have written for you. Trust you
enjoy it. I wish also to take this
casion to thank the readers who have
contributed bits

latest arirval at the poor farm. His
old cromies would never recognize this
name nor associate it with Old Otter
Dan, as he wae familiary known te
hundreds. His possessions consisted
of a flour sack containing a suit of
underwear, a pair of socks, a pair of
run-over ahoes and a gunny sack of
steel traps. Otter Dan had insisted
upon  bringing the latter along.
Practically all his life, ever since he
had been big enough to set a trap, he
had trapped for fur,

He knew no other trade and was an
expert in his line of work. In fact he
had aequired his monicker years be-
fore by making a record cateh of ot-
ter.

But old age had claimed him and
he was no longer able to buck the ele-
ments and go far into jungles in pur-
«uit of fur. But despite these facts,

tter Dan was still able to make a
perfectly good living with his steel
traps, closer in to civilization, until
the advent of the sheepmen.

With the coming of the latter and
their flocks, poison bait was strung
about the countryside, for the pur-
pose of killing predatory animals
that preyed upon the sheep. The re-
cult of this practice was appalling.
The furbearing animals - which had
provided a living for Otter Dan, were
practically exterminated. v

Otter Dan and several more mem-
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be had and even though
been, Otter Dan was too feeble for
most any sort of manual labor,

It was bitter to have to acknow-
ledge defeat; to give up the little
shack that he had called home for
80 many years and become an inmate
of the county poor farm. But he
couldn’t leave his traps behind, They
were u part of his life. It would do
him good to have them near him; to
fool with them; test their strength
and imagine that he was once again
about to sally forth dnto the woods
in pursuit of furbearers. i

Otter Dan was proud and his en-
france to the poor farm was hard to
bear. His old back seemed to bend
a trifle more and his old cheery smile
was seldom ween. For hours he would

buiding and dream of the years gone
by. He knew he hadn't much longer
on this earth and his proud old spirit
revolted at the idea of dying a pau-
per. But what was there to do?
Nathing. So with a sigh the old man
would load up his pipe and leaning
back in his chair, would dream some
more of those golden days, that had
passed him by,

Fall rolled 'round. It was only a
few scant days to the opening of
trapping season and, as usual, at this
time of year, Otter Dan began re-
ceiving mail. True it was only cireu-
Tars—fur cireulars—but they meant a
lot to the old fellow. Bitting upon the
porch in his favorite chair, he went
over them one by one. Furs were

sit upon the veranda of the big white |

his throat.

chairhe fished his pipe from his pock-
et and carefully stoked it and as he
lit up he mused to himself, “Wish
they hadn't sent me that price list—
drat it all anyway."”

That one word OChristmas had
brought back a rush of memories. The
old shack which had been home to
Dan for so many years was visioned
again through the tobaceo smoke.
Each anticle in the little cabin stood
forth distinetly—the three old dining
room <chairs, the old rocker, the
faded carpet and in the corner the
squst lititle stove—the stove with an
oven just large enough to admit the
old blackened roaster with two plump
ducks nicely stuffed with dressing.
Never had Otter Dan failed to have
two ducks for Christmas dinner. He
would always take time off from his
‘trap line a few days before Christ-
mas and with his old muzzle loader,
which he had clung to down through
the years, slung across his shoulder,
he would set forth for the little pond
which nestled in a clamp of willows
far from the beaten path of the city
gunners. .
0ld Dan knew just how to approach
that particular pond which was al-
ways centain to hold a flock of feed-
ing mallards, . He would make a cap-
tious approach and presently the
booming voice of the old gun would
shatter the silence, the dense smoke
of the black powder would splurge
forth in a great cloud and the two
birds that Dan had signaled from the
flock lay quietly upon the water,
while with quacks of alarm the rest
of the flock took wing. Upon arriv-
infi hom the old trapper carefully
plucked and dressed the birds and
hung them in the frosty night air un-
til Christmas morning.
It wouldn't be Christmas without
roast duck and old Pete Anthony to

sure high this season. If it hadn't
been for that poison bait, he would
have made good money. Yes, plenty
of it. "Why, look at this! Otter up
as high as fifty dollars! Regular war
time prices! A paragraph at the
bottom of the circular caught and
held the aged eyes. It read: “To be
assured of a good Christmas stake,
ship all your furs to us. We pay
‘more.” It went on to atate how to
ship, etc.,, but Otter Dan's aged eyes
had etopped upon that one word that
stood out so distinetly from the
others, that word which had leaped
at him from the other print, but was
now seen only dimly through the mist

his eyes—CHRESTMAS.

share them with him, as he did each
Christmas, No, it wouldn*t be Christ-
mas without sitting down to a meal
in that little shack. True, he was
treated well at the farm, but it was
far from being like home, and—the
dinner gong sounding broke into the
old man’s reflections and with a
weary sigh he arose, stuffed the fur
circulars in his pocket and made his
way slowly toward the dining .oom.

The opening . day of trapping, sea-
son rolled 'round. It found Otter Dan
seated in his favorite chair, his sack
of treasured traps at his feet. He
had brought them from his room,
dumped them upon the porch and
carefully gone over each of them.

When questioned as to what he wae
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that filled
0ld Dan awallowed hard, seeking to

dislodge the lump that had risen in
He brushed 3 goarled
hand across his' eyes and blew his
- | nose violently. Leaning back in his
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doing by the superintendent of the
farm, Dun replied, “Never have
missed the first day of trappin’ sea-
don since 1 was knee high to a grass-
‘hopper—that is, ‘eeptin’ this one. I
was just sorta lookin' the old steel
over.” Something like a sob sound-
ed in the withered throat as he add-
ed, “Just for old times' sake, you
know."”
The superintendent was a kindly
soul and was touched deeply by the
old trapepr's apparent serrow. He
gazed at the old fellow for several
séeconds. Suddenly he brightened.
“Say,” he said, “I saw an otter track
down on the bank of the stream last
week., He indicated the stream which
ran through the borders of the farm.
It was the old man’t turn to bright-
en. “You don't say!”
“1 waa just thinking you might set
a trap or two for him. There might
be more than one. [ don't’ ‘know
much about them myself.,” But his
voice was drowned by the rattle of
trap chaine as the old trapper again
dumped his treasures upon the porch.
A few moments laxer, Otter Dan,
a dozen traps in one hand, a hatchet
and several yards of wire In the
other, was making his way across
ficlds to the distant stream. It ap-
peared that his step was quicker, that
his stooped shoulders had strengthen-
ed a trifle and there was no mistak-
ing the gleeful light which danced in
his eyes. The first day of trapping
season and as in the days of yore he
wae on his way to make his sets the
first morning! These thoughts
brought once again that cheery smile
to Otter Dan’s lips, .
Arriving at the bank of the stream
his eyes travelled expertly along the
soft mud at the water's edge looking
for sign. “Ah!" The breath fairly
whistled from his lips as his gaze
came to rest upon a portion of the
bank on the opposite side of the
stream. It was worn smooth as glass
and a trail led from the surface of
the water to the very top of the worn
épot. An otter slide.
Dan% heart was thumping against
his ribs with excitement as he found
a foot log and crossed the stream. The
wire was unstrung, - a trap taken
from the string, a long stake cut and
he was ready to make hie set. And
what a set it was! He was not nick-
named Otter Dan for nothing. Stand-
ing back several yards the old man re-
garded the set intently, nodded his
head in evident satisfaction and made
his way on up the stream. When he
returned that evenng, in spite of a
strenuous day, his step was still
springy and & score of years seemed
to have slipped from his shounlders.
It 18 jost ome week until Christ-
mas. It is evening, The superinten-
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dent of the poor farm and Otter Dan
are seated in the former’s office, The
superintendent has just completed a
long distant 'phone call. The old
man i leaning expectantly forward
in his chair, ;
“Well, Dan that house offers you
forty dollars straight through on geod
grades of otter pelts.”

Old Dan strikes a match, applies it
to his ancient briar, blows a ring of
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Then—*ain't much on figures, mis-
ter, so would you mind tellin’ me what
forty timea forty makes? And say,
Mister, wonder if you'd do me a little
favor. 1 ain't much on writin’ and
spellin’ and | was wondering if you'd
drop old Pete Anthony a Christmas
card for me and tell the old son-of-a-
gun to meet me at my shack three
days from now and bring my old gun
along that | left in his care, and tell
him we're going to eat duck together
again this Christmas.”

His Humble Opinion

Motorist (Inquiring his way)-—Boy,
am I all right for the zoo?

Bright Lad—As far a8 I know you
are, mister, but I'm not runuin' the
100.—Monfreal Gazelle,

Sex Youl

“After all,” says a pbliticlan, *(reat
Britaln and Amerfea speak the same
language.”

“Oh, yeah™—The Humorlst Maga-
sloe.

UNANIMOUS

*What sort of fellow s Jones?
“*Well, he means well."
“8o0 you think him a nuisance, too."

g Imagination
8he—Do you remember where you
were first struck by my beauty?
He—-Yes, dearesd It was at a
masked ball.— Boston Transeript,

No Stopping It
Teacher—Willle, what Is an adult?
Willle—An adult Is one that has
stopped growing except In the middle.
~Kansas Clty Star,

Ask Ned C. Kelley for rates on Fire
Insurance

ot e g L

Modern Prisen Architecture

Sowe peual institutions which bave
adopted modern prison architecture are
the new federal peuitentiary at Lewls
burg, Pa.; the New York State Medl-
um Security prison at Wallkill, the
Massachusetts State prison colomy at
Norfolk, the New Jersey reformatory
:M&.Mhﬂmm

For sound fire insurance, go to Ned
Q m"

"Nerves”

Nerves

" Dr. Miles
NERVINE
*“Did the work”

says
Miss Glivar

WHY DON'T
You
TRY IT?

After more than three months
of suffering from a nervous ail-

letter.
vaoanfnfrm“ﬂcmn.'
If you lie awake nights,
start at sudden noises, tire
easily, are cranky, blue and
your merves are

probably out of order.
Qulet and relax them with the
smme medicine that “did the

work” for this Colorado girl
Whether your “Nerves” have
troubled you for hours or for
m you'll find this time-

remedy effective.

At Stores 25¢ and $1.00.

Calling earda 6O for $1.00.

The Favor of

flow daily from your liver into
your bowels, your food decays in
your bowels. This poisons your
whole body. Movements

and const ﬁaud You yellow
tongue, yéllow lkiwimplu. dull
syes, bad brea

diui’mu, headache. You have

ing, sour-thinking person. You
have lost your personal
Everybody wants to run from you.

But don't take mineral

smoke ceilingward before replying.

waters, oils, laxative pills, laxa-
tive candies or chewing gums and
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MAKE UP YOUR

And

Your Choice of An&?:c
Magazine in This P
GROUP A

McCall's Magasine.__1Yr.

Home Comp....1 Yr.
Review. 1¥r

Play 1 ¥

Movie Mag..! Yr.
Read (Boys).......1 Yr

(Whiiy.) ...1Yr.
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THREE IN ALL
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CHOOSE
1 Magazine From Group “A”
2 Magazines From Group “B” p

THIS NEWSPAPER (1 Full Year) )

ALL 4

OWN CLUB!

Gentlemen »—

Unless two pints of bile juice

taste, s ol ow of

come an ugly-looking, foul-smell- Ia

FRIENDS! 4 Arnagin
DOLLAR SAVING OFFER!

By Special Arrangements with the Leading Magazines of the

Country We Bring You the Biggest Bargain of All Time . . . .

Subscriptions To 3 Famous Magazines with A New or Renewal

Order for This Newspaper.
=

HOW WOMEN CAN WIN MEN
AND MEN WIN

Other Men

ONLY::-

r MOUNTAIN STATES
2. POWER COMPANY

l-ml...__.._. h‘ﬂ-hﬁﬂ

checked with a year's subscsiption to your nowspaper.
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