 ‘man stepped out and, with the injune- |

" young and beautifal

La

\lways remember the full name. Look
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7 nom?ngs ;:l millions
cans Bakin

Powdfgohag: ben used
in ma cuit
and ca.llnnegin :ﬁl t:c:vl.ml:rya ;
. . . and every housekeeper
using it has rested m perfect corifi-
dence that her food would be light,
sweet, and perfectlci wholesome. Royalis a safe-
trd against the cheap alum powderswhich are
the greatest menacers to healthof the present day.

" ROYAL 1S THE ONLY BAKING POWDER
m FROM ROYAL GRAFE CREAM OF TARTAR
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Ghost or flesh and

where It was and, threading his way
till be eamé to the sheil road, traversed
it till he drew up under the branches
of one of its great trees. The gentie-

tion to the eabman to walt where he
was, stlll carrying the box under his
arm, plungod into the heart of the
grove.

“Well, Of1l be jinged!” remarked
the cabman s he watched the retreat-
fng figure. “Oi'ye seen a plctur’ o
that fella somewberes, and I can't R T ST B
tell where.” It was on n fashion piate That English Complexion,
in a tallor's window giving styles for | The complexious of the English have
1830. “Look at the furzy yellow hat often been explolted for our benefit.
on him!" | The damp climate and the exercisa

While he was meditating another Out of doors produce the red, they wy.
eab came along, passed In a hurry end But on examination It proves to ba
turned into the grove farther on, Cab. ot the red of the rose, hut the red of
by Hstened to the sound of the wheals 4w beef, and often streaky aud fibrous
deadened by gruss and fallen leaves &b thaf, The fealnres are large. and
and in a fow minutes heard it no more. | the face high colored, but il s net @

His euriosity was exelted. If anotier  delicate plnk. 1t is a conrse red. Ala
enbman could drive in among the oaks distunee the effect Is charming, bright,
Be could. Touching hiz horse with his refreshlug, but close to often rather
whip, he turned in batween the trees, unpleasant. Here the features of the
procesding cantiously. But it was dark Women, even the fentures of the beau-
fn there, and be soon came to & sud. tiful women, are molded, while the
den stop by his front axle striking a features of our benutiful American
tree. He backed out, tried it agaln and | Women are chiseled.—Scribner's.

wag coming upon an open spice when
he drew reln.

The full moon, which bhad been hid-
den under a thick cloud, suddenly ap- |
peared and shone upon the spnce re-
ferred to. Two dim fAgures atood In
1 center, while two others stood apart.
At first they were all comparatively | the child afier a few moments of
distinct, and Murphy could see the cen- | thought,  “The other day you said
tral fignres, each putting himeelf in an ' papa had wheels in his head, aud now
attitude of defense, ns If about to Gght, you've got electrivity in your halr. If
while the others were looking on.- Then | you put your heads together you
another cloud rolled over the moon, might mike an electric motor, mightn't
and all was dark agaln. But he could | you?'—New York Times.
hear the clash of steel. Presently there e
was a woman's shrlek, and all was The Size 8he Wanted.
st The woman went in the Bookstope
Murphy felt all the borror be expe- [ and nsked for a globe,
rlenced when his fare touched him on “TWhnt slze do you want?' asked the
fhe shoulder. Jumping dewn from his | clerk, turning one on it plvot for her
box, he ran a short distance, then, pall- | to look at the varlous and sundry coun.
Ing himacif together, went baek., and, | trles In pink and blue.
taking his borse by the bridle, got him l “1 think,” sald the woman, “that you
out fo the tree under which he had | mny give me one life size."—New York
stood. Remounting his box, he sat | Times,
walting, croscing himself and nmm-l

bl Paternosters and Ave Mariae
H:n‘!ma there ?thnlm ten minutes | Tuhe Servant—You got cheated when

hen he heard the seund of approach: | ¥ou bought that chiny vage. mum.
Bng wheels, and when they enme near, | The Mistress — How cheated? The

e
it to be white as death and under his
5 open vest blood on his shirt front. Her
Tom Murw S l:al.e costume was pecullar; especially in her
y » beadgear, which was a bonoet, an arti-
cle Murphy had never seon, They
passed lke a Gush, and be wus recalled
[Copyright, 1000, by American Press Asso- | to himself by his fare opening the cab
Tom Murphy d:‘::;lmnn, sat dosing d?gr,:i‘:-- RS AN b He
on his box before the Bt Oharles ho-' The cabman drove to the city and up
tel tn New Orleaus. It was near mid- | to the steps of the Bt. Charles hotel,
night, and there ware few people pass- | e supposed that the geantleman who
Ing. As a town cloek struck 12 the bad mot thos far troubled him to open
cabmen felt & touch on bis shoulder. | the ¢ab door for bim would alight
About that touch there was something :r:;:m"‘ Atcer “m':‘m: ':;m“"
earing no movement w cab,
mmwm":;“"“hmw ;L*:;o:'m::' he got down from the box and opened
was an Icicle and at every tap was :,h‘,:r:dm:'nwm:geb;?::“:o ::‘:“:“:;
2riven doep Into the flesh, distributing see nothing. He had been shivert
over the body & deathly chill. Start-| ) the way home and sow did notcdnn‘
Ing up, the cabman saw a young man | y =
Bt WIS & BEROW box atint ol to put his bead luside his esb, Thp
7m.nd looig M st Te' W6 idea that there was no pue there was
dressed pecullarly. He wore a beuver s e TSRE O last comvinced
hat very high in the crown, a stilf high 2:031:“1 B, 5 S, ,""” wmodl
shirt collar, a coat with brass buttons, from the ‘.:":),:,:“_M SERIGAnes - I
smell in the walst and flowing In the There i one rullng passion In us
skirt: pantaloons skin tight and strap- o)) ..t interest. Alled to this I &
ped down over his boets. Without n ta s
the fare otepped into the eab, dislike 2t belng beiten out of our hon-
word s bo'dld %0 st does. The moment Murphy began
saying walenfd : |to recover from his horror be ex-
The oaks were a grove sliuated on d‘.‘j&?@mm
wm days, when New Orleans was o neve day Murphy told his adven-
& hotbed for duels, the bleods of the ...\ hig fellow cabmen snd was
laughed at. But one day he told it to
an old gentleman who often employed
h®,, The gontleman took him Into
his home and showed him a portrait.
It was tho?wu man ke had driven
o the oaks.!
“He was my son said the eold gen-
tleman. “Years he fought with a
rival, The Iady uestion appeared
on the ground and interrupted the duel,
but not hefore my son was killed and
his rival wounded,"
ELBERT T. BENTLEY.

A Funny Family.

“What mukes your halr snap so?"
asked the child who was watching his
mother comb her halr,

“Llectricity,” his mother replied.

“We are o funpy family,” remarked

Poor Stuff,

the moon again appearing from behind
'a clond, he saw a carriage pass in
Lawhich were two people, one @ lady,
By her alde, hor

arms sbout him and lls head resting

on her shoulder, was n Young man on
" whose face the moon shining showed

RQervant—Why, it's weak. It busted all
{ lo smash the frst time I drepped It.—
| Clevelund Plain Dealer,
It tam't eneffsh to pay A8 you go.
{ You onrht to save enongh to pay your
.lway back.—Plttalinrg Gazetre.

| shere is Only Ono

«“Bromo
Tiat is

this signatare on every box.

I

xative Bromo Quinir-

USED THE WORLD OVER TO OURE A OOLD IN ONE DAY.

Quinine”’
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MRS, CARMACK
ON STAND

_— e »

Senator’s Wife Breaks Down
on First Day's Trial

MURDER TRIAL - STARTS

Sensational Legal Battle Started at Nash-
ville, Tenn—~Mes, Carmack Col-
" lapsed When Indictment Wag
Read.

Nashyille, Tenn, Feb, 17.—Tha trial
{of Dunean B. Cooper, Robin J. Cooper
‘and John D, Slarp for the alleged slay-
ing of former Beuntor E. W. Carmmck
| opened yesterday, Mrs, B, W, Carmack
wife of the slain editor, sits behind the
attorneys for the state. Sam €. Cur-
| miuck, the dead man's brother, and S
'B. Carmack, o cousin, ‘are present,

Tha state's purpose is to establish
first the death of Seomtor Carmack hy
the testimony of eye witnesses. Then
it will begin to Isy the foundation for
its contention that the killing wus the
reault of a conspiracy. At this point
will come the legal atruggle, The de-
fenee purposes to fight this eontention
from the start, The laws of Tennesses
upon conspiracy are said to be very
liberal.

The state’s early witnesses will be
Mrs. Fastman, with whom the senator
was talking when be was shot; former
State Treasurer Ed. Craig, who carried

Col, Cooper's threats to Senator Car-
mack, and Carey Folk, brother of the
state treasurer, who it is charged, saw
the defendants standing near the acone
of the y & few moments before
it tmppenad. Just what line the de-
fenca will follow, exoept the broad one
of self-defence, has not been announe
od, nor wAll it be until the state's case
in chisf is made

The court officials have prepared to
take oare of large crowds. Judge Hart
har ordered that only as many as can
be accommodated with sents will he ad”
niitted to the court room. No tickets
will be issued, and those who arrive
first. will be the ones accommodated.

The attormey-goncral read the in-
diteemns, As h‘: peached  the words
“did wilfully, waliciowsly and with
malice, aforethought murder E. W.
Carmack.” the widow collapsed.

“Call the first  witness,” said the

court,

Then to the surprise of everyone,
Abty.-Gen. McCarn said: “Call Mrs,
Carmack.”

The widow was half earvied to the
atand.

“Whes did you last see your husband

alive *

“Oh, Ood, oh, God” sho sobbed. “On
Bunday, the day before he wae killed”
For savaral moments she was unable to

speak.

“When did you hear from him last ™

“By telephone on Monday, a little
hefors he was killed,”

The state next called E. B, Craig,
former ptute tremsurer, who testified
os to his close relations with Senntor
Carmack. He said be spont Sunday,
Nov, B, the day before the murder,
| with the senator, He saw Col, Cooper
the evening of Nov. 5 st the Tulane,
' by appoiniment.

“After discussing (he personal mat-
{t«r which led me fo maet Col, Cooper,
Ithe latter began to disenss the oditor-
Vinledn: the  Tenmessean. Col. Cooper

Was Very ungry. He said: ‘I sam an
lold ~man, 'n mtn citizen,  and it
| makes little difference what 1 do, but
if my name again appears in the Ten-
| nesdean, 1 or Benator Carmack must
die."”

: The witness said Col. Cooper
{him he had writien Carmack a
' that could mot be misunderstood.

told
note

A NEW ONE.
' The Man With the Coenundrum Habit
at It Again.
| The man with the aggrnvating side
whiskers comes into the office of the
man with the discouraged eyebrows

aod says:
i “I've thought up a new one.”
{ “You have, kave you?" asks the man
with the discournged eyebrows.

“Yes. It's a corker, Why are the
| little sister and brother of a young
lady who hss been keeping company
with ” young man named Jullus
Emaltz and who has been away from
town for two wonthe and who Is re-
turning to see hor on Busday evening
~why arve the little glater and brother,
who are hiding respectively behind the

gister sits expectantly on the divan
near the doorway waitiug for the bell
to ring announcing the arrival of her
sweetheart, i being nearly 8 o'clock
on Sanday evening apd the beau hav-
ing telephoned that he will arrive a
few minutes before that hour—why
are they Ilke the throng that stood
dlomg the Applan way on the ides of
March when Caesar was riding along
In his chariot en route o the forum?"'

“What?' moutters the man with the
discouraging evebrows.

The man with the aggravating side
whiskers goes joto the same dotall
onee more,

The other man glares at bim and
neks;

“Why Is 2 man who comes into your
office and axkn yon Mamed fool ques-
tions ke n man who ha= paild a dollar
and a half te a collector as the last in-
stnliment on a set of books he didn't
waot In the first pleee? Recanse you
hope he never comes back”

Indignantly the mian of the side
whiskers arises and goes toward the
door banghtily, sayhug:

“Oh, very welll The aoswer Is be-
cause they wamt to see Jullus Cassar,
but | woukda’t tall yeu now If you
hegeed on beoded hueen ™

And he slame the door as he goos
oul.—Chicago Post

portieres aud the plane while thelr |

Sour Stomach
|ndi

stion-

odol

There are wo many of theso diss
ablosymptoms—*‘heartburn'’, belching

of fon 4, bloating, pain in pitof the
stomach, headache, eto,—all meaning
lndiyutfon. And Indigestion always

means dyspepsin—sooner or lster—if
the indigestion is not rectified. Kodol
can't hlol phbut nllevol Indigestion. It
stops all the ravating symptoms, ab
onoe, hy fully.S{;min u‘ll fooxl, just aa
fust as you ent it. Kodol thus helps Na-
ture to effect o conaplele cure.
Getn d t-
Our Guarantee, {ii'} joiavo
you wre not henefiied — will ut
onoe relurn your monsy, % Late; any
guc t, will sell you &o@ol on these tern.
lur hottle gontains 24§ times se muoh
the 506 bottle. Kodol in prepersd in the
ratories of £ C, DoWitt & Co, Chileago,

TAUGHTBY MAIL
TO BREAK JAIL

“Miss Rice of Boston™ Hunted
by the Police

TO GIVE DEMONSTRATION

She Wrote That in Order to Get Out of
Jail "One Sholud Seekwthe Kind
Favors of the Jaller—The Weo-
man Has Now Gone.

Boston, Feb. 17.—An attractive woman
ahout 20 years old, known to the postal

inapectors as “Misy Rice of Boston” who
lived at 219 Main street, Charlestown,
and conductead & mail order business
there, has left for parts unkmown. Miss
Rice conducted a correspondence schaol
by mail and was doing » good business
when the post offioe inspectors broke up
the school at the request of some of the
pupils,

Miss Rice advertised that she could
do all sorts of things with handeuffs, get
out of packing cases and even breffk inil.

Lawrence Letherman, ehief of the New
England division of pest office inapectors,
heard of her, and Inspector MeLeod was
sent over to interview her. Miss Rice
defled him to prove she couldn’t perform
the fepts, but ahe refused {o give a
demonstration.

The post offios authoritiex then began
to investigate ber madl, Afwer o littls
search it was found that many were dis-
satisfied with her conrse in jl.ilhmkih:g

and handeuff mppt:f. Several who
sent. her the §5 requir

ed for the courss,
found her instructions impracticable.
The inspectors were soom in possession
of & set of her roplies. Miss Rice had
taken alarm in the meantime and de-
parted.

Bomo of the direclions abe sent for
86, on typowritiem sheets, follow:

“To get out of the {m:ldng ease that
has been nadled up with the performer
inside, Misy Rice o ste the use of &
jimmy consenled the person.

“Toa break out of jail, the jeiler munt
be taken into the confidence of tha per.
former and a set of duplivate keys pro-
oured.

“To release one’s self from a paper

, it is necessary to conceal an aloo-
hol lamp in ons's clothing and melt the
paste with which the bag is sealed.”

The Heart of the Real! New York.

“The Interpreter,” writing in the Feb
ruary American Magarine says:

“A  good deal of bitter nonsense is
written about New York, belleved will-
ingly abrond and expressed even in
our own country in the form of a ocer-
tain jealonsy of attttude on the part
of people from other parts of the coun-
try.

?'But what is New York?! Is New
York only money-grabbing and grab-
bing in Wall sireet, growing in res-
taurants and motoring, In fth Ave-
nue! Or is there snother New York,
the real Greater New York which s
us little ‘materialistic’ as any eity of
any time? People come here from
Europe or from Kansas and they see
the vulgar displuy that is before our
own eyea all the time, and they are

did not feel

horrified at it. They don't refleet that
the same wvulgar display is found in|
every big city, only here it is on & very |
large seale use hither come from |
every corner of the country these for |
display is the only satisfactory way to!
crown their successful siruggles for
muterinl gain, But the Waldorf is no|
more New York than ‘Peacock Alley’
is Chicagn—in fact, rather less mo. [

“The true spirit of New York s npot
seen in the Broadway cafes. Iis nrh‘il'
isn reflected in the millions of plain,
honest people who try fo live up to the |
most correctly old foshioned nmlphut!th-
ful domestic ideals, There is the sama
proportion of men with high ideals in
this city as in other other. Here as
clsewhore we find thousamds of men
who ‘worship' only the material out
of which they paint their pletures,
write their books carve thelr stabues,
Here as elsewhore there are thousands
of wmen applying themselves with scant|
reward of the molution of the puzsles|
among the poor, and clergymen wear- !
ing out their lives in the oure of sin
and sorrow. Even Tammany joins in
the physical improvement o
Even the despised rich contribute mu-
seums, libraries and hespltals to the
general good, and unostentatiovaly in |
many cases spend their time and mon.
?- in relieving poverty and wuffering.
here is no more general ‘worship of
money” here than thers i in Topeka.
Tha tone of the people toward ‘vul-
gar wealth' in one of good-nstured con-
tempt. ‘Jobn D. and ‘Apdrew ate the
subjects of many of the most spirited
popular jests, and the public racks its
honest wides lnnghing at the fesbla
or olumsy attempts of Newport to ap
pear magnificent.

ATTACKED
BY A LION

Awinl Experience of a Rail-
road Man in Alrica

IN JAWS OF A MAN EATER

Dragged from His Bed by the Firce Mon-
ster, He Was Mangled an®Gashed
and Caxried Off Bodily by the
Brute,

The following description of an at-
tack by a lion, as related to Mr. SL

When thousands of women say that they have been

cured of their ailments by a certain remedy, does this not

prove the merit of that remedy ?

Michael Podmore, F. Z. B, while be
was returning from a sojourn in the
wild places of the earth, (8 so terribly |
realistic that we offer no apology for
printing §t.  Mr. Podmore met the
hero of this story while on a trip
acrogs the Paclfic ocean and was |
shown the terrible scars on the man's |
body:

I was engaged on the transcontl
nental Cape to Calro line, and our |
gang conslsted of two white men and |
fifty blacks, We each occupied a sep-
arate hut,

One dark night 1 was aroused from |
sleep by hearlng somoething wmoving |
backward and forward beneath wy |
bed. Becoming elarmed, I lstened |
breathlassly to a loud, long and Inde-
scribable sniff-sniff which broke the |
stillness of the night, My experience |
of Afrieca was nol extensive, but I|
fnstaotly realized that some wild ani- |
mal was nnder my bed, Every one of
my faculties became !mmediately par- |
alyred with horror., 1 was unable to |
utter a sound.

After & moment or two 1 became
aware that a man eating lion was sniff-
Ing his way along the edges of the
bed, perhaps & little puzzled at the
mosquito curtains. 1 then felt 1 must
do something, and fnstinetively, yet|
noiselesaly, 1 huddled all the pillows
and bedclothes. over my head. No
sooner had 1 done this than the llon,
with a herrible pur, grabbed me by |
the right shoulder and dragged me out |
on to the floor aod Immediarely began
to suck the blood which streamed
down my neck and chest, and every
time I moved he bit me wore suvagely.

As | ralsed my knees to get into a
crouching, protective position he gave
me a little pat with his paw which
pearly broke my leg and inflicted a
dreadful wound. Then suddenly the
monster dropped me oot of his mouth,
placed one massive paw on my chest,
and then, throwing back his noble
head, be gave four terrible roars of
celomph and defiance. *

My chum walked round the hut and |
then saw with borror the hole made |
by the llon, who had torn out the mat
wails and crawled udder my bed.
Then it dawned upon bimm what bad
happened, so he ran round to the other
side and kicked the door down. f

All this time the only thiog 1 seemed
to take nterest fn was the loud sip !
ping suck, suck, made by the lion aa |
he dreaw my blood into bis reeklog
jaws. I remembered, with a pang of
regret, that 1 bad pot lived a model
life recently, and I begnn to pray as [
bad pever prayed before. As I prayed
1 thought bow cutious it was that I
the slightest sense of
pain with a man eating lion chewing
my flesh and drinking my blood.

I had been lying on my bick with
my neck and head resting agaluost the
slde of the bhut, when my friend
smashed the door. As e did s0 the
lfon drove his terrible fangs into my
rvight groln and leaped out of the hut
into the darkness. As he ran with me
he seemed to be twisting and jerking
me round sldeways, as though striving
to got me on his back. |

The liom ran across the clearing
with me for sbout thirty yards and
put me down under a big boabab tree.
I lay oun my back with the lion on top
of me, occaslonally gazing with his
grent luminous, greenlsh yellow eyes,
which filled me with unutterable loath- |
ing, so expresslonless aund cold were |
they, yet so diabollcal in thelr ruth- |
Jess cruelty.

The Hon seemed perfectly content | Snturday night a hnrrieane of !'blrne!_ﬁo sho’ keeps It.

with his prey. 1 felt his long, rough
tongue scraping up my thighs and nb-
domen, and as it&erept higher and
higher I felt little gusts of his hor- |
rible breath. 1 balf turned my bead |

Thousands of women have written the sto

of their

suffering, and have told how they were freed from it by
Lydia E. Pinkham's Vegetable Compound — for thirty
years these reports have been published all over America.

Without great merit this medicine could never have
gained the largest sale of any remedy for woman's ills —
never could have become known and prized in nearly every

country in the world.
Can :m{ woman let prejud
which wil

restore her health?

ice stand between herand that
If you believe those who

have tried it you know this medicine does cure,
Read this letter from a grateful woman, then make up
your mind to give Mrs. Pinkham’s medicine a chance to

cure you.

Brooklyn, N. Y.—*“T am a firm believer in Lydia E. Pinke
ham's Vegetable Compound. I was a great sufferer from organie

female tronbles for years, and
well again,

almost despalred of ever being

I had bearing-down pains, backache, headache

and patns in my abdomen, and tried Mrs. Pinkham's Compound

as a last resort.
and advocated it ever since.
mothers. I have often said tha

The result was astonishing, and I have used it

It is a great boon to expectant
t I should like to have its merits

thrown on the sky with a search-light so that women would
rend and be convineed that there is a remedy for theirsufferings,

“ My husband jolns mein its praise, He has used it for kidney
trouble and been entirely cured.”— Mrs. E. A. Bishop, 1915

Atlantic Ave,, Brooklyn, N. Y.

For 30 years Lydia E. Pinkh
Compouni has been the stand
fomale ills. No sick woman

herself who will not try this faumous medicine.
from roots and herbs, and
has thousands of cures to its eredit.

Mrs. Pinkham invites all sick women

'm write her for advice,

guided thousands to health free of charge.
Address Mrs., Pinkham, Lynn, Mass.

Made exclusivel

am's v&mblo
ard remedy for
does justice to

She has

—

me Instend of the lion. He screamed
nit, “Keep cool, Jack, and 1 will see
what I can do for yon!”

An he erept pearer the llon took hils
fangs out of my groln and faced about,
growling and snarling horribly. The

rifle was leveled, thers wns a sharp re- |

port, and the Grst shot hit the llon In
the eye, The tmll us it came outl shat-
rered hiw lower Iaw, Two more shots
wers fired, and the fierce monster fell
dead by wy side.—~London Ideas,

& D 0 S SO S AS & SEw S CEP 8 W 0 ED 0 -.-.q

| MAGAZINE REVIEW. §

PR
Who Owns the Trees?

Freudeustudt iz a town of ssven thou |

sand people in the Black Forest region
of Germuny.
Chisholm was a town of six thousand
in the Big Woods country of Minn eavta,
Every wyear from the tall black pine
trees which grow in ordered regimnts
on the six
owned land nbowt Fréudenstadt b reg-
ular of lumber is cut which pays all tha
cxpenses  of ' the 'eity  povernment
Mayor—, Aldermen, Policé and Fire De’
;x.;rnur-m-o. And that erop will gpo on
lorever The thrifty people of Freu-
denstudt may devote their whole at-
tention to their thriving iron and chem
ical Industries. Imowing that the beaut-
iful and beneficent forest will pay all
the cost of their municipal netivities,
Every year—until this—greedy pri-
vata eprporations have sent their hordes
into the country abont Chishelm to loot
the great pine woods, leaving behind
them a trail of ruin and desolution and
piling up the dry slashings likoe kind-
ling-wood ready for the matech, Every
fall the patient people of Chisholm Lave
gone fo bed with the aerid smell of burn
ing pine in their nostrils, fearing lest
they woke the forest might
takes its flery revenge, Last summer
it came. For wecks thick clouds of
smoke Iay over the town. Then on

iy -
(L aghith

swept down and burnéd Chisholm to

the ground. Ro suddea dnd dreadful
wias the outalanght that domestic ani-
mals dropped dead in the strests, over-
come by the heat. Men carried ont
their slck on beds and rushed them

thousand acres of publicly |

| rensonable priee, we cannot he whally
sure whether we have a roal public at
| Inrge for opera or uot, whegher our affec-
tion for music drama goes deep into the
fibre of public taste or is meraly a su-
perficial thing on the glittering surface
ol iashionnble life.
Incidentally, we cannot very well have
lemty of seats at o reasonable price un-
il we pay a more reasonable price for
im:r singers, The Golden Voiee is in no
| small measure to blame for the esot of
|opera. When a mapager pays $2500 a
pight for one singer alone, he's got to
get it back out of the I_mh!ir. 1 won-
{der if any human volee is really worth
22500 a night! Isn't that price a hot-
honse product, a forced value. Untll it
comes down, the price of opera will not
come down lo what it ought to be for
the masses, The rich, of course, may al-
ways be permitted to pay what they
choose for their boxes—“Opern and the
| People,” by Mary Garden, in the Febru-
[ ary Everybody's,

| Lovers, a Word With You,

And/ first—you posséss the divine fire;
| the magio that myaelonus rags into «ilk,
moles into dimples, apd clods into prin-
cow.  Gold ia something like that, but
jall that glitters is vot gold. True geld
is indestructible.

Young Sir and Little Damosel—Know
[some mean person whose nose 8 red
(when she cories?! Somge one that you
| just hate? Great sport yalentine Day, to
trick her with one of these comic ones
[eh?! Mad?! A wet hen is no pame for
|it! By luck she may be wishing some
| child would send her 3‘ valentinn—ton,
| What a joke! (Now, don't spoil every-
thing by sending a dainty card instead;
that muy make her ugly nose redder
thin ever.)

[ Sir Lochinvar: Remember your fisb
|love? Ever, on Valentine Day? May ba
| wrinkled mow; all depends. Apyway,
| whe his your first valentine wiill; the
first you ever sent. Keeps it in the
same mussed envelope, address printed
to mystify ber, which she found under
lter breakfast plate , Couldn’t keep yvou
Remomber that first
valentina? Ran lika this: “To my dear
Mamma: Guess who loves you bost
in the world, and slways * Keep
| her guessing?
| Sweetheart o' Mine:

Enow what o

away, but still the long, greedy tongue ! through the smoke and fying embers to| ¥alentine is? That it is an FEmissary

worked its way toward my throat. L
could distinctly feel each bite, beeause, |
althoungh it did not cause the slightest

pain, yet as the fearful fangs were

! driven futo a fresh place I was con- |

sclous of n strange numbness In that
particular part,

During all thiz time the negroes kept
seréaming, “Nhianga, nkaugal" My
friend kept running round the clearing
in utter bewllderment, The appalling
blackness of the night added horror |
to the thing which vo pen could de- |
ecribe,

At last two negross were Induced to
make a couple of torches of dry grass,
end by the lmid and uncertain light ef
these the llon was spen standing over |
my prostrate Lody. He wus an enor- |
mous brute, Over ten feet In length, |
and with o luxuriant, tewsy mupe

| that fmparted to him a moet malestic | ).
{ the city.| fppeavance. My friend told toe after- | the ronl taste of the nation

ward that as be approached with his |
gun 1 was moaning spd croonlog
sofily to myself. For sowe fime hf";
was afrald to sboot lest he should kil |

Act Quickly
if bhave a sudden chill—if you have
[ aramp or e~ don’t wait s min-
ule, Taks & teaspoenful of Peny Davs' |
Painkiller in half & glnes of hot water or milk, |
You'll be om the rd to guick moovery.
Have this tried remedy on hand for bmme

diate e,  Being o is half tho bat
ﬂtﬂnﬁtmi{u v .nle«'.n.m‘a-(n.-.na‘x.u.1

. ¥,
|in & sadn
i

places of temporary safety. One woman
man Jdied of fright. In the morning
more than five hundred familics were
lomeloss,

Frondenstudt is
The forest pays them,
town without homes,
troved them,

That telli—~in little—the story ot the
forest policy of the United States and
ite vesalts, ar compaired with fhiat fol-
lowed in civilized countries.—From Hen’
v M. Hyde's “Looting the Forests”
in March Technieal, World Magazine.

a town without taxes,
Chisholm s a
The forest des-

OPERA AND THE PEOPLE,

Any Artist Would ﬁnt.hrt Bing for Real
Appreciation Than for the Gold

of the Rich,
In the manks of operatie progress must
b found not Socisty, with a big =, but

who make up
Opern al
wavs has been and lfv-'ll_\" will be >,
no doubt, the fed of the rich, And mod
ern music drama f= still the most ex.
pensive of all forms of arfistic enter.
tsinment. Bot why! By what right or
reasen?® As far as artistic satisfaction
goes, T would rather sing for nothing to
8 crowd of poot pf-n‘]nlr than for £N00

~o would any artiat,
should men and women every bit as
sapmiie of apprecisting musio ny the
very rith and fadhddnable be kept oul
of opera housss by the price of sonls?
But wntil we have good opera through
Lhe country, with plenty of seats st 8

prople of all classes,

Why |

| from the Court of Love? Thut and noth-
| ing more. And wothing less. Therefore
i1t will carry any message Love can send,
Ir;m any such mossage from an estrangsd
| friend ! n discouraged worker? an aged
| persont a “stranger” in the community !
| Sir Valentine from the Court of Love
will never be denied admittance, nor
| plead in wain,

[ Muarried 8ir: The door bell rings. She
( straightens from the oven and, hand
|against mide, answors it. Wonderingly,
|she looks mt what is handed to her,
sits down and doubtfully openg it. Ex-
claims in delight, and holds up the con-
{tents. Findas your card. Card and all
{drop in her lap, and, hands resting on
them, she sits quietly with an expression
you used to se¢ at times. After a while,
| starting, she kismes card and all, lays
| them gently aside and returns, homming,
to the kitchen, defily flxing her hair,

Evidently the pain bas gone.) “What
| was In the package? you ask. My dear,
diar, Sir, what does it matter what is
lin the 'P"k“'ﬂ‘

Prince,;*®rinoess, L'envoi: Love Ia Sove.
reign.  Fall not 1o heod his mandates
Stand nloof from rebellions of pride,
and eantion, and fing yourself after the
lead of your Llege, That way lie the
Golden Years. —W. B. Ashley In the
February Cirele Magurine.

One Way,

Howell—Do you supposs  Roosevell
will be able to kill lions in Africa

Powell—8ure: if e can't shoot ‘wm,
he can sendd ‘em a message.—Inrper's
Weekiy.
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