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Is to Enrich the BIood aDd 
1 Oeanse the System' of '•

Rheumatic Poison. ’
" •' •» f.

There are many-, remedies for then* 
tnatiam.. Most of them are considered 
Successful if they relieve the pain and 
Stiffness. That means a temporary 
suppression of the’ symptoms -while tire 
disease remains in the mood to appear 
again on the next rainy day.

Mrs. J ..W . Rapp, of R. P. D. No. 1, 
Booth ..Omaha, Neb., says: “ Several 
years ago I  was a sufferer from rheuma
tism which followed a general run-down 
condition and exposure to wet a«d

S'  ress. The pains started in my 
, which had a sort of pricking sen

sation like needles were being throst in
to them. As the disease grew worse the

Joints of my fingers became affected. 
?hey were swollen and were so painful 

that I  could hardly bear it. Gradually 
the disease began to affect my limbs in 
the same manner. They became ter
ribly swollen and I  had to give up my 
work. The pains then spread all -over 
my body and were sharp and shooting. 
They wonld suddenly shift from one 
part of the body to another but fortu
nately did not seem to affect my heart. 
For three months I  was propped up in 
a chair and had to be waited on. I  
could not get any sleep and was loslnj 
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ep ana was losing 
flesh all ofthe time. The doctor treated 
me a long time but did not give much 
relief as the pains were as severe as ever 
when I qnit taking his medicine. Dr. 
Williams’ Pink fills for Pale People 
were brought to my notice while read
ing a booklet and I  made up my mind 
to give them a trial. A  wonderful 
change came over me as soon as 1 
commenced using the pills. They abso
lutely cured me from the terrible rheu
matic pains and I  have never had them

E'nce. I have recommended Dr. Wil- 
ama* Pink Pills for Pale People to 

many persons and always explain that 
they cannot help giving benefit as they 
are a blood medicine.

A  new edition of our booklet, "D is
eases of the Blood,”  will be sent free 
on request to anyone interested. Write 
for it today.

Dr. Williams’ Pink Pills are sold bv 
ell druggists, or will be sent, postpaid, 
on receipt of price, 60c. per box; six 
boxes for $2.60, by the Dr. Williams 
Medicine Company, Schenectady, N. Y .

Of the Bird Kind.
"Say, pa?”
"What Is It?”
“Is an aviary a hospital for avia 

tors?”

Mrs. Winslow’s Soothing Syrup for Chlldrei 
teething, softens the gums, reduces inflamma 
tlon, allays pain, cures wind colic, 25c a  bottle

Our Feathered Friends.
Rose Pastor Phelps-Stokes, during 

a recent visit to Philadelphia, told at 
a charity society a country-week story.

'Under an old apple tree,” Bhe said, 
“I gathered a half-dosen little country- 
weekers about me one August after
noon, and, holding up a book, I said:

“ ‘Now, children, I’m going to read 
to you. This is the book. It is called 
"Our Feathered Friends.” Who are 
our feathered friends, doeB any one 
know?*”

"The urchins on the grass regarded 
one another doubtfully; then a little 
chap piped in a shrill key:

“ ‘Angels?’ ”

Quaker Oath.
Two small boys in a family of 

Friends, writes a contributor, had a 
disagreement, during which the older 
boy became very much incensed.

Finally, no longer able to control 
himself, he took his brother by the 
shoulder and shook him, with the ex- 
<clamation, “Oh, thee little you, thee!”

Then as the enormity of hlB offense 
came over him, he said, in a changed 
voice, “Don’t tell mother I swore.”— 
Youth’s Companion

Instance.
Knicker—Do you use labor-saving 

devioea?
Bocker—Yes, a fishing pole will pre

vent you from having to take up the 
carpet

Education should give the child 
more capacity for doing work and 
helping itself to the good things of life, 
too many try to help themselves with
out performing any useful labor.
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T o  The Last
Mouthful

one enjoys a 
crisp, delightful

bowl of

Post
Toasties
.with. cream or stewed 

• fniit— or both.
......... v'vJ* • ; -
U- v if^Soutfe people make an 
Ip l& ^ & e’hrieakfast out of tins 
^^jfcombination. ;
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SYNOPSIS.
Lieut. Harry Mallory Is ordered to the 

Philippines. He and Marjorie Newton 
Decide to elope, but wreck'of taxicab pre
rents their seeing minister on the way to 
the train. Transcontinental train is tak
ing on passengers, porter has a lively 
time with an Englishman and Ira Lath- 
rop, a Yankee business man. The alopers 
have an exciting time getting to the 
train. “ Little Jimmie" Wellington, bound 
for Reno to get a divorce, boards train 
In maudlin condition. Later Mrs. Jimmie 
appears. She Is also bound for Rtfno with 
same object. Likewise Mrs. Sammy Whit
comb. Latter blames Mr3. Jimmie for 
her marital troubles. Classmates of Mal
lory decorate bridal berth. Rev. and Mrs. 
Temple start on a vacation. They decide 
to cut loose and Temple removes evidence 
Df his calling. Mtnttorle decides to let 
Mallory proceed 'alone; but train starts 
tvhllo they are lost in farewell. Passen
gers join Mallory’s classmates In giving 
couple wedding hazing.

CHAPTER X—-(Continued).
He sank into the seat opposite 

Marjorie, who gave him one terrified 
glance, and burst into fresh sobs:

"Oh—oh—boo-hoo—I’m so unhap— 
hap—py.”

PerhapB Mrs. Temple was a little 
jiiffed at the couple that had led her 
astray and opened her own honey
moon with 51 wanton fib. In any case, 
the best consolation she could offer 
Marjorie was a perfunctory pat, and a 
cynicism:

“There, there, dear! You don’t 
know what real unhappiness is yet. 
Wait till you’ve been married a 
while.”

And then she noted a startling lack 
of completeness in the bride’s hand.

“Why—my dear!—where’s your 
wedding ring?”

With what he considered great 
presence of mind, Mallory explained: 
“ It—it slipped off—1—I picked it up. 
I have it here.” And he took the 
little gold band from his waistcoat 
and tried to jam it on Marjorie’s right 
thumb.

“ Not on the thumb!” Mrs. Temple 
cried. “ Don’t you know?”

“Jou  see. it’s my first marriage.”
“ You poor boy—this finger!” And 

Mrs. Temple, raising Marjorie’s limp 
hand, selected the proper digit, and 
held it forward, while Mallory pressed 
tiie fatal circlet home.

And then Mrs. Temple, having com
pleted their installation as man and 
wife, utterly confounded their con
fusion by her final effort at comfort: 
“Well, my dears, I’ll go back to my 
Beat, and leave you alone with your 
tear husband.”

"My dear what?” Marjorie mumbled 
Inanely, and began to sniffle again. 
Whereupon Mrs. Temple resigned her 
to Mallory, and consigned her to fate 
Mtb a consoling platitude:

“ Cheer up, my dear, youUl be all 
right in th% morning.”

Marjorie and Mallory’s eyes met in 
one wild clash, and then both stared 
into ’ the window, 'and did not notice 
:bnt the shades were down.

CHAPTER XL
A Chance Encounter.

While Mrs. Temple was confiding to 
her husband that the agitated couple 
in the next seat had just come from 
a wedding-factory, and had got on 
while he was lost in tobacco land, the 
people in the seat on the other side 
of them were engaged in a little 
drama of their own.

Ira Lathrop, known to all who knew 
him as a woman-hating snapping-tur
tle, was so busily engaged trying to 
drag the farthest invading rice grains 
out of the hack of his neck, that he 
was late lu realizing his whereabouts. 
When he raised his head, he found 
that he had crowded into a seat with 
an uncomfortable looking woman, who 
crowded against the window with old- 
maidenly timidity.

He felt some apology to be neces
sary, and he snarled: “Disgusting 
things, these weddings 1” After he 
heard this, it did not sound entirely 
felicitous, so he grudgingly ventured: 
“Excuse me—you married?”

She denied the soft Impeachment 
so heartily that he softened a little: 

“You’re a sensible woman. I guess 
you and I are the only sensible peo
ple on this train.”

"It—seems—bo,”  she giggled. It 
was the first time her Bpinstershlp 
had been taken as material for a com
pliment Something in the girlish 
giggle and the strangely young smile 
that swept twenty years from her 
face and belied the silver lines In 
her hair, seemed to catch the old 
bachelor’s attention. He stared at her 
so fiercely that she looked about for 
a way to escape. Then a curiously 
anxious, almost 'a hungry, look soft
ened his leonine jowls Into a boyish 
eagerness, and his growl became a 
sort of gruff 3purr: :>

“ Bay, you look something like an 
{old sweetheart—er—friend—of mine. 
ijWere you ever In Brattleboro, Vt7” 

flush Warmed Tier cheek, and a 
riiense of home. warmed .her prim 
&'Spiach. as she contossed:

**I.came flrom there origInaliy/^?frr'*--* 
• .“ So *did I,”  said Ira L athrop^ie^l 
lng closer, and beaming . like asblg  
sun: “ I don’t suppose, you.,remember 
Ira Lathrop?” . • •' j,-

The old maid stared at the bachelor, 
as if she were trying to see the boy? 
she had known, through the mask that, 
time had modeled on his face. ;<And: 
then she was a girl again, and<hert 
voice chimed- as she cried: >■'$$%■

“Why, Ira!—Mr. Lathrop!—ls^Sf; 
you?’’ ‘

She gave him her hand—both ?lrer. 
hands, and he smothered them In,one 
big paw- and laid the other -;on,rfc>f; 
extra warmth, as he nodded .his Rav
age head and roared as gentle;, asvi£ 
sucking dove:

“Well, ■ well! Annie—Anne—Miss
Gattle! What do you think of that?” ;

They gossiped across the chasm'ojt 
of years about people and things, ana. 
knew nothing of the excitement so 
close to them, saw nothing of Chicago 
slipping back into the distance, with 
its many lights shooting across the 
windows like hurled torches. „ ,

Suddenly a twinge of ancient Jeal
ousy shot through the man’s heart, 
recurring to old emotions.

“ So you're no't married, Annie. 
Whatever became of that fellow who 
used to hang round you all the 
time?”

“ Charlie Selby?” She blushed at the 
name, and thrilled at the luxury of, 
meeting jealousy. “Oh, he entered 
the church. He’s a minister out in 
Ogden, Utah."

"I always knew he’d never amount 
to much,” was Lathrop’s epitaph on 
his old rival. Then he started with 
a new twinge: “ You bound for Ogden, 
too?"

"Ob, no,” she smiled, enraptured 
at the new sensation of making a man 
anxious, and understanding all in a 
flash tfce motives that make coquettes. 
Then she told him her destination. 
“ I’m on my way to China.”

“ China!” he exclaimed. “ So’m I !”
She stared at him with a new 

thought, and gushed: “Oh, Ira—are 
you a missionary, too?”

“ Missionary? Hell, n o !” he roared. 
“Excuse me—I’m an importer—Anne, 
I—I—”

But the sonorous swear reverberat
ed in their ears like a smitten bell, 
and he blushed for it, but could not 
recall it.

CHAPTER XII.

The Needle In the Haystack.
The almost-married couple sat long 

In mutual terror and a common par
alysis of ingenuity. Marjorie, for laok 
of anything better to do, was absent- 
mindedly twisting Snoozleum’s ears, 
while he, that pocket abridgment of a 
dog, in a well meaning effort to di
vert her from her evident grief, made 
a great pretense of ferocity, growling 
and threatening to bite her lingers 
off. The new ring attracted his spe
cial Jealousy. He was growing dis
couraged at the 111-success of his Im
personation of a wolf, and dejected 
at being so crassly ignored, when he 
suddenly became, in his turn, a center 
of interest.

Marjorie was awakened from her 
trance of inanition by the porter’s 
voice. His plantation voice was or
dinarily as thick and sweet as his own 
New Orleans sorgswn, but now it had 
a bitterness that cdMUed the blood: 

“ ’Scuse me, but hoSf tid you-all git 
that theah dog in this iaeah cah?” 

“ Snoozleums is always with me," 
said Marjorie briskly, as If that set
tled it, and turned for confirmation 
to the ’ dog himself, “aren’t you, 
Snoozleums?”

"W ell," the porter drawled, trying 
to be gracious with his great power, 
“ the rules don’t Tow no live stock in 
the sleepin’ cars, ’ceptin’  humans.” 

Marjorie rewarded his condescen
sion with a blunt: “Snoozleums is 
more human than you are."

“I p’sume he is,” the porter ad
mitted, “hut he can’t make up berths. 
Anyway, the rules says dogs goes 
with the baggage.”

Marjorie swept rules aBlde with a 
defiant: “ I don’t care. 1 won’t be 
separated from my SnoozleumB.”

She looked to Mallory for support, 
but he was too sorely troubled with 
greater anxieties to be capable of any 
action.

The porter tried persuasion: “ You 
betta lemme take him, the conducts 
is wuss’n what I am. He th’owed a 
couple of dogs out the window trip 
befo’ last.”

“The brute!”
“ Oh, yassum, he is a regulah brute. 

He just loves to bear ’m splosh when 
they light."

Noting the tshiver that shook tne 
girl, the porter offered a bit of con
solation :

“Better lemme have the pore little 
thing up in the baggage cah. He’ll be 
in charge of a lovely baggage-smash
er.”

“ Are you sure he’s a nice man?" 
“ Oh, yassnni, he’s .death on trunks, 

but he’s a natural born angel to 
dogs.”

“Well, If I must, I must,” she 
sobbed. "Poor little Snoozleums! Can 
he come back and see me tomorrow?” 
Marjorie’s tears were splashing on 
the puzzled dog, who nestled close, 
with a foreboding of disaster.

"I reckon p’haps you’d better visit 
him.”

“ Poor dear little Snoozleums—good 
night, ;my little darling. Poor little 
child—It’s, the first night he’s slept 
all by his ’lttle lonesome, and—”

The porter was growing desperate-
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A report dealliig with the coal 're
sources o f ̂ Canada hah been-issued .by 
the. Dominion Department of Mines.; 
The estimates givea are only based on 
what ;is known.” In the western and 
northern regions,- which h ayebeen  
little explored,, there may be vast .de
posits o f  which nothing whatever ,1b 
known, at present. The’officials of the 
department estimate that o f '  bitu
minous coal there is in Canada 73% 
billion, tons;- of' anthracite’ 461 mil
lion tons; sub-bltumlnous and lignite 
over 100 billion ‘ tons. The quantity 
of ooal now annually mined In Canada 
Is about 12 million tons. With an es
timated quantity of unmlxed good coal, 
of 74 ‘billion tons, it would require 
6,166 years to exhaust the supply. If 
the inferior grades were included, sup
ply would last for 14,575 years. Of 
course the coal demands of Canada 
will keep on increasing, but it will he 
a good many years before the quantity 
of - Canadian coal mined will equal 
present output of the United States 
mines. Their annual output is about 
590,000,000 tons. At that rate it 
would take only 145 years to exhaust 
the estimated Canadian supply of 
good coal, and about 350 years to get 
to the end of the total supply. And 
with the increasing population, made 
up of about four hundred thousand per
sons a year (and It looks now as if this 
number would be reached this year), 
one hundred and seventy-five thousand

arms, and resumedj fier ‘grief&'liMaliSry' 
stared at - her ̂ helplessly,' then' rose 
and bent over to^ h isp er : V/?

-I’m going *tb look through ' the-
jtrain.” .. . ........... .

“ Oh, don’t leave me,’’, she pleaded,
^clinging to 'h im  .with a . dependence 
jthat restored hls: respect. ,. '
,tf. “ I must find a clergyman," he whis
kered. “ITl.be back-the minute I find 
jjpne, and I’ll bring him with me.”

The porter thought, he wanted the 
i’dog back,, and qulckened hls pace till 
he reached the corridor, where Mal
lory overtook him and asked, In bn 

^effort at casual Indifference, if he had 
seen anything of a clergyman on 

Jboard.
“Ain’t seen nothin' that even looks 

like one.”  said the porter. Then he 
hastened ahead to the baggage car 
with the squirming Snoozleums, while 
Mallory followed slowly, going from 
seat to seat -and car to car, subjecting 
all the males to an inspection that 

. rendered some of them indignant, 
others of^them uneasy.

If dear old Doctor Temple could 
only have known what Mallory was 
hunting, he would have snatched off 
the mask, and thrown aside the secu
lar scarlet tie at all costs. But poor 
Mallory, unable to recognize a clergy
man so dyed-in-the-wool as Doctor 
Temple, sitting in the very next seat 
—how could he be expected to pick 
out another in the long and crowded 
train?

All clergymen look alike when they 
are In convention assembled, but 
sprinkled through a crowd they are 
not so easily distinguished.

In the sleeping car bound for Port
land, Mallory picked one man as a 
clergyman. He had a lean, ascetic 
face, solemn eyes, and he was talking 
to his seat-mate In an oratorical man
ner. Mallory bent down and tapped 
the man’s shoulder.

The effect was surprising. The man 
jumped as if he were stabbed, and 
turned a pale, frightened face on Mal
lory, who murmured:
. “Excuse me, do you happen to be -a 
clergyman?"

A look of relief stole over the man’s 
features, followed closely by a scowl 
of wounded vanity:

“No, damn you, I don’t happen to 
be a parson. 1 have chosen to be—  
well, if you had watched the bill
boards in Chicago during our run, you 
would not need to ask who I am !”

Mallory mumbled an apology and 
hurried on, just overhearing his vlo* 
tim’s sigh:

“ Such is fam e!”
He saw two or three other clerical 

persons in that car, but feared to 
touch their shoulders. One man in 
the last seat held him specially, and 
he hid in the turn of the corridor, in 
the hope of eavesdropping some clue.
This man was bent and scholastic of 
appearance, and wore heavy spec
tacles and a heavy beard, which Mal
lory took for a guaranty that he \Va3 
not another actor. And he was read
ing what appeared to be printer's 
proofs. Mallory felt certain that they 
were a volume of sermons. He lin
gered timorously in the environs for 
some time before the man spoke at 
all to the dreary-looking woman at 
his side. Then the stranger spoxe.
And this is what he said and read:

“I fancy this will make the bigots 
sit up and take notice, mother: ‘U 
there ever was a person named Moses, 
it is certain, from the writings as
cribed to him, that he disbelieved the 
Egyptian theory of a life after death, 
and combated it as a heathenish su
perstition. The Judaic Idea of a fu
ture existence was undoubtedly ac
quired from the Assyrians, during the 
captivity.’ ”

He doubtless read much more, but 
Mallory fled to the next car. There 
he found a man In a frock coat talk
ing solemnly to another of equal 
solemnity. The seat next them was 
unoccupied, and Mallory dropped into 
.it, perking his Wtra backward for 
news.

“Was you ever In Moline?” one 
voice asked.

“Was 17”  the other muttered.
“Wasn’t I run out of there by one of 
my audiences. I was glvin’ hypnotic 
demonstrations, and 1 had a run-in 
with one of my ’horses,' and he done 
me dirt. Right in tfce midst of one 
of his cataleptio trances, he got down 
from the chairs where I had stretched 
him out and hollered: ’He’s a bum 
faker, gents, and owes me two weeks' 
pay.’ Thank Gawd, there was a back 
door openin’ on a dark alley leadin’ 
to the switch yard. I caught a ca
boose just as a freight train was pull
in’ out."

Mallory could hardly get strength 
to rise and continue his search. On 
bis way forward he met the conductor, 
crossing a vestibule between cars. A 
happy thought oorarred to Mallory.
He said:

“Excuse me, but have you any 
preachers on hoard?"

“ None so far.”
“ Are you sure?”
“Positive.”
“ How can you tell?”
“Well, if a grown man offers m e t  Uniforms and Diplomacy,

half-fare ticket, I guess that s a p  t- J gazette’s have announced that
ty good sign, ain t it? the emperor of Germany has deigned

Mallory guessed that it as, and name Mon. de Kiderlen-Waechter
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it Has Enough Â WcuItiurfil Land for the Set-
l!"~bLMillibns. M '

the opening tipVof this rich field'of ag
riculture, and It is a high class of ag
riculture, cjrirled on by the use o t  
brains,5 and, where energy has not 
been endowed, it has become in that 
splendid1 air a  case of Inoculated en
ergy." • * :
: The rapid advancement of railways 

makes the situation easy. Today one 
may be located thirty miles from one 
of the many branches o f  the different 
systems. A  year from now, the whis
tle of the locomotive and the long 
train of cars may pass the farm, the 
elevator 1b but-a short drive from the 
home, a splendid market is established, 
and all the advantages of an old set
tled community are at hand.

The prospects this year from an ag
ricultural standpoint are exceedingly 
bright, and,- relieved of untoward con
ditions, the farmer is already counting 
his bank roll, planning for more ex
tensive operations for next year, and 
figuring on paying out for his farm. 
He is calculating what the increased 
value of his holdings, as a result of a 
successful crop, will add to his assets. 
Already some fields of wheat have been 
harvested, barley has been cut, and 
the yield is above his expectation. In 
fact, the feeling at the time of writing 
is that never in the history of any 
country on the continent has there 
been such a prospect of a large aver
age crop, all over the three central 
provinces of Canada, as will be harvest-

-6

The Dairy Helps the Farmer In Western Canada.
being an estimate of the immigration 
from the United States for 1912, the 
consumption of coal will naturally In
crease.

The agricultural districts of Canada 
have now become so well* known 
throughout the world, and the vacant 
area of splendid land is still so great 
that it may be expected that the num
bers mentioned will increase from 
year to yearf#and it will not be many 
years before the immigration figures 
will reach the million mark.

It may be asked what is there to 
warrant this large immigration? With 
millions of acres o f land, capable of 
producing twenty-five to forty bushels 
of wheat to the acre; or, if in oats, 
from forty to ninety, and even as high 
as a hundred bushels per acre, or the 
same splendid yields of flax or bar
ley, there Is ample Inducement to at
tract these hundreds of thousands who 
are filling the present agricultural set
tlements and pushing forward Into the 
newer settlements year by year, and 
leave room still for the hundreds of 
thousands who will follow. There re
mains not only the agricultural wealth 
of the country, but there are also the 
social advantages, the home-making 
privileges, apart altogether from the 
financial opportunities, there is the life 
and the energy born from the knowl
edge that the settler is more than a 
unit In the upbuilding, In the making 
of a country that will soon rank 
amongst' the first in the nations of 
the world. There Is no desire on the 
part o f  tho writer to dwell upon the 
success that has followed the Ameri
can settler in the Provinces of Mani
toba, Saskatchewan and Alberta and 
the coast Province of British Colum
bia, or to speak of the thousands of im. 
divlduals whose hundreds-of dollars 
have made them thousands, but atten
tion must be paid to the fact that these 
people have done well. They are fol
lowed by their families and their 
friends, who also are doing well.

Where, a few years ago, seemingly 
only months ago, there was nothing 
but the open prairie, or if we speak, of 
the mere central portions of these 
provinces, the park districts, there are 
today well tilled and cultivated farms, 
large farms, too, and the herds of cat
tle. Cities and towns are tbe result of

ed this year. The railroads are add
ing to their already large mileage'and 
have got ready frir handling the crop 
thousands of box cars. The govern
ment agents and the railways are mak
ing arrangements for from fifty to six
ty thousand extra farm hands in order 
that the crop may be' successfully and 
quickly harvested, business men are 
laying in larger stocks than usual, real 
estate men are active, preparing for 
the rush of business that is sure to 
follow, and everywhere there is tho 
note of optimism, which seems to be 
perfectly Justifiable.

There is, as has been said, a vast 
area of the country still open for set
tlement and homesteading lying in the 
center north. Speaking of this part 
a writer, who made the trip when tho 
crop was in its green stage, said:

wJnst now, the whole country is a 
beautiful sight, as it presents itself In 
full dress o f living green, varied in 
shade, many places elegantly fringed 
and Interspersed with pleatlngs of 
shrubbery and patches of sweet scent
ed flowers in rose, yellow, white, pink, 
scarlet, cardinal and purple. In trav
eling over the virgin soil, 1 have seen 
some of the most charming rolling 
prairies, sloping hills, deep ravines, 
mirrored lakes, artistic flower fields, 
and natural parks that one could wish 
to behold, and all placed there without 
the aid Of man. The land in general 
1b heavily matted with grass, mixed 
with vetches and pea vines, nearly up 
to the knee, and many millions of 
acres of which are going to waste 
while beef, pork and mutton are soar
ing at prices heretofore unknown. The 
comparatively small acreage under cul
tivation reminds one of a few small 
garden patches.

“When we consider the estimated 
crop of 300,000,000 bushels of wheat 
for 1912, to he produced on these,west
ern prairies from these garden patches, 
some faint Idea can be formed by an 
Imaginative mind as to the Immense 
possibilities and rich heritage of a glo
rious western Canada.”

The estimate of the wheat crop, as 
made by the writer quoted, Is exces
sive, but with even 250 million bushels, 
there will be.a great deal of satisfac
tion on the part of the settlers.”

turned back, hopeless and helpless. 
(T O  B E  C O N T IN U E D .) I major of the Seventy-first Thurlngian
___________  Infantry: To please his august master,

„  i the minister sometimes wears his uni-
‘ „^ r !1Urt ky **on9 r a '  , ’ form, but In it he gives no illusion of
A. fall from a second-story window , _ Th other dav to con so le

He clapped his hands together int. o t  heT house in Philadelphia did little h K j f  Tald- 
patiently and urged: "I think I hear --------i--*- mmseir* ne saiu.
that conducta cornin’.”  •

The ruse succeeded. Marjorie fair
ly forced jtiie dog on him. “ Quick— 
hide hlm^-hurryl”  she gasped, and 
sank on the seat completely crushed.
“I’ll be soflonesome without Snoozle- 
ums.” • "

MaUory-vfeH-’called upon to remind,

0 . . .. -w ------ , I believe my col-
morq than^jar an aged lady the othe . leagueV'M.4 Poincare3 (the French am-

“ emJ?era ,of r  hassador),„.would appear -more ridicu-
reaqhed -her side they found, tiiat sh i0us thanvl. do if he were obliged to 

;had.s sustained only a few bruises.. ,K . ̂ -g & ^ W a x tn ie r is t” °
tin honAfl worA hrfllTAn /finfl;i *V7ho Is COlODOl of '

grand review^at 
lt̂ S^<MUl̂ o^bls:TegU4e t̂;> Some;‘years:

^ewTOlsquaefens^that were3:movlng

'doctoryeald 110'*>ones ‘wer® SS^fk ’-Prljacervon Biielow,
'tha^sheMvtmld be a h o u ^ m ^ - . ^ ^ ^ ^ ^  tile 
'.'day.tpt£80^tS&e ’was. leawnstuom>.fn«r:wwa.-:-:: iviv.a.t-'.ii-jii 
Sbathropm3\window when;she£loit fcs<’

_ "baltoce fell to  the yerd* - -M

in zigzags across the field In a man
ner scarcely correct They were the 
hussars of M. von Buelow. • “Ach!”  
cried William U., “ mit Buelow immer 
die irumme wege der diplomatic!" 
(Oh, with Buelow, it is always 'the 
crooked ways of diplomacy.)—Le Crl 
de Paris.

His’ Occupation Gone.
Hungry Herbert—I ■ would work, 

ma’am,-but there Is little doing in my 
profession at present ,, 0
’ The -I^ousewife—-What is your pro 
fession? ” .

’Hungry Herbert—Taking care ot the 
E^lopmg^hprsef.effect8iin  ‘a- .theater. 
•The; automohUefplays -lmve‘Juak:sbQut.'' 
roin^sKr-bt^lnsssi* “• -k' V  »;&•
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