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“on its mate.

y 'm HALVORSON smkm t.he
~-rose tinged .stove; ahul:ldared at |

the eerle cry of a coyote oft on |

" the mﬂ-m?pmﬂ hills .and agaln -picked
up- one - of & pair of newly varnished
 gkis. that .she had been ' working over.

£ Her alim fingers were stainéd with gilt
Her blue" apron’ had splotches)
nf._.'lt down the front, She wrinkled her |-

paint.

. nose &t the signs of her amateurishness,
then sat down, balanced the slender

‘plece of wood on her updrawn knees and |

continued her work.
One long, slender .plece ut polished

I wood already  stood behind  the . stove.
. Across  the curved polnt was printed 1o |
='—'~‘-ti.n3r gllt . letters *‘Comet.”

Astrid - was
_ . Just applying the final s of “Cometess”
Wilbur Biddle was coming
‘that evening to go skling over the hard-
wind-packed -snow. If the sky remained
cloudless, it would be & mconlit night. -
Skiing wad the ane joy that Astrid got
out of -winter in the " isolated foothills,
Her Iather had tnught- her the art, which
h.ad. seemed to .come to her naturally.
-8he went everywhere on the two slendet
pleces of wood, and she never crossect her
skis or took tumbles going dowmhill, as

. nished the skis the nlght hamm. pn.inung

the names pon them had been an after-
--thought, ﬁumething to - keep her hands
‘busy during the long, winter day. .She
‘had béen:alone since early morning.
Astrid got up -when the Cimetess —was |-

b
e
-

. bad nilght..

- flushed "face of the girl.

) —ready and,-standing-it_beside the Comet |.

behind the Tuddy stove, backed away to
survey. her work. ®She satill held the
camel-hair brush pinched between her
right thumb and fore-finger. Her cheeks
were flushed, - A happy sparkle came to
her eyes—eyes that.were the color of
fax blossoms. And her hair, which was
like the fibres of flax stalks, hung about
her face in unruly wisps; she had been
g0 mucH interes.ed in her painting that
she had shoved it unthinkingly this- slde
____and that with _the back of her hand
u.nul it had= escaped the pins. Bhe was
ngluw th anticlpation of the evening
- when she should send the glistening skis
skimming across the hard snow.

A moment later, hearilng booted Teet
iIn the shed, she turned to the . door.
Flinging. it open, Ehe “stared  into the
md&r—cheeked face cf a panting youth.
wyrilbur!” she gasped. “I didn't e:tp-ect
you. Come In.”

Wilbur Biddle made no move t.u enter.
He was clothed wu.rmly agalnst the crisp
December cold; his body was wrapped
ln a sheep-lined coat with a fur collar,

“and a wool cap fitted close a.bnut. Irds-

‘head. He-" carried a coil of new Tope,
'looped over one arm and he had a rifie
tucked beneath the other. Two wide
leather ‘straps bit into the -thitkness of.
_his “comt,” one round his waist, the other
across one shoulder and his chest. Astrid
saw a small axe hanging from the walist
strap, and when he turried to close the
door of the shed she caught a glimpse
_-of steel traps attached tn the shoulder
gtrap. T

“You're coming m, aren't ;mu?" -she
asked, holding wide the kitchen door.

He shook his head. “pot now. Il be
hack later. I'm golng down to the river,

I thought I'd bring the lariat mpe FOUe-r-

fatiter ordered.. ,Ed.. Spesok brought it
uut. from tzwn this morning.”

' He slipped-hle arm out of t.he nuued
rnp& and handed it to her. Astrid took
¢, "put she :ﬁmamm in the doorway.
“wypather is -gone.” Jeanie Mack had a
They sent for mother. Father
" took her over.. I've been alome all the
morning. Won't yol come in and warm
yuur fest?™ .

' WWilbur again shook his head.
r;an 't,” he explained,’ smiling at

l'iI
the

T've got to take a run over my trap line.
And I'm figuring on crossing the river
to ‘make. some additional sets. The
vYellow Rock Is frozen now, and I want
to pick my sets beinre Charley Piet‘m g!:t.a
ahead of me"

oIt's a lttle early for crossing the
river, lsn't it?" inquired the girl, and her

. face suddenly lost its happy flush. “This

i3 the first cold spell, you know."

ey know,” he replied  gulckly, vand
I've got_lo-take advantage of it. Charley
Ple*re got ahead of me last year-because

——-——-_--—-I— walted.  Charley never had any, trouble

¢

. Jpurst out.

I = lom ngl.r thu middle of the stream,” she

-"ldd#d-
‘Wlburhlﬂhhhmdmthunuhnf

.crossing the Yellow ‘Rock In December.

I'm just as able as he is”

Astrid . was silent; for some Vague

reasqm she mistrusted the Yellow Rock.

Tta mur.‘ldy swirling water filled her with
strange apprehension, It seemed treach-
erous. On the surface it was much like
other rivers, but theré+:were under cur-
rents that. m‘us-ed the lazy swirling. She
had heard tales tzo of how deceltiul the
sluggish appef&rance of the.water W

“The Yellow :El'.aur:k—}-]’. hate it1”
~It {sn't safe. It's trll::‘k:y
weit a day or two. Two msht,auu: freez-
ing weather can make a lot of differ-

ence.” s S
‘" Wilbur lnu:hed “And two nights of

. freezing weather can give courage to a

.dozen trappers,” he sald- _ i

. “But you don’t know the Yellow Rock’

as T do. Ive lived right here in -sight
of it for ' Bix years, I Jmnm It ian't safe
to ¢ross on the ice pow.” ¥
.ﬁsl‘.ﬂ.ﬂ eyed his bulky form. WrappEd
weighted down .as he was, what

/cozlg he do against the lc r.-urtentu of

Yellow Rock?,

_ "It can't be much m than fuhl:rér

s dangerous. BStay here”™

“I'm late nNow.g.

al‘u:'1 :

the shed dmr “If I stay here much
longer, you'll be bribing me” she said,
laughing. - “I'm not afraid. Dun't-w'qn'y
about me. IX'll get along all right. And
it's going 4o be a great night for shoot-
ing down Ski ‘Hill; don't Iurge[-. tl:_uoa.t

He smiled at the ﬂﬂﬂuu.mﬂss of her
face as he pulled open the- door. .
Astrid sald nothing more until he had
Et.eppi:d. nul:., Then she rtmhed to the
outside door. . :

“Thanks: for hrlngiug the mpm she
called after him. ~Father's preparing for
sprlng nlready. he's making lnriats And
be carefull™

Astrid cnuId not help smiling at the
carefree chuckle that ' escaped Wilbur's
lips.
all, fearless. She liked him for that.
Nothing seemed to daunt him, He al-
ways faced every difficulty with a smile.
As gshe went back into the warm room,
admiraticn and nniler,g struggled -within
her. - , -

She clrnpped the coll of rope-on t.he
kitchen “table and put away .the gllt and
the camél-hair brush, Next shé care-
fully .‘Inapenl-ed the Comet and the
Cometess. Then she tucked the Hnut.law
wisps of flaxen halr. into place. But
those actions were ummpurtant they
merely ‘put off -the thing she wanted to
d>. Pinally she wu]]r.ed to the curtained
window that overlooked the lnng mnpe
tu the river and peered olut. -

stood cut distinctly against the damling
white of the snow. A :rhﬂl Wan sun
shone on the blanketed hills.- The gl.m'e
was hard on -her. eyes, but she -did mot
draw back., Her gaze anxiously followed
the receding boy. Unnatural llnes creas-
ed her smooth face. She was wobried.

Halfway .down the steep slope, & quUAr-

‘Atrld stood watching, the youth paused

on the edge of = sharp pitch and looked
hm::k. Astrid thought It lmpossible- that
he could see her white face framed in
the square window, but he Jifted his
hand and waved nevertheless. She did
not try to wave back, for he turned
lmmed.latt]y and plunged onward. How-
ever, & flood of color swept through her
smooth ‘cheeks, driving away the look of
anxiety. and for the next few minutes
she saw ncthing distinetly. Witbur Biddle
had been her only- companion during the

foothills had been-a lonely place until
he came. Since then he had been &
gsort of blg brother-to-her, always looking
out for her happiness. He planned un-
expected excusions to break the mon-
otony_ of the foot- hill life, and he always
brought a spirit of  light- -heartedness$
with him when he cu.me to the Halvor-
son-shack. Not once that Astrid cculd
remember had he been disagreeable or
unpleasant. He wnas a good Iriend; he
seemed to understand her, and she him.
That 1s° why his plan to cross the Yellow
Rock filled her with growing -uneasliness.
Her attitude grew tunsu as “she .gazed
past Wilbur, now a mere moving speck,
to the river; there were no trees on the
nearer bank; the bluffs ended right  at
the edge, But~om-the- “far slde many cot-
tunw-::-uds were, growing. The thin sheet
of 'lce . that confined the slugglsh move-
ment of the water glistened dully In the
sunlight. Her eyes refused to-ieave off
studying it. That coating of ice seemed
tz her merely another evidence of the
treachery ol the Yellow Rock. The ice
appeured firm encugh, but.she kne
it could not be safe. Something wa ned
her that the rlver had never been n
deceitful than It was on that Dece
afternoon. She wished that she ha-:i
let Wibur “go.

helted coat frcm o nearby chair. In
a second she was buttoning it round her.
Again she went back to the window.
wWilbur was almost at the bank. She
ran for a white' tam-o’-shanter-that was

gshe came back to the kitchen the tam
was lcpped over one ear, and she Wwas
puiling wide- gﬂuntietcd white wool glﬂ'ﬂ!ﬁ
m‘er her hands. . .-
~_A'second Time she rusheﬁ to the cur-
talned window, Only a short hundred
yards separated the youth ffom the
Yellow Rock. Por an instant she stood
wat.ch.'l.ng What would Lhr: think of her
if she ran wildly down the slope, shout-
Ing his name? He.already knew what
she" thought about his crossing the river.
He had laughed at her objectlons. II
she should burst from the shack now
crylng out like & celebrating cowboy,
would he not think her foolish? Would
he not think that she was téo much in-
terested in his affairs? -
Astrid bit her llps. ‘She stayed at the
dow,., but she did not remove her
raps. Her gaze was riveted on the
figure. of. the youth now perched on. the
very Biink of the Yellow Rock. 8he

Ttorgot everything except the expanse of

dull ice and the youth who was abolit to
trust his welght to-its uncertaln strength.
Her gloved hands tightened on the serim
curtains.

Wilbur atepp-n:d out upon the lce. He
made no attempt to search for the best
place to cross, but moved straight ahead
for the opposite shore: Astrid's dreath
grew shorter and ‘shorter as she watched

His body . seemed - bulkler against the
dull glitter of the lce; the pack of steel
trabs looked heavler,
moving swiftly, . fearleasly, tﬂr‘lnrd the

mt.t-uuwoqu Tu her it seemnd a8 it
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| what was golng to happen.
of the helplessly bundled body of the;

| the
.| muech if both had not tz#n atra..pped on
" | with wide, strong straps.:

He was big and strong and above|

ter of a mble.from. the. . window.. where

pa.art. two Years. The isclated stretuh of |

Suddenly she turned nnd.suﬂ.tchud' a

hanging on a hook In her bedroom. When

hinr stride unnﬁdﬁml’y toward midstream.-

Still he went on,|

less; he was moving swiftly, yet the dis-

shorten apprenlahljr
still . I:mf-::rre hlm
&ﬂtrlﬂ.held hm" breath - a8 ‘he neanad

the dangerous area. She seemed I:n now
She nhuught

Igﬂdﬂtmu.m was

o S o —— - —— T

yuuth the weight of the steel traps and
heavy -coat. would not mntrt-er 50

It would e
next to 1mp-nﬂﬂihle for him to get rid
of elther. " And -thus encumbered, what
chance "would he have agalnst the deap,
ley current? |

As she watched the yuung man drew
farther and farther away from the secur-
ity -of the strong lce - alung*the shore.

{‘Eaclf step he took the ice grew thinner,

more peri‘:‘,uus .The next !.nstmt. she saw
him try fo scramble back to safety. Then
he sank out of sight. N

Astrid turned. toward the cozy mterlur
of the kitchen, horrified at what_she had
seen. Whbur Biddle; drowning! I‘.:len:h-r
isg het” E.'iu‘-'ﬂd hands, she cast a despair-
ing glance :round ‘thé room. She--spled
first the gliatenl,u.g skis propped agalnst
the kitchen wall and next the coll of new
rope. Her' ideas- took shape.- She 'tore

open the door of a fall cl:ph-nard and’

from amid an array of pans and kett]&.a*
selzed an pld-fashioped flatiron with a
solid ‘handle. .To the handle she tled
one end of the colled rope and, slipping
her left arm through the colled rope,
grasped the flatiron in her left hand.
Then: ga.thermg the. skis under her right
arm, shée dashed outside)

_A hundred feet from the Halvorson
shack the blufl dropped away sharply.
She ran to the spot and threw the .skis
on the snow. In a flash she had slipped
her feet into the straps and was ready
to take—fhe stride or two necessary to
pla.ce “her on the “brink of the  first
abrupt plt.ch* When she had reached the
starting polnt E-hE pointed the skis- in
parallel courses toward the break In the
river lce. .Then she ahutc-d the flatiron
‘ta_her_right hand. andh,atﬂLkggng the
coll of Tope sbout her left arm, grasped
the loose -end of the rope in her left. In
a second she was skimming over the
gnow, which hissed under the slender
Astrld had never before tried her skill
on the half-mile slope to the river, for
‘there was no stopping place at the bot-

eyes, which had been filled With’ ‘dlsmay |
a few seconds before, now shone with
determination. She balanced her strong
body to the downward sweep of the skis,
crouching a frifle with head and shoul-
ders ready for any unexpected dips in the
hillsid¢. Now that she had, pointed the
skis in the course they were to take she
had little control over them; she could
only meet the obstacles as they loomed
ahead. - !E'ﬂrtu:lmt.ehr the deep layer of
snow covered' most of the rocks; she had
nothing to fear from ffj.nm_
the very speed with which she wEE oW
skimming the hillside helped her tu meet
its irregularities. v

“The wind stung her face and whipp-eﬂ
aside the corners of her coat. It shot
through the baggy part of her tam. The
hiss of her skis on the snow grew softer
as she gained momentum. At places- in
her mad flight nhe seemed to lea.ve the
g:uund :

Astrld was not afraid. The llghtni.ng-
llke motion of the Elender skis did not
daunt her. She kept her body poised and
her feect pointed at the correct distance
from each other. She did not. worry
about getting her skis crossed and taking
the terrifi¢ fall that would:be the result
ol carelessness: Keeping her eyes in-
tently on the ecourse, she was always
ready for the short, abrupt . ‘descents.
But she had no time to gaze ahead at
the object of her downward swoop.

In less than a minute she had swept
thrce quarters of the way down the hill-
slde. The skis were carrying her faster
and faster toward the expanse of dull ice.
Bhe wundamd whether the thin ice at
,,Lnldstrenm would hold her. -As she look-
ed nhcud. and
wiibur was muklng a last desperate at-
tempt _to escape the freezing water she
wags afrald. Perhaps the welght of her
body on the thin ice would be too great.
Perhaps.she too would crash into the
muddy water. She had depended on
speed to carry her across the dangerous
aTeq. She- had reasoned that the
momentum gained in shootlng down the
bluff would r:nrr:.r her over the dce.almosk
without her .touching t., ; Now, she

thought the skis were humin& back, that

they were rmt skimming B.Iung as they
had skimmed an tnsl‘.ant before. What
wWas wrong?

She wns headed almost dlrr_--::tly at t.hu_.
hole In t.he fce where Wilbur WOS floun-
dering and each’ second growing more
number from the lcy water, If he did
not. break off more of the fragile layer on
the-alde toward which she,was headed,
she could edge by.
last of the sloping-hillside, shot -over it
and, like a wild duck gliding into water,
dropped upon.smooth lce. Astrid .did not
realize until now how fast the skis were

had scarcely time to glance down at the
coll of rope before Comet and Cometess
had sent up a fine spray from the water-
splashed ice bordering the hole.

“Here!" she crled with all the strength
of"her “Ublce .and as she dhot by drew
back her hand and tossed the flatiron,
Holdlng fast to the rope, she shot for;
ward, She passed midstream ahd found
herself speeding madly taward a new
peril. 8he had |
she should stop; her chief idea had been
to reach 'Wilbur in time. The cotton-
woods rose before her. 8he clung to the
rope and waited,

Then the flashing skis 1{=Il.'. the Yellow
Rock and- struck. The sound of splinter-
ing. "Wood Trosé 'on the crisp air, and
Astrid, recplling from- the bole of a r:l:lt-
tenwood, Ia:.r limp and uncomscious.
The-snow against her chetk and fore-
hland soon revived her: She’ sat up dizlly;
wnndarlnz il:hl.t was - t-um at h-tr

¥ o e

= ‘_-

- g .
A o L

" T.‘-\."'L ‘ .'-E
X -'l-.-"'"b
. _-"_..‘_T'F ’T‘.«

H:m wldth of the ‘E’alluw R-:mt wera end— |

tance to _the’ opposite shore ‘did nofl

experlence;

tom. . Fer . -'I.'a-:;e was set and hard. Her |

Moreover, |

saw the break where

The akls struck the|.

rushing hef toward her destination. B8he

never considered how

ﬂm ] SOCIABILITY - -.

Thlulsanmwhﬂpagrentmm
people are away from home, som Beek-
-|ing-pleasure—and . rest, others attending
to business. They stop In our towns
n.ud cltles, and often drop info the
Eundﬂ.;r.r services. 4\ great many of these
Are members . of the church' at- home,
and others are favorable to the church,

and there Is scarcely a Sundsy when |
there are not . several. such persons at|

public worship. THe ldcal church owes
these. people a duty In making them
feel -at home hjr gi\rlng r.hem E:Y mrlﬂal
welecome to the- fleﬂuwmip of ‘the con-
gregation, . They are lm.'_l.Esun‘LE and long
for. a word of frlendly greéting. Pastor
and people should be on the loockout for
such persons so that none of this class
should get away from God's house under
the impression that.no ome cares for
them.
tentlonal, but we aré all
to be quite overlooked Is not & pleasant’
It costs but little effort to
be polite and kind, and such courtesles
are fruitful of reward. The people who
show themselves friendly will- always
multiply frlends, and do ‘them great |
goot spiritually and otherwise.

Some time ago a lady was noticed in a
congregation by the pastor, and after the
service he hastened to express hls grati-
fication at her presence and invited her
to return. She cordially responded to

the salutatlon,; stated that she had heen .
attending a neighboring church in the |

clty for =& year and that.during that
time mo one h.ad spoken to her. 8he

attended this church regularly there-
after, cast in her lot there and became

one . nI its useful members.

The wnytnbasncla.lisslmplytube
soclal. Step up to the stranger and say:
“I afn George Washington Jones, and
may I haye the pleasure of knowing who
you are?"
jce’ will be broken ‘and no one will fail

in. MMake a business of It—everybody |

keep it up on Sunday and Monday—all
days.- Everyone you see invite to church’

service__and worship, and when 1hey)

come, give them H gﬂnd—hmm-warming

‘It won't drive them away. The way to

be social is just to be -soélal. All of
which is respectfully submitted—D. R.]
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\IS -ﬂiﬁnﬂ A BEST HIVE?

“‘In’ *1852 t.l:*.e "‘Rev. L. LI Langstroth |

invented the top ope ;. noveable frame
hive which, with slight mudiﬂr.al:lnns is
now [n gaa:neml use the -world over. The
l.angst.ruth hive u-! tu—dﬂg—-earrles elght
or more frames, each frame measuring
175, . inches In length and 9% .inches
deep and when properly placed in--the
hive they are spaced 1% Inches from
centre to centre of the top bars. The
miost popular slze is one that holds ten
such frames. .E‘EE]:EE-EDE::'E however, are

them u.u!.ng Lﬂngstmth hives carrying
anywhere “from eight to twelve frames
while some prefer a hive that carries a
deeper frame than the Langstroth hive.
The chief point of argument then is size.
A beekeeper measures his success by the
amount of surplus honey -he is able to
gsecure from his bees but this surplus is
not governed by the type of hive he
uses .but by (1) the Ilocality {3} the
mnditl.mn of the colonles (3) by weather
conditions and (4) by manasgement. _

so far as the hive. is concerned, all the’

bees require is sufficient room and pro-
tectlon for maximum brood rearing and
for ‘the storage of all thé honey they
are capabler of gathering. As practic-
ally every hive in use can be enlarged
by adding additiomal supers it Ifollows
that -practically every hive can be made
large enough to provide all the space the
bees need., A different system of man-
agement, however, is necessary with hives
of different sizes. but a skillful bee-
keeper can’ produce just as much surplus
with a small hive as another- equally

‘skilled can produee with a large hive or

vice versa provided, of course, the factors
mentioned above are equal. In a seven
year test with hives of different slzes at
the Central Experimental Farm, Ottawa,
no advantage could be claimed for any

"one hive in so far-as production was

concerned but any hive smaller than
the ten frame Langstroth requires more
care for wintering. ‘It has already been
sald that-the ten frame Langstroth hive
is the -most popular one in use at the
presents time, because its parts are the

‘most easlly obtained and moreover there

iz a movement on foot to make this size
the Standard Hive of Canada.

e
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Pu; a vnrmifuge an effective prepara-
tiori is ‘Mother Graves' Worm Exter-
minator, and It ean.
most dellcate’ child without fear of iIn-
jury.to the constitution.

—

Hel brain cleared quickly. Twisted round
her. huddled body was her father's new
rope. She looked up. Wilbur had al-
ready - pul!led himself from the lcy water,
Still clutching the rope, he was crawling
on hands and knees t.nwnrd_._thmstﬁp n.t
shore. =Y

Astrid, forgetting -the ‘brulse on her
forchead, spfang up and ran toward him.
She got hinl to his feet and supported
him until they reached the cottonwoods.

We'll got to Monty Mawson's,"” ahr:

sald. *“Quick. ¥You mustnt stop."
. Wilbur stared at her . bleeding  fore=:
head. *“Asirid,” he sald, smiling wbn.l{lf.r.
“I .saw yoll coming—and qughu You're
—you're an angel!"

Astrid's eyes glowed) as 'ahe locked
her, fingers round his arm and started
with him upstream toward Monty Maw-

son’s cablh. When Monty's door fioally ||

closed on- Wilbur she smiled. Her head
no longer troubled  her. ° Because  shé
had known how to use a palr of nkL'.
she had saved-a life-ﬂtl:e life of Wilbur

Bldd.lﬂ a g'm}d lﬂmd a good mmp:m.tnm =

i
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Neglect here is ‘'not always in- |
‘human, and||

He will tdké it all’ right. ‘The |

be _given to' the

 THE MEAN THING
The ﬁuabanﬂ “If a man aﬁen:lﬁ;—nn .
matter what it-.la:rﬁhu will live to regret

it L .
“The Wife: “During our murt..'ﬂlip you
used- ta steal klsses from ‘mél”
‘Husband: _““Well, y:m hea.rd what I

sald.”

7, . EYESIGHT GONE

| “Eeep - Fuur eye on -the Chevrolet,”
soys one ad. 'E*.aep ‘both eyes .on t.h# _
“Ford,” - says- another, *EEED_FDIE".'—EF'EF
on t.he Studebaker,”- says still another. |

G. W. E. tried to follow this. advicg]

“TEA

crossing Main Street yesterday and wns, :
hit by a Bulck, not_having any eyes le;rt. '

_ "th fmm llu: Gnrdiﬁi'“
to keep on it.—Buffalo HﬂWH:, .
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—EH‘““ S R‘lﬂﬂdgﬂa Ecil}af 1of the
Kentonr (Ohio) News-Republican, says: -

... “Mr. Merchant, the newspapers from
| the ]arge:r cities near your ccrmmumty are
' EﬂlIllIlg into the homes of your own cus-

tomers these days with advertising
columns hm:stmg w1th announcements of

real values.

‘ They are dramng the dollars out of
the pockets. of the Pﬂ{}plﬂ“ who shﬂuld be -

purchasmg from you. | . i
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| “Thﬂse c.lty merchants know their ad-
_vertisement in their city newspaper will
_bring results or they wouldn’t be spend_mg

good, hard-earned money fm: that adver-
tising. .,
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“Your own values are ]ust as out-

standing
values bemg nﬁemd yﬂm custﬂmers by

the city merchants. b
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“If you are to gﬂt the dollars that are
'1ﬂ'htfully yours, you will have to inform
.your customers of this fact in big, bold
" headlines in your home town newspaper,
-and then back those headlines up with the
prme tags on your merchandlse. b
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~If you will-go Al your home *town |
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newspaper- advertismg man he-will. help
you with your advertlsmg pmblems and
“make your advertising just as appealmg to
your customers as the “big city” advertls-

lllg 18. ;
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““Local Advert:smg has the Jump on Adverttsmg
that comes in from’ the QOutside, but You, Mr. Mer-'
chanT?iave to keep that Lead by Praperly Uttltz-
ing t\he Home Town Newspuper Columns Cansrst-
ently and- w:th Careful Attenhun tn the Prepﬂrmg
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