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BUDDY PIGG IN A BOAT. 
After Perclval, the old circus dog, 

* had been so kind to Dr. Pigg in the 
fnatter of Jumping into the pond with 
lie big flrecracker^ which the bad fox 

i-g ||utd lighted, the old gentleman guinea 
?j>ig said: 

"I- wish, Perclval. you would spend 
||| few days with us. I'm afraid that 

•jwgly tramp fox will come back." / 
i "Of course I will," agreed the dog. 

$The Bow Wows are going down to 
Aahnry Park for the summer and I 
don't much care for the seashore, so 
111 stay home and spend a few days 
With you. And in case that fox does 
come back—" 
> Well, Perclval didn't say what he 
Would do, but land sakes, flopsy dub! 

4fcOh me,r and a potato pancake! You 
TJT should have seen him show his teeth 
I feftnd growl. 

A'l? Well, it was a few days after Per-
eival had come to pay a little visit 

the Pigg family that something 
ppened to Buddy, and I'm going to 

toll you about it. 
You see, it had been raining pretty 

liard for a week or more—yes, nearly 
|:two weeks, and it didn't seem as if it 
"was ever going to stop. There ̂  had 

been thunder showers and lightning 
•howers and hail showers and just 
plain rain showers, and they were all 
more or less wet; and when it did 
llnfllly stop raining there was a lot of 
titer all over. 
; One day, the first day, in fact, after 
ft stopped raining. Buddy was taking 

walk, and glad enough he was to be 
Out of the pen. He strolled along, let-
ling the warm sun and the gentle 
•rind dry his black and white fur, and, 

m was thinking of, oh! ever so many 
when, all at once, he came to 

si; little pond; oijly this time it was 
ii great big pond, because it had so 
•inuch water in it. And on the shore 
Of the pond was a boat that some 

. Soys had been playing with. 
'Oh, fine!'' cried Buddy Pigg. "I'll 

it In and make believe I'm a sailor, 
Hut '&s Billie and Johnnie Busbytail 

d Jennie Chipmunk did once. I've 
fclways wanted a ride in a boat and 
•aow's my chance!" 

So he climbed into the boat and he 
fjgiade believe he was sailing away off 
'to China, where they make firecrack-
§|'n and fans, and then, when he, was 
f&alf way there (make believe, you 
know), why, he turned around and 

led for India, where it's very hot; 
ipt all this while, the boat was partly 

the bank and partly in the water, 
and Buddy only rocked it from side 
to side, pretending it was moving. 

Well, after he reached India what 
|IM he do but find it so hot there that 
M turned around at once and sailed 
lor the north pole, so he could be nice 
and cool. 
•; Then, all at once, as quickly as you 
can eat an ice cream cone on a hot 
day, if something didn't happen. Bud-
ly looked up, after reaching the north 
pole, and he found that the boat was 

.adrift, floating off across the big pond, 
With the wind blowing it faster, and 
faster, and faster. 

j*r? At first Buddy thought it was fun; 
then, as he saw that he was getting 
farther and farther from shore, he 
became frightened. He looked for 
Something with which to send the 
boat back to land, but there was no 
flail in it, and no oarp; and, if there 
had been, the little guinea pig boy 
.couldn't have used them, I don't sup
pose. Well, there he was, really sail

ing off to some unknown country this 
•time, in earnest and not make believe. 

"Help! Help! Help!" and who 
Should come running down to the 

Bhore but Peetie and Jackie Bow Wow 
the two puppy dogs. They hadn't 
gone to Asbury Park yet, you see, but 
they were going soon. 

"What's the matter?" asked Peetie. 
"The boat is taking me away off," 

answered Buddy. 
"Jump out and swim to shore," cried 

Peetie. 
"I can't swim," called back Buddy. 
"Oh, we'll show you how," went on 

Jackie and then he and Peetie jumped 
into the water and began to show Bud
dy how to swim, but he was too fright
ened to learn, and besides, the two 
puppy dogs were too far off for him to 
see them plainly. Then they swam 
out and they tried to pull the boat back 
to shore, • but they were not strong 
enough. 

"Oh, I'll be drowned! I'll be drown
ed!" cried Buddy. "What shall I do? 
Tell my mamma goodby for me," he 
said to Jackie. 

"We'll tell her you're in trouble, and 
maybe she will know of a way to save 
yob," called Peetie and Jackie. 

So they ran and told Mrs. Pigg and 
she and Brighteyes came running 
down to the shore of the pond. 

"Oh, my poor little boy," cried Mam
ma Pigg, when she saw Buddy being 
carried farther and farther away. 

"Oh, how can we reach him?" wailed 
Brighteyes, wringing her paws. "We 
must save him, somehow!" 

Just then along came Billie and 
Johnnie Bushytail, the squirrels. 

"Stick up your tail like a sail and 
the wind will blow you ashore!" they 
cried to Buddy. "That's what we did." 

"I haven't any tail,' 'answered Bud-
ry, real sorrowful like. 

"That's so," said the little squirrel 
boys, and it began to look pretty bad 
for poor Buddy, let me tell you. 

"Oh, dear! Oh, dear!" cried Mamma 
Pigg. "I'll never see my poor boy 
again," for he was quite far off by 
this time. 

Then, all of a shdden. down to the 
edge of the pond, came rushing Perci-
val, the old circus dog. 

"I'll save Buddy!" he cried. "I'll 
carry a rope out to him and he can 
fasten it to the boat and then we can 
pull him ashore." 

Well, Percival took a rope in his 
mouth and started out to swim, but a 
funqy thing happened. The water got 
in his mouth and washed the rope 
away and he coudln't carry it, though 
he tried a number of times. 

Then everybody felt sorry and Jack
ie Bow Wow was just suggesting that 
they build a raft and float out on it 
to Buddy, when who should come 
along but Jimmie Wibblewobble, the 
boy duck. They all told him what the 
trouble was and he said, "Quack! 
Quack! Quack!" three times, Just like 
that, and exclaimed:' 

"I have it! I can swim out with the 
rope in my bill for my head will be 
above the water." 

He did it too, in about two quacks 
and a quarter. Then he helped Buddy 
fasten the rope to the side of the boat 
and those on land, including Percival, 
the two Bow ,Wows and Mamma Pigg 
and Brighteyes, soon pulled the boat 
and Buddy in it ashore. 

Buddy said he was never going sail
ing again and I guess he never did, for 
he was very much frightened but he 
soon got over it and played with Jim
mie and Jackie and Peetie, while Mam
ma Pigg had to go home to take some
thing for her nerves. 

Now, if I have rhubarb pie for sup
per and the ham sandwich doesn't' 
squeal when they put mustard on it. 
I'll tell you about Brighteyes and the 
peanut candy in the next story. 
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Value Of Frills 

THESE TEW QIBLS who can stand 
the severe simplicity of a tailored 
blouse day in and day out. Sim
plicity is the vogue just now—we 
are in an era of good taste; but 
even so, the best-looking women 
will find that frilly dresses and 
blouses, to vary their mode of 
dressing, will add to their looks. 

Women are finding that two or 
three dollars on a blouse goes fur
ther when the model chosen is sim
ple rather than lacey and elaborate. 
However, the simplicity should bo 
attractive. . For instance, the new 
blouses with the large draped re
veres covering the whole front of the 
blouse, or the double-frill blouse 
that never goes out of fashion— 
these may be had in organdies and 
voiles for a couple of dollars and 
are extremely becoming: 

The flat-chested girl should never 
wear plain waists. The large re
vere and the double frill are just 
the thing to conceal her flat appear
ance. Besides, with the hot weather 
coming, the open neck, the slight V, 
opening in front, and the fluffy frill 
around it, are about the prettiest 
things one could see. And no one 
Is so thin as to show up the thinness 
in these V-cut blouses. 

Somehow, the softness of the frill 
makes a sharp face less sharp, a 
plain face prettier. The homely 
woman should learn to dress so 
originally and so prettily that her 
lack of looks should be hidden by 
the smart appearance 0 of her 
clothes. And this is possible on the 
smallest income. 

For the girl who has trouble in 
having frilled blouses done up, let 
me suggest the blouse an actress I 
know wears—the frills hand tucked 
to within an inch of the edge—the 
frills extending around the neck 
and down the front, with cuffs to 
match. This manner of tucking 
does up splendidly. 

Questions and Answers 
/ am accumulating a orop' of bumps on 

my neck tehioh closely resemble warts. 
Can I get rid of fhmt—Amy T. 

Reply—Try rubbing rait into them, al
lowing it to remain five mlnutea. If that 
does not help, us# plenty of olive oil well 
rubbed into them. Use the bath brush in 
bathing neck. If thee* things fail, write 
me and send an aMreased, stamped 
envelop®. 

Low-neck, frilly blouses are infinite* 
ly mote becoming than the severely 

tailored 

Ts there any harmless method by wfUch 
I may hasten the turning of my hair to an 
evert greyt I was benefited very mueh 
through your chat on grey hair.—Mrs. 
Matron. 

Reply—Anything that would destroy the 
color In the turning hair would be unsafe 
to use, as It would also destroy the hair. 
Make it extra attractive by good care just 
now. Keep it very clean, but never use 
sharp soaps on it, if you want it the lovely 
silvery grey later on. 

/Protected by the Adams Newspaper Service] 
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v,,,, By Jane Osborn. 

(Copyright, 1916, by the McClure 
- . _ ^Newspaper Syndicate.) 

* Fve known a good many pretty girls 
in my life, but only two or three times 
before have I seen a girl so exquisite 

^ as (Gwendoline. She had brown eyes 
that reflected the golden light of the 
sun, lashes that turned up like a 
baby's—I am not very adept at des-

Ijcription, but in every way Gwendoline 
pwas charming. Had she been a little 
JjBturdier arid fired with a little more 
teglrlish spirit she would have been a dropped in 

I :  m m  w n  

goddess. But had she been sturdier 
there would be no story to tell, for it 
was because of Gwendoline's rather 
delicate health that we lingered at the 
beach after Mrs. Penfield had gone to 
open their home in the mountains. 

To me, of course, it didn't much 
matter where I stayed, and an excuse , pntiv 
like that of chaperoning Gwendoline ! aVlou, 
was sufficient to make me stay three 
weeks longer at the beach than is my 
usual habit. 

"Now, Sophie Jones," Mrs. Penfield 

we came to the beach. For one, Tom 
Lowther will have all his father's mil
lions. You can manage, if you are 
careful, even better than I would, for 
you are always so sedate yourself." 

Gwendoline and I got along famous
ly—barring, of1 course, the fact that 
she, like most excessively pretty girls, 
was almost entirely incomprehensible 
to me. I couldn't help but feel that 
the languor that was so prominent a 
trait of her manner was something of 
a fence—that her indolence was, per
haps, not so much a matter of physical 
delicacy as her mother had said. At 
any rate, I felt quite sure that Gwendo
line was quite capable of falling in 
love as much as any other young per
son, that her assumed indifference was 
simply a veneer to ward off too insist
ent attempts at gaining her confidence. 
Sometimes, though not daily, letters 
came from home, but her answers 
were few enough. Occasionally flow
ers were sent through the agency of 
the nearest florist, and oftener candy. 

Usually her indifference amazed me. 
When I suggested, in accordance with 
her mother's warnings, that we should 
not attend any of the dances Gwendo
line merely smiled sweetly and said 
that she was afraid that I would be 
having a very pokey time. Just as if 
I had any desire to dance! She seem
ed to realize the handicap that existed 

1 in her own beauty. 
So every morning we would start off 

somewhat after ten and walk along the 
seashore, Gwendoline finding appar-

inflnite delight in picking up 
! shells from the sand and later spend
ing hours in sorting them out under 
the shade of her beach parasol. I was 
almost inclined to think ray charge 
still a child when she seemed so much 

said, "I know you are capable of the j absorbed in these simple pleasures. 
ta:sk if you keep your mind on it. But 
I want you to know at the outset that 
Gwendoline usually attracts too much ! call 

ustn't forget 
Henijl Busoni as we 

attention. She is much too indolent to 
fall in love anyway, and if she were in 
a mpod for romance there are three or 
four very desirable affairs that .she 

a half-finished stage when 
log  

Busoni—or Mr. 
soon learned to 

im, though at first we, like the 
rest'of the people at the beach, simply 
thought of him as Busoni—Busoni and 
hifJorchestra.~~Everyone knew him. 
Irr fact, he was one of the chief at=* 
tractions at that resort. He was more 

than the usual boardwalk orchestra 
conductor. I had always known that 
Busoni was of finer clay and it was 
because of my admiration for his work 
that I had been especially glad to stay 
lodger at the beach with Gwendoline. 
But Bueoni was middle aged and, as 
the women who rocked for hours on 
the porch at our hotel all told us, he 
was qu4te without a heart. Never had 
he been seen with a woman. He loved 
the ocean—with somewhat the same 
delight as Gwendoline. I thought— 
and often walked there when he was 
not with his orchestra. But he was 
always alone. Still I never thought, 
when I began taking Gwendoline daily 
to hear his music, that he would fall 
under the general ban that Mrs. Pen-
field had placed on all men. 

Gwendoline likes music almost aB 
-well as I do myself, and it was quite 
by mutual consent that we daily went 
to hear Busoni. It was during the 
morning concert, when we were seated 
in our usual seats at one side of the 
aud i to r ium in  wha t  I  t hough t  was  a ino !  
secluded corner, that he first noticed 
us. We both observed it, and I didn't 
fail to see—for as chaperon I was 
watchful of all Gwendoline's expres
sions—that she lowered those wonder
ful dark lashes of hers, and then look
ed dreamily off at the ocean. I know 
she had noticed Busoni's glance. After 
that number Busoni sent his first vio
lin to us. Everyone in the audience 
was interested, and it was quite clear 
to everyone that Busoni had been 
struck by the girl's beauty. The mes
senger told us that Busoni had ^ent 
him to ask us if we wished to suggest 
the next number; that he had o ten 
seen us and could not fail to see that 
we were lovers of music. 

A pretty excuse, thought I. Gwei •'<«-
line was really embarrassed for aF^1-
ment, so I suggested a number itr8fy 
der not to keep the messenger Vaitr 
ing. Gwendoline was dreadfully de
liberate. She was that way when or-

she treated her suitors much the sam« 
way. 

Much happened in that week. For 
a few mornings the first violin came 
always to ask for suggestions, and 
each time I named some favorite selec^ 
tion of my own, for Gwendoline could 
never think of a word to say. Then 
Busoni himself came down between 
the numbers. It was dreadfully con
spicuous and everyone at onoe knew 
why, for Gwendoline was so irresist
ible. I never knew a girl who appear
ed so well in the glaring light of the 
morning sun at the seashore. 

Then Busoni asked to call and I 
consented. No, I didn't forget Gwen
doline's mother's injunctions. I sim
ply decided that I could take matters 
in my own hands. Busoni was no 
ordinary admirer and clearly Gwendo
line did not want to have .me refuse 
for her. He called more than once 
and then one evening we went driv
ing, we three, in the twilight through 
the grove of pine trees just northwest 
of the beach. Of course these things 
were observed, for Bnsoni was more 
or less of an idol among the summer 
people and watching the goings and 
comings of other people was a large 
part of every day's occupations among 
the guests at our hotel. Busoni never 
seemed to become personal in his conr 
versatlon and Gwendoline, for her part 
assumed that strange childlike reserve 
of hers that seemed to me irresistible. 
If I had been a man I would have lov
ed her to distraction in that mood. 

Meanwhile several letters had come 
from the men at home. Then one 
from Tom Lowther, who was to be 
worth millions, saying he was coming 
down for the final answer that week 
end, and the next mail brought one 
from Gwendoline's mother, who had 
heard of Tom's intentions, saying that 
she was coming too. No doubt she 
felt that I was not adequate to the sit
uation. Perhaps she feared I would 
be too severe a chaperon. For really 
Mrs. Penfield was in great hopes of the 
success of the Lowther affair. 

Then Busoni telephoned to the hotel. 
Gwendoline was napping indolently, 
propped up in her chaise longue near 
the window where she could watch the 
breaking of the waves on the surf. 
So I answered the call on the room 
phone. If Gwendoline felt any emo
tion when I told "her who it was she 
did not show it. Mr. Busoni said he 
wished to call that evening. He had 
something important to say. He must 
come. When I tried to make excuses 
he would not listen. He would come 
anyway. 

Of course, I knew exactly what to 
do as chaperon. In view of the com
ing of Gwendoline's mother the next 
day and of young Lowther, too, Gwen
doline ought not to have to face the 
decision of a proposal from Busoni. 
I knew that was his object. It would 
be enough to accept him—for how 
could she do otherwise?—when she 
had disposed of the other suitor. 

Gwendoline seemed to understand 
me perfectly when i told her my decis
ion. She laughed a queer little whim
sical laugh when I told her that I 
would see- Busoni and -make her 
apologies, and then she went off to 
bed. She said she might not go to 
sleep, but she would lie with her bed 
near the window where she could hear 
the ocean. And I went down to Busoni. 

And then BuBonl told me. Can you 
imagine what? Busoni the genius, 
the recluse—Busoni whom every wom
an at the beach would have adored— 
Busoni there and then, in the little 
private reception room of our hotel, 
actually went down on his knees and 
proposed to me—poor little middle 
aged, blue eyed me. 

Gwendoline did accept Tom Low
ther and I suppose in her way she is 
happy. But I sometimes wonder—but 

How absurd! It is only because 
I love him so myself that I faneied 
every other woman at the beach made 
an idol of Busoni. 
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James Wilson of New London, was 
in the city on business Wednesday. 

John Luellen was in Ottumwa Tues
day on business. 

Mrs. H. E. Ritz has been visiting 
friends in Rock Island. ' 

Miss Esther Millard, Mesdames 
Harry Flint, Joe Hunnell, C. E. Ab
bott and H. E. Ritz went to Ottumwa 
Wednesday to atten dthe White Shrine 
ceremonial service and banquet given 
at the Masonic temple. 

Chas. Wareford of Des Moines, was 
here on business Wednesday. 

Cal Thoinas of near Ottumwa was 
trading here on Wednesday of this 
week. " 

dering things for dinner. She could; Chas. Gardner of Selma was here 
never realize that anyone in the world • on business this week. ' / ' 
jqLad les§ leisure^ tUan^e. „X./3upt>osei 1J. Luellen and Oscar Hartmaq, 
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Can you finish this picture? 
COMPLETE THE PICTURE BY DRAWING A LINE THROUGH THE DOTS » 

BEGIN AT NO. 1 AND TAKE THEM NUMERICALLY. 

L I T T L E  B E N N Y ' S  N O T E  
BY LBE PAPJ3 

B O O K  

•v : * ^ 
It started to rane last nite and me 

and my cuzzin Artie went erround to 
my house arid Artie sed. Lets have a 
debate on woman suffridge. 

You cant have a debate without a' 
Judge to tell you who won, I sed. 

Ask your father to be Judge, sed 
Artie. Wich I did, saying, Pop, will 
you be Judge if me and Artie have a 
debate on woman suffridge. 

With plezzure, sed pop, with my ju
dicial mind I am Jest the man you 
wunt, who is affirmative and who is 
negative. 

Sir? I sed, and pop sed, Wich of you 
is argewing in favor of votes for wim-
min and wich is argewing agenst it. 

Jest me and Artie, I Bed. 
You dont get me Steve, sed pop, 

perhaps it is my dooty as a Judge to 
inform you that in every wel reger-
lated debate there are 2 sides, there
fore it devolves upon one of you to 
prove that woman suffridge is a long 
felt want and a boon to mankind wile 
the uther one equally proves that it is 
a blot upon the cerse of the erth. 

Wich we started to do, me proving 
it was a fine thing and Artie proving it 
wasent, me beginning by saying, La
dies and gentilmen, if ladies votes all 

over the werld thare woodent be eny 
more wars, merders, axsidents, or sick
ness, amen. 

Ladies and gentilmen, sed Artie as 
soon as ladles are allowed to have 
votes they wont vote for enybody but 
uther ladles, and they wont all the 
soldiers to be ladies and we wood be 
licked s£he ferst time we had a war 
because all the ladies wonld run as 
Boon as they got a good puntch in the 
nose and the ywill pass laws leaving 
the gerls out of skool about 2 hours 
werld will be ruined, amen. 
before^ the boys every day, and the 

Ladies and gentilmen, I sed, if the 
ladies all over the werld had votes, 
there igwoodent be eny more robbers, 
berglers,. sickness or wars, amen._ 

You sed that before, sed Artie." 
I dldent say about the robbers and 

berglers, I sed. ( ' 
Yes you did to, sed Artie and I sed 

No I dident and Artie sed, You did and 
I sed, I dident, and Artie' sed, Your 
cheeting and I sed, Your anuther and 
pop sed. Fen, fen, I rezlne, the debate 
is off/ And the judge picked up the 
paper and opened it to the baseball 
psige and the 2 debaters found out it 
wasent raining eny more and went out 
agen. 
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attended the convention in Ottumwa 
Tuesday afternoon and evening. 

John and Gene Rogerson went to 
Douds-Leonda to paint some dewllings. 

Mrs. John Rogerson went to Ba-
tavia to visit her parents for the week. 

Mrs. Lorain Myers has returned 
home from a few days visit in Fairfield 
wjth friends. 

Mrs. Reva Wright and son Rigdon 
of Trenton, Mo., arrived for a visit at 
the parental Jno. Hollen home. 

Mrs. J. H. Thompson and baby of 
Trenton, Mo., are visiting relatives 
here. s 

Mr. and Mrs. Rex Finney were in 
Ottumwa Wednesday. 

The carpenters are busy at the 
home of N. U. Luellen femodelling 
and building a new sleeping porch. 

The Women's club meet Tuesday 
afternoon at the library. 

IOWA GUARD AFTER 
AEROPLANE CORPS 

Des Moines, May 4. -Twenty-two 
thousand dollars Is necessary to com
pletely equip an aeroplane section of 
the Iowa National guard. 
J i J N 

A movement for the public subscrip-
tion to this fund to be devoted to the 
perfecting of an aero section has been ? 
started by Albert C. Wells, a member 
of the machine gun company here. 

Harry Polk, ardent preparedness ad- ^ 
vocate, has\ approved of the plan and 
will head the subscription Mst with a 
substantial sum, so Wells says. - . ^ 

COLUMBUS JUNCTION 
HAS COSTLY FIRE 

Columbus Junction, May 4. —The 
elevator belonging to Messrs. Sprague 
& Weber was almost destroyed, the 
building and grain being ruined by fire 
and water. The loss is estimated at 
$3,500 to $4,000sand they carried an in
surance of $2,000. They had 700 or 
800 bushels of corn and 500 bushels of 
oats in the building. George Lowe had 
1,000 bushels of wheat stored in the 
building and carried some insurance. 
About 1,000 bushels of oats were also 
stored there belonging to Cecil Lowe. 
The fire was first discovered in the 
roof and how it originated is not 

; known, as it had/gained much head* 
' war when discovered. N 


