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Enteted an second-clazs matisr April
11, 1814, at the postoffize at Chicaxno,
i, under the Act of March 3 1870

WOMEN CAN VOTE.—This year
Mlinpis women can vote for presi-
dent. Soilety and club women kiow
gll about it. Their time s not all
taken up with housework and they
keep posted on politics. Are the
women of the working ciass as well
posted? Do they know that they
have 'a right to vote for.president
this year? Do they know that they
have o register or lose thsir vote?

Do ithey know the firsl registration

day? 1f the working class is to ex-
press lig will at the coming national
alection it is important that the
women register snd vote.  Which
candidate they vote for is thefr own
privatz public business, but it is fm-
portnnt that they register and vote.
There should be working class or-
ganization to get out a full woman

vote on registration days.

SMELL OF “GAS" CHARMETH.
—Up Maine and New, Hampshire
way, you've heard tell, city slickers
used to sell gold brick to the fmrm-
ing mentry~—said bricks being com-
posed for the most part of lead with
a gilded surface. Our old friend, the
Youth's Companlon. used to print
stories about sharp young men who
scraped the gold bricks with their
pen-knives, exposed the the lead to
the astonished farmers. and then

_hopped sboard their bieycies and

sped after the flimfammers, finally

- -

recovering the deed to the farm and
marrying the farmer's dartar,

Well, gold bricks are out of date.

But a farmer in Croyden, N, H.,
bonght second-band fiyver, and
this j& what ha traded for It:
© Bixtesn Yorkshjre pigs, two cows,
I[hrm'.- calves, one horse-hoe, two
horses’ three heilers, aged 2, one
horse-rake, new and one 1815 cultl-
vator.

u;f‘ruly the smell of gnsoline charm=
eth!

TO HAVE, TO HOLD—The other
day in California sn old Iady, inmate
of & woman's charity home sulelded.
She arruyed hersell in her wedding
rubes, even to the bridal veil and the
high-heeled satin slippers.  Then,
clutching & spraydf orange blossoms
from off ber veil, In her hand, sha
threw herself from a lofty window.
As they picked her up brulsed, brok-
en, dying, she whispered:

" "I am going to my husband; he is
waiting, FPlease let me go. I want
himse much."”

It is a littie tale which causes a
lump to form in one's throat; the
heartstrings to tighten. But it is
aiso o tale which brings a poignant
thrill of gindness: it is as & whiff of
fresh ocean breeze; as the scent of
old Iace aud lavender.

For it breathes of the love which
passeth all understanding; the love
which is greater than that of n moth-
er for her young; which déath may
not saver; the love of a true wife for
her mate. It {5 the THvine gift to
all men, white or black, rich or poor;
of high or low Yegree: it ia tia Divine
panaoces for sil man’s ills.

O
IMPROVED
“Phe clam chowder |5 very fine to-
day, sir," suggested the walter. ¢
“I had some of that yesterday.™
said the guest, “and 1 dido't think
much of it" .
“Youl- find it better today, alr,
They've put another clam in."—N,
Y. World.’ fos 3
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