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W:z'tk the Long Bow.

=*‘ Bye naifure’s walks, shoot folly as i® fes.”

T HIS is great weather! When the sun comes peeping in at
the little window at morn, it makes a man feel birdlike
enough to flit from the headboard of his bed to perch on the
windowsill and twitter.
Someone asks the Housekeeper, *‘Is not 18 too young for
marrying,”’ and Robert Webster Jones wisely replies that
“‘the age of discretion varies in individuals.”” Seems if you
might at least begin holdmg&ghand at 18.

We never see a woman on the street carrymg her purse,
handkerehief and other stuff in a handbag without thinking
how a man would look with his money, tobacco, bunch of
keys and accountbook chasing him around in a reticule.

>

Why is it a man’s suspicions are aroused when he sees his
meatman buying an automobile—and not worrying about
the price either.

! b

At Canon City, Col,, Billy Sunday, the evangelist, has the
devil pretty badly rattled. The people are coming in from
the country from great distances to hear him.  One of his
epigrams the other day ran thus:

I have known church members to sing ‘‘ Throw Out
the Life Line’’ when they did not have enough
gpiritual strength to put up a eclothesline.

In fact Mr. Sunday shows himself to be an excellent
paragrapher and could probably make a fair living at the
trade on any newspaper. Following are some of the para~
graphs in a recent sermon:

What you do is of vastly mors importance than
what you know.
Many churches have degenerated into vast amuse-
ment bureaus.
Nowadays you think more of a pedigree than you
do of a principle.
‘Why the world don’t join the church is because
the church has joined the world.
The church is all right when she is in the world,
but all wrong when the world is in her.
i You can go to hell even if you have gray matter
enough in your brain to fill a hogshead. .
T am sometimes surprised that God is doing as well
ps he is, with the material he has to work with.
¢ -

Parties on Lowry Hill who have lost from ten to fifteen
expensive and much-beloved dogs by the poison route have
been doing a little quiet detective work and think they know
the lady who epread the poison around. Some of the boys
afe mad enough to set fire to her house at night. That’s the
kind of trouble you get by taking things into your own
hands. Look out for trouble.
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It was a sad day for Sherwood, N. D., when the town’s
skittish colts went down to Mohall and took on the ball-
tossers of that bumptious bailiwick. The moan of Editor
Schnitzler assails high heaven and beats against the stars
as he tells the terrible details in his Sherwood Journal.

“‘The game was a sizzler,”” says Mr. Schnitzler succinetly,
‘“and both teams struggled hard for supremacy, and had
the colts not gone up in the air in the eritical eighth the bay
and laurel would have been theirs. They played a splendid
game individually, but lacked team work.

“Tn the first half of the flrst inning, Sherwood drew an
infinite deal of nothing and it looked as tho the much-touted
Mohall southpaw was going to deliver the goods. In their
half Mohall garnered two safe ones, and great was the
rejoicing thereat, among the Mohall fans, who raucously an-
nounced their elaticm. But their period of rejoicing was of
short duration. In the second inning what the colts did to
the Mohall southpaw was a-plenty. They found him where
he lived and straightened out his twisters while he waited.
They retired with three large ones to their credit.

¢In the fifth. the game was 'a tie and even chances for
both parties. The game stood this way until the eighth, when
the colts took a balloon ascension and it was all over but the
shouting.”’

These sad words tell the cruel tale all too well, for in the
seventh the Mohallers pulled in two runs and the next time,
to emphasize it, they piled three more on top of them.
Mohall fans were having epilepsy and heart failure all over
the field and the sound that arose gave one the impression of
the baby awaking at 2 a.m. X

The Sherwood colts, however, trotted cheerfully homeward
and Mr. Schnitzler announces that this is merely the first
game, But the Mohallerers are now permanently convinced
that their aggregation could hold down a league team.

There will be dark blue trouble later. A.J. R.

What the Market Affords.

OBBSTER, in glass, 40 cents a jar,
Clam nectar, 20 cents a can,
Minced clams, 15 cents.
Lunocheon herring, 15 and 25-cemt cans.
. Fresh crab meat, in cans, 20 cents.
i Imported sardine, small cans, 20 cents.
! ‘Anchovies, in oil, 20 cents.

Fresh lobster is very high this season, and as it is
troublesome to prepare, many cooks prefer to use the canned
meat, The choicest preserved lobster comes in glass jars,
only the meat from the eclaws and tail being used.
Similarly the canned minced clams and the shredded erab
meat are both choice and convenient. Clam nectar is a
highly concentrated and fine flavored clam juice that is a
very good investment.

The word sardines conjures up widely varied ideas, as

the kinds and modes of preparation of the numerous small

fish that pass under that name are legion. The inquiry is

often made, ‘“What ought one get good sardines for?’’ A
- fish dealer answers this by saying that a very good grade

of imported sardines comes in cans of medium size for 20
_cents.

There is a variety of small mackerel, herring and bloat-
ers put up in various piquant sauces, These come in oval
cans of about a pound and a half weight for from 20 to 25
cents. For a eold course they are excellent.

A GREAT, GOOD THING.

éé Y FIRST day in India,’’ said the tourist, ‘‘I was sur-
prised, when I awoke in the morning, to feel how
smooth my face was.

‘“ ‘{By Jove,’ I said, ‘how slowly my beard grew yester-—
day. I hardly need to shave today.’

‘It is, however, a matter of religion with me to shave
every morning, and so I bade the native servant, a man pro-
vided by my host, to fetch my shaving things. The native
smiled. Vi

‘‘But you are already shaved, sir,” he said. R

o ‘Airea.dy shmed?’ said L. it

¢¢ “Yes, sir,” he answered. ‘I shaved you while yon slept.
That is the custom here.’

‘I found that he was right. I found that in India these

wonderful native servants shave their masters in hed every
“morning without “akmg them.

¢¢All thru my stay in India I was shaved hke that. It
was almost enough to keep me in that hot and horrid coun-
-ty forever. " -
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THERE ARE OTHERS
The Whited Tower to the Whited Politician—My coat
of whitewash comes off; how about yours?

A String of Good Stories.

%] canoot tell how the truth may be
1 say tho tale as 'twas said to me.”

A DECISIVE VICTORY.

GOULD BROKAW was talking about one of the

» victories that his 150-horsepower motor boat had
won.

‘‘Her victory was decisive,”’ he said.
decisive as the farmer’s vietory over the lord.”’

““The farmer’s victory over the lord?’’ some one re-
peated.

““Yes,”” said Mr. Brokaw. ‘‘There was a certain lord
who considered himself the best wrestler in Kngland. He
wrestled every one of any reputation, and in these bouts
he always won.

‘“Well, one day, after he had considered himself supreme
for three years, he heard of a farmer at Hackleybrow who
could best him. Every one said that this farmer could
best him—that he would stand no chance at all with the
huge, muscular fellow—that it would be wise for him to
leave the farmer alone.

‘‘But the young lord, jealous of his reputation, threw
himself on his horse, and in an hour was knocking and hal-
looing at the farmer’s gate.

¢‘The farmer was plowing in a field. The lord rode up
to him, dismounted, and seized him in a good grip.

“¢ 41’11 show you how to wrestle,” he said,

‘‘But the farmer, with the greatest ease, took the young
man up in his arms and threw him over the high fence.
Then this wonderful agriculturist resumed his work. After
plowing in silence a little while, he called mildly to the
young man, who sat, not yet quite himself, on the grass
by the roadside:

¢ (YWell, sir, is there anything else I can do for you?’ -

¢4 ¢Nothing,’ said the young man, ‘unless perhaps you’ll
be good enough to throw me my horse.’ ’’

~ UNEXPECTED TO THE LAST.

OLIVER ISELIN, the yachtsman, was talking about a

»  cross-grained skipper.

““He was always unexpected,”” Mr. Iselin began. ‘‘He
was always saying the unexpected thing. In faect, as he lay
dying, he blurted out the most surprising sentence.

‘“‘He died in his old home, in the Secottish village of
Peebles, where he had heen born and raised. His wife and
children sat at his bedside to comfort his departure. There
were sighs and sobs in the air. Suddenly the sick man
started up, gave a loud groan, and fell back on the pillow
white and stiff.

é¢‘He’s gone at last,” said his wife, ‘and I’ll never be
happy till T follow him? ? Then she went on in a calmer tone:
‘We’ll better hae the funeral on Wednesday, an’ we’ll just
get Wully Barrie to mak the coffin. Tho Wully has never
been a friend o’ oors—’

¢¢She was interrupted by a faint voice from the bed.

¢ ‘If ye get that erater, Wully Barrie, to mak the coffin,
I’ll not put a foot in it.” *’

THE SOUR SAILOR.

APTAIN FREDERICK MULLER, the president of the
Rough Riders’ association, was talking in Santa Fe

about the arrogance of a seacaptain whom he knew.

¢TIt is impossible for a passenger,’’ Captain Muller said,
“‘to get a eivil answer out of this man. Ask him the sim-
plest and politest question, and with a gruff impertinence he
turns his back on you and walks away.”’

“‘But a friend of mine,’” said Captain Muller, ‘‘once got
the better of the sour fellow.

“‘The captain was standing near the bow of the boat,
examining thru his glasses a passing ship.

¢t ¢What ship is that?’ said my friend.

¢“The captain frowned at him. '

¢4 ¢Go ask the cook,” he said.

¢ ¢0Oh, I beg pardon,’ said my friend, ‘I thought you
were the cook.” *’

“It was as

THE BESETTING SIN.

*HE well-known clergyman, Dr. Wayland Hoyt, formerly
of Minneapolis, said one day to a young man:

““TFew of us know- onr besetting sin. The fault we are
most prone to, that fault, often, we think ourselves most free
We are a good deal like old Henry Connor, an in-
mate of an almshouse near Cincinnati.

‘‘Henry Connor, despite his great age and his failing
strength, was haranguing a group of brother paupers one
afternoon in-a loud voice, with many vigorous gestures. -

¢ ¢Above all things, my friends,’ he said, ‘don’t be ex- .

travagant. ' Nothing leads to “ruin 'so quickly as extrava-
gance. Not that I've-ever been extravagant myself. If I
had, I'd have gottenm the poorhouse lodg before I chd ik

~ VERY FIT. .

HE late Charles Lockhart, the Standard 011 mﬂhonam

. of -Pittsburg, - used to tell with great en;oyment‘ ‘a

remark once made to him by an old employee. z

This employee, at the age of sixty, quitted the oil bus1-
ness, and with the money he had saved set up a. farm. =

Often Mr. Lockhart visited this farm. One day, there,
the farmer showed him a huge pen filled with fat pigs.

‘‘Fine plgs, John,”” Mr. Lockhart said. “‘I never saw
finer. They’re in the pink of eondition.’’

““They are, indeed,”’ ‘the farmer answered. ‘‘Ah, if we
was all of us as fit to die as them p:gs are, 51r, we'd do 22

Mr. Tubbs’ “Impossible” Mistake.

APHETIM knocked on the door of the Schlams’ flat,

" Then he turned the knob. No one was in the
rooms, but, because he was an old friend, Japheim
made himself right at home, with feet up on the
stove and chair tilted back, All the furniture was
new, and he looked at chairs and tables in the
not altogether keen pleasure with which one views
the prosperity of one’s friends.

5 Again the knob turned. A fat man entered the

kitchen. Without excitement, he said:

“My name’s Tubbs, and I’m a hard man to deal with.
You’re caught, and don’t so mueh as move or I’ll shoot you
whether I have a revolver or not. I don’t say I have a re-
volver, but 1 may have, and you’d better not take any
chances, because my name’s Tubbs, and I’'m a hard man to
deal with.”’

‘“My foot’s going to sleep 17 protested Japheim. He, too,
without excitement. ‘‘I don’t say you’ve got a revolver,
either, but I ain’t taking any chanees. You may be a hard
man to deal with, but you don’t mind my moving my left
foot, do you? And you don’t mind telling me who the deuce
you are and what the deuce you want?’’

Said Tubbs:

““You may move your foot just one inch, but no more,
because I may have a 16-inch disappearing gun, for all you
know. But let me tell you that your bluff won’t work. You
heard me eommg, then you planked dgwn in the chair.
You’re going to give me the old story of bcmg in the wrong
flat???

‘‘Hey?’’ exclaimed Japheim. ¢‘Then the Schlams don’t
live here?”’

‘“See?’’ cried trinmphant Tubbs. “‘I knew! Didn’t I
know? Now, first 1’ll demonstrate to you the folly of such
a story, and then I’ll hand you over to the police. Now,
don’t move, for I may have a Gatling gun, for all you know.”’

“Say,”” pleaded Japheim, ‘“my nose is itchy. Just let
me rub it, and I’ll be quiet, for you probably never saw a
Gatling gun, but you may have a dozen for all T know. And
don’t you try to make me believe I’m in the wrong flat; I
never made a mistake in my life like that. Why, what if
there is new furniture? It isn’t often I make a mistake of
any kind, nowadays.’’
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nnmsmss,mrx;mm TO DEAL WITH,”

“‘You may rub your nose once, but one additional motion
may be fatal, because, tho I probably wouldn’t know how to
use it, T may have a lasso under my vest.

‘‘Now, that old story of getting into the wrong flat is im-

possible, and what I resent most is that any second-story
man or stmng-arm man or whatever you are should insult
my mtelllgence by telling me it. “Thv, take a hundred
chan's all from the same factory, and in a week by some
little seratch or mark you’d know your own among them.
You’d know where you were by the feel of the carpet, and
by the look of a table that you could never mistake for any
other table, simply because you had paid for it.

¢Now, don’t move until we are ready to go to the police
station, and don’t make your story worse by adding to it,
because no man could be so foolish as you’'d like to make
yourself appear, insulting me by trying to make me believe
itt" I #ay have a machete, you know."’

4Ol here!’’ pleaded Japheim. ‘I thought this the most
eomfmtable position I eould strike, but it’s the worst T was
ever in. Just let me seratch one leg, and I'll be satisfied.
T don’t believe you know what a machete looks like, as you
can’t even pronounce it right, but you may have fourteen,
so I won *t risk it. Anyway, you're as foolish as I. If you
live! here, you must know the Schlams; I meant to drop in on
them, bul must have got in the wrong floor, though I don’t
admit it, because it’s not my way to make mistakes.’

“Vmu’t work!’’ declared Tubbs. ‘‘You’re sticking to
your story all right, but the wrong-flat story’s no good. You
saw the name on the letterbox. I know the Schlams, be-
cause they live on the seecond floor, which is right below
here.”?

¢But this is the second floor.”’

«¢Of course it is!’’ exclaimed Mrs. Sehlam, as the door-
knob turned for the third time. ‘‘How do you do, Mr.
Japheim? How do you do, Mr. Tubbs? I know you’ll ae-
cuse me of imitating you, but when I saw your new furnlture,
T just had to go down to the same installment house.’

¢Well, if no one objects, I guess I’ll stretch my leg,”’
remarked Japheim, sarcastieally, as he glared at Tubbs.

And Tubbs went to the flat above, mumbling that, even
when impossible, mistakes are likely to oceur.—New York
Press.

What Women Want to Know.

ARGE PORES AND BLACKHEADS.—Will you please

give me a good remedy for large pores about the nose,

also blackheads, something that will not red(len the skin?
—A Reader.

Use a few drops of benzoin in the water in which you
wash your face. Rub it well every night with a lather of
soap and hot water, and then rinse in clear cold water. Mas-
sage the skin for ten or fifteen minutes with some good
cream, Massage will do as much to reduce the size of the
pores and remove the blackheads as any cosmetic. Every-
thing that promotes the activity of the skin‘will aid in re-
moving ifs blemishes and a thoro cleansing at night with a
massage will soon show an improvement. If the blackheads
are particularly obstinate, remove them after the hot water
and massage cream have softened the pores by pressing with
the fingers or a watehkey, being eareful not to injure the
delicate skin.

QUESTION FOR TOMORROW.

$ TO CLEAN LEATHER.—Will you please tell me thru your

paper how to clean a Mexican burnt leather cushion?—
Mrs, C. D.

*‘OH DEAR’’ IS AN OATH.

“ T is wrong to say ‘Oh dear,”’’ declared a religious
. philologist. ‘It 1s as wrong as to say ‘Oh, my God.’
6 40Oh dear, in faet, is ‘Oh, my God.” It is the Italian
‘0 dio mio’, which means “Oh, my God,’ as everybody knows.
‘Oh dio mm.’ shortened, becomes ‘O dio.” Transposed into
English, it becomes ‘oh, dear.” Remember, then, in the
futurey that every time you say ‘Oh dear’ you utter an
oath.”

If This is
Your Portrait
You Are
Entitled to a
Prize of $1.

Explanation of Plan.

These photographs are selected
at random from a number taken
each day by The Journal’s pho-
tographer on the principal busi-
ness streets. .

Those whose pictures are pub-
lished will receive a prize of $1.00
by ealling at The Journal office
and being identified before 6
o’clock p. m. of the second day
following the day of publication
of the picture.

No claim will be considered
that is not presented before 6
o'clock p.m. on the second day
after the publication of the pic-
ture.
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@ One of our leading features in our
: Furnishing Dept. is the well
known brand of

§ Corliss Coon Collars

! In One-Quarter Sizes.
——Two for 25 Cents——

Spring Hats now ready for your selection.

HATTERS & FURNISHERS.

4286 NICOLLET AVE.
Send or call for our spring Booklet,

UHBHELLA
BARGAIN.

OMEN"S Pure Silk Colored &
Umbrellas, Union Taffeta,
with fancy borders, black,
brown, navy, r
green, worth £2.50,
‘LY $3.00, $3.50 value. .
610 Nicollet Avenue.
i Hali a Store of Gloves, the
: Dther Halt Umbrelias,

Y,

s OVE CO.nozn

bl TG o {
Northwestera < ,
Trunk :
Co.
: Outfit cmplm g;th c.tluf ' The _ :
strinxr! :ﬂdaxl.nntr:f:t[:n ': mpli o t
b 3
35-00 |§ Trank, Bag g
B ring. ]
i| When you want a wust. | and Leather Goods Store.
Ly | 3
~That's RoEB. [ | ¢ 248 Nicollet Ave.
B. A. ROSE, § 4
41-43 So. Sixth St.
Buccessor 4o

Bmall Instrument Dept.

Metropolitan Music Co., Insist on having

rescent
reamery

Butter

on your table.
IT’S ABSOLUTELY PURE.

WHITE & MacHAUGHT }

DIAMONDS

. Try them, at
407 NICOLLET

YOUR SPRING JACKET
DRY CLEANED FOR $1.00

FOR THE NEXT 30 DAYS ONLY.

HENRY BROS - - - DYE HOUSE

Corner First Ave. S. and Seventh St.

AWRNINGS,
SHADES,
TENTS,

CARPET' RENoVArme&Lmu

'SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET

NATIONAL CARPET CLEANING €0

i Nmollst. lsland +Both Phonea A

CAFE
TRATALGAR

New and Complete
Best of Service.

4il_Hennepin
Avenue,

Pm
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' We are fhe oldest O .

establishment making a buriness of

delivering packages in the city.

Qur business largest, prices lowest. Y
—rwesia2td S =TC- 1503

"In well ordered homes throughout
. civilized land you find

Hartshom Shade Rollers.

"Look for the script signature of STEWART HARTSHORN
on every shade roller. It is there for yowr protection.

S
- Wood Rollers. \ The Improved Hartshorn
Tin Rollers.

requires no tacks.

every

~

. Wovuld you go acCrose the city to answer a Journal want ad which, said
g merely: “House for Rent”'! You would if ;ou wanted a house, and the ad
enumerated the features you were looking for in a house.
Remember this when you write a Jourpal want ad—for renting or any-
thing else. The principle is the same. Tell the story.
0

People will go to see
-what they feei mav

satisfy them,
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