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berry as she glanced down quizzically 
al,the face against her shoulder 

She s sure to—to adore it,” an- 
up in his press, and hr says he are 
swerec the singer lady as she buried 
her head in Mother’s tie so only the 
rosy back of her neck showed.
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going to put on your best bib and . v.ou ar*n t busy, arc you?” she 
tucker and it’ll start the notion in him i; jd' as sh,‘ ',an.rpd around the book 
to keep you company. If a woman !„ed J00?,-,?. .m,° the laboratory
can just make a man believe his '>ey(?n,> This is only a semi-pro 
vanity are proper pride, he will ,es*lonal consultation. Could I stav 
prance like the trick horse in a cir- Just j ,| minutes ?” and the lift of 
eus. Now s’pose you kinder saunter ,rr d „ ,asVrs from her eyes was 
round careless like to—" T081 effectively unfair. As she spoke

“Mis’ Mayberry," came in a doleful ?®e sett'ed herself in his (hair, while 
voice over the wall near the porch. J]r |Pan'‘<‘ against the table looking 
and Mrs. Peavev’s mournful face ap ,uP®n "Pr with a very shy dr
peared, framed in the lilac bushes "'ht in hie gray ryes and a very dr
"I’ve just been reading the Tuesday c,“f® <n|or m b,s *an cheeks.
Bolivar "Herald,” and Bettie Pratt’s As *on»f as >'°u will,” he answered 
own first husband’s sister-in-law’s 1 npyer can prescribe from a hurried 
child died last week out in Californy. consultation. It always takes several 
where she moved when she married hours for me to locate anything. I’m 
the second time. I hate to trli Bettie. ve[y sJow- you know." 
and have the wedding stopped, but I Why, I rather thought 

it are my duty not to let her pay your P.at'pnts with—very 
disrespect to her Turner children S|?<‘.n* consultation," 
having a wedding with some of wj**£h she, herself, knew to Le a das 

they law-kin in trouble." *ard.ly manoeuver. "You attended to
J "Well, Hettie Ann, I don’t believe ■’<!uir,‘ Tutt's trouble in a very few 
'I’d tell her, for as bad as that would minutes it seems," she hastened to 

add. as she glanced at a flask that lav 
the corner of the table.

"The Squire’s trouble is chronic 
and simply cals for refilling prescrip­
tions, he laughed, his generosity 
giving over the retort that was his 
due. ‘‘1 somehow think this matter of 
yours will prove obscure and will
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Lillie easily removed 
and furniture by 
the spot* with vim 
on any garment, r 
vinegar until all 1 
Of course the eoo 
applied the quicke 
out. but this i

Hanging clothes 
dried on a wind' 
more easily 
tiny exaspe 
so much trouble w 
hot day. But wli 
liera have to be m< 
thinks less kindly « 
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and I will arrange them at oughter be tooken as a cooling draft
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iasm that matched Mother Mayber- kinder fix Mis’ Tutt some. And that 
ry s. ‘ I)o you suppose there is any- reminds me, I want you to undertake 
thing I can do to help anybody any a job of using a little persuading on 
where? I never was so excited be-I Tom Mayberry for me. He have got 
*ore- the most lovely long tail coat, grav

S3 it you treated 
y little time

"I don’t believe they is a loose 
end to tie up on the Road, child.
Even Bettie herself have finished for 
the day and have gone over to set a 
quiet hour with Mis’ Bostick. Clothes 
is all laid out on beds, and cold lunch 

on They
ain’t to be a dinner cooked on the £&
Road this day 'cept what and
Cindy are a-stewing up for the Dea Jl;'Jbi. a wedding dress want you to
con and Mis' Bostick Looks like ^Prescribe for me." she hazarded a bit

before

■gig the
"Mother Mayberry, please ma’am. most skilful parry,

to do about Mis’ Tutt "Would you
or rose rose

given a comic r.isi by row of red g thc wUte is perfectly delicious. ’ You
flannel rags around her head over haven’t seen either one, so I want you
which were rolled prospective curls. A Dairy Farmer’. Heme in Far-Famed Oxford Countv l° chooee by ffucss." Only thc slight
due to float out for the festivities. ’ t-st rose signal in her cheeks showed

meeting ’till to-morrow night. I daintily nibbling at the folded leaves
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can t kinder persuade her some. Go «Do vou know, Mrs. Mavberry. vou sense of fair plav was one of Mrs dangerous meekness. "What are you
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that had sounded in Mother Mav- . ever a going to stop it ’lessen his ens. and is a-laying again out in the “ ' roSI
I wife objects,” answered Mother May weeds behind the barn? Told you
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I carelessly, as if it 
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how did they go?”
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