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NO. HONEST BOSS. VO' 
AM ALL WRONG* DAT 
TUB KEY WAS ONE ot= 
De TAnEiST birds ah 
Ever, had dealings 
With-' .

But v poor. 
Simp, how 
Did it Come 
To BE FULL 
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•SAY* Don't 
Teu lit that' 
WHEN WE ATE 
IT WE FOUND A 
LOT OF SHOT 
IN IT* X TELL 
yoo IT VIM ,
A WILD turkey-

Vou're Just th' guy x Why boss, dat was n't 
WANT TO SEE*' 1 NO WILD TURKEY? DAT

THOUGHT you SAID THAT BIRD WAS A REGULAR., 
WAS A TAME TURWEy ORDINARY. EVERY DAY 
YOU SOLD HE THE OTHER TURKEY !

^DAY? IT Wasn't! IT 
WAS A WILD ONE? u
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BEAUTIFUL THINO THAT CAME TO HER.
BEE.

llthis afternoon," volunteered the min
ister beamingly.

"And you can have my horse and 
wagon every afternoon, If you like." 
added Mrs. Perry, warmly. “Then 
there Is my boy Tommy. You can 
have him to drive you and do your 
gathering and lifting. Why, really,
I almost feel as though I would like 
to leave work and join the fun my
self.”

The old woman 
solutely radiant, 
tlful," she murmured, “like the world 
seemed when I was young." She was 
not thinking of the decoration now, 
but of the beautiful thing of not be
ing forgotten that had come so unex
pectedly to her. "Yes, it wlU 
tlful," she repeated. "God li 
have remembered me so lovingly."

The minister gased at her a mo
ment and then turned to the window,
‘ There wlU be no failure In the church 
decoration,” he remarked to Mrs. 
Perry.

Nor was there, nor In the beautiful 
thing that had come to the little old 
woman. During the decorating she 
was like a different creature, and her 
face came to be scarcely recognisable 
as that which had looked so depre- 
catlngly at them that afternoon in the 
poorhouse.

When It was all over the minister 
went to her Impulsively and grasped 
both hands. "T cannot tell you how 
much you have helped me,” he said 
earnestly. “The decoration has been 
a perfect success and It Is all owing 
to you. But there is another thing I 
want to speak about. My housekeeper 
is about to leave and I need some one 
to take her place. Will you come and 
look after the parsonage—and me, too, 
for that matter?” with one of Sis 
frank, boyish smiles. “My mother 
always said I wasn’t capable of look
ing after my clothes and such things. 
I will try not to tax you too severely."

So the beautiful thing which had 
come to her was not of a day, but 
was to last through all the remainder 
of her years.

BAD TEMPER !
(Copyright, 1818, by W. W r)

0After services the women stood i we call her. Yes, she’s inside. Aunt 
about irresolutely, looking at each Cynthia's a good worker, so we keep 
other with blank, questioning faces, her inside. «She scarcely ever gets to 
Spruce Hill was undeniably on the 
road toward prosperity, but Its people 
had not yet loosened their grasp on 
the labor that was oppressing them.
Every woman and child of the com
munity, from the eight-year mite who 
washed dishes and “chored” to the 
white haired grandmother knitting In 
the corner, had duties for each hour 
of the day. They had little time for 
flowers, and, besides, the lilac bushes 
and "popcorns" In their yards, ajui a 
few such perennials as lilies and 
phlox and daffodils, and perhaps a 
geranium or cal la In the kitchen win
dows, had literally nothing for even 
an outdoor display much lees tor a 
church decoration. And yet the new 
minister was asking them, confident
ly, tor flowers.

"I guess you'll have to excuse me,
Mr. Kent,” one of them said at last 
bluntly: "I haven’t any flowers ex
cept one geranium, which don't 
bloom, and besides I don’t know a 
thing about decorating, and ain’t any 
time, either."

“Nor me,” “or me," "nor me,” 
came In rapid succession, and with 
evident relief, from the other women.

"Oh, come, come; this will never 
do," expostulated the minister. “Sure
ly each of you can spare a little time 
from work. I will help with the lift
ing and carrying, and there are sev
eral boys in my class who will de 
what they can. Let us all join to
gether and make it a grand success.”

"We can’t decorate without flow
ers,” spoke up another woman, '"and 
I don’t believe there’s half a dozen 
bloomin’ plants In the whole neigh
borhood. Taln’t time yet for flowers 
to bloom.

“Can’t we find a few callas and 
Easter lilies and narcissus, and per
haps some other white flowers," asked 
the minister, with less confidence In 
his voice.

"All the houses in the neighborhood 
couldn't scare up white posies enough 
for a buttonhole bouquet,” declared 
a third woman. "As for Blaster lilies,
1 ain’t never seen one, an’ narcissus 
I ain’t even heard of. The Idea o’ 
decorating 
o’ year!"

“I’ve heard Mis’ Bray speak o’ nar
cissus.’’ said a woman reflectively.
'She that was the florist’s wife, you 
know. An* come to trunk, she’s likely 
a master hand at this decoratin' bus
iness. She has spoke o’ seeln’ big 
city churches filled with flowers."

“Who is Mrs. Bray and where is she 
to be found?” asked the minister.

Ihe couldn't even scream.
her those eggs would be» 

tied and never would amoul 
ng,” he muttered. "We*vs wo 
to be nesting now, guyto^f. 
Is just pigheaded enough to 

sitting on those eggs in spite 
fling. I think I’ll just put an

|l £this side of the house. I don’t s’pose 
•he’s had a visitor afore in five years. 
Won’t you come in?”

They entered and the guide left 
them and went toward the back part 
of the house. Five minutes passed; 
then a little old woman with a de
precatory manner stole softly into 
the room. "Did—did you want, to see 
me?” she asked tremulously.

Mrs. Perry sprang forward In quick 
forgetfulness of the Immeasurable 
distance which lay between her and

I X
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1t will be beau-IO' IS IT DUSTY 
DOW* TWEE 
_MAKWVr,

i no!
/â NOTAT

ALLSC'J
w~/ b be beau* 

a good to Or)
tv Ï:.rTVV

•tl?B\/ »n&

\‘ook Her Longer to Eat Hal* 
fast Than 8he Real tod.

DO YOU BELIEVE IN CRITICISM?
We Love Them Too Much To Set 

Them Misa Happiness.

1

7 "I don’t believe In criticism."
So a very thoughtful woman, whose 

conclusions 1 usually respect, declar
ed to me the other day after hearing 
two sisters ruffle each other's tempers 
and get themselves all "bet” up over 
a session of mutual-criticism, which 
started when one told the other that 
she ought to make her children mind 
better.

I could understand perfectly how 
the woman felt.

That little session of criticism had 
developed a lot of 111 feeling and, to 
all appearances, done no good what»

And yet I didn’t agree with her 
sweeping condemnation of criticism, 
per se.

I think there are two distinct kinds 
of criticism.

ils foolishness.”
looked this way and look* 

way and looked every way, 
>eople who are about to do 
l wrong always will.

But there is also a kind of critic 
ism which is offered In a true aptri! 
of helpfulness to those whom we lov< 
too much to see them miss the hap 
piness we feel they might get, it the] 
would order their lives a little differ 
ently. This kind of criticism is èfl 
fared only after much thought, much 
hesitation.
Joy making It, he has no sense of lm 
polling rancor—no feeling of pleas 
ure In the task.

That’s the kind of criticism that ) 
believe in.
To Receive Such Criticism With Ran 

cor Shows Pettiness,

Then*
l over and drove his sharp1 
first one egg and then an» 
os, sir, Sammy Jay did this! 
thing! It is hard to believe, 
true. He deliberately made 
those eggs never would hatch, 
had broken the last egg he 

iy silently through the Green 
He stole away In just that 
ray he has when he knows 
een doing something wrong, 
lit© clear that he didn’t want 
n by anybody. But he was 
[e was seen by several. ŸÀi 
r. some of his neighbors ijB 
Ing near by to find out What 
.nd Mrs. Jay had been quai

nt Is All Owing to You.”
the poorhouse. "Why, you poor old 
soul!” she cried sympathetically.
"How old you’ve grown. My hair 
ain’t begun to turn yet an’ here yours 
is perfectly white, and still I believe 
I’m two months the oldest”

“It’s been a long time since you and 
I were young,” answered the old wo
man gently. Then she colored with sud
den remembrance qad drew herself up 
stiffly. “Is there anything you wanted 
me for, Mrs. Perry?” she asked.

“Come, Cynthia, don’t talk that 
way,” remonstrated Mrs. Perry. "Iflou 
know farmers’ wives are always work- 
in’ an’—an’ it’s quite a good piece 
from our place to the—

“Poorhouse," said the old woman 
calmly.

“Well, yes, poorhouse”—deprecat
ing. ‘ An’ besides, folks give up old 
customs as they get on in years. But 
—but I’m callin’ today, an’ I’ve brung 
the minister. Do you know him?”

"I don’t think I’ve had the pleasure 
of meeting Mrs. Bray before.” said 
the minister, rising, "and yet I’ve 
called here several times.”

"No," acquiesced the old woman. "T 
generally stay in the kitchen,"

“I must acknowledge this visit Is 
mostly a business one. Mrs. Bn&y,” 
he said, resuming his seat. "I’m plan
ning to have the church decorated for 
Easter, but the ladies of my congre
gation, including Mrs. Perry here, as
sure me that such a tiling Is utterly Well, I am putting now my all 
impossible—in short, that they cannot in th#ee Investments,—children small, 
undertake the work, and that there I think their future's.worth the chance, 
are no flowers to undertake it with. I think their value will advance.
I’ve come to you as a last resort. Can I think they’ll pay on what I've spent 
you help me?" A greater rate than six per cent.

The old woman, who had not had a And, viewed from every business way, 
caller In five years, looked from one to I think those little ones today 
the other with a sudden yearning in Are worth my best and finest care; 
her tender old eyes. Then a soft flush For all my riches center there, 
stole over her face. "It Isn’t easy to 
decorate without anything to decorate 
with,” she said tremulously. "In the 
city we used to have palms and Easter 
lilies, and no end uf ferae and delicate 
things to bank with.”

“But there are the woods," suggest
ed the minister desperately.

Mrs. Bray’s hands were still trem
bling, but into her face was coming 
an expression which Mrs. Perry re
membered to have belonged to her old 
days, before the long, stifling experi
ence of servitude. j invested gold may bring returns,

“Do you mean for me to take charge But gold Is all that money earns,
"To And richer Joy shall crown the strife 

[That marks a well invested life.
"Yes, but of course with plenty of in them I would Invest myself,

And serve them dally more than pelf. 
And look to them for dividends 
Of splendor when my service ends.
If only they shall turn out fine.

Then great will be the joy that's

Plain and figured voile are com
bined in the dainty little summer 
frock shown in the sketch. Simplicity 
continues to be the keynote of all ap
parel developed, and it is likely that 
this ruling will hold good for several 
eeaguns to come, with fabrics scarce 
aneW/apidly growing more so. The 
dress shown would be charming for an 
afternoon garden or porch party In 
warm weather, and It is so plain that 
no great effort will be required for Ms 
fashioning. The little gown fastens in 
the centre back, skirt and waist be
ing joined all around. Pink voile may 
be selected for the frock, with the flow
ered fabric harmonizing, and If possible 
the sash should be of navy blue rib
bon.

The critic does not en

And when anyone receives that kind 
with rancor, with irritable counter at 
tacks, or opposes to it an Impenetrable 
armor of self justification, I think he 
shows one of the most serious weak) 
enesses of character.

Unfortunately, it is very common 
for the critic to think he is giving the 
second type of criticism, when he ill 
really giving the first.

How can one tell?
Only one way—by being absolutely 

honest with oneself.

Criticism That is Simply Mads to 
Relieve the Mind.

a whole church this time There’s the nagging, fault finding 
criticism that is made simply to re
lieve the critic’s mind, to assert his 
sense of his own superiority, to show 
how much better he could run other 
people's affairs than themselves.

That Is. alas, the commonest kind 
or criticism.

Trusting, darling, that 
ms will meet with your own 
proval, and that you will 
a personal interview to con- 

i agreement, I remain, yours 
h a million lingering kisses. 
Meemick."
lesides being the aforemen- 
ird-shelled old crab, Seumaa 
ï a confirmed woman hater, 
dent of the Anti-Sentimental 
ind a chronic dyspeptic. Two 
r Prosper Neemlck received 
ring reply from him: 
inhering young ass: In re- 
)ur communication of the 
., would reply that you are 
entai fool, an egregious block» 
ranscendental ninny, and a 
ous booby, and If you ever 
within striking distance of 

i I will knock you over the 
i my swivel chair and put you ' 
uf misery. S. B * ‘ '

%y>
EdèarûGvesl

Yellow is also a very much ap
proved shade this season, yellow plain 
color voile may be selected, with bands 
or ruffles of yellow and blue, with blue 
ribbon sash. Note especially the short 
sleeves, and bear in mind that sleeves, 
elbow length or even shorter, appear 
on a great many summer dresses of the 
best designers.

The skirt of this frock may be 
drawn In at the bottom, In a modified 
harem silhouette, or it may hang en
tirely straight

In the line-up of summer fabrics all 
the old-time favorites have appeared 
again—dotted swlss, organdy, cotton, 
and silk voile, both in plain color and 
hi-~prii^ted designs; ginghams galore, 
and'ealiccr—and for each a great run 
is predicted. Considering the fabric 
subject, it Is interesting to note that 
separate skirts, once regarded aa util
ity garments, are also running the en
tire fabric gamut. Charming models 
are shown In dotted swlss. organdy, 
and Georgette, three of the sheerest 

trials imaginable.

BY EDGAR A. GUEST.
INVESTMENTS.

Investments, if I rightly learn.
Are money spent that will return.

I don’t know much of business ways ; 
In other fields I've spent my days.
But I have found, from what I'm told. 
That when another risks his gold 
He wants to know the man or men 
Who will be charged to guard it, when 
He is not there, and will it pay 
For him to chance his wealth that way.

YOU R HEALTH
jfl By ANDREW F. CURRIER, M. D.J

RHEUMATISM, NO. 2.
mutism is a germ disease.

But it is hard on the stomach, an<| 
must be combined with other sub» 
stances in order to accomplish good

It may be used externally and intern# 
ally, and often Is of very great service. 

Other useful measures are blisters, 
and cupping of the Joints, dry heat, 
stimulating liniments, electricity and 
massage.

Baths and hot springs ( especially sul
phur springs) are often of great value. 

Treatment of this kind may be had V , 
at several resorts In Virginia; at 
Sharon Springs, N. Y.; Mt. Clemens, 
Mich.; Hot Springs, Ark.; and else
where, and it is as good and as effec
tive as at the European resorts, most 
of which are now unavailable.

• f Chronic rheumatism or rheuma
toid arthritis begins, of course, aa an 
acute disease, but may not present the 
picture of inflammatory rheumatism.

It has less fever, less swelling, less 
heart trouble, frequently less pain, and 
may progress slowly until he joints 
become stiff and helpless.

It Is ueusally found in mature 
people, people who have reached 
forty or fifty, frequently occurs in wo
men, and 1% often associated with 
grippe and diseases of the breathing 
and digestive organs.

At first the joints are soft, then 
they are hard and stiff; the joints 
of the fingers are first attacked, then 
the elbow, shoulder, knee and hip. fluid 
accumulating In them, and the slight
est motion in them giving Intense pain.

The joints are more or less swoll
en, the hands and knees deformed, 
the skin glossy and of a bluish color, 
and the muscles near the joints with
ered and thin.

The disease is hastened by hard 
work and exposure to cold and damp
ness, and, like the acute disease, may 
be in successive generations of a fam-

IJA'K'TY

mi. 3w- I %E DOT PUZZLE. A ftiJ/
\j•ll 16IS Summer Fropk of Plain and Printed 

Voile. 4 r I’m pledged to educate them well. 
Some day I think their skill will sell, 
And as they rise to service tine, 
Life’s best reward will then be mine. 
In truth and honor I would teach 
Them how the goals of life to reach; 
Would watch their footsteps lest they 

•tray
And come to bitter grief some day. 
Their future means so much to me,
In them lies every Joy to be.

ij 18
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wasting a lot of valuable fertilizer, 
especially if you have been burning 
wood. Wood ashes contain potash, 
which Is the scarcest of all fertilisers 
now. Use wood ashes where you are 
going to plant corn and where the to
mato plants will grow. You can 
work It into the ground before plant
ing time or around the rows after the 
plants come up. Save all kinds of 
waste material, and either dig them in
to the garden or make a compost heap 
which will be available tor next spring.

trnm y
Mrs. Perry Looked Them Over. “Not 

There," She Declared.
Curious “i have not heard of her 
before.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” dryly, “folks 
sort o' die away from the world after 
they go into the poorhouse. Mis’ 
Bray’s husband was for gettin’ on, 
so he went to the city an’ learned the 
florist's trade. For a time he done 
pretty well; then his business broke 
an’ lie died. Then lus wife came back 
home an’ lived up what little she had. 
After that there was nothin’ but the 
poorhouse.’’

“Well, we will find her. Will you 
go with me, Mrs. Perry?”

“Why y’yes, I don’t mind if I do. 
Cynthia Bray was as much of a lady 
as anybody ’round. Still, while 'twa'n't 
her fault It's hardly expected folks 
will keep on visitin’ Just the same as 
though she was at some other place.”

The next afternoon the minister’s' 
buckboard stopped in front of the 
poorhouse and he and Mrs. Perry 
alighted. On a bench near the door 
were four or five old women.

Mrs. Perry looked them over, “Not 
there,” she declared, 
wouldn’t grow to look like that We’ll 
go In.”

In answer to their knock a harsh 
featured woman came to the door. 
“Mis' Bray?” she repeated In 
to their question. “Oh, Aunt Cynthia,

Questions and Answers.

M. A. M.—When I am at home, I feel 
perfectly well; but, when I gQ into a 
crowd or to a show or to church—es» 
pec tail y If I sit in the front row—I be
come so frightened that 1 fear I shall 
faint. Please tell how I can overcome 
this trouble.

Answer:—1 do not believe there is 
anything to worry about in this cote 
ditlon of nervousness—which is very; 
common, but which people have to ov
ercome by their own efforts. Keep on 
trying and don’t be discouraged and 
you will overcome it.

• IB mlm. of the decorating” ' she asked, 
do it in my own way?” ny.

So-called muscular rheumatism 
attacks chiefly the muscles of the 
back, neck, and shoulders, common 
names for it being ‘ lumbago.'' ' atiff 
neck,” and “crick in the back.”

The muscles In such cases are 
stiff and painful, especially when they 
are touched or moved.

help. I don’t know much about ar 
ranging flowers myself.”

“Well, I shall need help In gather
ing the decorations,” she said. ‘ There 
will be things to cut and bring borne, 
and boxes and boards to build up for 
the banking. Yes, I think we can do 
It very nicely. There are some bushes 
along the creek that I can fix up to 
look very much like palms & little 
distance, and that dark moss below 
the lodge will make a beautiful bank 
on which we can arrange the early 
white flowers which are beginning to 
bloom on the hillsides. Then there 
are the pussy willows and early ferns 
and lots of oilier things that can be 
used with good effect. But, there!” 
breaking into a low, joyous laugh, 
which apparently frightened her, tor 
she stopped suddenly and looked about 
in a scared, tremulous sort of way. 
“I was only going to say that I haven't 
seen the church vet. I ought to go 
there first and look around.”

"Of course. Well take you there

Pointed Paragraphs.-I **•If A fearless man Is one of the great
est feminine attractions.

There Isn't much love In a sensible 
love letter. '

A conceited young lady says that 
the men are a covet-ous lot

He who talks big things seldom 
does anything but the small ones.

Shooting stars may yet discover 
that the earth is a good revolver.

Nothing Is more gratifying than 
the consciousness of doing good.

Many a man's good opinion Is not 
Worth the price you have to pay for It

If It were possible to amputate one’s 
conscience the surgeons would have 
to work overtime.

When a man discovers that he has 
had enough he also discovers that he 
has overestimated his capacity.

•U cr* fÇ a

m F. C. L.—Answer:—If you will send 
me your address and a stamped envel
ope, I will mail you the article on iue- 
erculosis, which will answer your 
question better than I could in this 
restricted space.

This disease, like the other var
ieties, Is probably due to germs; it is 
made worse by dampness, cold and bad 
sanitary conditions; and it may be
come permanent, like the joint disease, 
with the formation of new fibrous tis
sue in the affected muscles.

In all forms of 
should lead a simple regular life, avoid
ing all excesses, avoiding alcohol In 
all its forms, getting plenty of sleep, i 
dismissing worry and strain and keep- j 
ing the bowels open.

There Is one drug which Is almost j 
as potent In rheumatism, as quinine Is 
in malaria, and that is salicylic acid.

v *X: •*»
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A COINCIDENCE.

Mrs. Hill—Reading Is my husband’s 
greatest passion.

Mrs. Park—My husnand Is affected 
in the same way every time he reads 
a bill from my dressmaker.

(

rheumatism one
•36

♦ 4*§7
Citybred—We need more of the ar

tistic spirit In our daily lives.
Farmer Cras

There’s too much art now.

On the
“CynthiaIS

tioUR WAR GARDEN.*9 1 can’t see it that
-iI

never coujd see the sense of usin’ up 
so much red ink trin’ to make a mort-1 and as H is a powerful antiseptic. It

strengthens the argument that rheu-

•4o
IÜHave you cleaned out your chimneys 

and fireplace pits? If not, you may be
>answerhas Piffle drawn?

from one to two and so on to gage look attractive.
t

Z/-By POP.KEEPING UP WITH THE JONESES-Pa Is Convinced.ByEDWINA.

The Sign.
Mrs. A.—Father, I'm positive my 

husband doesn't drink.
Father—Yes. he’s only got one bad 

habit—he’s always chewing cloves.

«
1

x
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Hie Idea.

Mothen—Don't do that, Bobby. He’ll 
bltey oil

Bobby—No. he won't. Dogs don't 
bite at this end.
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SIDE TALKS
BY RUTH CAMERON.

FASHIONS for CANADIANS
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