TORGETS T0 ASK ABOUT:
SCREW. -~ -

By GLUYAS WILLIAMS

MILT GRIGSBY. 1S FIYING |
AERIAL-ON RDOF AND -
CANT COME DOWN- . -
WATCHES MILT.FOR A -
WHILE . -

-~

net clamped tight women.are renew- |-

"%..| Department of. Agriculture.  Exclusive

| chased by"Saskatchewan farmers-un-

‘l‘hasacreza.ctm‘notamnyotxor-
wegian bhunters ia planting their na-
tional fag orer 2 section of Eastorn
G fand 28d “claiming the area in
the name of their sovereiga has raised
the guestion az to the owaership of

Norw;;s Role in Greenland |
. Stretches Far Back in History

Dowers, with Sweden, were raited ua-
der a eingls King Erik of Pomerania
Ia thiz unfon the Norwezlans were
dominated by the Dames whp seized
the high administratire posts fa the
government. At length, after the Na-

that vast frozea plat Whils
Creenland is considered to bs Danish
territory, it was discorered by Norse-
mez aed was Norwegiaa territory in
early days. For 49 yearz Norway and
Deamark wero usnited, and Greealand
¥23 2 0103y beloaging to both. Als,
Norweziaa expaditions hava made the
section claimed by tha hunters 3 basa
of operations, and have thuz coms to
100k upoa it as theirs by right of occu-*
pation,

Tha first record of Greealand dates
from the bezinning of the teath cea-
tury, when the Norwezian Cunnbjorn
is reported to have scen a land to
the west of Iceland, beliaved to have
beez tha southern tip of ths couatry.
In 982 another Norwagian, Sria the
Red (whoss soa, Leit Ericson, i3 be-
lieved to hava reached America in
1099), sailed from Iceland, discovered
the land described by Guanbjorn and
spent thres years exploring it.

Thea followad the colonization pa-
riod by Norwegians. The settlera es-
tablished churches - and monasteries,
and, until the middla of the thirteanth
century, had their own republican
sovernment. Abdut 1259 they wers in-
ducad to swear allezianca to tha King
of Norway.

For ceaturies the history of Greean-

p fe wars, fa 1214, tha usion was
¢« solved Creenland, Ieeland azd the
Farces were not mentioned in the dis-
solution agreement, aa dttey were all
kept by Danmary. .

Iz the medatime the relationship ba-
tweea the Greanland coloafes and their
motherland, Norway, kad gradueally
faded away. The last 3hip known to
bava visited the old Norsa coloaies ia
Greanland returned tp Norway ia 14190,
With o support from homa the coloa-
i23 decayed rapidly, the settlers either
being destroyad by the Eskimos or ab-
sorbed by Intermarriage with them.
When John Daris visited Greealand in
1535 there was .o siza of any p2opls
there excapt the Eskimos.

TE27 5831 cwast of Jreeatand Is do
signated as Danish Greenland, <he
eastern part being more uader Nor
weziia influszca. It trade i3 2 mon
opaly of the Danish Crown, dating
from 1774, and for purposes of govera-
ment and trads the west coast is di-
vided into two inspectorates, southern
and ‘northera. Each inspactorate is
divided into districts, thesza again com-
prising about sixty trading sattle-
ments which dot the coast for a dis-
tanca of 1,000 miles. Theso littla col-
oaies consist of merely a few houses.
There are only a few hundred Euro

land follows the history ot Norway
and Deamark. In 1397 these

two,

paans in Greenland, and probably
about 12,090 Eskimos.

What New York
Is Wearing

BY ANNABELLE WORTHINGTON

Nustrated Dréssmaln‘ny Pattern Fur-
nisked 1Wits Every Pattern

~ R~

A printed chiffon cotton voile that

shows smart sophistication for town.

It is summety” and cool, and yet so
entirely practical. It’s tubable too.

Electric Eye F olds
_ Paper Napkins

The ext time you are on a picnic
and are kanded a well-foldad paper
1apkin with your lunch, you may be
using a napkin which has been inspect-
cd by the magic eleccric eye.

A large Mid-Western manufacturer
of paper products has adopted this de-
vice as an aid in makiag neat folds'in
its paper napkins.

Says B. S. Havens, of tha Genaral
Electric’s News Bureau, in a rocent
press bulletin:

“The paper napkins are manufactur.
ed in various desigas and colors. The
paper is fed from rolls to machines
which emboss it, fold *t, and cut it.
Herctofore it has been difficult to
keep the paper in the correct position
so the capkin would be folded in the
centre with the edges even and, since
folding doubles any error in aline.
ment, it took but a vary slizht devia-
tion to result in napkins poorly foxdad
and, consequently, rejected.

“The situation was remedied by us-
ing"the photoslectric relay, a device
which is sensitice to changes in ight
inten .ity. This relay is set to keap a
watch on the »dges of the tissue “aper
as it runs through the machiae, anrd
by means of sizrai .izhts, warns the
operators to change the position of the
paper when it is not in the :orrect
position for producing neatly <olded
napkins.

“The arrapgement of the equipment
is as follows: A lamp is fixed to shine
down on the tissue paper at a point
just before the machine folds and suts
the dinished napkin. Immediately be-
low the edge of the paper are olaced
two photoelectric tubes so arranged
that a decrease of light actuates oe,
and an increase of light actuates the
other. The one affected by decrease
in light is a little to one side of the
paper, 50 that the full amount of lizht
normally shines’on it. Thus if the
paper moves away from its correct po- -
sition toward that relay, the amount
o! light striking the tube is diminished
by being intercepted by the tissue
paper. The oth:r tube is placed a cor-

The bolero is most u 1 crossed
and buttoned at the front.

The hips are snug. - The skirt has
sufficient flare expressing smart fem-
ininity without being fussy. A unarrow
ribbon velvet belt indicates the natur-
al’-vaistline. z S E

Style No. 2643 may be had in sizes
16, 18 years, 36, 33, 40 and 42 inches
bust-
Emerald green - flat crepe  silk,
shantung in dusty-pink, red and white
printed - batiste and pale blue silk
pique are stunning ideas for this_ckic
model.

Size 36 requires 4% yards 39-inch
material and 1% yards 2% inch rib-
bon for belt. - Ay

HOW TO ORDER PATTERNS

Write your name and address plain-
ly, giving number and size -of such
patterns as you want.”. Enclose 20¢ in
stamps or.coin-(coin preferred; wrap
it ‘carefuly) - for each number, and
address your order to Wilson Pattern
Service, 73 West Adelaide St., Toronta.

" Demand for Livestock
4 Increases -
Regi:ia.,Saékalchewah.——A marked
increase in'the demand of Saskatche-
wan farmers for-live stock is indlcated
in-the records of transactions under
the - Saskatchewan Live-Stock = Pur-
chase and Sale Act, during the 1930-31
fiscal year, now being compiled by the
Live  Stock Branch of the :Provincial

of-feeder steers. which wera: handled
under a different option, approximate:
Iy 1,300 head of cattle have:been’ pur-

der the provisions of ‘the ‘Act-during
the fiscal period referred to, this: be-
Ing: the: largest -number: in any- year
since 1919. - In addition, 230 bulls werg
purchased,: the, largest . number- nce
1922. . British’ demand : for; sheep and
swine_ also’is: noted,  the 3,500 ewes
purchased: being more  than in" any
year since 1918 and the 1,000 sows:be-
ing four times as 3
vious ‘year."

many as.in any, pre-{. -

responding distance under the paper
itself, and its normal condition s te
receive light already diminished by the
interception of the tissue paper. Thus,
should the papec move away from the
correct position in the other direction,
the second.relay will be actuated oo-
cause its tube receivés more light thar
it normally should. :

* “Each ‘photoelectric relay controls
an .indicating light visible to the ma-
chine operator, one a red light 'and
the other green. When the operator
sees the light flash on, ha knows he
must shift the paper back to the cor-
rect position, and the color of the light
tells him which way to shift it.”

—_—

Lines to a Practical Man
By Anderson M. Scrugss, in The
Herald Tribune (New York):
You who have tossed the sun aside
* and quenched -
The rainbow in the
mind,
Whoso ears are deaf to winds, whose
thoughts are clenched
Like rivets to.the turmoil .aund the
grind—
You can not shut:your heart forever-
~ - "more x g
Against: the siege of laurel from a
"L ohillg : Ziv e :
A sparrow's note will"batter "down:
-~ your door
In that - last hour - when all
thought grows stiil.

darkness of your

but

Then. shall the lilac's” breath come .
back to hover - Pag
Over the deepening twilight in your
; - brain, - L2 S
The moon return like a rejected lover. ;
The creatures of the heart your hands
S -have slalnm=" i - " Aok
Shall find a tongue, and from the dark-
i~ - ening sky - %

Forgotten stars: will stab like a cry.




