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They Are Going To Hand Dad Those Christmas Bills This
Evening.

THE SMILE IN YOUR VOICE
BY DR. FRANK CRANE.

) !(Copyright, Ï918, by Prank Crane.)
Get a emlie in your voice.
When you talk over the telephone.
[When your wife tells you what you ought to have done and you try to 
win why you didn't.
When your little boy asks you for something and you have to refuse. 
When a confused woman with a scrambled mind is buying at your coun

ter and doesn't know what ehe wants.
When you're selling tickets at the railway window and an Irritating 

.purchaser Is asking forty-nine useless questions.
When you tell the waiter to hurry along with the food, as you have an 

engagement.
When you call up the grocer and tell him that the things you ordered 

two hours ago haven’t come yet, and here it is about dinner time.
When you’re a poticcman and tell an automoblltst that he, cant park 

there but must go over to the other side of the street.
When you're an usher in a theatre and ask somebody to rise so that 

some other people may pass.
When you take your husband out into the next room and ask him why 

he brought those men to dinner without letting you know, so you could 
have prepared for them.

When you Inform the young man that while you cannot love him as he 
asks, yet you will be a sister to him.

When you tell Wiilde and the neighbor boys not to rehearse the battle 
of the Somme on the front porch.

When you’re busy and worried and somebody asks you foolish question 
number ninety-six.
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WHAT HE LEARNED.

“I learned this over there,” said a soldier lad to me,
"That the general and the private are as like as they can be;
And though one la giving orders and the other one obeys,
There’d be no such thing as freedom-If they pulled tu separate ways.
The thing that counts In battle Is a centralized control 
With everybody In it set to reach a common goat

"The general wasn't fighting Just because he loved to fight;
He’d the everlasting notion that his country's cause wae right 
The Flag that waved above us meant as much to him as me,
And the thing that he was after wasn’t fame, but victory.

And I came to understand it, that beneath the shoulder straps 
And the markings on the tunic, we were ordinary chape.

"He was thinking of his children in the way I thought of mine.
He was wondering where men went to when death took them from the lias. 
Oh, I don't know how to tell it, but down underneath the skin 
We were all alike in Flanders, with a common goal to win.
And we just forgot our notions and our separate ranks and creeds 
And worked and pulled together, and that's all a nation needs.

“I learned this over there,” eald a soldier lad to me,
"That the general and the private are as like as they can be.
And when people come to know It—when they learn that every man 
Wants to win his way to Heaven and to do the best he can—
They’ll Just work and pull together for the glory of the soul,
And be one united army marching toward a common goal."

r z
His

FAVORITE 
PIECE .* *<z"ÜuM V

ÆWhen you met an old friend unexpectedly.
When the hired girl tells you she la sorry but the roast Is burnt 
When the pup has gone off with your overshoe, or your young eon has 

made ink marks all over an important paper on your desk, or you can’t find 
your hat although you are positive you hung it right there, or the missus 
Is not ready and you have barely time now to gat to the show if you 
would see the first act, or you have to tell your clerk the same thing the 
tenth time, or you have done a fine act with the best of intentions and find 
you're in wrong and everybody blames you for It.X Smile when you say it, contwist you, smile! You’d Just as well And 
<l«>*t you forget the telephone. • ■
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TW? RANN-DOM REELSA SETTLED QUESTION

By HOWARD L. RANK
THE ELECTRIC BELT.

tain restraining devices, not necessary 
for the front wheels, to keep them 
from skidding off the straight and nar
row path.

There are other similarities that will 
present themselves at once to the ob
servant person, but enough has been 
cited to convince us that the coinci
dence cannot bo denied, and to bring 
us to the crucial point

By practical examination of a very 
simple proposition which happens to 
bo analogous to a difficult problem one 
can best solve the latter. The automo
bile is almost universal. Anybody can 
examine the mechanism and deter- 
mine for himself in an unprejudiced 
way which of the wheels, front or back 
have the more Importance in the gen
eral scheme of motor transportation. 
Having made this easy determination, 
It will naturally decide the larger ques
tion as to the superiority of the sexes 
in the scheme of life. Why this sim
ple solution has not already been ap
plied, instead of wasting the paper 
all are urged to conserve, we cannot 
imagine.

Why Discuss Superiority of Either 
Sex Further?

The animated discussion now going 
on among certain newspapers over the 
rutiior old issue us to which is the su
perior, man or woman, has a certain 
fascination. Therefore, says the Ore
gonian, this wholly impartial sugges
tion ;

Did the dlscursory letter writers 
ever consider the similarity of the fe
male of the species to the front wheels 
t an automobile, and of the male of 
the species to he rear wheels?

The front wheels are trimmer in ap
pearance. Although built on the same 
general plan as the rear wheels they 
have a faculty in maintaining a certain 
superior neatness in trying olrcum-

The front wheels are ever a guide to 
the rear wheels. Without them the 
rear wheels would promptly mn wild.

Yet the rear wheels keep the front 
wheels in motion. Without their pow
er the front wheels would stand still. 
The rear wheels are forever following 
the front ones. Also, they need cer-

The Electric Belt is a substitute 
for the mustard plaster Which can 
bo removed without taking any of 
the patient with it.

I From the earliest days of this re
public the mustard plaster has been 
rolled upon to extract shooting pains 
from the interior of man’s anatomy. 
It was always applied by some faith
ful wife who mixed the plaster with 
her own hands, in order that there 
might be plenty of mustard therein, 
and all that a suffering husband had 
to do was allow the plaster to sit 
down on his stomach and draw the 
pain to the surface, 
canny sensation to have a stout mus- 

I lard plaster with long teeth graps hold 
| of a vital organ and maul it into a 
state of helpless submission, and many 

i a patient has preferred to die with hla 
cuticle intact rather than pass through 
such an ordeal.

The Electric Belt, however, has for
ever done away with the mustard plas
ter and its murderous instincts, 
is no more trouble to wear an Elec
tric Belt than It is to make percolator 
coffee when everything is perking 
right. The belt is strung carelessly 
about the waist of the patient and one 
end Is attached to an electric meter, 
which keeps a careful record of the 
current consumed and turns it into 
the head office at the end of the 
month. As soon as the meter begins 
to turn over and discharge kilowatts 
at the patient, a warm, restful feeling 

which Increases in intensity

! until the patient glances at the meter.
When an Electric Belt fas property 

applied a sick person can turn over 
on his face and go to sleep without 
fear of having his backbone reduced

Ai cX HiS FAVORITE GAME 
(at WHICH HE WILU WIN ^ 

Four str^ght this 
EVENING^
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NEATLY FOLDED JUST 
AS IT CAME .
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HOUSEBOUND *Come, get in beside Mis’ Judd. I’U

They started off.
back at the house over her shoulder. 
Every window seemed to glare at her 
with menace.
left Levi within the house and he 
were calling after her imprecations.

"What you looking at?" asked Mrs. 
Slater. ‘I know, you're looking at 

I should think ÿou'd tye 
not scrub or air, glad to get away from it once. I 

it was there, and it was he. should think you would. Anyway you 
can t go back to it, for I won't let 

It held her in you.’’
She struck old Mike a sharp blow 

with the stubby whip. He kicked up 
behind and went cantering on his way. 
By the time his driver had sawed him 
down they were well away from the 
house.

It was four miles to the slashing. 
They drove along through the fra
grant golden morning on a road Ra
chael had never been over before. Gol
den rod and asters in high banks 
crowded the wagon on either side.

Rachael looked It(Copyright, 1918, by W. Werner.) One end Is attached to an electric 
meter.

to ashes. This cannot be said of th» 
mustard plaster, which never knows 
when to stop its triumphant progress 
and Is liable to cremate a sleepy pa
tient right in the- presence of his 
wife and children. The Electric Balt 
can bç set so that it will operate at 
one mile per hour on high, but by a 
providential arrangement the speed of 
the meter is not affected.

Rachael Tucker had eaten her eve- slie believed she would have found 
him there at her elbow with upliftedRIPPLING RHYMES It, was as if she hadning meal of toast and tea and washed 

■the dishes. She had locked the hack 
door and laid a match beside the 
lamp on the table, where she could 
lay her hand upon it instantly when 
she got ready to light her lamp. There 
was nothing for her to do now except 
to fold herself in her shawl and sit 
upon the veranda.

She did not always sit upon the ver
anda of an evening, but tonight she 
was tempted by the moonlight, Ra
chael loved the moonlight, 
on dark nights that she suffered most out.
alone in the house with no one to Twenty feet from her door life flow- 
speak to. She was almost invisible ed in a steady current of enjoyment 
in the dim corner in.her brown shawl. qjhI happiness. But she was as much 
Past her in the street flowed the out Qf it all as though she dwelt on 
pleasure and youth and happiness of the highest pinnacle of Sugar Loaf, 
the town. She .looked at the procès- she jia(j never had any life and site 
sion wistfully, not understanding. She dld not know il0W to get it, but she 
had never been to a show or ridden In wanted to see and do and hear. She1 
a car. Levi Tucker had held her in had read enough to know that the 
with the same harsh rein he had al-1 world was full of wonderful and teach- 
ways used on himself. able things—things that lifted and

The chair she sat in had been Levi 8 glorified. She wanted some of those 
tilings. She had money for them. 
Levi had left her well provided for.

A woman turned from the street and 
crossed the grass to the veranda. She 
peered into the shadows and pounded 
upon the railing. Mis' Tucker! Mis’ 
Tucker!" she called impatiently. I 
thought maybe you'd be in. I didn't 
see a light In the house. Say, you 
don't want to go a-berryln’ tomorrow, 
do you?" As Rachgel did not speak, 
she hurried on. “Mis#' Judd and 1 
are going to take the horse and buggy 
and go up Chipmunk Hollow. There ll 
be room for you if you'll go. We’ll 
take lunch enough for you. It’ll give 
you a good outing, 
won't back till night. They say ber
ries are thick as spatter In the slash
ing over there."

Rachael felt her cheeks bum. Tim 
impulse of her heart was to go, but it 

thing Levi had no use for “traip
sin' womenfolks." Therefore she had 
never "traipsed." And she could not 
“traipse'’ now. ■traipse’’ now. "No, 
I guess I can't. ' she said. “I'm obliged 
to you Mrs. Slater. It’s good in you 
to ask me, but I—I guess I won't."

"Any reason why you won't? You 
ain't afraid old Mike will run away, 
are you? woman laughed Jar
ringly.

Rachael hated the "No—no. .
Only I—guess

"Well, suit yourself." The woman 
turned away. “I told Mis' Judd Id 
ask you, though I said It wouldn't do 

l said you was the most

i cane. She was free, and yet she was 
not free, for his cruel personality 
reached out of his grave to clutch her.

The house, like the chair, smelled I Wat house, 
of him. She could 
it out.
The house belonged to him now as 
much as it ever had. 
and confined her just as fast as though 
there was a bolt on every door, a bar 
at every window. And iu the same 
way that it kept her in it kept others

By WALT MASON 
THE REFUGEE.

To a moated grange in Holland sneaked a king, to save liis pelt; ho 
was feeling pretty small and looking smaller than he felt There was 
no display of bunting, neither circumstance or pride, when Ms majes
ty was hunting tor a hole iu which to hide. It were mean to Jeer 
and chortle when a worthy man goes down, be ho king or common mor
tal. wear he derby Lid or crown; but there was no kindly feeling for 
this monarch on the blink, who, until he hit the ceiling, waa the world’s 
most hated gink. Haxl he not been craven-hearted, had he scrapped, 
with sword and lance, In the threo-ring war he started, leaking rich 
blue blood in France; had he sent hia sons, like others, where the 
carnage used to flow, lighting like the peasant's brothers, with their 
faces to the foe, then we might have felt, I'm thinking, pity, In some 
email degree, when we eaw the outcast slinking, hunting for a holdow 
tree. But the outcast’s name is graven on the slackers' dastard roll, 
and the tremors of a craven shook the loud bombastic soul; so no 
briny tears were leaking from the eyes of honest men, when they saw 
the kaiser sneaking from a.palace to a den.

appears

A Brave Little CatUSES OLD NEWSPAPERS TO PULL 
CAR OUT OF MUD.

Iu a big bam in a city near Boston
there jived r. little cat. Nobody knew 
when she came, or where she came 
from When the meu who kept their 
horsc-8 th.ere first saw her, they 
thought she was Just a little visiting

Since making some simple sugges
tions a few weeks ago" for helping the 
motorist whose car had been stuck in
the mud, the United States Tire Com
pany has received from different parts 

The smell of balm rose from a little ; of *the emmtrv additional suggestions 
hollow. A great fish hawk rose from as to what to do under such condl- 
a dry stub and went sailing awav in | tions. A motorist who lives in a sec- cat that, had perhaps come from one
stately flight. The women chattered • tion where mud roads are common of the house® rear by. but as time

sends the following: on and si,c was still there, they
I always have stored away some- knew that she must have taken the 

where In mv car a stack of old news- the barn for her home, 
papers They don't take up so much They wer- very fond of the smalf 
room but that I can always find a cat. as she was a friendly little thing 
place for them. When I strike a mud- and when they came in at night, tired 
hole and the wheels begin to fly aro md with the day's work, »lie would purr 
in that exasperating wn / which toils so loudly, rub againet their legs and 
me that I am firmly and definitely show in every cat way how very glad 
stuck. 1 get out my bundle of papers. sho- was to see them back again.

"Taking a newspaer, I told it in But there came a day when the 
half horizontally across the page and raen came home at night and no little 
proceed to the task of working the (.al ran purring to meet them. What 
paper between the tire and the mud. kad become of her, they asked each 
This Is a simple matter, and (s accom-1 oUier; ,|iey called, but she did not 
lishedby feeding in the paper while 
the wheels are being revolved. T feed 
the aper in lengthwise. Usually only 
a few will bn vo been worked in when 
the tiros will begin to grip and the car 
start forward. If iv few won't work, 
keep on feeding in the papers until 
good traction is cained.

"in many localities it might be oh- 
siblo for au automoblllst to secure old 
papers from neighboring houses, but 
when the mishap occurs in -some 
lonely spot, lucky Is the man who has 
pome old newsapors In his machine."

FREEDOM OF THE 8EA3.And He Did!
(Florence Earle Coates.)

The Freedom of the Seau? The seas 
are free

While England guards them with 
her mighty fleet;

England, too proudly fearless for 
deceit,

Whose rule, to all alike, glvee liberty!
Never was marine» on any sea.

Drifting forlorn, untimely death to

That did not thankfully her emfblem 
greet,

Who rests on Justice her eupremacy.

single ufe is pretty lonely*
1 THINK I'll ÇET MHRRIE21S0 
AS TO HAVE COMPANY Tip" 
THROUGH UFE ! j 1 1 i'■^ir «
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come; they felt troubled.

The next night one of the men 
brought some, nice milk, and called 
loudly, "Kitty, Kitty, come. Kitty* 
Then she came, from away upstairs 
in the hay-mow. She drank the milk 
as if she were very hungry, and went 
right back to where she came from.

1 The man followed her and then lie 
called from away upstairs for the oth
ers to come u.p: ami what do you sup
pose. he had found? There was the 
l.ttle cat in a warm soft nest, and 
v ith her five of the dearest ba

Shall we not trust who has been true 
ao long—

"Whose fairness Freedom’s banner 
first unfurled'—

Whose honor saved her conquered 
foes from wrong,

And from their powerful thrones op
pressors hurled?

Ah, thrice haa man’s ambition grown 
too strong—

And thrice has England's navy saved 
the world!

Probably we■M h
WDHE2!C<»'r Hi\%
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f WHO WOULD HAVE THOUGHT IT?X1 kittens!
Oh. she was a proud little mother! 

And she purred loudly and looked 
with such trustful eves at the men a* 
they took up the babies one by one 
and said, “What beautiful babies they

iV.; one day something happen-id 
First r great noisy whistle said 
"Hm-I h-o-o-t " And nun said 
each other : "The fir} alarm!" Then 
the bells were ringing and the fire en
gine tin : Oil past, and men were har
rying. i'i" in the diirotion of the old 
Darn. It was all ablt ze!

T.ie little mother cut was Py+ng up 
in the v -iffl-.mg hor babies jrfay 

She heard the noise. Her

Rachael was silent, full of Increasing

and Rachael listened absently, while 
lier eyes wandered hungrily from one 
sig|jt to another.

It was still warm in the slashing 
and the berries v.• very fragrant.
Rachael picked a few and then sat 
down on a little knoll. The women 
were out of sight, bu1 -he could hear 
their voices and the tinki- of the palls.
She was alone, ami yet it was a dif
ferent. aloneness than she had ever 
before known. She felt free, unbound. | the still air.
She began to hum to herself, to feel
stirring within her innocent little ex- j 'Something'.' burning' 
citements of hope and purpose. Levjs you tell me 'his minute." 
grasp d: 1 tv reach as far m this.] it’s her house. 1 
it ciime to her that she could get I afternoon." the man said, 
away from him yet and live unham-! on "You see that boy of Pratt's next 
pored by the past. At fifty-six she door built him a bonfire. His m i was 
could go on by a new route. Tf only away from home and it got ahead of 
I didn't have to go back into that liLm. If the wind had been the other 
house." she thought and shuddered way it'd burned his house. Ax it was
as she sat «ring at the scene before Mis' Tucker's house caught it all. ami
her until Mrs. Slater spoke beside lier, went just like tinder. They had all

“For mercy's sake. Rachael! You the fire companies out and everything, 
haven't filled year pail yet! Sec how Trouble waa. they were too long send- 
many I've got. 1 suppose It scorns ng in an alarm. Folks 
like a real adventure to you, you've pretty well away from home, 
been tihut up In that house so long, never saved a thing, 
said Mrs. Sluter. "Well, here comes find Mis' Tucker, but she was
Mrs. Judd. So I guess we'll have and no one knew where she was
lunch." never goes away from home, you know

it was the best food Rachael had and we was all at sea." 
ever eaten. Afterward she tried to "Well, forevermore- gawped Mrs 
pick berries again, but again she fell Judd. "It’» a good thing you warn t 
to sitting on the knoll, dreaming, there. Rachael. You Couldn’t have 
The afternoon wore away. A long,1 helped and It'd been an awful shock 
chill shadow begun to creep over the to you. 1 m glaxl things happened Just 
slashing. Then they went jogging a» they did."
homeward. “You say It's gone entirely?

Rachael sat silent, full of Increasing Rachael asked faintly, 
dread. Every dump-clump of old "Tee-totally." answered Joe Fletch. 
Mike's hoofs were bringing her nearer or.
her prison. Once the door had closed Rachael put her hands over lier face 
upon her. would »lie ever be able to and began to cry But she waa not 
escape again? ' crying because she was sorry She

T!.o sunset light was vivid In the was crying for joy—for the first time 
they Jogged Into the village, in her life.

“I suppose It feels like a real adven
ture.” As they paused to let Mrs. Judd out 

nt hf-r door a man who had been 
watching their approach spoke.

"I gut bad news for you." he said.
"For me " cried Mrs. Judd, 

her?" She indicated Mrs. Slater.
"For neither of you," said the man 

"For Mrs. Tucker."
‘What is it?" Itachcl asked. "What’» 

happened?"
H<‘ pointed, “lxtok down there?’’
Rachael looked 

street smoke was rising sluggishly in

Once upon, a time there were five 
files.

They were all attracted by appetiz
ing odors to the pantry window.

The window was open.
The five bies bled—I mean flew in.
The first little fly lit on the sugar 

bowl and ate therefrom. The ground 
glass In the sand killed him.

The second little fly flew to the flour

from the flour substitutes.
The third little fly flew to a bottle 

of milk. He got water on the brain.
The fourth little fly bored his way 

into a crack in an egg. He forgot 
, his gas mask and died in fearful 
agony.

And the fifth little fly, seeing all his 
: friends corpses around him, decided 
to end his life likewise, so he flew to 
a saucer of fly poison and drank heart
ily."

I—1/7. It smelled of the to-favorite roost
bacco he had steeped himself In dur
ing his lifetime.imi 
odor, besides it brought Levi vividly 
before her. She could see him as he 
had eat in the chair with his thin 
blue hands resting on its anna and 
his yellow face hanging between the no good.
humped shoulders and his cane across housebound critter I ever saw in 
his knees. In his latter days he had my life." 
been wont to strike her with the cane 'T gués» I am. 
when she did not obey quickly enough chael. "1 guess 1 am." She watrheu 
to suit him. He had trained her to the woman go back across the street, 
obey, and elm had trained herself to Housebound! ^ the word explained 
unceasing patience and endurance, her She was housebound. It was as 
haring the old-fashioned woman’s idea had as being rootbotmd, and it meant 
of her duty to her husband. the same thing Suddenly she sprang

Levi Tucker had married her when up and ran to me steps. Across the 
she was only sixteen. Her mother moonlit street her voice called in a 
had given her to him. Rachael her- strange burst of vehemence. Mrs Sia- 
self had had nothing to say about it ter!”
She knew nothing of love or of any- The woman turned. Hello 
thing save poverty and hard work, walked back 
There were eight of them fatherless "I'll go after all, Rachael gasped, 
on a side hill farm and winter was The woman stood a moment silent, 
coming on. Levi Tucker had come op- “WeM, all right," she said. We II 
portunely. "Do for Heaven's sake, come after you about 9 o'clock, 
marry him," eald her mother. And Rachael went back to the house. 
Rachael had made no demur. Not un- She lit the lamp and sat down xw*t.n 
til long after did she know that Levi her hands tight clasped. She looked 
held the mortgage on the side hill at Levi's chair in the corner, 
farm and that she had been given to eeeraed to be glaring at her from it. 
him in exchange for it. She covered her face with cold fingers.

Her mother died and the. boys scat- T wish I hadn't," she thought "But 
tered like a covey of young partridges. I’ve changed ray mind or.ee. I won t 
Rachael was left to Levi. For forty change it again." 
years she was hie wife. He had She waa up t-arly next morning. No 
died In the spring. It waa now fall far traveller ever felt as nervous about 
and Rachael lived on as she bad lived her Journey as Rachael did over her 
with him. His presence, the sense of trip to the berry patch. She made 
his control, was in every corner and herself up a little package of lunch, 
crevice of the house His hat and When the women drove up behind the 
coat hung in thedr accustomed places, old white horse she sat waiting on 
his slippers set behind the stove. She thesteps with-ber palls beside her. 
did not want them there, but she did "You changed your mind so awful 
not know how to rid herself of them, quick last night," Mrs. Slater said,

"that 1 didn't know but you'd change 
It again this morning and wouldn't go.

lj reason, really. Or

PESSIMIST.

(By Ben King.) 
Nothing to do but work.

Nothing to eat but food. 
Nothing to wear but clothes 

To keep one from going nude.

Nothing to breathe but air, 
Quick oa a flash 'tls gone; 

Nowhere to fail but off.
Nowhere to stand but on.

Far down theHe died with Indigestion munnurered Ra*

■Mv goodness!" Mr». Slater cried.
Joe Fletcher,

and romp 
first thought was toT lier "babies. 6ho 
mu“t get 'hem oui to a safe'place, 
and them was tit cnc to help her. She 
mu’-*, do it hen-elf.

Sj she took one to her mouth, K 
did not make :.ny difference whim 

for she loved them all, and <mait-

It burned this 
He went

Nothing to comb but hadr.
Nowhere to sleep but bed : 

Nothing to weep but tears, 
Nothing to bury but dead.

She

ed down oft the mow, down the stairs 
acror*» the mable uoor, and out into 
the yard. There waa a crowd of peo
ple there, all watching the burning 
bar'u. and no one >aw the little cat as 
„he carried her baby to the safety 
place she could find behind a big bum 
that grew in one corner of the yard.

Thc< she went bravely back tor 
Five times she made

He is still alive and fat and healthy.
■6Nothing to sing but songs, 

Ah, well, alas! alack! 
Nowhere to go but out 

Nowhere to come

THINGS WORTH KNOWING.
seemed to bo 

They tried to 
RShe

but back. Quantities of honey are found in the 
African forosts by the natives In hoi* 
low trees. The honey Is generally at 
the summit of the tree, and the men 
knock down the tree, and »moke the 
bees out of their lodging with burning 
grass. The honey is then quickly col
lected and taken to camp.

Nothing to see but sights.
Nothing to quench but thlrtft, 

Nothing to have but what we’ve got; 
Thus thro’ life wo are cursed.

Up

tne rext one. 
the journey, lier lLPÜe heart beating 
fearfully ail thy time. The last time, 

of lier own men *iw her coming 
with her pretty fur cost on fire!

He snatched her up and pressed out 
ti e fire with hU heavy gloves. Just In 
time to save her little life. Then he 
lot her take him to her babies. aU 
< ifo behind the big bush.

"brave little mother, brave little 
n-.otiiei he said. a.nd was not ash am- 
,;i of the tears that stood in hie eye»* 
One of the kind ne-ighoors gave her 

* and her babies a home.

Nothing to strike but a gait;
Everything moves that goes, 

Nothing at all but common sense 
Can ever withstand these woes.

^ The purest of Arab horses are the 

Kokhianl, whose, genealogy lias been 
preserved for over 200 years.

IT WAS SAFE.

The serving maid was awkward and 
the steak fell on the floor with a 
sickening thud, says the Birmingham 
Age-Herald. The young mistress was 
upset, and shrieked:

"Now we've lost our dinner.''
The maid alone kept her head—and 

the meat. Like oil on troubled waters 
came the l atoi reply.

"Indeed, then, an' ye haven’t, mum, Jf she had laid her hand on one thing 
ll’ve got mo fut on It." that was bis with disturbing Intent

It 1* proposed to use some of the
l.'iO.OOO horsepower available at the 
Assuan dam in Egypt for the produc
tion of atmospheric nitrogon by eleo-
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OWES HER LIFE TO 
“FRUIT-HIKE!?

>

;
t

t The Wonderful Medicine, Made Freni 
Fruit Juices and Valuable Tonics.
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MADAME ROSINA FOI8IZ.
29 St. Rose St„ Montreal.

"I am writing you to tell you that 
I owe my life to "Frult-a-tlves/ This 
medicine relieved me when I had 
tfiven up hope of ever being well.

I was a terrible sufferer from 
pepsia—had suffered for years; 
uothing 1 took did me any good.

1 read about ’Frult-a-tlves'; and 
tried them. After taking a few boxea 
I am now entirely well. You have 
my permission to publish this letter, 
is I hope It will persuade other suf
ferers from Dyspepsia to take ‘Frult- 
a-tlves’ and get well."

MADAME ROSINA FOISIZ.
"Frult-a-tlves” la the only medicine 

n tho world made from fruit.
50c. a box. 6 for $2.50, trial sise 25c. 

M all dealers or sent postpaid on 
receipt of price by Frult-a-tlves Lim
ited. Ottawa.

have to do la to write -to the alherlff 
of Derling County, Derllngport, Iowa, 
and you needn’t trouble yourself.Into 
It no further."

“Great Scott!" cried Mr. Oufllne. 
"And you can tell all that from that 
piece of cord? Why, I always thought 
tiuxso Sherlock Hoi men tales wero

Mr. Gubb ami led a superior smile.
"Us gents that is into the detecka- 

Mve business," he said, carelessly, ‘1has 
to learn twelve correspondence lee- 
sons before we get our diplomas. And 
over two pages of Levura Nine is giv
en over to 'The Inductive, or Sherlock 
Holmes Method.' 
mlud is educated up to such things."

The deteckativo
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