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“Did this Kelsey question you 
•bout your m other?" Farwell asked.

“Then it’s something about my 
m other.”

"About all of us. Dale. Our day 
of reckoning. Hearts of men are 
as nothing . . . The old fam iliar 
fervor touched his voice. Vanished 
"Souls are in the balance now. 
Souls, I say. Are you listening?”

"Y es.”
"When I left the seminary. I sup

plied the pulpit of our church in a 
•m all Oregon town. Middleton. It 
was your m other’s home from child
hood. Her father was dead. Some 
of this you know, Elaine and your 
grandm other were alone.”

"You have told me th a t”  A re 
spectful impatience m arked the 
words.

"And 1 have tried to have you 
know Elaine. As she was then— 
very young and very beautiful. 
Scarcely more than a child. F rag 
ile. I am wondering if I can make 
you understand what I was. How 
bleak my early life had been. Those 
harsh experiences softened only by 
m y faith in God. It drove me. I 
was zealous, in to leran t I fancied 
m yself another Saint Paul called 
to persecute. Before these past few 
days, I doubt if you could have un
derstood how I came to love Elaine. ' 
Or rather, how she could have loved 
such a m an as myself.”

Dale’s thoughts had turned swift
ly to Lee. " I know.” he said sim 
ply.

“ I think you do now. And I did 
love her. It was the same fierce
ness that characterized my every 
desire. I brushed aside her every 
doubt I was convinced our union 
was desired by God. And I forced 
her to see i t  although . . . She 
was promised to another, Dale. The 
m an’s nam e was Kelsey. Wade Kel
sey.

"I told you I never had seen this 
man. I believe that is true. He 
m eant nothing to me. save that he 
stood in the way of an ordained 
plan. I recall that he was an engi
neer then. Stationed in Middleton. 
Elaine consented to our m arriage 
when I was given my first regular 
appointm ent I took her out of the 
only home she ever had known. 
Hundreds of miles away. Among 
strangers.”

"But she was happy,” Dale inter
jected defensively. Again it  was 
Lee.

"Some flowers do not bear trans
planting. I m ay not spare myself, 
if you are to understand. I bruised 
her with my relentless efforts. 
Elaine tried—pitifully. God knows. 
So do L now. She wanted to con
form  to my pattern of life. The 
tragedy of all was my own blind
ness. I failed her. And she never 
knew . . . ”

"What are you trying to say?” 
The boyish voice could not conceal 
its anguish.

"That I saw when it was too late. 
How lonely and frightened she must 
have been. I was obliged to leave 
home for a few days. I told Elaine 
tha t I would expect her to conduct 
the weekly prayer service. It 
seemed a trivial thing. She shrank 
from  the idea in terror. I would 
not listen. It was the simple duty 
of a pastor’s wife. I chided her 
for want of faith—for giving way 
to her nerves. It was the culmina
tion for her. Everything m ust have 
toppled . . .”

"W hat did my mother do?” Dale’s 
fingers slowly relaxed their hold. 
His hand fell to the bed.

"She was gone when I came 
home. There was a note. She had 
failed me, so she said. My life and 
work were all that m attered. She 
was doing it for me. Me."

"Go on.”
"Even then, I did not believe the 

truth. I went to your grandm other’s 
a t once. I kept telling myself Elaine 
would be there. That a moment of 
panic had driven her home. Mrs. 
Cameron could tell me nothing. We 
searched. Oh, yes. we searched. 
Days dragged by. Months. I nev
er saw her again.”

“You m ean she . . . Kelsey.” 
Dale forced the words from  his stiff 
lips.

“W ait.” Farwell lifted a hand in 
weary p ro test "You m ast let me 
tell you as I can. I paid for it with 
m y soul. It is a dreadful thing for 
a m an to lose his soul. Dale. My 
conscience drove me out of my 
church and away from my God. The 
conviction that I was to preach was 
inborn. There was my father—his 
father. I threw all that aside and 
lived because I was afraid to die.
1 worked with my brain and my 
bands, trying to fo rge t I failed in 
everything. A Cain now. Always 
in Sight."

Dale sa t motionless, listening. 
Someone passed the house, whis
tling carelessly. A hollow thump 
aga in st the front door. The eve
ning paper from  the city. And here 
in  this upper room  the world had 
com e to a standstill.

Jonathan  F arw ell’s voice again, 
pitched in th a t unbearable mono
tone.

" I t  was in the fall of 1814 that a

solution came to me. Thousands 
were meeting death in the war. I 
crossed into Canada and enlisted 
with a contingent training for over
seas. I had no intention of com
ing back.

"There is not much more. I was 
in battle many times. I wanted to 
be among those I saw falling on 
every hand, but God would not let 
me join their company. And some
where in all that ruck of blood and 
filth I . . .  I found my soul. I owe 
it to P ink."

"So he knows," Dale muttered.
"Yes, he knows everything. When 

death walks with men by day and 
night, all human values shrink. Men 
know each other for what they are.
I may not tell you of Pink. Save 
that his small body shelters a heart 
whose equal I never have found in 
another. You are to believe th a t 
Some day, you will realize my debt 
there.”

Farwell rose to his feet with 
seeming difficulty and moved to the 
table where he stood supporting his 
weight on his hands.

"When I returned from F rance I 
knew that my only salvation was in 
a life devoted once m ore to the 
church. I sought out . . . ”

“No!” There was a ring of des
peration in D ale's voice. He left

an instant against his cheek. Very 
gently he laid it on the shelf. He 
left the room, walking quietly. This 
time, he sought the rear stairway.

"Kid Wail a m inute."
There was Pink, barring the out

er door of the kitchen with his small 
fram e. Deep shadows filled the 
room.

"Get out of the way.”
"D on't be like that, kid. I know. 

Where you goin '?”
"Anywhere.”
Pink followed Dale as far as the 

back porch and watched him hurry 
swiftly through the dusk. He made 
his way back into the darkened 
house with a heavy h e a r t Then he 
stepped into the parlor and listened 
attentively. F rom  overhead cam e 
the sound of footfalls pacing back 
and forth.

An hour la ter Pink was in the 
kitchen adjusting his tie before a 
small m irror. He had changed into 
his checked suit and the ceremonial 
derby was on the back of his head.

"I a in 't a-goin’ to get thanked 
none for this, e ither," he m uttered 
to his reflection.

Lee Brady sat alone in the swing 
that hung in a shadowy corner of 
the front porch. When her vigil 
was rew arded by the sound of ap-

any way you want to look at it. 
Did you ever stop to figure that 
when n guy climbs through the 
ropes, he—well, he don’t have such 
a hell of a lot to say about i t  He 
goes to his corner and waits for 
the gong. Sometimes, Just some
tim es. I say. the m atch is fixed 
ahead of time. Wonder if you get 
that . . . ”

"You m ean.” Lee hazarded in a 
low voice, " th a t something hap
pened to Dale. Something that 
w asn't his fault a t all."

"Yeah. His bout was fixed. That’s 
i t ”

"I . . .  I think I know what you’re 
trying to tell me. P ink." Lee said 
after a little. " I ’m thinking of Dale 
Nothing else m atte rs."

"You m ean it. Miss Lee? You 
m ean you stick by w t« t you said— 
about doin' anything for the kid?” 

"Yes, Pink. Anything."
"Gawd! Excuse me. Miss Lee. 

You’re actin ' awful white about i t  
I know what sent the kid down 
for the count today. He was think- 
in' about you. What it was goin' 
to do to you. I know that, sam e as 
if he'd  told m e.”

"W hat can we do, Pink? You and 
I?” Lee asked soberly.

"T hat's a tough one,” Mulgrew 
adm itted morosely. ”1 can 't drag 
the dominie into this so much. You 
see, he told me the whole thing a 
long tim e ago. You gotta take my 
word for it he had his reasons for 
never tellin’ the kid. Until today 
. . . You see—well the kid is teliln’ 
the dominie all about his new Job. 
When he gets around to sayin' the 
nam e of the boss . . .”

"N ever mind. Pink. I can guess.” 
"You’re one ahead of me all the 

time. Can you beat that one? Twen
ty years and never a word of the 
guy. And then right out of a clear 
sky, like I said. Worse’ n a story 
book."

"W here is D ale?"
"C an’t say for sure. He walked 

out. I tried to stop him. It woulda 
m eant a fight I d idn 't have the 
heart to sm ear him. Maybe I 
should, a t t h a t ”

"But suppose he doesn't come 
back! Pink, he told me all about 
his m other. I know as well as you 
do what this is doing to him. We 
m ust help him l We m ust find him! 
And you don't know where he is

"M aybe I d o n 't But it don’t stop 
me from  havin’ a good guess. If 
you say you want him. I’ll dig him 
up. T hat’s a promise. Miss Lee.” j 

"Oh, is it. Pink? I ’ll wait. Until | 
tomorrow. You won’t fail m e?” 

"Not a chance. Not a chance.”"T hat's a tough one," Mulgrew adm itted morosely.

the bed in his turn, to stand at 
Farw ell's back. “Let’s get this 
done. Where—where did you find 
m e?”

“Your grandm other was caring 
for you.”

“My mother . . . ”
"Had found rest. Dale. She left 

you to me. Kelsey brought her 
home.” Jonathan Farwell faced 
about with an effort. His head cam e 
up as he met Dale's gaze unflinch
ingly. "Say what you will. We are 
m en.”

"I am trying to m ake myself 
think of you.” Dale said slowly. “I 
want to rem em ber all that you have 
done for me. Everything is gone 
now.”

"Don’t say th a t  I do not wish 
you to think of me. I killed the 
one great love of my life. Lived in 
the hell from which I have warned 
others. There was but one possi
ble atonement. C an 't you see that? 
You are all that I have left of 
Elaine. Your life is all ahead of 
you.”

“Yes. A nobody." Dale choked 
on the word. "And you’ve let me 
go on and on.”

“ I thought perhaps God was giv
ing me a chance. I always was 
fearful of this day. But years 
passed. Nothing cam e out of the 
void. I m ight have known. God 
never forgets.”

“But you would have!" Dale ex
claimed harshly. "Can’t you see 
what you’ve let me do to—to some
body? I  can take it. But Lee.” He 
m ade an effort to control himself. 
“I think there is only one thing I 
would ever like to know from  you.” 
Dale's voice was curiously calm. 
"You have let me live a lie. Why 
did you try  so hard  to m ake me 
believe tha t my m other . . He 
could not finish i t

"Because your m other was goad, 
Dale. The sin was mine. Never 
hers. Wait—where are you going?”

" I  don't know.”
Dale flung him self out of the 

study. The door closed behind him 
with a crash. A few strides took 
him into his own room where he 
paused, looking about with a va
cant stare as if he had found him 
self in a strange place.

His eyes fell upon the picture of 
his m other hanging in the chimney 
niche. Very slowly he approached 
the one-time shrine, detached the 
photograph from the wall, held it 
clenched in his two hands. A sud
den wrench and the fram e was 
pulled apart. Its glass fell and 
shattered on the bare floor boards.

Dale took one lingering look at 
the portrait, lifted it and held it for

proaching steps from  the street, she 
hurried forward with a low word of 
greeting—halted in confusion. A 
sm all m an stood below her, hat in 
hand.

"Oh . . . Mr. Mulgrew. Won’t 
you come up? I was expecting Dale. 
Is—did he send me a m essage?"

“No'm, he d idn 't.” Pink ascended 
the steps and glanced about uncer
tainly. ”1 w ant to talk to you a 
minute. You see, Miss Lee, I don’t 
know you so very good. But you al
ways struck me as bein’ pretty 
square. Of course, I ’m wise to you 
and the kid. I ’m the first one he 
spilled it to. You're pretty strong 
for him , too. I'm  wondering just 
how much you'd do for him if he 
was in a jam .”

“ Is Dale in trouble? Oh, please 
tell me what it is. P ink.”

“ ’F ra id  he is. The kid’s goin’ 
to try  and kill me when he finds 1 
come here. But somebody’s got to 
do somethin’ for him  and you’re  the 
only one I know who can bring 
him around.”

“ You can tell me. Pink. There is 
nothing in the world I wouldn’t  do 
for Dale.”

“Well then . . . Miss Lee, I 'm  a 
lot older’n you. I t 's  a queer world

CHAPTER XIV

Dale pushed on.
His torturing reflections did not 

drive him  as far afield as Pink 
suspected. He made his way out 
over a road that passed a woodland 
patch not far from the town lim it 
It was dark  among the trees. G rate
fully dark. There was nearness of 
rain  in the unseasonable warmth.

Dale vaulted a fence and stum 
bled through the crackling under
brush. heedless of b riars that 
caught and tore at his knees in 
passing. When he found him self in 
a small clearing, safe from  the 
prying gleam of hurrying car 
lamps, he flung himself to the 
ground under a tree.

Alone at last with his seething 
thoughts.

So far, there had been only the 
wild urge to escape. From  every
thing. Everybody. A vague rea l
ization that he must give battle to 
life, reach a decision of sort. But 
his brain refused to function. He 
crouched alone in a m ad upside- 
down world. Hands clenched in an 
guish. Host tc a storm y panoram a 
of distorted images.

(TO BE CONTINUED)

Healing Value of Music Established
by Tests Held Under Federal Auspices

The fact tha t music is a cultural 
force of g reat potency has been ac
cepted for m any centuries by every 
nation. Recently, however, music 
has been acknowledged by physi
cians as a therapeutic agent of con
siderable im portance, accom plish
ing a curative effect where m edi
cine and science have failed. The
ories as to its healing value have 
been advanced from tim e to time, 
but recently a definite statem ent to 
tha t effect, based on experiments, 
was m ade by the Federal Music 
project of New York, writes Alice 
Eversm an in the Washington Star. 
For three years the Federal Music 
project has been holding classes in 
two prisons for women and in seven 
hospitals, where over 6,500 people 
were subjected to a musical “ trea t
m ent,” and the results studied and 
classified.

As yet the experim ents have not 
led to a positive formula for treat- 

| ment, but the results have been suf
ficiently gratifying for further plan
ning along this line. What has 
been definitely established is that 
participation in music activity by 
problem cases and underprivileged 
children has benefited them phys

ically and morally. More than any
thing else, music serves to free 
self-concentration, to d istrac t the 
mind from  too much inward center
ing and to arouse the finer reaction 
such as politeness, better behavior 
and care of personal appearance. 
As the effect of music continues, an 
entire change in the attitude toward 
life and in conduct has been ob
served.

It has also been found that listen
ing to music is not sufficient and 
many times serves only to Increase 
the difficulties, since it does not 
draw  on the m ental processes of 
the patients, although its quieting 
effect on the nervous system  Is con
siderable. But perform ing music is 
a decided stimulus for good, bring
ing the afflicted ones out of their 
absorbtion with self and substituting 
a more spiritual occupation, which 
benefits the physical well-being. E x
perim ents have been tried on the 
children of the psychiatric ward of 
Bellevue hospital, in the reform a
tories, among cripples and children 
of low mentality. The result in each 
case has proven that music can 
reach and heal where other m eth
ods have failed.

HCW-fe SEW
Ruth Wyeth Spears

“f^H E  o ther d ay  a le tte r  cam e 
*  w ith an  unusual request. ” 1 

have m ade  so m any  useful tilings 
by Just following the p ic tu res  in 
your Book 1 -S E W IN G , for the 
Home D eco ra to r; and Book 2— 
G ifts, N ovelties and E m b ro id ery ; 
I w onder if you could tell m e som e 
w ay to use em p ty  c a n s? ” 

F o rtu n u te ly  we have a very long 
m em ory . T here  cam e to life the

lin c le  P hiL ^S.

p ic tu re  of a fa t little  girl sitting  
on a sm all footstool in a very  Vic
to rian  parlo r while her G rea t Aunt 
rocked and visited . And th e re  
wus som eth ing  uhout th a t footstool 
—yea it had ca n s  inside. The cuns 
w ere  filled w ith sand  to m ake the 
footstool heavy. The cover w as 
red  c a rp e t w ith handles of the 
cu rp e t m a te r ia l a t the ends. So 
we saved  six cons. We substitu ted  
u piece of upholstery  m uteriu l for 
c a rp e t, and here is u step-hy step  
ske tch  of tho footstool we inudc. 
It is a g re a t success.

Now is the tim e to give your 
house a fresh  s ta r t .  C risp new 
c u rta in s ; a b righ t slipcover; new 
la m p sh ad es; o r an o ttom an  will do 
the trick . M ake these things your
self. Mrs. S p ea rs ’ Book 1 -SEW 
ING, for the Hom e D ecorator, 
shows you how with step-by-step , 
easy  to follow ske tches. Book 2— 
G ifts, N ovelties and E m broidery  
will g ive you a new in te rest for 
long w in ter evenings. It con tains 
com plete d irections for m aking 
m any  useful things. Books a re  25 
re n ts  ruch . If you o rd er both 
books, u crazy-quilt leuflet is in
cluded F R E E ; it illu s tra te s  36 
au th en tic  em bro idery  stitches in 
detail. A ddress M rs. S pears, 210 
S. D esp laines S t., C hicago, III,

f t  A R O U N D  
y  T H E  H O U SE
To Rem ove Rusty S crew .—Ap

ply u red-hot iron to the head a 
sho rt tim e, the sc rew d riv e r being 
upplied im m ed ia te ly  while the 
screw  Is hot.

• •  •
T urn  House 1‘lsn ts .—To preven t 

one-sided grow th in house p lan ts 
kept In windows, tu rn  the pots 
around frequently  so the sun will 
get to uil sides.

« « «
Hour Milk to O rd e r.—A little

buking sodu added to m ilk  "on 
the tu rn "  will s w e te n  It sufficient
ly to use in baking. Also, if your 
fuvorite cuke recipe ca lls  for sour 
m ilk und you have none, vine- 
gur o r lem on ju ice udded to the 
m ilk will sour it.

Y E S !
"Ludea'i arc •  natural 

choice, because they 
con trib ue«  to your  
alkaline reaerve when 
you have a cold.”

M. SOUTHARD.
.Sana N o  Yoti

L U D E N S
M I N f H O I  COUOH D I O M  ÿ t

How 25 Womeo Lost Ugly 
FAT In Special N. Y. Test

When Bad Luck Rules
One w hose b read  is b u tte red  

only on one side le ts  it fa ll on the 
b u tte red  side w hen he d rops it.

C an you tell the d ifference 
betw een  personality  and d is
position?
A ccording to the hobo, the ro ll

ing stone g a th e rs  no boss.
The Making Is Racking

I t  is b e tte r  to live in a period 
a f te r  g re a t h isto ry  has been m ude 
than  to live th rough  the m ak in g  of 
i t .

Som e b lessings In disguise 
n ev e r do ta k e  off the m ask.
F irs t  tim e a young m an  puts on 

evening  clo thes, "w ith  ta ils ,” he 
feels he m u s t be som eone else.

A lla  Vour Doctor If  It lon’l 
G o o d  W ay. Read E V E R Y  W ord

xr.iv YORK, N Y -tn  a ta.l Sr a 
p ro m in en t N. Y. i 'k y iit- iin  i n d  m t io n it l jr  
know n nrw *jR |w r vum un  25 w om en lost 
•  to ta l o f JAt, It»«, in  40 dav* Y O U . too. 
ran  fo llow  fh.a 5 A M K . S E N S IB L E  p lan  
n cH t At hom e And h e i r  it  la

r ‘if» l o f  all go ligh t on fa tty  meat« an d  
•w re ts . E at p le n tifu lly  o f loan m eats, fish, 
fow l, freah  fru it*  an d  vegetable*. A nd  fur 
p ro p er functio n in g  hy irm n v il  o f *crtim u 
U ted  w aste* taUr a half te aspoon fu l o f 
K ruaehen  in h n | w ate r » » fry  m o rn 
ing  D O N 'T  M IS S  A M O R N IN G  K n m h e n

I is m ade rig h t hera In U . S. A. from  
fam ous Kngliah form ula.

A n ê  ( Mo  1« I H I ’O l t l  A N T  g m i r h e a  1« 
N O T  h a r m f u l  I t  la n e t  J u o l  M M  a * U  aa 
a u r a #  p e u p l a  I g n o r a n t l y  b e l i e v e  II a l l i e  r .  
l i a  a  b l e n d  « f  I  a c t i v e  a i l  i t er  a l e ,  w h i c h  
w h e n  d i e e o l v e d  I n  w a t e r  m a k e  a  h e a l t h 
f u l  m i n e r a l  d r i n k  s i m i l a r  t o  e f f e c t i v e  
> M  w a t e r s  w h e r e  w e a l t h y  w o m e n  h a v e  
g o n e  f o r  y e a r e  A  j a r  o f  K r o e e h e n  e a a ta  
o n l y  »  f e w  r e n t a  a n d  l a s t «  0 w e e k s  

S o, fat ladle* get a » mo  f t i mf di of l !  
M A K E  U P  Y O l 'K  M IN I»  YOU*! I S T IC K
t • I h f  a b  ove P í a n  f■ *r d ay *  a n d  )uot a re
if  you d o n 't kofft All a d  frr] h ea lth ie r 
an«l y- linger Y od can  g r l K nU chgg  at 
d ru g g is t*  eve ryw here .

IT'S M E R E / MEW

T i n i f O f l «
C H A M P I O N  T I R E

with the NEW Safety-Lock Coid Body and NEW Geai-Gri

p U i FAMOUS 
T R I P L E - S A F E  
CONSTRUCTION

FLOYD ROBERTS
f t l «  Nat ional  

f o e *  Champion
C h a m p io n  r a r e  d r iv e r  a. 
w h o a «  v e r y  l i v e s  a n d  
chance«  of v ic to ry  i l rp m c l 
o n  riro  safety, kn o w  d r«  
co n s tru c tio n  anal th a t la 
w h y  fh ay  select a m i h a y  
P lrae tona  T iro«  fo r th a lr  
ra c in g  cars.

F i r e s t o n e  triu m p h s again! T h is tim e
w ith  th e  new  Firestone C ham pion , the  tire  
th a t sets the  safety standards for 1919, T h is  new  
tire  provides a com bination  of safety features 
never before bu ilt in to  a tire. It is a com pletely 
new  achievem ent in  safety  engineering.

__ J From  th e  experience gained on  th e
speedways of the  w orld and  in the Firestone laboratories, F irestone engineers have developed 
a revolutionary  new  type of cord body called Safety-Lock, w h ich  provides am azingly greater 
streng th . T h is  outstanding achievem ent makes possible the use,of a th icker, tougher, deeper 
tread w hich  assures m uch greater non-skid mileage. Because of this new  Safety-Lock C ord 
body and  G ear-G rip tread, the m odern  stream lined  Firestone C ham pion  T ire  establishes 
com pletely new  standards of blow out protection, non-skid  safety, silent operation and  long 
mileage.

T h e  Firestone C ham pion  T ire  em bodies the  famous F irestone Triple-Safe construction  
—  you get the  exclusive and  patented Firestone construction  features of G um -D ipping, tw o 
extra layers of Safety-Lock cords u n d er the tread an d  G ear-G rip tread design. N ever in  all 
th e  history of tire bu ild ing  has th e re  been such a triple-safe com bination  to protect you 
against the  dangers of blowouts, punctu res and  skidding.

C all on  your nearby  F irestone D ealer o r F irestone A uto Supply and  Service Store and  
equ ip  your ca r w ith a set of new  Firestone C ham pion  T ires— the only tires made w hich  are  
safety proved on the speedw ay for your protection on the highway.

F i r e s t o n e  c h a m p i o n F l r t f f o n e  high speed F i r e s t o n e  c o n v o y
5.25-17. S I  5 .95
5.50- 16. 1 3 -9 0
5.50 - 17. 1 3 .9 5
6 .00 - 16. 1 5 -7 0
6 .00 - 17. 1 0 .1 5

6.00-18. * 1 0 . 5 «  
6.25-16. 1 7 -5 5  
6.50-16. 1 9 -3 5
7.00- 15. 1 0 .4 0
7.00 - 16. 1 1 .0 0

5.25-17. * 1 1 . 1 0
5.50- 16. 1 1 .5 0
5.50 - 17. 1 1 .5 5
6 .00 - 16. 1 4 -1 5
6 .00 - 17. 1 4 -5 5

6.00-18. * 1 4 - 0 5  
6.25-16. 1 5 .0 0  
6.50-16. 1 7 .4 0
7 .00 - 15. 1 * . 1 0
7 .00 - 16. 1 0 .9 0

4.50-21. 0 0 .1 0  
4.75-19. * . 3 5  
5.00-19. 9 . 0 0
5 .25 - 17. 9 -1 5
5 .25 - 18. 9 . 0 5

5.50- 16. * 1 0 . 4 5
5.50- 17. 1 0 .5 0  
6.00-16. 1 1 .0 0  
6.25-16. 1 3 .1 5
6 .50 - 16. 1 4 -5 0

THUCK T IRES A N D  O TH ER  F A SS E N G E R  C A R  S IZ E S  PR ICED  PR O PO R T IO N A T ELY  LO W

Llit«»  to Tke Volet of f irst foo t  with HI chord C rook  i, I H it« «  ta Th« F ir . . to n .  Vale« at th« Farm __Kv«r«tt
M a rg a r« f  Spook, and A lfrod Wallonttoln. M onday  V  M itch .II Interview * •  Cham pion Farm er «ach weak 
o r tn lnqt ovor Notion w/d. N. I .  C. tod  Network. * daring naan hour. Sea local papar fo r station and tlmn.


