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TO CORRESPONDENTS.

ALl communications for this paper should be accom
panied by the name of the anthor: not necessarily {o”
publication, but asan evidence of good faith on the

partof . Write only on one #fde of the pa:
nver. Do careful in giving nawmes ar
dated 1o tters and figures pinin and distine -
T'ropery g ften ditlicnlt to decipher, beeauis
of the careless monner In which they nre wrftiten

e

THE MASTERPIECE.

A man once, when the day was drear,
Sat down and wrote a simple rhyme,

‘And sent it forth, and, far and near,
His poem went the rounds, in time,

In later years the man grew rich

And people called him great, wherefore
He scorned the simple verses which

He'd written when his heart was sore,

Regretting that he had not burned
His poem ere 'twas ever seen,
The offspring of his heart he spurned,
And deemed it something cheap and
mean,

He died, and men forgat the things

That he supnosed had made him great—
The formal Interviews with kings,

The service rendered to the state,

The simple, honest little rhyme,
‘Which he had managed to disclalm,
-The world preserved and called sublime,
When no man knew the author's name,
—8. E. Kiser, in Chicago Record-Herald.

Betty and the
War Party ¢

By FRANK H. SWEET.

(Copyright, 1903, by Dally Story Pub. Co.)

HEN Willett Rodgers left the
Plymouth colony and moved
down into southern Rhode Island with
his family he found the Narragansett
country little more than a wilder-
ness. All his seven daughters were
good with the rifle, while Betty, the
Youngest, not yet 15, wasreckoned one
of the hest shots in the country, and
could read signs almost as well as her
father. As soon as she could walk she
had made the forest her playground,
and the birds and animals her compan-
ns. There was scarcely a sound of
he forest that she could not imitate.
Late one afternoon she was sitting
in the doorway, watching her sisters
spinning. Black clouds were rolling
up the sky, and every few moments
came the deep reverberations of thun-
der. Big drops of rain were already
beginning to splash on the doorstep.
Mrs, Rodgers was bustling about the
huge fireplace preparing supper. She
had just hung the pudding pot on the
crane and swung it back over the fire,
and was now patting appetizing look-
ing cakes of corn meal dough upon the
johnny-cake board. As the storm
burst overhead with a deafening crash
Betty left her position in the doorway.
“I saw Injin sign over on the ridge
this afternoon,” she said, as the echoes

“FASTEN THE DOOR AN' WINDER.”

of the thunder died away in the dis-
tance.

Mrs, Rodgers looked up quickly.
“Narragansetts?” she asked.

“No, didn't 'pear so. Signs seemed
to say strangers. Down from the big
river country, I guess."

The johnny-cake board being full,
Mrs. Rodgers placed 2t carefully before
the fire to bake. Then she went to a
ghelf in the corner and took down some
pewter cups and plates and began to
set the table,

“I wisht your father was here,” she
said, anxiously. *‘TheInjins mightrun
afoul of him unbeknownst.”

“That's jest like mother,” laughed
one of the older girls. “Why, father
won't be back from Plymouth till come
Friday, an’ the Injins will be gone
'fore then.”

“I know, I know," said Mrs. Rodgers,
deprecatingly, “but he might come
back ’fore he allotted to, an’ then he'd
be sure an’ meet 'em.”

4T think we're in a good deal more
danger than hei is,” observed Betty,
soberly. “This storm’ll make the In-
jins go into eamp, an’ to-morrer they’'ll
be almost sure to find us. They gen-
erally have runners out in all diree-
tions.”

“Well, there's seven of us, an’ we've
all got guns,” cried one of the girls,
as she struck an attitude and took aim
with her distaff at an imaginary foe.
“It will take a good-sized tribe to cap-
ture us. Did you see their trail,
Betty?”

“Yes; it passed over the ridge an’

down toward Chestnut Holler. 1think
they'll go into camp there. From the
trail they made I guess there’s many’s
50 or 60 in the party.”
. Her sister became instantly grave
and turned back to her wheel. But it
was now getting too dark to work,
and one after another the girls left
their spinning and gathered round the
fireplace. Presently Mrs. Rodgers
lifted the pot from the crane and
emptied its contents into a huge plat-
ter on the table. Then she took the
johnny cakes from the board and an-
nounced supper.

As she did so there came a wild, pe-
culiar cry, something between the howl
of a wolf and the whinny of a horse.
Mrs. Rodgers turned excitedly.

“Your father's back,” she ecried;
“that’s his horse.”

“No, no, mother,” expostulated one
of the girls, “‘that’s only a loon. You've
often heard Betty imitate them,” and
she looked at the young girl for con-
firmation of her words.

But Betty did not answer. She was
sitting with her head slightly bent
forward, and an intent, puzzled expres-
sion on her fair young face. Again
came the wild, quavering cry. Betty
rose hurriedly and took down her gun
from its place on the wall. “It]s no
loon,” she said, calmly, but with a
strange light blazing in her eyes. “A
loon’s cry isn't so perfect as that. It
shakes more. An’, besides, loons don't
cry in a storm like this. It's an Injin
runner callin’ the rest. He's likely
found my tracks, or something.
Hark!"” as the cry came once more
through the darkness. “That means
for all the rest to hurry to him, quick’s
they can. Fasten the door an’ win-
der, an' don't open ‘em for nothin’
nor nobody till you hear me whistle,”
and before they could divine her in-
tention she had slipped through the
door and out into the darkness.

Mrs. Rodgers sprang forward to in-
tercept her, but was too late. “You
don’t s’pose she’s goin’ {o fight the
whole Injin tribe, do you?"” she asked,
tremulously.

“No, mother; you can trust Betty to
take carc of herself,” reassured the old-
est girl. “She has thought of some
plan to help us.” But her actions were
less confident than her words, for she
took down her gun, then pauscdirreso-
lutely.

“I s'pose I'd do her more harm than
good,” she said, doubtfully. “I don't
know the woods like she does, an’
would be sure to get lost an’ need her
help.” She stood still a moment, then
replaced her gun on the wall.

Half an hour passed. Then once
more they heard that strange, weird
cry. But this time it was fainter, and
seemed to come from lower down the
valley. They looked at cach other
questioningly. Another ten minutes,
and it came again, very low and faint
this time and scarcely to be distin-
guishedé Tmthe noise of the storm.
A sudden Took of intelligence flashed
into the oldest girl’s eyes.

“Why, it’s Betty herself,” she cried.
“I wonder we didn’t think of it before.
The child has gone round on the other
side of the Injuns an’ is callin’ ’em
away. She's makin’ 'em believe that
cry’'s made by one of their own run-
ners, an’ they're follerin’it. To think
of Betty foolin’ a whole war party!”
She rose excitedly, and once more took
her gun down from its pegs. I wisht
there was some way for us to be help-
in’ her, girls. It don't seem right for
us to be here, doin’ nothin’, an’ her
out in the storm wi#k a whole pack of
Injins behind her.”

Hour after hour went by, and still
they waited, silent and watchful, but
trying to avoid each other's eyes,
There was nothing they could do, only
wait. Outside the storm had'increased
in violence and was now raging and
shrieking about the little cabin.

At last there was a slight noise oat-
side, followed by a clear, boyish whis-
tle. :

In an instant six figures were erowd-
ing about the door, each trying to
undo the fastenings.

“Why, you poor things!” cried Bet-
ty, a few minutes later, as ghe dicen-
gaged herself from their grasp; “you
act as though I'd been on a war path,
sure enough. 'T'wan't much; but I'm
jest beaten out,”” and she dropped
wearily on one of the benches. *“I
fooled 'em down fur’s the Saugatucket,
an’ then slipped off an’ come back by
a roundabout way. T must ’a’ gone
15 miles, there an’ back. They won't
be apt to come here ag'in, for the
storm’ll wash my trail out long afore
mornin’” A sparkle came into her
eyes and she broke into a merry peal
of laughter. “I guess they’ll think
't was old Bad Medicine himself who
was a leadin' ’em. It waslots of fun.”

When Willett Rodgers returned from
Plymouth and heard the story, he
placed his hand proudly on Betty’s
brown curls,

“The Injins have been makin’ a bad
raid down the country,” he said, grave-
Iy, “burnin’ houses an’ runnin’ off cat-
tle. If it hadn’t been for this little
girl T expect our cabin would 'a’ gone
with the rest. But we're safe now,
for I hear the soldiers are out an’ driv-
in’ 'em back toward the big river.”

HELPS THE MARINER.
Stellnar Aximuth Machine Which
Solves Problems of Position and
Courses with Absolute Accuracy.

The Stellar Azimuth machine, in-
invented and patented by Capt. R. T.
T.awless, of the Oceanic Steamship
company, has been given the test of
practical use and has proved a most

~Inable acquisition to the mariners’

navigation. One of these ma-
s used on board the flagship
%@nd during the just ended

%}‘aciﬁc tquadron and the
suaroved Jaaieiga 'v‘)lf. but

oma.%@ »

1 X

According to the navigating officer
of the New York, the Stellar Azimuth
machine is an advanced step in the di-
rection of a mechanical navigator,
which will solve the problems of posi-
tion and courses with absolute ae-
curacy, the factor of mental miscaleu-
lation being entirely eliminated.

Rear Admiral Glase speaks very high-
ly of the machine and the one that
went with the squadron will be sent to
the navy department at Washington
to be tested in conjunction with the
navigating officers’ report,

Not Worrying.

Still, Dr. Lorenz needn’t care how
flercely his method is attacked as long
as iy continues to cure and his $25,000
>« “Abdre promptly paid.
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THE LAST STAND OF GEN. CUSTER,
Find Scout Curley.

Following the close of the civil war our army was engaged for a number

of years in fighting the Indians.

The most terrible of all the Indian cam-
paigns was that against the Sioux in 1876.

Gen. Custer, with five troops of

the Seventh cavalry, attacked the main camp of the Sioux mear the Little

Big Horn on June 25.
out hesitation his command charged.

His command was outnumbered 12 to one, but with-
But little has ever been known of the

battle that followed, as no white man escaped, and but one of Custer's

force, Curley, Custer's Indian scout, ever lived to tell of its horrors.

The

little force fought until their ammuniaion was exhausted, when those who
had not been killed were massacred in cold blood by the Indians. The Seve
enth cavalry lost 261 officers and men in that battle.

HUNGRY, HAPPY PORCUPINES.

Their Habit of Eating Plers, Hotel
Porches and Oars Has Made
Them Disliked,

The happiest inhabitant of the North
woods in the warm spring days is the
porcupine. Other beasts and birds
frave cares; the porcupine has none.
They have to search for food; the por-
cupine eats what it finds and when it
finds nothing eats wood and bark.

It is reasonably happy at all seasons,
but superlatively so just now, for all
day it sits upon the limb of some great
hemlock or birch and swings slowly in
the sun, sound asleep and holding on
by instinct. The pleasing rays come
down through its quills and make it
comfortable all through, says the New
York Sun.

A man in a walk of a mile may see
half a dozen Riiipines and every one
of them will be high up, ~roosting se-
curely and utterl; plissful. If the
porcupine knew how, it would Tepeat
the Whit€omb Riley spring poem tibout
“Lazyin' around as Idern please When
th’ green, you know, gits up in th’
trees;” but it does better than repeat
it, it acts it.

The porcupine is in no danger from
predatory animals except when on the
ground, and it is in very little danger
then. If a foeman appears it merely
rolls itself into a ball exposing its im-
pregnable armor of quills, and lies still
until the encroacher has investigated
and gone away with its nose full of
stickers,

There is no wild animal that can get
the better of a porcupine. Like Young
Griffo, the whilom pugilist, it can't
hurt anything, but it has the entire
science of self-defence in the knot of
its scarf and a thousand drawn bat-
tles to its credit.

The only animal which slays the por-
cupine relentlessly and frequently is
man. Some of the western states have
laws perpetually protecting the porcu-
pine on the theory that it is the only
flesh which a man unarmed and lost
in the woods can capture with a club
and eat, but nobody in the porcupine
districts pays any attention to these
laws.

Porcupines are killed when oppor-
tunity offers, because they are very
destructive. They do most of their
feeding at night and they cost the
woods dwellers money.

A porcupine will visit a small pier at
the edge of a lake, and in the morning
some of the dock will be inside of the
porcupine and much of it will be in
splinters. In one night a porcupine
will eat half of the blade of an oar and
then tackle the gunwale of the boat,
marring it seriously, if not ruining it.

There are many little hotels scatter-
ed through the north woods, intended
for the entertainment of fishermen
and hunters, and the porches of these
hotels all bear evidences of the porcu-
pine’s teeth. If there be a grease spot
on the planking that is the spot the
porcupine will gnaw and it wil] gnaw
long after the grease has disappeared
gnaw until there is a hole
through.

It is supposed that it eats oars,
piers, boat edges, porches and such
things for the slight traces of saltihat
there may be on them from human
bandling but this is only a theory. It
is quite as likely that the porcupine
eats them because they are accessible
and it feels that it musteat something.

It is frequently necessary to renew
small piers in out of the way lakes he-
cause of this habit and, therefore, the
hotelkeepers and guides, who would
much rather be drawing money from
guests than building piers or boats,
shoot the porcupine cruelly. They
even make a sport of it, finding them
swaying with the wind in trees and
knocking them out with high-power
rifles,

Despite the efforts of humanity, how-
ever, the porcupines increase. The
north woods cover a tremeandous

)

clear

stretch of territory and 1here are hun-
dreds of square miles visited hardly
twice a year by Indian or white man.
Insthese places the forces of the poreu-
pines recuperate and replenish to go
out and cat more oars.

ABOUT WEDDING FEASTS.

How the Catering Powers of tle Cone
tinental Matron Are Put to
the Test.

The average British paterfamilias
and the whole army of British bride-
grooms—although they are probably
ignorant of the reason why—should
be exceedingly thankful that the wed-
ding breakfast in this country is not
quite so formidable a repast as it is
in divers parts of the continent, where
it extends in many instances over two
or three days.

About a year ago the British pater-
familias had before him a notable ex-
ample of the fare that his continental
brother in affliction has to provide on
the occasion of a wedding in the fam-
ily, when the oldest son of a judge
of the Bikity district, in the vieinity
of the Hungarian town of Baces, took
unto himself a wife. The number of
guests unfortunately was not stated
when the menu of the three days’ fes-
tivities was forwarded to these shores,
says the London Pall Mall Gazette, but
it can be gathered from the quantity
of viands disposed of that they were
remarkably hungry or very numerous,
As a matter of fact, the pieces de re-
sistance comprised two oxen, five
calves, three pigs, 25 turkeys, 100 geese,
250 hens and 80 loaves of bread. That
the dejeuner was not lacking in sweets
is apparent from the fact that the pud-
dings alone required 165 pounds of
sugar, while to wash them down as
much wine was required (20 hecto-
liters) as would i)l a pipe having a di-
ameter of about four incles and a
length of 450 yards,

The continental wedding ceremony
seemingly acts as a {onic upon those
present; at least it is to be hoped
that that is the explanation of the ab-
normal appetites of the happy peasant-
ry who assemble on these occasions,
for otherwise they can rarely afford
to give themselves a meal that isfound
to be wholly satisfying. That the
dainty sandwiches and other light re-
freshments that the British mater-
familias provides on these occasions
and the champagne that paterfamilias
caleulates he will be called upon to
furnish would not go far in the rural
districts of France is proved by the
fact that 200 guestsata two-days’ wed-
ding feast at Concarneau, Finisterre,
recently consumed between them one
ox, four calves, 50 pullets, 66 pounds
of sausages, 88 pounds of cheese, 12
large conger cels, 396 pounds of bread
and 110 pounds of butter, washed down
with eight barrels of cider and one
of wine.

A wedding breakfast for 600 guests
would task the catering powers of any
British matron, but so accustomed is
the German frau {o the appetites of
the Teutonic peasantry that no diffi
culty was experienced by the house-
wife who entertained the aforemen-
tioned crowd on the occasion of the
wedding of a rich farmer in the Me-
lunke district a couple of years ago.
The noble 600, it should be mentioned,
consumed four oxen, four pigs, eight
calves, and many dozen fowls, in addi-
tion to 1,000 large cakes; six tuns of
beer and some hundred bottles of
wine, ;

Uncle nrull;l;—!;)'n:

“De only difference between throw-
in’ yo'r money into de fire an’ spend-
in' it in lottery ticket am dat yo'
hev 30 days longer in de latter case
te think what a fule yo’ hav’ made o'
yo'rself.—Detroit Free Press,

Woman's “"u)'“._

Bhe—-Time will hieal tha wound I've
made in your heart,

He—Yes; but you'll be mad at me {#

lit does.—Detroit ¥Free Press.

NOT A GOVERNMENT RISK.

Methods of the Present as T'hey Will
Be Regarded by Farmers
Fifty Years Hence,

Some recent Washington dispatches
called the attention of the public to the
fact. that taking the cost of irrigation
of those western lands lately desig-
nated by the interior department for
that purpose as a basis the estimate
of $5 an acre, which was the average
quoted at the time the bill was under
discussion, is entirely too low and the
cost of construction is likely to be
double that figure. This, says the
Boston Transcript, has called out a
rejoinder from the National Irrigation
association, through its secretary. He
shows, what ought to be self evident
to any one taking thought upon the
matter, that the cost will vary widely
with the conditions, He admits that
$5 an acre would hardly cover theaver-
age cost. That estimate was probably
based on private irrigation enter-
prises, which would naturally deal
with more favorable conditions,

But whether the work costs much or
little does not seriously affect the gen-
eral proposition; the main point is
that, whether this work costs $5 or $25
an acre, the farmer or settler wha
gets the benefit, of the thus irrigated
and fertilized land must pay and not
the government. The secretary of
the association estimates that the ex-
pense of providing these arid lands
with water will range all the way
from $4 to $50 an acre. Some of the
simpler schemes involve merely the
digging of a big ditch in order to se-
cure water for thousands of acres,
while others necessitate the building
of big masonary dams and the con-
struction of expensive canalsandhead-
works, It may be objected that it
will be difficult {o attract settlers to
these more expensively reclaimed
tracts, but the erudest irrigated farms

produce annually more than $15 an |

acre, while the highly developed farms
and orchards are worth from four to
a hundred times that amount.

It is possible that the waters of some
of the great rivers of the northwest,
the Columbia and the Snake, will
eventually be partially diverted for
this purpose. hat will eost a great
deal of money, but fruit lands in the
Yakima valley of Washington are
bringing in_as high an annual revenue
as $200 an acre, so a large expendhure
would be justified in extending that
productive territory. Thus whatever
the cost within reasonable limits, it
would be warranted by results that
experience has already demonstrated,
and, in any event, the settlers and not
the government incurs the risk.

Of course it would not be good eco-
nomic policy for the government to
multiply these enterprises broadcast
without reference to the demand, but
that, is something that will be done.
There must be a demand or the
strong indication of tendency before
work is entered upon. Certainly no
private company or syndicate would
proceed upon a less prudent plan and
the government will naturally exer-
cise even greater caution. The farmer
of fifty years hence will look back with
contempt upon the meager agricul-
tural returns of to-day.

HOW HE DID IT.

Ingenious Scheme for Wanking Hime«
self Adopted by n Sleepy-
Hended Employe.

The neat young man who always
reached the office before the doors
were opened was much disconcerted
when he saw that the young man who
was always late had gotten down in
time, relates the NewYork Times.

“Must have stayed up all night,” he
remarked, sarcasticzlly, as the young
man who was always late took off his
coat.

“Nope,” replied he; “went to bed at
10:30."”

“Somebody must have dragged you
out, then,” was the reort.

Then there was a prolonged silence,
and the boss came in and conversation
was out of the question for the rest of
the day. The next morning found the
young man who was always late again
on time, and the neat young man, who
always reached the office before the
doors were opened, was still more dis-
concerted.

“Out again all last night?” he said.

“Nope,” said the other; “went to
bed at 10:30.”

The next morning, and the next, and
then the mnext, the same thing hap-
pened. ‘The neat young man could
stand it no longer, for he had held the
record as the early comer.

“Say, how do you manage to get
down so early?” he asked, and asked
pathetically, too.

“Nothing easier,” said the other.
“I've got the greatest scheme—beats
an alarm clock all holer.”

“Tell me,” said the neat, young man.

“Nothing easier. Just write myself
a postal card every night, mark it im-
portant, and the leiter carrier wakes
me up {o give it 1o me.”

The neat young man went back to his
desk und started adding where he
had left off.

Giant Umbrellas.

An African chief's umbrelln is of
greater importance than many peo-
ple imagine, apart from its enormous
size. Its loss in battle more than
equals the loss of a standard of a
commander. Some of the umbrellas
are of prodigious dimensions, heing
no than 25 feet in diameter,
with ribs 12 feet 6 inches long. They
are made of lancewood, and the coy-
ering is of gorgeously colored chintz,
in varied sections of erimson, yellow
and blue. The opening is performed
by means of pulleys and ropes at-
tached to the “runnper,” this opera-
tion requiring the services of three
or four men. The pole, or handle, is
of birch, and is abeat 14 vr 15 feet
high.—London Mail,

less
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CHANGING UNDERWEAR.

Winter Garments Shonld Not Be Pat
Oft for Thone of Summer
All at Oace,

A woman should not change direct
from the snug-fitting, long-sleeved
underwear of winter to the loose,
sleeveless, gauzy attire of summer.
It is too great a shock to the system
and may result in serious illness. It
ofttimes lays the foundation of a
lifetime of ill-health, says Medical
Talk for the Home.

The best way is to change from the
wintder weight, whether it be woolen,
silk or cotton, to a suit of lighter
weight of the same material, preserv-
ing the long sleeves and ankle length.
The next ¢hange can then be made
to the usual gauze underwear. In
this way the body, by degrees, be
comes accustomed +o the lighter
weight clothing and no shock is ex-
perienced. The change should be
made not in the heat of the day, but
in the morning, after a cold bath and
a vigorous rub.

For those who cannot afford or do
not care to provide themselves with
the intermediate suit, the best sug-
gestion would be to lighten the
weight of the clothing from the out-
side. Wear a lighter wrap, a thinner
waist, fewer skirtg or leave off some
other article of dress. But do not be
in a hurry to take off the winter un-
derwear, that worn next to the skin,
.especially if it be woolen.

After the change has been made
great caution is necessary for awhile.
Avoid sitting near open windows. If
you go out in the early morning or
the evening provide yourself wifh a
light wrap. Stay in the sunshine all
you can; it will do you good. Do not
sit on the ground in May; it may
seem warm, but the chill is still
there. Give the sun another month
old Mother
Earth and make her a fit lounging
place for her children.

The tempting days of spring, with
their charm of blue sky, mellow sun-
shine, leafing trees and verdant fields,
lure us to forgetfulness of health,
while the seductive operas of the
merry brooks and the blithesome
birds entice us to follow our inclina-
tions with utter disregard of Na-
ture's laws. .

Enjoy the spring days to the fullest
extent, but exercise a little common
sense. Don't rush from winter wool-
ens to summer gauzes at the first
chirp of a robin or the first sight of a
spring violet. It is better to suffer
a little discomfort from the heat
than to run {he risk of colds, sore
throat, grip and pneumonia. Don’t
be in too big a hurry. Go slow. Ae-
custom the body to the change grad-
ually and you will be in better condi-
tion to withstand the sweltering
heat of summer.

SHE BOUGHT THE SPROUTS.

Engaging Exchange of Compliments
Attending a Sale in White
Chapel Market.

“D'you call these Brussels sprouts,
young man—in the basket, I mean?”

“That’s the name they go by,
mother.”

“Thought p'r'aps they were wal-
nuts from their color,” remarks the
thin armed lady, casually, according to
London Tit Bits.

‘“Your ’andling 'em don't improve
their appearance,” retorts the stall-
keeper. ‘“Leave 'em if you don't want
to pirchis.”

“And what might you ’ave the im-
pidence to ask a pound for 'em, X
should like to know?"”

Price is mentioned with the definite
manner of one who is prepared to give
up life and honor and everything rath-
er than budge a halfpenny.

“Does the sum include the barrow?”

Answer given gloomily that the sum
does not include the barrow; and the
question added, “What is the thin
armed lady getting at?”

“You keep 'em, young man,” says
the thin armed woman, with some
fierceness. “You take 'em 'ome and
light the fire with 'em. I wonder you
can look me in the face and ask such a
price.”

“It wants some kerridge,” admits the
proprietor, “to look you in the face.
Takes years of a man’s life to do it.”

“Good morning,” says the woman,
shivering with politeness; “and I wish
better manners.”

“Good morning,” says the proprie-
ior, not to be outdone in courtesy;
“and I wish you a new set of fea-

*| tures.”

What is gratifying to note is that,
after this active passage of arms, and
when the thin armed woman is almost
lost in the slowly moving crowd, the
proprictor relents and shouts:

‘“'Ere y'are. You gels always gets
your own way."”

And the thin armed woman comes
back through the crowd and buys a
pound and a half of Brussels sprouts,
and buyer and seller part on the
friendliest terms.

Cause and Effect, !

“Women evidently have no sense of
humor,” vematrked the bald-headed phi-
losopher.

“Why do you think thusly?” asked
the youth with the ingrowing mus«
tache.

“If they had,” replied the philosophy
dispenser, “they would never get past
the love, honor and obey part of the
| marriage ceremony without an audi-
| ble giggle.”"—Chicago Daily News.

Strawberry Roll,

Make rich pufl’ paste, roll thin, and
cover with strawberries, Roll up and
Jay in a pan. Spread little bits of but.
ter over the top, und sprinkle with sus
gar. Bake in a quick oven and serve
with creum and sugar—~Home Mag-
| ¥zine,
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