
CANADA’S liVIfiIENSL
WHEAT REIDS

THE ATTRACTION FOR THREE
TRANoCONTIN ENTAL RAIL-

WAYS.

Last August there visited the Cana-
dian west the vice-president of the
largest Individual hardware company-
in the United States, As Lis firm have
H turnover of millions, and deals ex-
tensively with farm Implements, this
man took a deep interest in crop con-
ditions In Canada, and on his return
he embodied bis findings in an article
for the Hardware Reporter. This ar-
ticle should be f special interest to
farmers.

The writer speaks of the importance
ojf the spring wheat crop of Western
Canada. Ho might also have spoken
of the importance of the oat crop and
also of the winter wheat crop, as well
h barley. Winter wheat during the
past few years haS been a great suc-
cess, and experiments have shown
Chat it can be grown with success in
almost any portion of the three prov-
inces of Manitoba, Saskatchewan and
Alberta. But apart from this, the
spring wheat crop is the one generally
AjTown, and all who know anything of
grain, anyone who has had anything
to do with markets, knows or has
heard of the high character of this
cereal and the splendid yields that are
annually produced. Reproducing from
this article:—

"In a land of such great sweep, and
of such difference in soil and climate,
there are many resources, but none
are at present of the same overwhelm-
ing importance as the spring wheat
crop. In the Interminable prairie
stretches of the northwest provinces
It is the one absorbing topic of inter-
est and of conversation during its
growing and its harvesting, lor upon
its success or failure hangs the weal
or v/oo of a large part of the Domin
ion. Its influence extends far down
Into tho United States, drawing thou-
sands of farmers northwards with the
lure of cheap lands, but likewise be-
yond the great lakes, even to the easy
going maritime provinces, calling the
flower of their young men to its op-
portunities. Development in these
prairie provinces goes on at high pres-
sure Cor everything hangs on the out-
come of spring wheat. Success has
emboldened the raisers of this one all-
feu portant crop, and each year there
Is further incursion into those north-
ern fields that only a short time ago
Were regarded as Arctic wastes. The
Canadian Northwest seems to be one
uf those modern agricultural examples
Bet forth to drive the final nail in the
coffin of that ancient Malthusian de-
lusion that population tends to outrun
die means of subsistence, since the
only fear now among Canadian econ-
puist3 is as to the danger of over-
stocking the wheat market. Only
about two and one-half per cent of
possible arable lands In the northwest
provinces is now under cultivation,
and this year the crop promises to
be close to 200,000,000 bushels, so
ghat your Imagination and your arith-
metic can easily supply the answer as
Cos the possible or even probable out-
come.”

During the months of Julj’ and Au-
gust the weather was unfavourable
tnd the production of a 200 million
yield of wheat will not likely be real-
ized, but even with this, the threshing
reports coming to hand show' that the
crop will be a splendidly paying one,

WANTED TO KNOW.

—if
live 20 years you get the 510,000—but
If you don’t, then your widow will
get it.

Mr. Kutting Hintz—How will I
know that she got it?

BABY’S TERRIBLE SUFFERING
“When my baby was six months old,

fcis body was completely covered with
large sores that seemed to itch and
burn, and cause terrible suffering.
The eruption began in pimples which
would open and run, making large
sores. His hair came out and finger
nails fell off, and the sores were over
the entire body, causing little or no
deep for baby or myself. Great scabs
would oomo off when I removed his
ehirt

“We tried a great many remedies,
but nothing would help hLn, till a
friend induced me to try the Cuticuru
Swap and Ointment. I need the Cuti-
Chra Soap and Ointment but a short
time before [ could see that he was
Improving, and in six weeks’ time he
Was entirely cured. He had suffered
aibout six weeks before we tried the
Oulicura Soap and Oiutm mt, although
we had tried several oi.hrr things, and
doctors, too. I think "fio Cuticura Rem-
edies will do all that Is claimed for
(hem, and a great deal more.”
(“Signed) Mrs. Noble Tubman, Dodson,
JMont., Jan. 28, 19ii. Although Cuti-
cura Soap and Ointment are sold by
druggists and dealers everywhere, a
Kamplo of each, with 32-page book,
will be mailed free on application to
•‘Cnticura,” Dept. 18 K, Boston.

Torture.
“I wonder how Tantalus felt,” said

Ihe student of the classics.
"Probably.” replied Colonel Stllkeil

•like a thirsty Maine man listening
to the election returns."

Some men are so small that a five
emit cigar looks big to them.
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SYNOPSIS.

Jack Keith, a Virginian, now a bor-
der plainsman, is rifling alonsj the Santa
Fe trail on the lookout for roanilns war
parties of savages. He notices a camp
fire at a distance and then sees a team
attached to a wagon and at full gallop
pursued Oy men on ponies When Keith
reaches Hie wagon the raiders have mass-
acred two men and departed He searches
tl.-e victims finding papers and a locket
w : th a woman's portrait. He resolves to
hunt down the murderers Keith is ar-
r -sled at Carson City, charged with the
murder, his accuser being a ruffian named
Hack R-irt. He goes to Jail fullv realiz
ing the peril of swift bonier lustice. A
companion in his cell is a negro, who
tells him he Is Neb and that he knew the
Keith family hick In Virginia. Neb says
one of the murdered men was John
Sibley, the othet Gen Will's Waite, for-
merly an officer In the Confederate army
Tlte plainsman an.l Neb escape from the
cell, and later the two fugitives become
lost in he sand desert They come upon
a cabin and find its line occupant to be a
young girl, whom Ke'th recognizes as a
singer he saw at Carson City The girl
explains that she came 'here in search of
a brother who had deserted from the
army A Mr Hawley Induced her to
come to the cabin while he sought to lo-
cate her brother. Hawley appears, and
Keith In hiding recognizes him as Black
Bari. Hawley tries to make love to the
girl. The? Is a terrific battle in the
darkened room In which Keith overcomes
Black Bart Morses are appropr'ated. and
llie girl who says that her name is Hope
Joins !p the evape Keith explains hi-
situation and th> fugitives make for Fort
Lamed where the girl is left with the
hotel landlady Miss Hope tells that she
is the daughter of General Waite. Keith
and Neb drift into Sheridan where Keith
meets an old friend. Dr. Fairhai”

CHAPTER XVll.—(Contir

“You say there was no trace?”
"Nothing to travel on after forty

eight hours—a posse started out next
morning soon as they found him —

when they got back they reported nav
ing run the fellows as far as Clm
maron Crossing—there they got across
and escaped ”

“Who led the posse?”
"A man called Black. I think,” h;

said
•Black Bart?”

“Yes. that’s the name: so, I reckon
you didn’t bury Willis Waite this time
Captain You wouldn’t have thought
he was a dead one if you had heard
him swear wh'le he was telling me
Ftory—lt did him proud; never heard
him do better since the second day at
Gettysburg—had his ear shot oft
then, and I had to fix him up—Lord
but he called me a few things.”

Keith sat silent, fully convinced
now that the doctor was telling the
truth, yet more puzzled than ever
over the peculiar situation In which
he found himself Involved

’’What brought the General up
here?’ he quesiioned, finally.

"I haven’t much idea,” was the
reply. *T don’t think 1 asked him dl
rectly. 1” wasn’t much interested
There was a hint dropped, however
now you speak about it He s been after
those papers, and doesn’t feel satis-
fied regarding the report of the posse
It’s my opinion he’s trailing alter
Black Hart.”

The dining-room was thinning out,
and they were about the only ones left
at the tables Keith stretched him
self, looking around.

‘‘Well. Doctor, I am very glad to
have met you again, and to learn
Waite is actually alive This is a
rather queer affair, but will have to
work Itself out. Anyway. I am too
dead tired tonight to hunt after clues
In midst of this babel. I’ve been in
the saddle most of the time for a
week, and have got to find a bed.”

"I reckon you won’t discover such
a thing here," dryly. "Got seven in a
room upstairs, and others corded
along the hall Better share my cell—
only thing to do ”

“That would be asking too much —

I can turn in at the corral with Neb;
I’ve slept In worse places.”

"Couldn’t think of it, Keith,” and
the doctor got up. "Besides, you
sleep at night, don’t you?"

“Usually, yes," the other admitted.
“Then you won’t bother me any—-

no doctor sleeps at night in Sheridan;
that’s our harvest time. Come on,
and I’ll show you the way. When
morning comes I’ll rout you out and
take my turn.”

Keith had enjoyed considerable ex
perience In frontier hotels, but noth
Ing before had ever quite equalled this,
the pride of Sheridan The product
of a mushroom town, which merely ex-
isted by grace of the temporary rail-
way terminus, it had been hastily and
Himsily constructed, so it could he
transported elsewhere at a moment’s
notice. Every creak of a bed echoed
from wall to wall. The thin parti
tions often failed to reach the ceiling
by a foot or two, and the slightest
noise aroused the entire floor And
there was noise of every conceivable
kind, in plenty, from the blare ot a
band at the Pioneer Dance Hall oppo
tite, to the energetic cursing of the
?ook in the rear. A discordant din
ot voices surged up from the street
below—laughter, shouts, the shrieks ot
women, a rattle of dice, an occasional
pistol shot, and the continuous yell
ing of industrious “barkers." There
was no satety anywhere An exploding
revolver in No. 47 was quite likely to
disturb the peaceful slumbers ot the
innocent occupant of No 15. and every
sound of quarrel In the thronged bar
room below caused the lodger to cun
up in momentary expectation ot a
stray bullet coursing toward him
through the floor. With this to trou-
ble him. he could lie there and near
averything that occurred within and

| witaout. Every creak, stamp, and
| snore was faithfully reported; every

| curse, blow, snarl re-echoed to bis
. ears Inside was hell; outside was
Sheridan

Wearied, and half dead, as Keith
was. sleep was simply impossible. He
heard heavy teet tramping up and
down the hall; once a drunken man
endeavored vainly to open his door;
not far away there was a scuffle, and
the sound of a body falling down stairs
In some distant apartment a lellow
vas struggling to draw off his tight

boots, skipping about on one loot
amid much profanity. That the bool
conquered was evident when the man
crawled into the creaking bed. an
nouncing defiantly, "If the landlord
wants them boots off, let him come
an pull ’em off" Across the nail
was a rattle of chips, and the voices
or several men, occasionally raised in
anger. Now and then they would
stamp on the floor as an order tor
liquid refreshments from below From
somewhere beyond, the long-drawn
melancholy howl of a distressed dog
greeted the rising moon.

Out from all this pandemonium
Keith began to unconsciously detect
the sound of voices talking in the
room to his left. In the lull ot ob-
structing sound a few words reached
him through the slight open space be-
tween wall and ceiling

"Hell, Bill, what’s the use goln’ out
again when we haven’t the price?’

"Oh, we might find Bart somewhere,
and he’d stake us. 1 guess I know
enough to make him loosen up. Come
on; I’m goln’.”

“Not me; this town Is too near
Fort Hays; I’m liable to run into
some of the fellows."

A chair scraped across the floor as
Bill arose to his feet; evidently from
the noise he had been drinking, but
Keith heard him lift the latch of the
door.

“All right, Willoughby,” he said,

thickly, “I’ll try my luck, an it I see
Bart I’ll tell him yer here. So long ’

He shuffled along the hall and
went, half sliding, down stairs, and
Keith distinguished the click of glass
and bottle In the next room. He was
sitting up in bed now, wide awake,
obsessed with a desire to investi-
gate. The reference overheard must
have been to Hawley, and if so. this
Willoughby, who was afraid of meet
ing soldiers from the fort, would be
the deserter Miss Hope was seeking
There could be no harm in making
sure, and he slipped into his clothes,

and as silently ts possible, unlatched

his door There was a noisy crowd at
the farther end ot the ball, and the
sound ot someone laboriously mount
mg the stairs. Not desiring to he
seen. Keith slipped swiftly toward the
door ot the other room, and tried the
latch It was untastened, and he
stepped quietly within, closing it be-
hind him.

A small lamp was on the washstand.
a halt-emptied bottle and two glasses
beside it. while a pack of cards lay
scattered on the floor. Fully dressed,
except for a coat, the sole occupant
lay on the bed, but started up at
Keith's unceremonious entrance,
reaching for his revolver, wbich bad
slipped to the wrong side of his belt

“What the hell!” he exclaimed,
startled and confused.

The intruder took one glance at him
through the dingy light—a boy ot
eighteen, dark hair, dark eyes, ms
tace, already exhibiting signs of dis
sipation. yet manly enough in chin
and mouth—and smiled

“I could draw while you were thick
ing about it,” he said, easily, “but 1

am not here on the fight. Are you
Fred Willoughby?”

The lad stared at him. his uncer-
tain hand now closed on the butt of

his revolver, yet held inactive by the
other’s quiet assurance.

“What iio you want to know for?
“Curiosity largely; thought I’d like

to ask you a question or two.”
“You—you’re not trom the tort?"
“Nothing to do with the army; this

is a private affair,”
The boy was sullen from drink, his

eyes heavy.

“Then who the devil are you? 1
never saw you before ”

“That’s very true, and my name
wouldn’t help any Nevertheless,
you’re perfectly welcome to it. 1 am
Jack Keith ” No expression of reoog
nitirn came into the face of the other
and Keith added curtly, “Shall we
talk?”

There was a moment’s silence, and
then Willoughby swung his leef over
the edge of the bed onto the floor.

“Fire away.” be said shortly, “un
til I see what the game Is about.”

CHAPTER XVIII.

Interviewing Willoughby.
Coolly, yet without in the least

comprehending how beat to proceed.
Keith drew toward him the only ch.nr
in the room, and sat down. Miss
Hope—more widely known as Christie
Maclaire—had claimed this drunken
lad as her brother, but. according to
Hawley, he had vehemently denied
any such relationship Yet there moat
be some previous association between
the two. and what this was the plains-
man proposed to discover The prob-
lem was how best to cause the fellow
to talk frankly—could he be reached
more easily by reference to the girl
or the gambler? Keith studying the
sullen, obstinate tace confronting
him. with instinctive antagonism over
his intrusion, swiftly determined on
the girl

“It was not very nice of me to come
in on you this way.” he began, apoio
getically, "but you see I happened to
know your sister ”

“My sister? Oh, I guess not!”
“Yes. but 1 do." throwing a con

fidence into his tone he was far from
feeling, "Miss Hope and 1 are friends."

The boy sprang to his feet, his tace
flushed.

"Oh. you mean Hope? Do you know
her? Say, I thought you were giving
me that old gag about Christie
Maclalre.”

“Certainly not; who is she?”
"That’s more than I know; fellow

came to me at Carson, and said he'd

How the Late Tom Jo''i.son, in Early
Life, Squirmed Out ~.f Very

Tight Place.

When the late Tom Johnson started
in life he drove a horse car in In-
dianapolis

One night there w?r a Dig storm
of sleei and snow and r he tracks were
almost hidden. Johnson was on rhe
night shift, and in the siorm he drove
his car two blocks a curve be-
fore he realized the car was off the
tracks and slipping along on rhe ice

He tried to pull the car back and
failed Thereupon he unhitched the
horses drove them back to the barn
and left the car where it was

.Next day the superintendent taped

him “Here. Johnson,” he said, “what
do you mean by driving a car off the
track and then leaving it tn the
street ?’

“Why." Johnson replied suavely.

Merely Obeyed the Rules

-r—" —wMr“^v

rT?.
met my sister on a stage west of To-
peka I knew tie was lyin . because
she's Rome over in Missouri Finally.
I got it out ot him that she claimed to

he my sister, but her name was
Maclaire Why. ! don't even know

her. and what do you suppose she
ever picked me out for her brother
for?”

He was p'alnly puzzled, and perfect
ly convinced it was all a mistake
That his sister might have lett home
since he did. and drifted West under
an assumed name, apparently never
occurred to him as possible To Keith
this was the explanation, and nothing

rould be more natural, considering
her work, yet be did not teel like
shattering tne lad’s loyalty Faith in
the sister might yet save him.

“Perhaps the fe:low who told you."

he hazarded blindly, speaking the first
thought which came to his mind, "bad
some reason to desire to make you
think this Maclaire girl was your sis-
ter ’’

The suggestion caused him to laugh

at first: then his face suddenly sob-
ered. as though anew thought had oc-
curred to him

"Damn me. no. It couldn't be that,”
he exclaimed, one hand pressing his
bead “He couldn't be workin no
trick of that kind on me."

“Whom do you mean?”
“A tellow named Hawley,” evasive-

ly. “The man who claimed to have
met my sister ”

“‘Black Bart’ Hawley?”
The boy lifted his bead again, his

eyes filled with suspicion
“Yes. if you must Know; he’s a

gambler all right, but he's stuck to
me when I was down and out. You
know him?”

(TO HE CONTINUED.)

HIS WIE MOST APPROPRIATE
“Knapp" It Was and Drowsy Dele

gate Proceeded to Live Up to
Cognomen.

During the morning prior to the
opening ot the national convention. £

special meeting of those delegaies al
ready arrived was held to discuss and
vote on some preliminary measures
These met in a smaller hall, opposite
the convention hall; and when thej

were all assembled In the stuffy room
one of the members leaned back wear
ily in his chair and promptly fel:
asleep

After an hour’s session, the chair
man called a vote on a certain meas
ure All responded but the sleeper
whose snores now’ and then echoed
through the room.

“Here! wake that man up!” de
manded the chairman, at this point
“What's his name, anyway?"

No one being able to tell, and nc
one following the chairman's order te
wake the sleeper up. that functionarj
at once called upon a ballot clerk t<
carry out the order So accordinglj
the clerk hurried down the aisle tc
the dozer, shook him vigorously bj
the arm, asking nim his name the
while

With a broken snore tha* perforat
the atmosphere, the sleeper awoke

“What’s his name?” again called out
the Impatient chairman

At this, the clerk straightened uf
from the unknown member’s chair
and announced, to the accompaniment
of a roar of laughter

“Mr chairman, he says his name tf
Knapp.”—Judge’s Library.

Up-to Date Street Beggars.
“Even your street beggars are up tc

date hen* in New York." said an ob
serving out-of-town man as he tossed
a nickel into the ha* of a professional
beggar wearing a badge “Victim ol
the Recent Fire ” 'T’ve never known It
to fail.” he continued, “that after s
fire, an explosion or any other big
accident there w>as a noticeable change
in the appeals made by your street
beggars Another thing, note bis
shrewdness, as he Doesn’t specify anj

particular fire nut simply the recent
fire. The desire to keep abreast ol
the times seems to be deep seated
in all New Yorkers, and just after some
great accident the street beggars are
sure to make the most of the situation
and make their appeal to tne publh
along the latest lines.”

“that’s in the rules for drivers ant
conductors ”

“In the rules for drivers and con
ductors?” roared the superintendent
“Where. !’d like to know?”

“Certainly. ’’ replied Johnson. “11
says always to be polite to passengers
Do you remember the kind of a nieht
last night was’ Well, there was s
lady on my car who didn’t have at

umbrella and she lived two block?
from that curve So I drove be*
home ’’—Saturday Evening Post.

No Elevator to Success.
There are men who ciowd about th‘

push burton of an elevator, instead 01

taking kindly to the ste^p.and stairs o'
success and they will neveV get lber
or anywhere else.

He sure you are rignt and then a
ahead. Don’t turn around to see
>our neighbors are looking

ABOUT CURING MEAT

PROCESS A MYSTERY TO MOST
CITY HOUSEKEEPERS.

Good-Sized Piece of Meat May Be
Bough': Advantageously and

Corned—P'cHing and Dry-
ing Process Explained.

The method of keeping meats theyear around is well known to farmers'
wives, but a mystery to most city
housekeepers. A good-sized piece of
meat may be bought advantageously
and corned, after cutting off a portion
to be used in its fresh state. Therump is best to corn. Beef tongue,
fresh ham, veal or mutton are excel-
lent when corned.

A pickle for corning meat In small
Quantities Is made as follows: Four
pounds of coarse salt, eight quarts
of water, two pounds of brown sugar,
one-half pound of saltpeter; stir until
salt and sugar are dissolved; thenboil and skim, letting the mixture
become cold before pouring over the
meat. Turn the meat in the pickle
every day for a week, which will give
it a fine color and flavor. During
the summer this pickle may be boiled
over with an addition of one cup of
salt and one cup of brown sugar to
one quart of water, when it will keep
sweet for several weeks. A plate or
clean flat stone must be used to keep
the meat beneath the pickle.

A large beef tongue will have to
be kept in the pickle fourteen days
before it is ready for use.

Dried Beef. —Select a round of beef
and divide in two parts through the
middle, rejecting the bone. For
twelve pounds of meat allow one-half
pound of fine salt, ono-quarter ounce
of pulverized saltpeter, and one-half
pound of brown sugar. Rub this mix-
ture into the meat every morning un-
til It Is all used up. At the end of
this time hang up in the smokehouse
for two weeks to dry. An excess of
smoke will ruin the flavor.

Few people in the city have a
smokehouse, and this method will be
found a very good substitute. Drive
nails around the top of a tight barrel,
fill an Iron pan or pail half full of
ashes, build a fire on top of these
Hang the meat by a stout twine on
the nails, place a board over the top
of the barrel, and cover tightly with
an old blanket. This method has been
tried in the back yard of a city resi-
dence and found practical for smoking
two hams, two pieces of beef, and two
sausages.

If two or three families will club
together and buy their meat whole-
sale at one of the packing houses they
will find that their meat bills will be
about one-third what it usually costs.

Pepper Rice.
One pound of rice mashed In cold

water thoroughly Boil in one quart

of water for twenty minutes Add salt.
Strain through sieve and let cold wa-
ter run on It same as for vegetable.
Fry four strips of bacon very crisp.
Add chopped onion, one red pepper
chopped fine, six large tomatoes,
skinned and chopped fine; put all Into
pot with rice and let cook slowly thro*
hours until it is all dry and each ker-
nel of rice is red and can be separated
with a fork. This is a recipe for serv-
ice for ten persons Economical and
can be wanned over, and is better
the second day than when fresh cook-
ed.

Corn Cake.
One cup flour, one-haif cup fine corn

meal, one-fourth cup sugar, ilf
teaspoon salt, one and one-half tea-
spoon baking powder, one cup milk,
one egg, one teaspoon melted beef
drippings (or butter), mix dry in-
gredients together, add the egg (well
beaten) with the milk, then the drip-
ping. Beat well, and bake In a well
greased shallow pan or gem pans in a
hot oven about 20 minutes.

Apple Snow.
801 l about five apples to a pulp,

sweetening to taste. When cool place
In a large bowl, together with the
white of one egg, juice of one lemon,
and one cup of sugar. Beat the mix-
ture about thirty minutes with a wire
egg beater.. The result is three times
the amount you started with, enough
to serve ten people.

Wine Sauce.
One-fourth cup butter, % cup sugar,

2 tablespoons milk, 2 tablespoons wine.
Cream the butter, add the sugar grad-
ually. add the milk and wine very
slowly to the first mixture to prevent
separation. It should not be chilled,
but kept in a warm place until serv
ed.

To Keep Gas Stoves Polished.
To keep sheet-iron gas stoves pol-

ished and looking nice, go over them
occasionally with some heavy oil. pre- ;
lorably lubricating or black oil. ap- |
plying with a soft cloth This will last
twice as long as any blackening or
polish. Be careful to avoid oils con-
taining coal oil.—National Magazine

Graham Biscuits.
One and one-half cupfuls of graham

'flour, one half cupful of wh-ite flour,

one tablespoonful of brown sugar one
egg. one teaspoonful each ot salt and
soda Wet with thin, sour cream
Rol. one-balf Inch thick Bake slowly

jll
Borax water will restore the gloss

to sateen in washing.
Use warm water to sprinkle starched

clothes and the effect will be twice as
satisfactory.

Try removing mildew by soaking in
\ weak solution of chloride of lime,
then rinsing in cold water.

Grass, stains may be eradicated by
-aturating the stain with kerosene
ben putting the garment in the wash
ub •

To remove stains of blood soak
■?m in cold salt water, then wash

warm soapy water and finish by
Ming

Chest Pains
and Sprains

Sloan’s Liniment is an ex-
cellent remedy for chest and
throat affections. It quickly
relieves congestion and in-
flammation. A few drops

: in water used as a gargle is
antiseptic and healing.’

| Here’s Proof
1 have used Sloan’s Lininicnf foryear* and can testify to its wonderfulelnciency. 1 have used it for sore throat,croup, J.une back and rliemrmis:u andin every case it gave instant relict.”
REBECCA JANE ISAACS,Buev, Kentucky.

SLOAN'S
LINIMENT

is excellent for sprains and I
bruises. It stops the pain
at once and reduces swe
ing very quickly.

Sold by all dealers.
Pries?, 23g., SOGr, 01.00

Sloan’s
Treatise
on the
Horse ,

f sent free.
y /. iJ Address

Dr-
i v S. Sloan

Tj). )/S' Boston,
{KUr f Mass.

ifflk
V v CNttaiaSrv

A LIVING lIi^VGE.

Mrs. Pondmar—There! Isn t baby
the Image of his father?

Oldchumme—Sure! Same lack of
expression, same red nose, no teeth to
speak of—and, by George! premature-
ly bald head, too!

Literary Criticism.
They were discussing a certain nn-

thore.ss ai dinner, and a well-known
critic raised a laugh by remarking:
‘Well, her hair’s red, even if her hooks
are not ”

The mild young man In the corner
made a menta' note fo the sally for fu-
ture use, and at another party shortly
afterward he carefully guided the con-
versation into literary channels, Tit-
Bits informs its readers Fortunately,
someone mentioned the desired name,
and he triumphantly cried out: "Well,
she's got red hair, even If her hooks
haven't!"

Synonyms.
The French Canadian always has

trouble with the aspirate ‘th.” At a
debating club in the Province of Que-
bec members were required to draw
a slip from a hat and debate upon
the subject they received A young
countryman arose

“I have drew the word ‘bat ’ I must
told you dcre Is two. tree different
kind of bat. Dere is de bat wot you
play de baseball wit, de bat wot fly In
de air at night and also de bat where
you take de swim.”—Success Maga
zinc.

THE TEA PENALTY.
A Strong Man’s Experience.

Writing from a busy railroad town
the wdfe of an employe of one of the
great roads says:

“My husband is a railroad man who
has been so much benefited by the use
of Postum that he wishes me to ex-
press his thanks to you for the good
It has done him. His waking hours
are taken up with his work, and he
has no time to write hims-lf.

“He has been a great tea drinker
all hLs life and has always liked It
strong.

“Tea has, of lato years, acted on
him like morphine does upon most
people. At first it soothed him. but
only for an hour or so, then it began
to affect his nerves to such an extent
that he could not sleep at night, and
he would go to his work in the morn-
ing wretched and miserable from the
loss of rest. This condition grew- con-
stantly worse, until his friends per-
suaded him, some four months ago, fo
quit tea and use Postum.

“At first he used Postum only for

breakfast, but as he liked the taste of
it, and it somehow seemed to do him
good, he added it to his evening moa.l.
Then, as he grew better, he began to
drink it for his noon meal, and now
he will drink nothing else at table.

“His condition is so wonderfully im-
proved that he could not be hired to
give up Postum and go back to tea.
His nerves have become steady and
reliable once more, and his sleep is
easy, natural and refreshing.

He owes all this to Postum, for hp

has taken no medicine and made no
other change in his diet.

“His brother, who was very nervous
from coffee-drinking, was persuaded
by us to give up the coffee and use
Postum and he also has recovered his
health and strength.’ Name given by
Postum Cos., Battle preek, Mich.

Read the little book, ‘The Read to
Wellville.'’ in pkgs. “There’s a reason.”

Ever read the above letter? A nee
rat appears from time to time. They
are genuine, true, and full f human
atemt

Author or“My Lady GfThe South' Um
v Wmem Wilderness Was Kimo'Etc,ltc .i[

°A-v Illustrations By DcarbwkMelvii^C-1
(Copyright, A. C. McClurg & Cos., 1310.)
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“Oh, You Mean Hope? Do You Know Her?”


