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Quincy Adams Sawyer
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A PICTURE OF
NEw ExcrLaxp HoMEe 1LIFE.

It was the morning of the fifth of

January. PBenoni Hill, who ran the only
grocery store at Mason's
behind his counter
his only son, Samuel,
the wants of several customers.

While thus eng Misg Tilly James
entered, and young Samuel Hill forgot
to ask the cugtomer, on Wnoin had
been waiting the usual question, “"Any-
thing else, ma’am?”’ anxious was he
to speak to and wait the pretty
Miss James, whose bright eyes, dark
curly hair, and witty semarks had at-
tracted to her side suitors than
had fallen to t! i of any other
young g in the vi . As yet she
had evincod no esp iking for any
particul one the voung men who
flocked about her, and this fact had only
served to increase their admiration for
her and to spur them on to renewed
efforts to win her favor.

“Do you know, Miss
Samuel, “I can’t get it out of my
vet.” . As he said this, he leaned
the counter, and being a brave young
man, looked straight into Miss James’
smiling face.

“If all home remedies
sail Tilly, “why don't
ton and have

“Wha 1
Sainucl;
on the
ried.”

“It may be my last ch
ed Tilly. “Meother says tne in
boiled onion put into the
for some troubles; give
tea, Oolong and green
we always have.”

As .Samuel passed
up package Mias . 5
acrosg the counter agall rnd
a low voice, “You knov
ears, Mi Jan ;
played for M TW )
led ‘Listen to the
don’t think I 1 ever forgel

“Well, T don’t knd
playing, Mr. Hill. I «
my place several times,
ed o0 much to hear hin

During this
jamuel had
they had not
a new-comer
them. Only
tle girl, was left
Hill, Sr., had vn celiar
her a ouart moias ez,

A r uttered the wds, ‘1
h to hear him
heard hind her in clear, meladio
flute ¢ notes, the measi
of “Listen to the Mocking Bird.”” Turn-
ing quickly, she saw Mr, Sawyer stand-
ing beside her.

“Why, how do you do
I am delighted to se> you again,”
gaid in that hearty, whole-souled wa)
that was so captivating to her admir-
ers,

“The d«light is mutual’
Quincy, raising hig hat and bowing.

Samuel Hill was evidently somewhat
disturbed by the great friendliness of
the greetings that he had just witness-
ed. This fact did not Tilly’'s
quick eye, and turning to Mr. Sawyer
she said:

“Have von been introduced
friend, Mr. Samuel Hill?”

“T have not had that pleasure,
replied Quinecy. *This is my first visit
10 the store.”

“Then allow me,”
“to present you to Mr Samuel Hill and
to Mr. Benoni Hill, his father, both
valued friends of mine,” and she added,
as a roguish smile came into her face,
“as they keep the onily
in the village, vou will
buy what the have and pay them
what they as unless vou jpmwefer a
three-mile traap to INastborough Cen-
ter.”

“T hope
Mason’s Clorner,”” sa
“though I don’'t s'pose
find much to please ver
town, ’specially in the winter.”

“So far I have found two things that
have pleased me very much,’” replied
Quincy.

“The milk and eggs
marked Tilly,

“No,” said Quincy,
Lindy Putnam’s fine
beautiful playing of a
ig called Miss James.
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singing and the
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leave you so suddenly, but the fact is!jmae to add that I, too, am connected | Iscac Pettengill, sgaying he was a man

the tea caddy ran low this morning and
grandma’s nerves will remain unstrung
until she gets a cup of sir .
With graceful bow
wave of the hand
men, the bright an: 11
left th e,
“Mr, HiulL”
the elder gentlemau., “I've
the cigar=s that T brought
but Dea Mason told me perhaps vou
had that would suit me. 1 like
a good-sized, strong cigar and one that
burns freely.”
“Well,” said N
Strout is the most
have in cigars;
smokes a pipe in the house, ’eause 1t
don’t hang round the voom so long a
cigar smoke does, but he likes a 2o
fgar t the: sireet
goes ridin’ I just had
him Iast

will
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ind a parting
three
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smoked all
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some
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‘Professor
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customer
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says

t smoke on
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¢ wn far
a nf t}
Jest
took his nmer and
box p it to Quiney,
who took one of the cigars and lighted
it. As he did so he glaread at the brand
and the names g <

re, and re-
marked, ““This y cigar, I've
smoked this brand What do
vou ask for them?”

“1 git ten cents straight,
Strout always smokes up the whol
box before he gits through, though
don’t usually buy more than five at a
time, 1 let hi: ve ' for
apiece, There ain’t much
them; but yer seo I have
customers.”

‘ou don't enourh
said Quincy, throwing
dollar bill. “They sell
two for a quarter, in

“How many will you
Mr. Hill, thinking that
be a paradise for shopkeopers,
seven cents profit could be made
cigar that cost only eight cents.

“T'll1 take whole bhox,”
“Ceh 1t dollars, that’s cheap
No matter about the discount.’
id this he took half a dozen
m box and placed them
—~mounted, embroidered cigar
case. “‘Please do them up for me,
Hill, and the next time Hiram Max-
well comes in he wiil take them down
to Deacon Mason’s for me.”

After much rummaging through
and pocketbook, Mr Hill and his
found ten dollars in change,
was passed to Quincy, He stuffed the
large wad of small bills and fractional
currency into his overcoat pocket and
sitting down on a pile of soap hoxes
drammed on the lower one with his
boot heels and puffed his cigar with
evident pleasure.

While Quincy was thus pleasantly en-
gaged, Professor Strout eniered the
store and waiked briskly up to tie
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counter,
he did not notice, Quincy who kept his
place upon the pile. of soap boxXes.
Strout was followed by Abner Stiles,
Robert Wood, and several other idlers,
who had been standing on the
i platform when the Profesor arrived.

“Did those cigars come down, Hill?" |

asked Strout in his usral pompous way.
| “Yes!™ replieq Mr. Hill, “but I guess
you'll have (o wait till I git another box
down.”

“What for?’ asked
“Wa'n't it understood between us that
them cigars to be kept for me?"”

“That’'y so0,” acknowledged Mr. Hill,
“but you see, when I told that gen-
tleman on the soap over yonder

v

was

bhox
that you smoked them, he bought he
whole box. paid me 2 cent more. apiece
than you do. A dollar’'s worth saving
nowadays. He says they sell for fifteen
cents, two for a quarter, up in Boston.”
“If he's so well posted on  Boeston
prices,” growled Strout, “why didn’t he
pay them instead of cheating you out
of two dolla and a half? 1 consider
it a very shabby trick, Mr, Hill. I
shall buy my cigars at Rastborougn
Conter in the future. Perhaps you'll
more than that dollar in the long

oy

in

‘Perhaps the gentleman will let you
bave some of them,” expostulated Mr!
Ftill, “till I can get ancther box.”

“All T can say said Strout
snappish tones, the man
bougnt
for me, he
the whole box.
Stiles?” he asked,
who had kept Rhis
placid
though listening intently to
Professor said.

“tvell, T kinder reckon T agree to
what vou say, Professor,” drawled- Ab-
ner, “unless the other side has got some
~ort of an explanation to make. 'Tain’t
quite fair to judge a man without a
hearin’.”

“Allow me to offer you one of your
faverite brand, Professor Strout,” said
Quinecy, jumping down from the soapn
boxes and nding his cigar case.
thank you!” said Strout, *“I
s buy a box at a time, the same
voa do. Judging from the smell of
the one you are smoking, 1 guess they
made a miztake on that box and sent
‘ond qguality, Give me a five-cent

Mr. Hill, if some gentleman has
boucht out your whole stock, T
‘ney my pipe will have to do me till

oor a chance to go over to BEast-
yorough Centre.”

During this conversation Hiram Max-
well had come in to do an errand for
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1sation of the wordy.conflict was a shrill,
| feminine voice, which cried dut from
| the store platform: ; |
|'* “Hiram‘ Maxwell, * where - are yqdf.’g
Mother's most out of patience waiting |
{ for you.” ¢ |
|" “Good Lord!” cried Hiram, breaking!
through the crowd and rushing to the !
| counter to make the long-deferred pur-|
!ehase. “I'm coming home in 2 m'n-.
|ute.”
{ ~ “I think I had better see you home,’
iremarked Huldy Mason, entering the |
. store, !
| As she advanced the crowd separ-v|
ated and moved backward, leaving her |
ia clear path. ' -
“Why, how do you do, Mr, Sawyer?” |
'said she in a pleasant voice and with a'i
|sweet smile, as she reached Quincy.
[“Won't you help me take Hiram|
home?”’ S
“I. should be happy to be of service |
to you,'* replied Quincy. |
The Professor turned his back toward
Miss Mason and began talking in an
| animated manner to Abner Stiles, Bob
| Wood, and a few other ardent sympa-
! thizers who gathered about him.
The rest of the crowd were evidently
imore interested in watching the pretty
Miss Mason and the genteel Mr. Saw-|
yer. When Hiram left the store with |
this purchases under one arm and
Quincy’s box of cigars under the other,
ihe was closely followed by Quincy
{and Huldy, who were talking and
ilaughing together, The crowd of
loungers streamed out on the platform |
l:lg’;li!l to watch their departure. AS“
]()uin(‘y and Huldy turned from the!
| square into the road that led to the!
Deacon’s house they met Ezekiel Pet-
tengill. Huldy nodded gaily and Quincy
{raised his hat, but Ezekiel was not
| acquainted with city customs and did
inot return the salutation. A few mo-
ments later the Professor and Abner
Stiles were relating to him the excit-
ing occurrences of the last half hour. |
i 1
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CHAPTER V.

| Mr. Sawyer Meets Uncle Ike. i
]

Quincy Adams Sawyer had not com-“l

! down to Mason’s Corner with any idea
lof becoming a hermit, His father was

'a great lawyer and a very

‘Dot mistake it " as

|3

wealthy son I came dc

con. Mason  hag . ‘teldishim- Uncle Tke's
house was away from_the road, so:ne
hundred . feet, hack, ghd ‘that he could
: scould "see Lhe
chicken coop trom the road. He final-
ly reached it arter traversing akout a
mii¢ and a haif, it . being another
mile and a hajf to Eastborough Cen-
tre, ; antdnd

' 'He found the path that led to the
hcuse. As he peared the steps a huge
dcg arosé from a, reclining posture and
faced him, not jn an ugly mood, but
with an expression that seemed to say,
“An introduction. , will .. be necessary
before you come any further.” The deg
seemed to understand that it was his
duty to bring ghout thé necessary in-
troduction, so he ‘gave a series of
loud barks. The deor was quickly
opened and TUncle 1ke stcod in Lhe

ocrway. 8

“Do 1 address Mr. Isaac Pettengill?”
asked Quincy,

Unecie Ike replied, “That's what they
write on my letters.”

Quincy  continued, “My name is
Quincy Adams Sawwyer. J am the oaly
son of the Hon, Nathaniel Sawyer, of
Boston, and I bear a leiter of intro-
ducticn trom him to you.”

Quincy tcok the letter, irom his poc-
ket and heid it in his hand. The dog
made a quick movement forward and
before Quincy could ‘divine his object,

‘he took the letter in his- mouth and

tock it to Uncle Ike,
faced Quincy again.

Uncle Ike read the letter slowly and
carefully: then he. turned to Quincy
and said, “If you. will talk about

and, returning,

i birds, fish, dogs, and chickens, you are
. welcome,

and I shall be glad to see
you now at any time, If you talk
about lawsuits or religion I shall be
sorry that you.came. I am. sick of
lawyers and ministers. If you insist
upon talking on ‘such’ subjects T'll tell
Swiss, and the next time you conie he
won't even baik to let me know you're
here.” : 4

Quincy took in the situation, and
smiling said, “I am tired of lewyers
and lawsuits myself; that is the rea-
wn here for a change.

Mrs, Mason, and several more platform

idlerg, having heard the Professor's loud ‘

words, also entered.

Strout was ansgry.
condition he usually lost his head,
which he did on this occasion. Turn-
ing to Quincy he said with a voice full
of passion:

“What's yver name, anyway? You've
got so many of them I don’t know
which comes fust and which last. Is
it Quincy or Adams or Sawyer? How
in thunder did you get ‘em all, anyway”?

ypose they tucked ’em on to you
when yvou was a baby and you was too
weak to kick-at being so abused.”’

When in

At this saily a loud voice arose from |

| the crowd gathered in the store and
| Abner Stiles, who was the Professor’s
henchman and man-of-all-work, cried
out, "Fust blood for the Professor.”
Quincy faced the Professor with a
pale face and speke in clear, ringing
[ tones, still holding his lighted cigar
between the fingers of his right hand,
When he spoke all listened intently.
“yYour memory has served you well,
Mr. Strout. You have got my names
correct and in the proper order, Quincy
Adaims Sawyer. I do not consider that
any child could be =abused by being
obliged to wear such honored names as
those given me by my parents, My
mother was a Quincy, and that name
is indissolubly connected with the his-
tory and glory of our common cou-
try. My father’s mother was an
Adams, a family that has given two
Presidents to the United States, 1
vour knowledge of history is as great
as your memory for names you should
be aware of these facts, but your ignor-
ance of them will not affect the opinion
of those knowing to them. My father,
Nathaniel Adams Sawyer, has a world-
wide reputation a great constitu-

as

illy. “that vou | {jona] Jawyer, and I am proud to bear | him.

his name, combined with those of my
illustrious ancestors. It is needless for

with the legal profession.”
Here Hiram Maxwell called out,
“First round for Mr. Sawyer.”
“Shut up, vou dough-head,”
Strout, his face purple with rage. Turn-
ling to Quiney he said in a choked voice,
“My name is Obadiah Strout, no frills
or folderolg about it either. That was
my father’s name too, and he lived and
died an honest man, in spite of it. He
raised potatoes and one son, that was
me.  When the nation called for vol-
unteers I went to war to save the
money bags of such as you that stay-
ed at home. It was such fellers as you
that made money out of mouldy bis-
uits and rotten beef, shoddy chothin’,
i paper-soled boots, It wag such
lers vour father that lent their
roney to the government and got big
iterest for it. They kept the war go-
12 as long as they could,
they for the blood of the poor soldier,
as long as they could keep the pro-
fits and interest coming in? It wasn't
the Quincys and the Adamses and the
! other fellers with big vwames that stay-
ed at home and hollered who saved the

as

fecountry, but the rank and file that did |
was one of them.” |
Pro- |
Quincy’s face |

the fightin’, and I
As he said thig the
fessor shook his fist in
to which a red flush mounted, dyeing
cheek and brow.
“That’'s the Lord’'s
St Then he

irascible

truth,”
called

said
ner tiles. out in a

loud voice, “Second round for the Pro- |

fessor. Now for the finish.”
But the finish did not come
The settlement between these two lin-
gual disputants did not come for many
,days. The reason for a sudden ces-
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| Gibraltar.

| 9. The 2d. Stamp for Malta.

| 3. A Provisional Seychelles Stamp.
l 4. A Trench Colonial Stamp.

| 5 The 1d. St. Kitts and Nevis, with
| Symbolical INustiation of a Medicinal
Sprine in Nevis,

Kirg's Head Stamp for

NEW ISSUES OF POSTAGE STAMPS

6. The %d. St.. Kitts and Nevis,
showing Christopher Columbus Sight-
ing Land.

7. A New
Issue.

8. The Stamp for Aitutaki, over-
printed with the Name of the Island
and the Value ofi the Stamp.in the
Maori Dialect.

]{iazg‘ Head Canadian

Iman. He had made Qunincy a large
allowance during. his . college days, and
{ had doubled it when his only son en-
tered hig law office
| studies, s

Quincy had worked hard in two ways;
first, to read law, so as to realize the
great *anticipation th2t his father had
concerning him; second, he worked still
lharder between eight in the evening
and one, two, and even four in the
morning, to get rid of the - two large
allowance that his father made him.

Like all great men, his father was un-
suspicious and easily hoodwinked about
family matters; so when Quincy grew
listless and on certain occasions fell
asleep at his desk his renowned and
indulgent father decided it was due to
overwork and sent him down to East-
{ borough for a month’s rest and change
of scene,
| Pettengill, and in fact had conducted
{many successful suits for him; be-
{ gsides this he had drawn up the papers
!when Uncle Ike divided his fortune.
iQuim-y's {.ther had written to Uncle
ilko, asking him to find a boarding
{place, and Uncle Ike had sclected
Deacon Mason’s as the best place for

|
|

to complete his

ather had told him to be
acquainted with Mr.

Quincy’'s f
|sure and get

The subjocts you mpnﬁon will satisfy

few words about’ Féwing,
ning, and football.) : R

Uncle lke -replied, ‘“The physically
perfect man-I -admire, the jntelléctual-
iy perfeet man is usually‘a big bore; 1
prefer the company: of*my fchi(‘k_ens“‘
Turning to Swiss he said with a 'mark-
ed change in_ his voice, “This is a
friend of mine, Swiss.”
Quincy he said,

boxing, run-

| patriotism_ ought

in- my mother’s arms. The balance of
the' time I stayed there you couldn't
get me within forty yards of my uncle,
tor every time I met him I could sce
mysSelf running around without my
head.”

‘“That made a lasting impression on

you,”” 1emarked Quircy.
o "Yes,” sai@ Uncle Ike, “it has last-
ea me sixiy-eight. years, one month,
and thirteen days,” pointing to a
calendar.that hung on:the wall,

As Quincy looked in the direction in-
dicated he saw something hanging be-
side it that attracted his attention.

It was a sheet of white paper with
a heavy black border. Within the bor- |
der were written these words, “Sacred
to the memory of Isaac Pettengill,
who was killed at the battle of Gettys-
burg, Juiy 4th, 1863, aged twenty-
vears, He died for his namesake and
his native land.”

Quincy said interrogatively, “Did you
loce a son in the war?”

“No,”” was the reply. *“I never had
a son, That was my substitute.”

“Strange that your substitute should
have the same name as yocurself.”

“Yes, .it would have been if he hadg,
but ke didn't. His right name was
Lemuel Butters. But [ -don’t propose
tc put my money inte such a ncme
as that.”

“Were you drafted?’ asked Quincy.

**No,” said Uncle lke. “I might as
well tell you the whole story, for you
seem bound to have it. 1 came down
here in 1850, when 1 was about sixty.
Of course I knew what was going on,
but I didn’t take much interest in the
war, till a lot of soldiers went by one
day. They stopped here; we had a
talk, and they told me a number of
things that 1 hadn’t seen in the papers.
I haven’'t read the daily papers for
thirteen years, but I took some week-
lies and the magazines and buy
some books. Well, the next day 1
went over to Eastborough Centre ard
asked . th> selectn®n Ihw much Bt
would coit to send a man to the war.
They raid substitutes were bringing
$150 just then, but that T was over
age and couldn’t be drafted, and ther«
was no need of my sending anybody.
I remarked that in my opinion a man's
not 1o die out as
long as bhe lived. 1t seemed to me |
that if a man had $150 it was his duty |
tc pay for a substitute, if he was a
hardred. The selectmen said that
they had a tellow named Lem Butters |
who was willing to go if he got & |
hundred and. fifty. £o 1 planked down |
the money, hut with the understand- |
ing that he should take my name. |
Well, to make a long story short, 1|
got killed at Gettysburg and I wrote |

! that out as a reminder.” |

frne, if you will alibw me te put in a]}

|

Turning to.|ofHce cat.
“He will admit you !ty loneseme about eighteen hours out

| was sixty.
' got

“Pon't yoa ever get lonesome herc
yourself ”’ asked Quincy. |
“Yes,” gaid Uncle Ike. “I am 'o01e
gome every minute of the time. That's |
what I came dcwn here for. 1 got |
tired being ionesome with other peo- |
ple around me, so I thought I would
come down here and be lonesonie ail
by myself, and I have never been |
gorry I came.” "
Quincy opened his eyes and looked |
irquiringly at Uncle Ike. . |
“I don’t quite understand what yrmé
mean by being lonesome with other!
people around you,” s=aid he. |
‘*No, of course you don't,” replied
Uncle lke, *“You are too young. [/
I was thirty-five when I
married and my wife was only |
twenty-two, so when I was sixty she |
wag only forty-seven, One girl was|
twenty-three and . the other tw@nty.‘,
I went to work at seven o'clock in the |
morning -and got home at seven at!
night, My wite and daughters went |
to theatres, dihners and parties, and |
of ‘course I stayed at home with the |
servant  girl. In, my ‘business 1 had!
raken in two young fellows as part-|
nere, both good, honest men, but soon |
they got to figuring that on business |
points. they were two and I was one, |
and -pretty soon all I had to do was |
té put wood on the fire and feed Lhe |

So you can see I was pret- |

until ¥ give him d#rections to the con- | af the twenty-four.” |

trary.”

The dog walked quietly to .one sjide|family—"

and Quiney advanced with outstretch-
ed hand toward Uncle Ike.
Uncle Ike did not extend his.
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With | gave them sixty days to do it in.

One was ready to die for the|thirds of my fortune
meant | gther third into an annaity.
many | culating now ‘that if my health hoids
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Quincy said reflectively,

“Are alive and |
They don’t write me |
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_ Uncle Ike broke in,
weil, T suppose. |
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my |

I
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and put the |
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gave my wife

hapd shakings mean that nowadays?|good I shall beat the insurance com-

Besides,” with a queer smile, I have|pany in the end.”

just been cutting up a broiler that I
intend to cook for my dinner. Come
in, wvou "are 'welcomme on the condi-
tions I have imentioned.”

Quincy obeyed and stepped into the
kitchcn of Sleepy Holiow. ile owned
to himselt in after years that that was

| 6f fine education, and added, "I some-
| times feel, Quincy, as though I would
{like to go into .the country and take
| care of a chicken farm myself for a
while.”

His mother came of the best New
| England stock, and although she had
been named Sarah and her husband’s
[name was Nathaniel, we have seen
| that the son had been endowed with
the rather high-sounding name of
| Quincy Adams, which his schoolmates
| had shortened to Quince, and his col-

ated to Quincy. Quincy had two sisters
and they had been equally honored
| with high-sounding appellations, the
e:der being called Florence Estelle and
| the younger Maude Gertrude, but to
! pa, ma, brother, and friends they
were known as Flossie and Gertie.

The next day after the affair at
| ITil’s grocery, Quincy put several of
the best cigars in town in his pocket
‘and started towards Eastborough Cen-
tre for a walg, intending to call upon
Uncle Ike Pettengill.

The young man knew that late hours
and their usual accompaniments were
what had undermined his health, co
{ ke determined to make his vacation of
i good serviece to him and recover his
accustomed health and strength, and
when be returned home cut his old
facquaintances and settle down earn-
estly and honestly to the battle of life.

He had been a favorite in city so-
iciety; he was well educated, well
iread, had traveled considerably and
was uniformly polite and affable to all
classes, from young children to old
men and women; he was very careful
| about his dress, and always had
| that well-groomed appearance
| which leads the average countryman
! say ‘‘dude” to himself and near

|
|
|
|
|
|
|

tto
{ friends when talking about him.

Quincy was no dude; he had h»een
| prominent in all college athletic games;
he had been a member of the ’varsity
{eight in one of its contests with Yaie,
land had won a game for Harvard
{with Yale at basebal by making a
{ home run in the tenth inning on a tied |
| score, He was a good musician and |
| fine singer. In addition he was a
| graceful dancer, and had taken les-
{sons in boxing, until his feather-
| weight teacher suggested that he had
| better find a heavy-weight instructor
i to practice on.

Quincy was in his twenty-third year.
He had been in love a dozen times,
i but, as he expregsed it, had been saved
| from matrimony by getting aequainted
with a prettier girl just as he was on
the point of popping the ‘question.
But we left him walking along on

lege friends had still further abbrevi- |

out to

the most imporiant step he had taken
in life—the turning point in his
reer,

ca-

CHAPTER VI
Some New Tdeas,

“Did you ever kill a chicken?” ask-
ed Uncle lke, as Quincy entered the
room and took a seat in the willow
rocker Uncle 1ke pointed out to him.
~“No,” replied Quincy, “but . out in
Chicago I saw live. hogs killed, bris-
tles taken off, cut up, assorted .ac-

|
!

cording to kind and quality, and hung|

up to cool off; in three nmuinutes.

Uncle Tke vesponded vehemently,
“Yes, T know, ard it is a
the
such things.”

“That may bhe true,” said Quincy,
“but even that speed they cannot
kill and pack as fast as it is. wanted.’

“Yes,” said Uncle 1lke, “in the old

o
a

.

In these days man serves Mammon and

he will do anything to win his favor.” |

“Do you think it .is true that men
were better in the old days?” asked
Quincy,

“No,” answered Uncle Ike, “I didn’t
say so. 1 said that in .the old days
man was afraid to do these things;
now if he has mon~y he is afraid of
neitker God, man nor devil. To speak
frankly, that is why I am o inde-
pendent myselt, I am sure of enough
to support me as long as I live;
owe no man anything, and allow
no man to awe me anything.”

Quincy, changing the subject, in-
quired, ‘“What is your method of kiil-
ing chickens?”

U'nicle Tke said, “Let me
why I deviseq a new plan, When I
was about eight years old I went
with my mother to visit an uncle in
a neighboring town. I was born in
Eastborough myself, in ‘the old Pet-
tengill house. But this happened some
twenty miles from here. My uncle was
chopping wood, and boy like, I went
watch him. - An old rooster
kept running around the block, flap-
pirg its wings, making considerable
noise, . Uncle shooed him off three or
four times. Finally uncle made a grab
at him, caught him Dby the legs,
whacked him down on the block and
with his axe cut off his head close to
his body, and then threw it out on the
grass vight in front of me. Was that
rooster dead? I theught not. It got
up on its legs, ran right towards
where T was sitting, and tefore I could

r
b

tell you

get away I was covered with the blood |

that came from its” neck. T don't
know how far the rooster ran, but I

his way to hoTe “Cenire, Dea-

know I never stopped until I was safe

11

shame to |
American peaple that they allow,

{
i
days man feared God, and he treated !

!man and beast better for that reason.

!
|

|
1

|
Quincy, finding that his jinquiries pro- |
voked such interesting replies, risked |
another, ‘“Are your daughters mar- |
ried?"”

Uncle Ike laughed quietly. *“I don’t:
read the daily papers as I said, so I |
don’t know, but they wouldn’t send me
cards anyway. They know my ideas |
of marriage.” i

Quincy, smiling, asked, “Have ymxi
soire new ideas on ‘that old custom®”” |

“Yes, T have,” replied Uncle Ike. !
“If two men go into business and each
puts in money and they make money |
or don’t make it, the law doesn’t fix|
it. so that they must keep together
for their natural lives, but allows the
firm to be dissolved by mutual con-
sent.”’

“Why, sir, that would make
riage ‘a  limited . partnership,”
Qu_n\cy with a” smile, i

“What Dbetter is it now?” asked|
Uncle Tke. *“The law doesn’'t compel |
couples ' to live together if they don't|
want  to, and 'if they don’t want tc
live together, why not let them, umh'r{
proper restrietions, get up some |
firms? Of course, there wouldn't be |
any objection to parties living lo-i
gether for their natural lives, if they |
wanted to, and the fact that they did]

%
i
{
i
{
|
|

mar-
said

nesw

would be pretty good proof that they
wanted to.” {
Quincy
what-—-""
“I know what you are going' to say,”
said Uncle Tke. ‘“You are going to ask
that tiresome old question, what wiil
become of the children? - Well, I
ghould consider them part of the pm-l
perty on hand . and divide them and |
the mcney.according to law.” !
“But few mothers would . consent to{

|

|

|

}

started

to “But |

epeak, .

be parted from their children.” ‘
“Oh, that’s nonsense,” replied Uncle
Jke. ‘I have a Massachusetts State
Report here that says about five hund- :
red children every year are abandoned |
by their mothers for some cause _or|
other, 'They leave them on door- |
steps and in railroad stations; they |
put them out to board and don’t puy |
their board; and the report says that
every one of these little waifs is adopt-
ed by good people, and they get a
better e¢ducation and a better bringing
up than their own parents could or
would give them. Have you ever|
read, Mr. Sawyer, of the Austrian |
baron who was crossed in love and de- |
cided .he would never marry?”’ ’
Quincy shook his head.
QUINCEY ADAMS SAWYER—Gall 4
“Well, he was wealthy and had a!
big castle, with no one to live in it, !
and during his life he adopted, educat-
ed,. clothed  and sent out into the
world, fitted to make their own living,
more than a thousand ehiddren, To
my mind, Mr. ‘Sawyer, 'hé was a hig-
ger .man than any emperor or king
who has ever lived.”
Quincy asked, “But how are you go-
ing to start such a reform, Mr. Pet-
tengill?  The first couple that got ie-

|
I
i
{
1

f

united and the partnership plan would
be the laucshing stock of the commul.- |
itv.”

can g<t over ‘that difftcalty.
of
many social reformes. Lt
firct
de

jand ailer a
|mairiage
frencw
i body laugh

i forg:

i1

{sharply, “Mr. Sawyer!”
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Blue Ribbon Ceylon Tea is “par excellence” the quality tea
of Canada. :
Made from the most delicate leav
strictly scientific processes. : :
The taste is always the same—rich and almost tl}lck—the
bouquet odorous and aromatic—a tea for the most exclusive func-
tion at a moderate price. ‘
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40c.

es of the tea plant—cured

by

Black, Mixed
Ceylon Green
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Set a Bug to C:tch a Bug

More centuries

whao something of

| in a tuneless age, wrote:

‘“vleas have little fleas to hite ’em,
And these have smaller fleas,

And on ad infinitum.”
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Butler's idea is being proved
of the parasite is
| found in the infinitesimal world as far as
the microscope reveals the The
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always like a man that allows ologist has been
to do most of the talking, BY
way, we didn’'t get a chance to
much this time ‘about shooting,
ing, or football.”

Quincy went down the
Uncle lke stocd at the. door, as he di
before he entered. Swiss  looked
Quincy with an expression that seem-
ed to say, “You've made a pretty long
call.” Quincy patted him on the head,
called him “‘good  dog,” and walked|
briskly down the path towards the
road. When he was about fifty feet
from the house, Uncle ‘Ike called out
Quincy turn-
ed on his heel quickly and looked to-
wards the speaker, Uncle lke's voice,
gtill sharp, spoke these farcwell words:

“1 forgot to tell you, Mr, Sawyer,
that T always chloroform my chickens
before T cut off their heads.”

He stepped back into the house.
Swiss, with a bound, was in the yoom
beside him, and when Quincy again
turned his steps towards the road the
closed door had shut them both from
view,
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the gailcws wounlon't any teo
for him. Will. you siay for lunch. Mr.
Sawycer? My cbicken'is-about done.”
Quincy arose and politely de-lined
the invitation, sayving he had been
much interested that he had’ remained
much longer than he had intenied, but;
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certain
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a  noxious insect
has produced

whose

of some
to Dbe
from maul-
limits. When
insect ig intro-
new territory and its com-
left behind, the numbers
harmful insects increase such a
a ratio as to destroy entirely the plant
on which it feeds. Here science comes
to the rescue by introducing the de-
stroying agent, which is far more effi-
cacious than the poisons which are man’s
principal instruments of defense, Sci-
ence simply avails itself of nature's re-
sources in ‘‘setting a bug to catch a
ug.” It fights a nuisance with a nuis-
ance, This summer, it is said, we have
discovered a discourager oi the mos-
quito.—Hartford Times.

Wash greasy dishes, pots or pans witn |
Lever’s Dry Soap a powder. It will re-
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How to Treat Painful Corns.

and morning apply Putnam’'s
Painless Corn Extractor. It acts like
magic KKills the pain, ewrss the corn,
i does it without pain quickty and surely.
Use only “Putnam’s.”
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craft is 56 feet long,
draws 3 Tfeet

Night
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The first typewriting machine was |
patented in 182¢ by Willinm® Austen
Burt, of Detroit. It was mmpracticable
for general use. T'he genera! of
the typewriter did not begin until
1874,
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WOALS., built in
Australia. The
13 feet wide and
inckes. The hull is
made of steel, the engines have 2I§
horse power and the boat will make
15 mileg an hour.
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Trawvellers and Tourists

?
Travelling from place to.place are subject to all kinds

' of Bowel Complaint on account of change of water,

diet and temperature.

Dr. Fowler’s

Ext. of

Wild Strawberry

is a sure cure for Diarrhecea, Dysentery, Colic,
Cramps, Pains in the Stomach, Seasickness, Cholera,
Cholera Morbus, Cholera Iufantum, Summer Com-
plaint, and all Fluxes of the Bowels in Children and
Adults.

Its effects are marvellous.

It acts-like a charm.

Relief is almost instantaneous.

Does not leave the Bowels in a constipated conditiog.




