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MELISSA WOULD NOT MARRY A 
FAMILY. 

"He's a perfect gentleman, I think," 
declared Mrs. Merriwld's maternal 
maiden Aunt Jane. 

Her niece, proceeding with her soft 
improvisation on the piano, expressed 
her entire concurrence in that opin
ion. 

"And he's very sweet tempered," 
Aunt Jane continued. 

"Surest thing you know," murmured 
Mrs. Merriwid, still playing. "Some 
saccharine, he is." 

"And you can't say he isn't good 
looking." 

"I could, but I won't, dearie," said 
Mrs. Merriwid, executing an arpeggio 
with nimble fingers. "To save time 
I'll admit that he's intelligent, a good 
citizen, a consistent Christian, a nifty 
dresser, and a patient piecemeal pic
ture puzzler. He departed this house 
on the ninth day of November, 1912, 
and 
"He'll never come back, he'll never 

come back, 
No, he'll never come back any more." 

Mrs. Merriwid sang this with 
mournful expression. 

"I'd like to know why," said Aunt 
Jane. 

Mrs. Merriwid's rich contralto was 
again raised in song— 

"I don't think his Uncle John 
Ever had a collar on." 

"I wonder if you'll ever learn to be 
sensible," sighed Aunt Jane. 

Mrs. Merriwid whirled around on 
the piano stool and faced her relative. 
'Darlingest aunt." she said, "I am not 
the frivolous, unthinking creature you 
deem me. Beneath this apparent kid
ding there lies a deep and serious ap
preciation of Mr. Bludthick's merit— 
but I am also wise to Uncle John. Un
cle's deficiency in the matter of linen 
gives me what is commonly known as 
the willies." 

"I never—" 
"Don't say that you never heard 

that Mr. Bludthick had an Uncle John, 
dearie," interrupted Mrs. Merriwid. 
"I haven't either/ but I do know that 
he has a mother and two sisters and 
several cousins because I have met 
mother and a sample sister and 
cousin. Mr. Bludthick isn't to blame 
for having them, of course, and the 
fact that he is proud of them does 

adequate. No, sister didn't make a 
hit with me. The sample cousin— 
well, you saw the hat she was wear
ing." 

"Of course it wasn't exactly the hat 
I should choose," Aunt Jane con
ceded. 

"Very well, then," said Mrs. Merri
wid. "What boots it to bandy words, 
as Mr. Ruskin remarks? There are 
the ginkesses who would consider 
themselves privileged to greet me 
with a clammy kiss and give me ad
vice and criticize my gowns and ask 
me what I pay my dressmaker and 
follow me into the kitchen and borrow 
my trunks for a month's vacation and 
tell me what my husband likes and 
dislikes and direct my attention to my 
increasing stoutness and call me Me> 
lissa." Mrs. Merriwid got all this ofl 
in one breath. "Married to them!" she 
exclaimed. "Of course I would be, 
and worse. Nay, dear, a man may 
speak with the tongue of an angel and 
make love like John Drew in his palm
iest days; he may be liberal, consid
erate and unselfish and thoroughly 
domesticated, but if there Is an Uncle 
John with nothing between the neck 
band of his shirt and his whiskers 
who is to be considered on visiting 
terms and entitled to a seat in the 
chimney corner where he can spit on 
the hearth, 1 beg to be excused. Uncle 
John, figuratively speaking, has done 
more for the leading industry of Reno 
than any other factor. They ought to 
erect a statue of him in the market 
place opposite the courthouse." 

Mrs. Merriwid turned to the piano 
again, and sang: 
' lie's a perfect gent, but when I get 

tied up for life 
I'll pick 

An orphan." 
"It isn't an orphan asylum I'd sepd 

you to, Melissa." remarked Mrs. Merri
wid's maternal maiden Aunt Jane. 

(Copyright. 1912. by W. G. Chapman.) 

Statistics on Intoxicants. 
At the temperance conference held 

at Moscow It was stated that Russia 
spends anually about a million rubles 
on vodka, while the consequent dimi
nution of the working capacitp of the 
people and the disorganization of la
bor are responsible for a monetary 
loss of at least three mililon rublea 

(Photo, by Underwood & Underwood, N. T.) 

The photograph shows the latest street costume with a skirt of blue 
satin, slashed at the side so as to show plaited underskirt and give free
dom in walking. The buttons and loops running down the side of the 
skirt are of a darker shade of blue. The coat is of dark blue taffeta with 
two smart little tails. The jabot a'nd wrist frills are of mulle and the 
hat of white beaver. The effect is altogether odd. 

FLOWERS FOR THE CORSAGE DESIGNS NOT YET SETTLED 
Just Now the Somber Tones Are Lines of Costumes, That Are Regular 

Most Favored by Those Who in Paris, May Not Suit Women 
Lead the Season's Fashions. of America. 

i " \J'"} 
Mrs. Merriwid's Rich Contralto Was Again Raised in Song. 

credit to his heart, even if it argues a 
certain osseous solidity of the 
oranium, is Dr. Illasy would put it. In 
other words, I might love him madly 
enough to forgive the circumstances, 
but not its open avowal. Do you get 
me, sweet aunt?" 

"You wouldn't be marrying the fam- ! 
ily," said Aunt Jane. 

"I would not," Mrs. Merriwid as
serted with emphasis. "Not while 
reason holds its sway and the tariff 
question remains unsolved, dearie. 
Not in a million years. But if I mar
ried Mr. Bludthick, I would; that's j  
something that can't very well be side
stepped. I have heard sanguine young 
brides-to-be say they weren't marry
ing their husband's families ere this, 
and I have seen the pearly Pozzoni 
coursing down their cheeks as they 
realized too late their fatal error. 
Take it from me that you might as 
well try to ignore an ulcerated tooth 
as a husband's family. There is real
ly no such thing as severing rela
tions; they decline to be severed and 
they won't be pleasant." 

"Mrs. Bludthick seemed to be quite 
pleasant," observed Aunt Jane. 

"She gave me the gloomy eye never
theless, and I could detect the out
lines of a hammer in her skirt 
pocket," said Mrs. Merriwid. "I un
derstand from her devoted son that 
she's a Colonial Dame. If she isn't a 
colonial knocker, I'm no judge of an
tiques. Her nose is the feature I ob
ject to particularly though. 1 could 
see little fragments of other people's 
business sticking to it quite plainly 
where she had forgotten to wipe it 
off. If I ever expected another visit, 
I'd put my private affairs in a bottle 
of strong spirits of ammonia and 
leave it where it was handy for her to 
sniff." 

' "Don't you like his sister?" inquired 
Aunt Jane. 

"I might learn to like her, but I 
wouldn't want to take up the study 
until I had made myself a mistress of 
German and the higher mathematics," 
ireplied Mrs. Merriwid. "She would 
«ay, 'Do not you like?' by the way, 
aunty, dear. That little habit she 
has of raising her eyebrows and coo
ing, 'Yes-s-s?' fills me with emotions 
too profound for words. Bricks-s-s are 
the only things that would be at all 

annually. Dr. Sajiss, in the report hij 
presented to the conference, gave a 
scale of the amount spent on drink in i 
various countries. He pointed out 
that the average American workman 
only spends on drink 3.G per cent of 
his earnings, the German workman 
14.5 per cent, and the Russian work
man 2C.i per cent, while in some 
places, as in the government of Ekat-
erinoslav, as much as 47 per cent of 
the workmen's earnings are spent on 
intoxicants.—Westminster Gazette. 

If you'd be quite in the mode this 
winter you'll have an assortment of 
the new big velvet flowers that, un
like the real live ones, can be steam
ed fresh when they seem to wilt. 

The vogue for somber tones makes 
a carefully chosen corsage bouquet a 
touch of particular importance. To 
be in good taste, the blossom must 
always be in season. 

Just now it's correct to wear a 
couple of tawny velvet chrysanthe
mums, or a bouquet of mountain ash 
berries. Soon violets will form the 
corsage bouquet, scented so naturally 
that one who isn't very sharp will 
take them for the really-truly kind. 

The idea of matching the flowers 
used to catch the stole with those in
troduced on the hat is also used, but 
in this case the corsage bouquet 
frankly declares itself artificial. ,A 
water lily in black velvet, with white 
satin lining and a gleam of gold in 
the heart of the blossom, is one of 
the favorite devices in this connec
tion, while for evening wear the same 
flower is well to the fore, being used 
to catch up the soft glistening folds 
of the satin or velvet robe, while it 
usually masquerades in metal tissue 
trimmed with diamonds, as though a 
shower of dewdrops had been shaken 
lightly over the flowers. 

A clump of two or three full blown 
water lilies, with a shower of close-
shut pendant buds dropping from 
them, makes a lovely decoration for 
an evening toilet which relies more or 
less for its effects upon Its lines. 

What Colors the Blood. 
The color of blood is due chiefly to 

iron in the little blood cells. When 
the iron is kept in these little blood 
cells, which are living and traveling 
around in the blood vessels, the color 
is red. Hit the skin hard enough to 
break some of the little blood vessels 
beneath the surface and the little red 
cells escape from the injured blood 
vessels, wander about for awhile in 
the tissues and die. When they die 
the iron that made them red before 
then changes to black and blue color
ing. After awhile this iron is taken 
up by the glands called the lympha
tics, and made over again into nice 
red cells. The iron is taken up much 
more quickly by the lymphatics if the 
black and blue spot is rubbed and 
massaged.—St. Nicholas. 

Wrong Way. 
Miss Inez Milholland, the beautiful 

and aristocratic suffragette, detests 
the male flirt. 

At a luncheon in Newport a male 
flirt sneered at woman suffrage. 

"Woman doesn't want a vote—she 
wants a husband." he said. 

"Nonsense!" said Miss Milholland. 
"It's a fact," the flirt continued. 

"The way the average woman wor
ships man is amazing. Why, I myself 
have turned about fifty women's 
heads." 

"Away from you?" said Miss Milhol
land. 

Her Training. 
"Being a carpenter's wife, site had 

the best of the argument." 
"How so?" 
"When he tried to tack, aha nailed 

him." 

CHILD'S PIQUE SUIT 

t 

This dear little suit is of white 
pique simply made. The jacket has 
a wide double box plait in front, with 
wide turnover collar and cuffs of the 
material and cravat of colored silk. 

Elaborate Accessories. 
Accessories for the sewing room are 

growing quite elaborate. Pin cushions 
come in the form of dolls, with bisque 
heads and legs, while the body is the 
fat cushion. Sometimes the same 
idea is used for a button box. The 
head and shoulders of the doll come 
off and the hollow, fat body is used 
to keep buttons in. In this case the 
doll is dressed after the order of the 
Yania girl, with the bloomer gathered 
tight to the knee and the tiny bare 
legs dangling. 

Fur Used on Hats. 
Fur is being used on this season's 

hats in a great variety of ways, and 
all sorts of fur are being made use 
of. Broad bands, large enough to 
cover the side of the crown complete-
fy; the narrowest edgings which are 
made up, in connection with crepe 
and plush; facings and brims of fur 
on hats of satin, brocade and velvet, 
and tall ornaments of fur taking the 
place of feathers .appear on the hats 
which will be used in the early part of 
the season by women who do not 
care to wear an all fur toque until 
midwinter is upon us. 

There are all kinds of rumors as 
to the new silhouette whicli one or 
two of the leading houses on the 

( other side of the ocean are said to 
be starting. The tight line round the 
hips and knees of coats is yielding to 
straight fullness. Some coats gather 
at the waistline and so descend to the 
knees, where they often form a point 
at the back. The straight line of the 
Russian blouse is ousting the shaped 
revers. All this we owe to the Rus
sian dancers, but it remains to be 
proved whether they will suit Amer
ican women. 

These coats are carried out in satin, 
crepe satin and crepe de chine, not in 
heavy stuffs. The blouses have deep 
pink sashes from waist to bust. Into 
this crossing folds of tulle disappear 
back and front. The sleeves are long. 
There is no collar band, which is re
placed by a Medici collar, the neck 
left bare, and very often a band of 
fur surrounds the collar (very nar
row), the same on the wrist, with 
three little tails falling over the hand. 

New Bracelet. 
If you have an old-fashioned black 

onyx arm band with pearls wear it. 
It is again fashionable. 

A large band looks smaller below 
a black bracelet, and one woman with 
rather red hands wears an inch-wide 
band of velvet around each wrist, for 
which she has jeweled clasps, changed 
to match her gowns. 

Sometimes these velvet bracelets 
are set with large diamond or pearl 
buttons or pinned with a cameo or a 
seed pearl brooch. 

A fashionable series of bracelets 
that can be had in French Jewelry is 
made of thin hoops studded with col
ored stones. An emerald hoop, a dia
mond, a ruby and a pearl one are worn 
together. 

Broker's Failure in Business 

Leads to Happiness Through 

Strange Inheritance. 

By GERTRUDE MARY SHERIDAN. 
Warren Talcott took a last look at 

the long counting room that had once 
been his, but was so no longer. Some 
men were erasing the sign, "Talcott 
& Co., Stocks and Bonds," from the 
glittering plate glass windows. He 
passed the elevator starter, who halt
ed him by gently catching his arm. 

"I've heard of it, Mr. Talcott," he 
said, his voice quivering. "Sir, my 
wife didn't sleep all night over it. 
She says there's a room for you un
der the roof you helped us save all 
your life long, if you'll take It." 

"Thank you," nodded the broker. 
"Tell your wife it's such people as 
you that make a man think there's 
some good in the world." 

Men turned and noted the tall, 
graceful figure as Talcott passed. 
There was always something royal in 
his bearing. Even with "Failure" 
written that day agflinst his business 
career, a dauntless courage showed 
in his kindly, steady eye. 

A bootblack whom he had started 
In business ran after him, winning the 
ever indulgent smile of the generous 
broker. 

"Mr. Talcott," he said hurriedly, 
"I've got a savings bank book that 
says three hundred dollars. I want 
to loan it out, you see—" 

"I see you are a good, loyal friend," 
interrupted Talcott, placing a gentle 
hand on the shoulder of the grateful 
cripple. 

The speaker walked rapidly from 
the business center. Finally he 
sought the most secluded corner of 
an humble restaurant and sat down— 
to think. 

Frame and face relaxed as he drew 
out his pocket book. It contained only 
a few dollars, all that was left of a 
magnificent fortune. His mind ran 
back over the past few months. He 
recalled the wrarning of his doctor— 
overwork. He remembered how he 
had one day given a wrong order. An
other when the floor of the stock ex
change had gone all black before him, 
and he had made a confused error in 
business judgment and lost over two 

Children's Dresses. 
The vogue for belted effects contin

ues to be strong as it was this fall, 
and Norfolk and Russian dresses are 
shown in a variety of styles, says the 
Dry Goods Economist. Middy dresses 
and Peter Thompsons are also promi
nent in the new lines. Vest effects, 
reveres and yokes are being used to a 
great extent. Tho vogue for simple 
tailor-made effects continues to be as 
strong as ever, and elaborate trim 
mings are seldom used, particularly in 
the colored frocks. 

Tatting on Doylies. 
A most effective luncheon set may 

be made by using plain linen for cen
ters of doylies and finished the edge 
of each with a row of double tattine 
made of not too fine thread. Tattim 
of very fine thread is an exquisite fin 
lah for a dainty handkerchief. 

"You Are Almost Rich Again." 

hundred thousand dollars. Then the 
verdict of the doctor, nervous col
lapse, and now—the crash. 

Anyhow, he had paid dollar for dol
lar. He tried to think of hard work, 
a constitution rebuilt, but never again 
the mad rush for wealth, holding in 
the end only bitter dust and blight. 

Talcott had brought half a dozen 
letters from the office. He opened 
them in turn. Five were of no conse
quence. The last one startled him. It 
announced that an old pensioner of 
his, James Gregory, living in another 
city, had died leaving him his entire 
estate—"apply at once to Dockkery & 
Bates, attorneys." 

Twenty-four hours later the senior 
member of that firm escorted the 
broker to a secluded city court. In 
the center of a vacant lot stood a 
large covered wagon. It had windows 
like a house and was divided into 
three living compartments. Seated 
on the grass reading from school 
books were three small boys. Near by 
was a young lady of about eighteen. 
She was sewing and four little girls 
were copying her industry. 

"Mr. Gregory has left you two 
horses and that wagon, with all hands 
Included," said the lawyer, grimly. "In 
addition, here is the deed already re
corded in your name, to a six hundred 
and forty acre tract of wild land a 
hundred miles from here, up near the 
pineries." 

"And this is my legacy!" murmured 
the perplexed Talcott. 

"Exactly. Miss Gregory will explain 
the details," and the lawyer left him. 

Talcott advanced towards the young 
lady and introduced himself. He 
fancied he had never seen so kindly 
and peaceful a face. Her simple 
story was soon told. Her dead fa
ther, an eccentric, had taken in 
charge, gradually, some homeless 
orphans. For them and herself he had 
worked, traveling about the country 
In the wagon and doing odd jobs as a 
tinker. 

When the broker asked her as to 
her plans for the future, sh< only 
looked helplessly and pathetically at 
him. 

Warren Talcott did some thinking. 
Then, as if he had suddenly and re
freshingly come to the threshold of 
an odd, new, inspiring life, he realized 
that his pensioner had made him his 
legatee, confident that his old friend 
would work out the problem aright. 

They talked for over an hour. Blunt
ly Talcott told of his real situation. 
He suggested a plan. He needed 
rest, a change, the doctors had said. 
Here it was, ready made to order. 
They would go to "the farm," as he 
called It It was their only tangible 
inheritance. He went away for a 
time, sold his watch and other Jewel
ry, handed a roll of bills to Miss 
Gregory, and said: 

"There is room for me with the 
boys. You must be the purse bearer 
and housekeeper. The motive of your 
father's life was to save these poor 
little outcasts. It is a noble purpose. 
I shall try to continue his plan." 

Talcott went to sleep that night 
feeling the great load of a broken past 
lifted from his mind. The odd, the 
new, the unknown life attracted him. 

He awoke with a headache the neit 
morning. The reaction had come. By 
noon he had a fever, by nightfall he 
was delirious. 

For him the next twenty days were 
a blank. He awoke to find himself, 
weak and emaciated, lying on a bed 
in the boys' end of the wagon. He 
glanced from the window. As far 
as his eyes could reach was a level 
emerald stretch—grass, flowers, trees 
everywhere. 

Outside two of the boys were carry
ing a pail of water. They passed out 
of sight around to the other side of 
the wagon. From that direction there 
came the clang—clang of metal 
sounds. Talcott tried to arise. - He 
sank back weakly with a groan. In
stantly from the wagon living room 
a light form came into view. It was 
Miss Gregory. 

Wonder-eyed and grateful, Talcott 
learned how the brave little woman 
had nursed him, had carried out the 
plan of the journey to "the farm." 
Here they were, the children industri
ous and happy, and oh! such grand 
fortune, and her eyes danced as she 
told him of it. 

"A railroad is building right through 
your section," she explained, "and the 
wagon stands on the new town site. A 
man has been here daily to see you 
about selling him some of the prop
erty." 

The man appeared next day. He 
looked Talcott over shrewdly. Then 
he said: 

"I see you are a keen business man, 
so I'll talk sense. I am a land specula
tor. I'll give you ten thousand dol
lars for a quarter section, and fifty 
per cent, of what I make on another 
quarter section selling town lots." 

"You mean," replied the broker, 
gently, "twenty thousand dollars and 
seventy-five per cent." 

"I guess I've figured wrong," said 
the speculator. "You're up to snuff. 
Well, I'm ready to trade." 

"And what is your plan now, Mr. 
Talcott?" asked the motherly guar
dian of the little coterie of children 
a few days later. "You are almost 
rich again." 

"I shall build a nice roomy home," 
answered Talcott, "and we will all 
grow up with the country. My dear, 
good nurse and true friend, I have 
found hope and ambition where I 
thought there was nothing but de
spair. I have found love, too. Will 
you share the new home, as my wife?" 

And when the blushing, lovable 
Audrey Gregory answered "Yes," War
ren Talcott felt that he stood at the 
portal of a veritable Eden. 

(Copyright, 1312, by W. G. Chapman.) 

Little Lies. 
I had something of a shock the otb-

er day. I told a man something in 
what I thought was confidence and he 
immediately went off and told it. 
When I saw him again I asked him 
what on earth possessed him! H* 
said he Was awfully sorry, simply 
didn't think. "But I can fix it up," 
he said. "The next time I see that 
fellow" (the one he told) "I'll simply 
say you didn't say it." "But I did!" 
said I. "Why, certainly," said he. 
"But I don't think so much of little 
lies. You simply have to tell them to 
get on in business." Well, he went 
on off, and I don't know just what to 
think about it. But this I do know, 
that the next time that particular 
person says such and such a thing 
is so, I may and I may not believe it. 
That's the answer, it seems to me, on 
the subject of lies, big or little. In 
the last analysis they may or may not 
be immoral. But they lower at once 
the credit of the one who tells them. 

A reputation for telling the truth is 
like a bank account. You can even 
borrow money on it on occasion.— 
New York Press. 

Four Great Sauces. 
A Frenchman has declared that 

'man has created the culinary art! he 
does not eat like an animal—he break
fasts, dines and sups." 

The French are particularly elo
quent on the subject of sauces. Among 
their famous chefs are recognized 
four great sauces: Spanish, Veloute, 
Bechamel and German. The Spanish 
and Veloute were known as far back 
as the seventeenth century. In the 
eighteenth they were modified by the 
masters of cookery, particularly by 
Careme, who was called "the Raphael 
of the Kitchen." 

The Spanish sauce is composed of 
juices extracted from a mixture of 
ham, veal, chicken and pheasant. Vel 
oute is similar, but is not colored. 
Bechamel is Veloute to which cream 
has been added, and the German 
sauce is Veloute plus the yolks of 
eggs.—Harper's Weekly. 

Reduce Cost of Reading. 
There are two clubs in New York 

that are designed to reduce the cost of 
fresh reading matter. One Is com
posed of women who contribute 25 
cents a month and have the use of 
all the best magazines, which are 
later sent to a hospital. The other 
buys new books for the same price 
to each member and the books are dis
posed of by a lottery system/although 
each member gets one. There are 
hundreds of ways to save money. 

Naturally Frightened. 
Decayed and fungoid wood is also 

"fox fire." On one occasion some of 
this was used for a camp fire, and 
many of the broken fragments were 
scattered over the ground where the 
men were sleeping. The fire died out 
during the night and one of the party 
awoke, and in his fright woke the 
rest, who were equally terrified, be
lieving that they were lying among 
live coals. 

Remember 'Emt 
How modest one of those old-fash

ioned scandalous rkiny day skirts 
would look nowadays!—Washington 
Post. 

Courage and Truth. 
Without courage there cannot be 

truth, and without truth there can fcs 
no other virtue.—Sir Walter S<y>tL 

Baking Made Almost Automatfd 
Science has done many wonderful thine* 

In the way of lightening kitchen-work, 
but possibly the most welcome of Its 
many achievements is the prepartion of a. 
baking powder that makes baking almost 
automatic. 

This wonderful baking powder Is knewn 
as Calumet Baking Powder. 

As you perhaps know from your own 
experience—baking is largely a matter Of 
"luck." If your baking powder happens 
to be just rlfeht, your baking will be good. 
But if it varies in quality or in strength— 
as so many baking powders do, your bak
ings are more than likely to be ruined. 

Calumet Baking Powder puts a stop to 
the dependence on "luck." With it. all 
quickly-raised foods can be made without 
the slightest trouble—made pure and 
wholesome and tasty. For Calumet Itself 
is pure in the can and in the baking—and 
so uniform in quality, so carefully, pre
pared, that failures are impossible. Ton 
can judge of its purity, too, when you 
know that it has been given the highest 
awards at two World's Pure Food Expo
sitions—one at* Chicago in 3907 and th» 
other at Paris, France, last March. ACm* 

JUST THAT. 

r 

Cook—A fellow spends a lot of 
ey for Christmas presents, and wha| 
has he to show for it? 

Hook—Pawn tickets, usually. 

RINGWORM ON CHILD'S FACE 

Stratford, Iowa.—"Three years ago 
this winter my seven-year-old son 
ringworm on the face. First It was In 
small red spots which had a rough 
crust on the top. When they started 
they looked like little red dots and 
then they got bigger, about the size 
of a bird's egg. They had a white 
rough ring around them, and grew 
continually worse and soon spread 
over his face and legs. The child suf
fered terrible itching and burning, so 
that he could not sleep nights. He 
scratched them and they looked fear
ful. He was cross when he had them. 
We used several bottles of liniment, 
but nothing helped. 

"I saw where a child had a rash on 
the face and was cured by Cuticura 
Soap and Ointment and I decided to 
use them, T used Cuticura Soap and 
Ointment about one month, and they 
cured my child completely." (Signed) 
Mrs. Barbara Prim, Jan. 30, 1912. 

Cuticura Soap and Ointment sold 
throughout the world. Sample of each 
free, with 32-p. Skin Book. Address 
post-card "Cuticura, Dept. L, Boston." 
Adv. 

Merely an Amateur. 
A man who lives much at hotels 

had some odd experiences during the 
strikes of the waiters in New York 
and Boston. 

On the morning after the strike was 
called in New York he ordered boiled 
eggs in a New York hotel. The man
agers had hired all applicants for jobs 
at waiting, and the one who took this 
boiled egg order was a tough person. 
He brought the eggs, came over and 
leaned on the back of the patron's 
chair and said: 

"Say, cul, kin I shuck them eggs fer 
yez?" 

In Boston the waiter at breakfast 
was a big, burly person who seemed 
unfamiliar with the work. The man 
at breakfast ventured a mild protest. 

"Aw, fergit it!" said the waiter. I 
ain't no waiter. I came up here tc 
be a strike-breaker in the truckman's 
strike."—Saturday Evening Post. 

Never Liked Oats. 
Frenchmen have never liked oats; 

doctors have urged them to try the 
national dish of the Scotch, but they 
have politely refused. 

But one group of Frenchmen could 
not escape; this was a company of the 
One Hundred and Twenty-eighth in
fantry, whose captain insisted that 
his men should eat oatmeal porridge 
for a month. He had the oatmeal 
toasted to improve the taste. 

To their surprise, his men found thai 
after a month of maneuvers they did 
not have a single man on the sick list, 
while other companies had as many 
as a dozen. They have made up theii 
minds that oats are not so bad aftei 
all. 

Locating the Fool. 
A stout old gentleman was having 

trouble with the telephone. He could 
hear nothing but a confused jumble 
of sounds, and finally he became so 
exasperated that he shouted into the 
transmitter: 

"Who's the blithering fool at the 
end of this line?" 

"He's not at this end," answered a 
cool, feminine voice. 

Baseball Reason. 
"Why was Napoleon so successful?" 
"He managed from the field," ven

tured a voice from the rear of the 
class. "The kings he went against 
managed their campaigns from the 
bench." 

Best Way. 
"How can I float a loan?" 
"Borrow from the men who are try

ing to get into the swim." 

Help comes to those who are willing 
to pay for it. 

TIRED BLOCD 
CAUSES WOMEN'S AILMENTS 

(Copyright 1012 by the Ton!tires Co ) • 
Tired Blood causes Backache, Bear

ing Down Pains, Irregularities, Womb 
Trouble, Bloodlessness, Nervousness 
Lack of Strength and other Com
plaints, peculiar to yeomen. The blood 

becomes not only 
tired, bat deplet
ed, and a condi
tion known as 

Anemia seta in. Much stiff er inc. and 
perhaps life itself maybe saved bj a 
timely and thorough treatment of 
Tonitives, to so fertilize and enrich 
the blood, that it will not lack the ele
ments necessary to perform Its various 
functions. 75c. per box of dealers or by 
•"*11. The Tonltlres Co, Buffalo, j|, 2r 


