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PETEY DINK MAYBE HE'LL PUT AN EGG PLANT UNDER PETEY- BY C. A. VOIGH1 
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BUDDY AND THE BURGLiAR FOX. Well, sir, as true as I'm telling you, 
* "We must lock all the windows and If that fox didn't come softly up to Dr. 
Mora Tery tightly tonight," Bald Mrs. Pigg's house, right to the front door, as 
Pigg to her husband, one evening Buddy could see by leaning out of his 
%h<m they were getting ready for bed. > window,' which was open, and looking 

,4Tee," agreed Dr. Pigg, "we must.' down, as his window was right over 
' " the front door. 

Then that fox took a screw driver 
out of hi 8 bag, and he began to work 
at the door to force it open, in spite 
of the lock on it. Oh, how softly and 
quietly he worked! But Buddy looked 
down and saw him and he knew right 
away that it was a burglar fox, who 
was coming in the house. 

At first Buddy was frightened and 

1*11 see to It, my dear and you put the 
lehlMven to bed." 

.''Why do you have to lock up so care-
IfuUy. mamma?" Inquired Buddy. 
* Beoa/use," said Mrs. Pigg, "I heard 
>tfcat ihere have been a number of 

ip« and burglars around lately." 
"Indeed, that's true," added Dr. Pigg. 

i*Tfr. Cock A. Doodle, the rooster next 
"door, was telling me that he thinks 
aotne one tried to get in his coop last t]jen jje that he ought to do 
night The door rattled ana some one 

f shook the window." 
"Perhaps It was the wind," suggest

ed Brighteyes. 
fit may have been," agreed her fath-

'I hope it was, for I don't like 
burglars at all. Now go to bed and 
fdon't be afraid, for I'll lock up care-

ly, and I have a pail of water right 
»ide my bed and I'll throw it on a 

iburglar it he dares to come in." 
So Buddy and Brighteyes went up-

t<r bed with their mother, while 
P|fg put out the cat, locked the 

iris and windows and set the alarm 
lock to wake him up at five o'clock, ( 

something. He thought of awakening 
his papa and mamma and then he 
feared that this would scare Bright-
eyes, and so he decided to drive that 
burglar fox away all by himself. 

Then he tried to think of the best 
way to do it. He moved softly about 
his room, looking for something with 
which to scare the fuzzy old fox,' and 
what do you think he found? Why, his 
baseball, to be sure! 

"That will be as food as, a bullet,!" 
thought Buddy. 

Then he moved softly to the window 
leaned out, where he could see the fox. 

»r he had to go downtown to attend i who was still trying to force open the 
business in the morning. (front door, and raising the ball in his 

"I wish the June bug would come hand, Buddy threw it down with all his 
might, just as if he was throwing to 
first base. \ 

WelPsir^ the ball hit that bad fox 
right on the head, and it bounced up 
almost into Buddy's hands again, but 
not quite. 

My, how surprised that fox was! In 
fact he was so surprised that he fell 
| down and when he got up and saw 

Buddy looking at him fro mthe window 
he was more amazed than ever. 

"Get right away from here, you bad 
burglar fox you!" cried Buddy, "or 
I'll throw forty-seven more big bullets 
at you!" 

Of course he really couldn't because 
be didn't have any other baseballs to 
throw, but the fox didn't know that, 
and really thought the one baseball 
was a big bullet., 

Then, without even stopping to pick 
up his bag, the fox ran away, and so 
he didn't get in at all in Dr. Pigg's 
house and Buddy went to sleep. 

Well, when Buddy told his papa and 
le chair and looked out. It was mamma and Brighteyes the next morn-

beautiful moonlight night and he j ing what l^e had done, maybe they 
uld see things almost as well as if it [ weren't proud of it. Yes, indeed. 

j I wi^hi I could say that the fox was 
Well, Buddy hadn't sat there very arrested, but he wasn't and made lots 
IB, before he saw something long more trouble later. But he never 
d black and shadowy creeping along, broke into Dr. Pigg's house and I'm 
softly and as gently as a mouse. i glad of it. 

Ttxet he thought it was a cat, but ] Now, do you think you'd like to hear 
' \ be looked again he saw that It in the next story, about a queer adven-

* fox. And the fox had a bag over ture which Brighteyes had? Well, I'll 
m ghoulder and he was sneaking tell it to you if the water sprinkler 
[one looking around to be sure no man gives us a nice big piece of ice to 
Moeman dogs saw him. I bake in the oven for a pudding. 

said Brighteyes, as she was 
Jling asleep. 
"Why?" asked her mother from the 

Met room. 
"Oh, so he could tell us some stories 
id then I wouldn't think about bur-

"Nonsense!" exclaimed Mrs. Pigg. 
low silly! Burglars will never hurt 
*l.N3o to sleep now." 
"If any burglars come in I'll fix 'em." 

. Buddy, bravely, from his room. 
Brighteyes went to sleep and so 

__;>Pr. Pigg and his wife. 
Alt, somehow, Buddy couldn't sleep. 

!• thought of everything he could 
Hk of; ice cream cones and turnips 

games and being in the 
_ .that time, and going to the North 

»le and then he thought of the stor-
tho June bug had told him, but still 

, eoudln't go to sleep. 
"I guess I'll get up and sit by the 
tndpw a while," he said to himself. 
"Then maybe I'll feel sleepy." 

' Bo he got up and sat down in a com-

E v e n i n g  S t o r y  j  
ONE MAN'S HOBBY. 

By 8usan E. Clagett. 

ght, 1916, by the McClure 
l|P**eW8I)aper Syndicate.) 

Elizabeth Yeaton laughed as she 
!alked around the beech tree and ex-

ned the markings on its trunk— 
hearts pierced by an arrow and 

roled by the legend, "Pansies for 
oughts, rosemary for remembrance." 
Were we ever so foolish as that?" 

ie asked herself. Then the laugh 
In a sigh as she walked on, pus li

ber way through the tangle of rag 
id that obstructed her path. Be-

w her. Cabin branch rippled with a 
>ft murmur as it joined the deep pool 
iheath the water gap, and on its edge 
le leaves of the sumac showed the 
nit touch of frost. As she crossed 
lie branch on the rough log that forni-
i the bridge, she paused again, 
^erywhere were memories and ming-
tpjg with them a soft, clear whistle, 
ice so familiar a sound it occasioned 

surprise when she reached the farm 
ite to see a man stretching out a 
juid to open it. 

I thought you would come," he 
^id quietly. "I was so sure that I 
}nt the team around the road and 
alked through the lane." He looked 
bout with intense enjoyment. Then 
IS eyes rested upon her face. "The 

years have made no change in you. 
You are not one day older. Your eyes 
are sparkling and your mouth has the 
same adorable kink at the corners 
that—" 

He came through the gate and stood 
beside her. "You received my letter?" 

"No. Did you write?" 
"Then I owe my good luck to provi

dence. I asked you to meet me here. 
But I had hoped for a different recep
tion. Elizabeth, won't you give me a 
word of welcome?" 

"I have first to forget years of ab
sence and silence," she said slowly. 

"Why do women treasure such 
things against a man?" he asked im
patiently. " 'Absence makes the heart 
grow fonder,' and 'silence is golden.'" 

"And 'out of sight, out of mind.'" 
She smiled at him with unconcerned 
eyes. "What have you been doing all 
the years you have forgotten friends 
and country?'' 

"Working hard. Prosaic enough in 
itself, but the ultimate object keeps, 
me keenly alive. I wanted a home. 
When I needed recreation I cultivated 
flowers. You should see my garden." 

"That would indeed be pleasant. 
And your wife?" she asked court
eously. 

"You are still an adept at fencing, 
Elizabeth," he interrupted. "Are we 
to continue the same old game?" 

For an instant, she watched a chip
munk as he ran along the top rail of 
the fence. "I do not understand. We 
are too old to play pussy wants a cor
ner and hide and seek. Those are tlje 

will recall others later on," she said. 
"It will be pleasant to rummage I 

among old memories," he laughed1 

shortly, "but at present I am interest
ed in knowing when you received my 
wedding cards." 

"They never reached me. But a 
home suggests a wife, doesn't it?" 

"Not necessarily. The purchase was 
the result of a settled purpose. May I 
trespass upon your hospitality? For 
the first time in years I can treat my
self to a short vacation." 

"You are most welcome," she replied 
cordially: "You have been sadly miss
ed." 

"Thank you. Your voice them held 
its first note of friendliness. I was be
ginning t,o feel homesick. lElizabeth, 
will you let me give, you lessons in 
gardening during my Stay." 

She threw back her head and laugh
ed heartily. "It would be wasted ef
fort. Plants never thrive for me, so 
I leave the borders to Uncle Pink." 

"Perhaps you have never tried hard 
enough. It is wonderfully interesting 
to watch the tiny things/push them
selves through the earth; to get down 
on your knees and dig your hands into 
the warm soil, crumbling it so the 
tender leaves can come through quick
ly. Do sit down. This root makes a 
comfortable seat. I want to talk and 
I am curious.' Are you really as in
different about that letter as you 
would have me believe?" 
. "1 had forgetteti it." 

"Then, I presume, since the letter is 
so easily forgotten, memory will be at 
fault in regard to several things I 
have been hopingvyou w^uld remem
ber." 

"I remember you," she replied pleas
antly. "Ten years is long to keep one 
in mind, especially—" v 

"Especially?" ' 
"When one tries hard to be forgot

ten.*' 
"Do you make no allowance for cir

cumstances?" 
"Always, when I am not an interest

ed party." 
"You—an interested party?" he 

questioned. 
"Could it be otherwise when you 

we r e  . a t  t h e  h o u s e  e v e r y  d a y  a n d  a l l ,  
day?" she asWed carelessly. 

"I was mistaken. Memory is a fac
tor to be reckoned with," he comment
ed dryly. 

She brushed the litter from her 
dress. There was a finality in the t 
movement that made him stretch out 
a detaining hand. 

"Don't go. It is very pleasant here 
even if I am disappointed in the 
warmth of my greeting, and I do so 
wish to tell you of my garden. I 
wrote you about it. It was a good let
ter, although you evidence no interest 
in it." 

She shook her head even as she 
paused. "I am afraid you ride an old 
man's hobby. Come to the house and 
tell me in the firelight. The air is get
ting frosty." 

He gave her a quick look and his 
voice lost its bantering note. "No. I 
must tell it here." He hesitated a 
barely perceptible instant. "It is a 
hobby. Dear, you should see my beds 
of pansies and rosemary." 

The color flared into her face. "You 
had prepared me for a garden of 
orchids, but even old fashioned flowers 
can be an outlet for surplus energy. 
You always did throw yourself body 
and soul into whatever you undertook 
to do." 

"Why not, Elizabeth? I am in per
fect health. I have passed the age 
when one glowers at the moon because 
the fair one is cruel. jBut all the same 
I am taking this pretty hard. This 
is Monday. I must be in my office 
Thursday morning. Important business 
requires my attention, else-I would re
main here and begin at the beginning 
of things. Ten years Is a long time, 
but you have never been absent from 
my thoughts. I would have written, 
but there was nothing to say. I had 
nothing to ofTer you. The best I could 
do was to work for a home for you. 
It has taken me ten years. Will you 
accept it? Will you go back with me 
Wednesday?" 

Her eyes swept the fields. From the 
cover near the branch she heard the 
partridge calling. She paused so long 
that the man beside her caught his 
breath and grasped the rail of the 
gate until his knockles shoved white. 
Then she turned to him. 

"It will be a delight to see those old 
fashioned flower borders," she said 
simply. 

Poisoned By Anger 
THEM AXE out wives' tales that are GOT THE FUMES into THJM. B« cartful 

nf mnthAra ernwinfr a a ®ot to «et th® amlnon'a ,Bto ; but quite true, or mothers growing so even ntu a bad wart, not 
angry during the periods In which injury. 
they are nursing their babies that 
the Infants have had convulsions 
and disastrous paroxysms. A wom
an who is angry pr upset while 
nursing a child has frequently given 
it colic. 

This proves that anger is a 
poison. And there are*other proofs 
for those who doubt. For instance, 
the body is always exuding per
spiration through the glands of the 
skin. ' Stop these pores and the 
body poisons Itself, since it cannot 
throw off the waste matter that 
contains these elements. That is 
why a cold is so painful and uncom
fortable. Now, certain strong feel
ings produce certain definitely-
known secretions. Tests have 
proved that these secretions are 
poisonous, when a state of anger 
has been maintained. ,. 

I am saying nothing here about 
the deepening wrinkles, the sag
ging mouth and sullen eyes that are 
still other outward physical effects 
of anger. Anger will upset the di
gestive organs and the bowels. 
Dyspepsia, nervousness, morbidity 
and other forms of illness are di
rectly traceable to slow anger 
poisoning. 

So beware of anger! Not oS»os-
casional outbursts—no, indeed, a 
"mad" will often cleat the mind, aa 
a thunder storm will clear the air 
—simply beware of slow and con-
tinued anger. An angry frame of 'Anger U • poieoit, at much at harm. 
mind will make us unpleasant to fU; drugs. Beware ot elow anger 
ourselves, and we cannot get away lotting day* at a time—for you rata 
from each other. "Forgive.„ thine health and look* 
enemy" is good healthy advice. ' . v/ , 
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The class play "Facing the Music" 
will be Riven at the opera house op 
the evening of May 19. 

Mr. and Mrs. J. T. Ingrim and their 
only games I remember. Perhaps ^j^scuests Mr. and _Mrs. L. T. Phillips of 

Questions and Answers 
Could you tell me whether or not 

ammonia will hurt my eyes f I am only 
utini; it to rut into the root* of offending 
hairs to the eyebrow*, after I full them 
out.—Eleanor. 

Reply—Th« only thing that could hurt cured regularly T 
the ajrra would a (martins sensation. If health. 

itatsstai nili 

Etna asir 1 kewy my finger 
splitting? They seem very brittle alio.— 
John T. 

Reply—Keep th«m soft by nibbing 
plenty of cold cream into them—that will 
atop the splitting. The circulation In them 
muit be poor. Whjr not keee them manl-

That will Improve their 

Gravity visited Sharon cemetery Mon
day afternoon. 

Mrs. Levi Parkins, living west of 
town entertained at dinner Tuesday 
Mr. and Mrs. J. T. Ingrim, Mr. and 
Mrs. L. F. Phillips 

In honor of her son and daughter Jay 
Long and Mrs. May Frazer, Mrs. John 
Long entertained at dinner Tuesday, 
their brihtday anniversary. 

Mr. and Mrs. William Buffington 
of Eldon were Sunday guests of Mr. 
and Mrs. W. B. Rossell. 

atiss Mell Mogel went to Milton Fri
day and returned Monday. 

Mrs. Ralph Ford and daughter Helen 
returned to Mt. Pleasant Wednesday 
after two weeks spent at the parental 
John Long home. 

Committees have been appointed and 
arrangements made to observe Decora
tion Day. 

The LadieS' Gospel team of Mount 
Pleasant filled the service hour at the 
M. E. church Sunday evening. 

Mother's Day services were enjoyed 
by large audiences at each of the 
churches Sunday morning. 

Eli Brody of Milton, Louis Brody of 
Donnellson spent Sunday with their 
cousin Philip Brody and family. 

Mr. and Mrs. Ellas Friend are visit
ing their son and daughter John Friend 
and Mrs. Clyde Hurley and families at 
Wapello. ~ 

Mr. and Mrs. E. J. Long entertained 
Mr. and Mrs. Douglas Murphy from 
Burlintgon. 

Mr. and Mrs. W. H. Bliss enjoyed a 
visit last week with their daughter'Mrs. 
Paul Packer at Iowa City. 

Mason Miller and granddaughter 
Mrs. Jay Long were Mt. Pleasant vis
itors Wednesday. 

Linn Barton and wife, Mr. and Mrs. 
Azur Barton and Miss Eva Mosher mo
tored to New London Sunday. 

After visiting their aunt Mrs. Beard. 
Gerald and Leon Love returned to Peo
ria, 111. 

Mr. and Mrs. A. Davidson went to 
Stockport Tuesday to visit their son 
Roy and family. 

Friday Miss Mabel Pittman closed 
another year of successful work at the 
Dorland school. 

Alice Helen, little daughter of Mr. 
and Mrs. Atkinson was operated on for 
adenoids Saturday. 

DOUD8-LEANDO. 

wa spent Sunday at "the parental A. K. 
Parsons home. 

Mrs. Minnie Blackledge of Mt. Sterl
ing is visiting her sister Mrs. C. A. 
McKibbens. 

Mr. and Mrs. Cleve'Mullineaux have 
returned to their home at Shelsburg 
after a visit with relatives in Leando. 

Morris Loft Is of Mt. Pleasant came 
Monday to visit friends and relatives. 

Messrs. Howard Ratcliffe and Fred 
Fellows had business in Ottumwa on 
Monday. 

ELDON 

Mr. and Mrs. Will Parsons of Ottum- i to be in the Christian church,- * 
- • * . irfe 
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What is Betty drawing? 
COMPLETE THE PICTURE BY DRAWING A LINE THROUGH THE DOTS. 

BEGIN AT NO. 1 AND TAKE THEM NUMERICALLY. 
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Mr. and Mrs. Pearl Hart and baby, 
Paul, left Tuesday for Mollne, 111., to 
visit Mrs. Hart's parents. 

Mrs." Sadie Giltner, who has been 
nursing Mrs. W. A. Flowers left for her 
home in Ottumwa Wednesday morn
ing. 

R. D. Crow and J. .W Wilson of New 
London motored over to Birmingham 
Wednesday morning on business. 

Mrs. Kate Whisler and daughter, 
Mary Jane, returned home from an 
over Sunday visit in Kansas City, 
Mo. with her son, Harvey Whisler. 

Fred Kendel returned to his home In 
Ironton, Mo., after a week's visit with 
his sisters, Mesdames W. A. Flowers 
and Frank Shore. 

• Capt. Patterson, road supervisor of 
Ottumwa, waB here Wednesday on bus
iness. ' 

Joe Roberts of Ottumwa visited here 
the first of the week at the A. W. Rob
erts' home. 

Mrs. Wm. Bishop returned home 
this week from a visit In Topeka, Kan. 
and Kansas City, Mo. with relatives. 

James Reed and daughter, Frances 
spent Sunday in Trenton, Mo., with 
Mrs. Harry Brown, daughter of Mr. 
Reed. 

The Misses Cuba and Mabel Carter 
were hostesses to the Camp Fire Girls 
at their home on Maple avenue Tues
day night. The evening was spent in 
sewing rag carpet. A sumptuous two 
course luncheon was served. Covers 
being laid for fifteen members. The 
girls are planning their next meeting 

L I T T L E  B E N N Y ' S  N O T E  B O O K  
BY LEE PAPE 

THE PARK AVE. NEWS. 
8udden Doth. Our readers will be 

shocked to heer of the sudden deth of 
2 of Skinny Martin's black cats 6 new 
kittins, wich Skinny's father drownd-
ed in a busket of watlr before they was 
old enuff to know the diffrents. The 
uther 3 are going to be gave away as 
soon as they get big enuff to move by 
themeslves. Wen interviewed on the 
subjeckt, Skinny sed the cat will soon 
have more, however, because she al
ways does. 

Wy are battleships called ocean 
greyhounds? On account of the fleet. 
Joak. 

at wunts. The ferst game of the sea« 
son will be played with the Champeen 
Athaletics the ferst afternoon both 
teems are reddy at the same time. 

Pome by Skinny Afartin. ' 
IN THE JUNGLJpS. 

O see the luvly jpussy cat! 
j Horrers! The plot thickens! 
It's one of those animals known at 

skunks! 
Everybody run like the dickins! 
Sissiety Notes. Miss Gertrood Sin* 

kins gave a berthday party last Friday, 
everybody having a. fine time eeting 
ice creem and cake and playing kiss* 
ing games till Ed Wernlck and Lew 

Spoarts. The Invisibles have bin in-^vis, 1being among them who was not 
invited, came erround and started to 

dulging in spring practice every day 
after skool. A slite fist flte took place 
last Thersday between Sid Hunt and 
Ed Wernlck, the 2 pitchers, on ac
count of j>oth of them wunting to pitch 

yell in the parler windows and make 
the shades go all the way up to the 
top by pulling them, and the party 
moved up to the setting room, ware a 
fine time was continued to }>e had. 
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It is important that your foundation be as good as it is 
possible to build It _ . ^ 

Use Adas Portland Cement 
v — and have the best that It is possible to build. 

1 We Have a Good Strong Supply 

Ottumwa Lime ©. Cement Co 
Main and Caas Streets 

,tK 

Funeral Directors and Embalmers 
MR.and MRS. 

FRANK L. DAGGETT # 
* ESTABLISHED FOURTEEN YEARS 

126 West Second Phone 127 
CALLS ANSWERED DAY OR NIGHT . ! 

, „ v AFFILIATED WITH E. DAGGETT AND SOMS 
_ ' • 

i j.  ̂ \ 


