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Women at Economists.
The idea generally prevails among 

man that women are densely and in* 
curably ignorant about the value of 
money. "He knows no more of money 
than a woman,” is almost a proverb. 
The most absurd stories are perpetual
ly told of woman's total Incapacity to 
learn anything about money, and some 
of them are doubtless believed. She 
Is, notwithstanding contrary belief, an 
Intelligent economist when she comes 
to learn what economy means. It is 
frequently said by the other sea that 
she can make a dollar go as far as 
they can make two. Nor is this by any 
means the language of compliment 
Many a husband bas discovered that 
his wife can buy more with a small 
amount of cash than he can, and he is 
In the habit of giving it to her for that 
special purpose. The extravagance of 
woman has been a stock theme ever
lastingly. We shall hear of her wild 
extravagance, of the waste of fortunes 
by her excess, of her uncontrolled and 
uncontrollable prodigality. This must 
be accepted with considerable allow
ance for exaggeration. Man, not wom
an, is the great spendthrift; he always 
has been; always will be. Few men 
forced into economy by circumstances 
relish it, unless avaricious; and when 
their circumstances grow easy they 
cease generally to be economical. A 
woman who has once become economi
cal will continue to be so, though 
there be no need of the habit, even if 
It be glaringly out of keeping with her 
condition. Woman’s love of small de
tails inclines her to economy. She 
may not be a financier in any large 
sense—that may not be within her 
scope—but careful use of little 
amounts of money certainly is, and she 
constantly demonstrates her profi
ciency therein. There 1b much more 
reason for calling woman penurious 
than prodigal, declares the New York 
Weekly, and she is really called both, 
though the adjectives are absolutely 
incongruous. The plain truth is, if a 
woman has any common sense and is 
the least enlightened, she usually re
strains her husband's tendency to lav
ishness and employs all her influence 
in the direction of economy.

This is an example given us by 
France as to the proper method in 
which to celebrate a national holiday. 
There the undertaker and the surgeon 
are  not worked overtime, nor is a na
tional fetish made of the god of gun
powder. Instead, explains the Brock
ton (Mass.) Times, the day is made a 
holiday for all. The national colors 
are  everywhere. The three great gov
ernm ent theaters in Paris, with the 
greatest actors in the country, give 
three performances free to all the peo
ple, and there are countless other a t
tractions provided by the government 
during the day, winding up with dis
plays of fireworks throughout the 
country paid for by the government 
and of such magnificence th a t no pri
vate exhibitions could vie with them. 
T hat is the way the various munici
palities of America should face the 
problem of the Fourth of July.

Prof. W alter A. Wyckoff, who died 
recently, was the author of "The 
W orkers," a book on the laboring man 
which has remained vital through a 
decade of increasing literatu re  on so
cial conditions. The reason for the 
life of the book was that it recorded 
the author’s actual experience for a 
year and a  half as a working man. He 
lived by the labor of his hands in field, 
ditch and mining camp; he played the 
game fairly, and did not help himself 
out by “money from home" or checks 
from his publishers. He knew what it 
was to be out of a job and “on his up
pers." That is why his m aterial was 
fresh and vivid when he returned to 
the professor's easy chair to write the 
story of his experience.

Crude men of sincere faith are often 
more convincing preachers than high
ly cultivated clergymen. The rough 
man is near the heart of the multi
tude he would convert; he under
stands their sins and tem ptations, and 
speaks the language of their life. But 
good tas te  is necessary to religious ex
hortation as to every other dignified 
hum an occupation, and plainness and 
directness are  not served by vulgarity 
and rowdyism. The religious spirit 
may be roused in some people by the 
vocabulary of a hoodlum, but religion 
is sure to suffer in the end if it is as
sociated with an offensive style of 
speech.

"Talk is cheap,” said the old prov
erb. But that was before these enter
prising times when people talk from 
one end of the country almost to the 
other, and when inventors and scien
tists are speaking confidently of tele
phoning across the ocean. •

The city of Vienna is now trying to 
get control of mines in Moravia. The 
reasons given for the purchase are 
the high price of coat and the difficulty 
s t  securing a steady aiipply for the 
municipal gas and electric plants.

THE PASSING OF JOE MARY
• ------- ---------------

B Y W . H A N S O N  D U R H A M

1 (Copyright, by Shortstory Pub. Co.)

It was hot—so scorchlngly hot that 
the very skyline itself seemed to 
writhe and waver unsteadily in a mase 
of undulating heat beyond the wide 
waste of chaparral and scattered sage 
hush which stretched monotonously 
away to the westward and the foothills 
beyond.

The man, sprawling listlessly out 
full length in the scant shade of a 
■craggly cactus, gasped again and 
stirred uneasily, then raised himself 
painfully to his elbow and gased with 
fixed and glassy eyes toward the east
ern horison, which seemed only to 
mock him with its awful sense of ut
ter desolation and loneliness. With a 
sigh, he reached gropingly about, like 
a blind man, until his trembling fin
gers finally found and clutched des 
perately at the blistering metal of a 
battered tin canteen which he lifted 
hopefully for the last, lingering drop, 
but only the same empty, hollow gur
gle greeted his longing lips, and with 
a half-muttered curse he flung it 
weakly from him and sank, face down
ward, with wide outsretched arms 
again, his fingers working and clutch
ing convulsively in the arid alkali dust 
of the desert.

Overhead, like a blotch against the 
brasen copper dome of sky, a solitary 
bird of great Bise swept lower in slow 
descending circles, and from out a 
cleft in the barren ledges a gaunt- 
limbed coyote crept and skulked and 
stood for a moment in doubtful uncer
tainty, then bared his gleaming teeth 
in a diabolical grin of anticipation.

Water! water!" gasped the man 
incoherently. “For the love of God— 
a single drop—In this accursed hell!” 
and, at his murmurings, the bird and 
the beast drew closer. The bird hov
ered lower and croaked dismally—the 
beast simply sat back upon his 
haunches and waited and licked his 
white fangs with a dry pink tongue. 
The party was not complete—the feast 
could not begin until Death, the third

„  >

Xf

S 1'Z

<0

There Was a Sudden Spurt of Flame 
and a Sharp Report.

guest, bad come. , The man groaned 
moaningly, anil turned his head weari
ly, and slowly opened his eyes and 
looked about and saw them there.

“O God!” he pleaded, chokingly. 
"W ait—until I’m dead!” and he glared 
a t them with fixed fascination until 
his fevered eyes seemed to glow and 
btlrn like globes of molten metal in 
their sunken sockets, and then all 
reason left him, and with a laughing 
oath upon his senseless lips, he fell 
Lack indifferent, upon the sand, and 
the great bird circled closer and the 
hungry beast crept nearer and sniffed, 
then  lapped at the quiet, upturned 
face, unafraid.

Joe Mary, the hunted half-breed 
renegade, saw from his shelter behind 
a clump of withered buffalo grass 
growing close beside the trail at the 
base of the foothills, the circling buz
zard and read its meaning, and shad
ing his eyes with a bronze palm, he 
could see the shape of the prostrate 
trooper who had relentlessly followed 
him thus far and closely along the 
trackless trail.

The day before, Joe Mary simply 
grunted gutturally when he had, from 
long range, shot the soldiers' pony from 
his ambush behind a sand hill beside 
the  trail, but when his second shot 
pierced the trooper's almost empty 
canteen, he smiled grimly to himself 
with a g reater satisfaction, for he 
knew the end was now nearer, and ac
cordingly flattened himself out upon 
the  neutral tinted, sun-baked earth, 
to  watch and to waif.

He saw the persistent ploddings of 
his pursuer, and eyed with precious 
pleasure his first faltering steps, which 
grew, as the day lengthened and the 
heat strengthened, into erra tic  wan
derings. He smiled again in triumph 
as he saw the trooper reel and fall— 
then crawl, helpless, gasping and chok
ing, into the shade of the cacti, back 
beside the trail.

The heart of Joe Mary was now ju
bilant, and rising cautiously to his feet, 
he stood for a  moment and closely 
scauned the flat eastern  horizon. 
Grasping his stolen pony firmly by 
the nose, he strode boldly forth back 
along the barren trail, led on by the 
long accumulated hatred of his an
cestors to behold and gloat gloriously 
a t the last lingering touch of the ex
quisite to rtu re  of th irst.

The im ped gasped once and gulped

greedily at the first touch of tepid 
moisture which fell tricklingly upon 
his grateful Ups from the canteen of 
Joe Mary, and with an effort he opened 
his eyes and struggled slowly to his 
elbow. All animosity was vanquished 
by the conquering, leveling thirst, and 
he reached blindly out to seise the tin 
which held more of the precious fluid, 
but with a sickening sneer the half- 
breed stepped quickly back and shook 
it, splashing and tantalising in its full
ness, before his longing eyes, and then 
turned it deliberately out upon the ab
sorbing sand.

For a moment the trooper simply- 
sat and gasped and gazed in speech-  ̂
less desire at the sparkling water as 
it flowed and gushed, a cool, gurgling 
stream, from the mouth of the up
turned canteen. With a dry, choking 
sob from a thick, swollen tongue, he* 
lurched suddenly forward and plunged 
his face and hands into the momentary 
mud of moisture, and sucked and 
lapped at it ravenously, like a beast. 
Then, as the last drop vanished, he 
looked longingly up for more.

The half-breed grunted with grati
fication as he saw the pleading agony 
in the man's eyes—an agony stimu
lated and aroused anew with aggrava
tion, and he stepped closer and spat 
spitefully into the upturned, expectant 
face, then smiled mockingly as he 
slowly unslung a second canteen and, 
raising it to bis own evil lips, drank 
long and deep. (

The trooper's hands worked con
vulsively as he watched the wanton 
waste of water, and the light of re-! 
turning reason grew quick and sud-j 
denly strong in his eyes. He felt the 
power of renewing strength increasing1 
within him. and in desperate frenzy! 
he struggled totteringly to his feet, 
and with limbs almost refusing to sus
tain him he flung himself swayingly: 
upon the half-breed and tried to tear 
the tempting tin from his lips. But 
Joe Mary simply dropped the canteen; 
and seized him stranglingly by the 
throat and hurled him reeling weakly, 
back, and drawing his revolver covi 
ered the thirst-tempted, trembling 
trooper.

“Ah! You choke—fight for w ater— 
eh?” he said, smiling slowly, and he 
held the dripping canteen nearer.

“Yes!” the trooper gasped. “Give 
mo more—you devil. Ju s t another 
drop!” he pleaded pathetically, with 
wild, crazed eyes. Then his hand sud
denly sought the butt of the weanoq 
at his hip, as the half-breed shook hia 
head sneerlngly.

“You die for water, I guess!” taunted ‘ 
Joe Mary with intense, savage instinct, 
“Mebbe I give one big drink—all, then 
shoot quick—eh? Plenty water over 
there,” and he pointed with long lean 
arm toward the foothills. “Mebbe I 
don’t give w ater—eh, but go away and 
no shoot now. You die just as same! 
W hich?” and he leered treacherously 
forward as he again held the canteen 
toward the trooper.

“W ater!” gasped the man still 
chokingly, and he snatched greedily 
a t the proffered tin and carried it joy
fully to his lips. The w ater ran in a 
gurgling,' grateful stream  down his 
parched and swollen throat and oozed 
tricklingly from the corners of his 
mouth. Then, when at last the ecsta
sy was over and the awful, consuming 
th irs t was conquered, he threw aside 
the empty tin and faced the half- 
breed's still threatening weapon.

“Now I'm ready to die. I've had a 
drink!” he rem arked coolly, as he 
wiped the moisture from his lips and 
stood still, staggering a little, as the 
half breed's eyes glittered and gleamed 
death to him over the sight of his 
menacing muzzle.

Overhead, the solitary buzzard still 
circled and looked down from dizzy 
heights and the coyote still skulked 
expectantly among the growing shad
ows of the sand hills.

Joe Mary paused, stepped back a 
pace and again raised his weapon. 
Then, just as the muzzle grew sudden
ly steady once more, and his bronzed 
forefinger begun to crook closely 
against the trigger, there came, sharp 
upon the still desert air, a quick, 
warning rattle  and a subdued hiss at 
his feet, and with a wild look of abject 
te rro r in his evil eyes, he leaped 
quickly aside, and as he did so there j 
was a sudden spurt of flame, followed ! 
by a quick puff of smoke and a sharp j 
report, and Joe Mary pitched forward i 
and lay still, face downward, in (he j 
alkali dust. i

“Ju s t a trick of the tongue!” mut- ; 
tered the trooper laconically, as he 
shoved his still smoking weapon back 
into its holster, and, climbing weakly 
upon the dead man's pony, rode off in 
the direction of the foothills.

OTGCE

HOW A NEEDLE IE MADE.

His Narrow Escape.
“Once," related the tall tragedian 

with the Shakespearean hair, "I was 
stranded in the wilds of Georgia. 
Night came and still I had sighted no 
help. Suddenly I found myself sur
rounded by a drove of razor-back hogs. 
Ah, gentlemen, when morning came—”

“Hold on," interrupted the fat come
dian, “don't spring any such yarn as 
that on the inmteent. Razor-back hogs 
are  known to be exceedingly vicious 
and if you had been surrounded by a 
drove of them you would have never 
seen morning. They would have eaten 
you up, even to the pawn ticket for 
your watch."

“No, me lord, you are wrong," be 
said finally. "There ere exceptions in 
all cases. You see. these happened to 
he safety razor-back hogs.”

Interesting Freeses Through Which 
the Tiny Artiste Does.

The manufacture of needles is an 
interesting process to watch. A coil 
of fine wire is first run into the ma
chine and eut into pieces the length 
of two noodles. These lengths are 
made into little bundles, and each end 
of the wire is sharpened at the rate of 
hundreds a minute by being pressed 
against a grindstone, the sparks, flying 
In a continuous stream, making a minia
ture fireworks display. Two eyes are 
next stamped in the ceffimr of the wire, 
vfhich ia then broken In half, forming 
two needles, aad roughly "first iln- 
hthed" by having the "hurra” rubbed 
down.

At this stage the needles are still 
■oft wire, and need hardening, so they 
are soaked in a bath of hot oil, and 
when cool again are quite hard and 
brittle. Then follows the polishing 
process, when, done up in bundles of 
thousands, the needles are contin
ually rolled In sand for a period of 
seven days, coming forth from the 
process with a fine polish.

Lastly they are threaded on wires, 
and a little friction makes the eyes 
bright and clear before they are taken 
to the packing-room.

MR. 8TORK MUZZLE« HIMSELF.

A Young Financier.
A certain city man, in order to im

press business methods on his son 
early in life, told the youngster that 
if he would see that the gas bill was 
paid before a certain day each quar
te r he could have the discount for 
himself.

The boy took very kindly to the idea, 
and captured the discount every time 
the bill came in. To his father’s sur
prise, however, the gas bill began to 
increase in a  rem arkable manner. He 
found one night that his son was 
burning gas all ove- the top of the 
house from ten c ’c.ock until six 
o'clock the next morning. The young
ster had become a Napoleon of finance 
and had discovered the fact that the 
bigger the bill the bigger the discount. 
—Royal Magazine.

The Difference.
Maudie—Jim, dear, what is the dif

ference between two millionaires, two 
pianos and two glue pots?

Jin t—Oh, yes. If 1 say I don't know 
you'll say I'd be a fine chap to send out 
to huy a  millionaire, or a  glue pot.

Maudie (w ith a  merry laugh—No, 
Jim, th a t’s quite wrong.

Jim —Well, I give it up.
Maudie—Two millionaires can play 

ttvo pianos, and two pianos can play 
two million airs—

Jim  (in terrupting)—So can one 
when you get to work on it.

Maudie—Jim! (Pause.)
Jim —Well, and what about the glu* 

pots?
Maudie (In a tem per)—That's wher* 

you stick.
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LINGERING SWEETNE88.

Sh« finished all her raisin cake 
And sighing, said to ms:

"Oh, dear. I'm Jus’ th irsty a s  
I possibly can be.”

I offered her som e water, but 
"Oh, thank you, no,” she said.

I offered milk and lemonade.
But still she shook her head.

"W hy don't you take a drink V  I  naked 
The th irsty little maid.

She answered: “It would take away 
The taste of cake, I ’m ’frald.”

A SUMMER PUZZLE.

Wha« Wars tha Namss of tha Girls 
at tha Picnic?

Twelve little girls want to the park 
to have a jolly picnic. Cm  you find 
their names in tha above pleture? Ba  
gin wherever you please, and go from 
square to square without skipping, 
and sea whether yon can find all tha 
names. For example, beginning at 
“S," aa shown by the line, Silvia is tha 
name of one of the girls.

FIRST BALLOON.

How Montgolfier, a Frenchman, Was 
Lad ta Make It.

The word balloon means "a large 
ball.” To Montgolfier of Annonay, 
France, the invention of the balloon 
is credited. It is said that he was 
led to turn his attention to balloon 
making from the following incident:

A French laundress, wishing to dry 
a petticoat quickly, placed U on a 
baaket-work frame, over a stove. To 
prevent the heat from escaping by 
the opening at the top of the pettfeoat 
she drew the belt strings closely 
together and tied them. Gradually the 
garment dried, and became lighter, 
and as the stove continued to give out 
heat and rarefy the air concentrated 
under the basket-work frame, the 
petticoat began to move, and finally 
rose in the air.

This so astonished the laundress 
tha t she ran to her neighbors and 
asked them to come and witness the 
strange sight. Montgolfier was among 
those than came in. The petticoat 
suspended in midair suggested great
er things to him, and he returned 
home with something to think about.

The first public ascent by the Mont
golfier balloon was made June 5,1783. 
It was a spherical bag, consisting of 
pieces of linen buttoned together, sus
pended from cross poles. The fire 
was kindled under it, and the flames 
were fed with bundles of chopped 
straw. The loose bag filled out, as
sumed a graceful form, and in a  short 
time was completely distended. At a 
given signal the stays were slipped 
and the balloon instantly ascended. 
Its velocity accelerated until it reached 
some height, then became uniform and 
carried It to an elevation of more than 
a  mile. For ten minutes it remained 
suspended, then fell gently in a vine
yard nearly two miles d istant from the 
place of Its ascension.

The first adventurers to make an 
ascent in a balloon were M. Pilatr* de 
Rozier and Marquis L'Arlandes. In 
the basket of a balloon they, or No
vember 21, 1783, rose to a height of 
about 3,000 feet.

ALL RUN DOWN.
Miss Della Stroebe, who had Com~ 

Plettly Lost Her Health, Found 

Relief from Pe-ru-na a t Once.

R ead W hat S/teSays:
TUTISS DELLA STROEBE, 710 Rich- 

mond St., Appleton, Wls., writes:
“For several years I was in a run

down condition, and T could find no re
lief from doctors and medicines. I 
could not enjoy my meals, and conld 
not sleep at night. Z bad heavy, dark 
circles about tbe oyss.

“My friends were much alarmed. I 
was advised to give Pernna a trial, and 
to my Joy I began to improve with the 
first bottle. After taking six bottles I 
felt completely cured. I  cannot say too 
mneh for Parana as a medicine for 
women In a run-down condition."

Pt-ra-M  DM Wanders.
Mrs. Judge J. V. Boyer, 1421 Sherman 

Ave* Evanston, 111., says that she be
came run down, could neither oat nor 
■loop wall, and lost flesh and spirit. Pe- 
ninadfd wonders for her, and she thank» 
Parana for new life and strength.

IN TOYDOM.

Billy Block—A Teddy bear! And 
here I’ve went and shot me last stone 
at a canary bird! Drat the luck!

IT SEEMED INCURABLE

Body Raw with Eczema—Discharged 
from Hoepitals aa Hopeless—Cuti- 

eure Remedies Cured Him.

"From the age o f  three months until 
fifteen years old, my son Owen’s life 
was made intolerable by eczema in its 
worst form. In spite of treatm ents the 
disease gradually spread until nearly 
every part of his body was quite raw. 
He used to tear h ' .iself dreadfully in 
his sleep and the agony ho went 
through is quite beyond words. The 
regimental doctor pronounced the case 
hopeless. We had him in hospitals 
four times and he was pronounced one 
of the worst cases ever admitted. 
From each he was discharged as in
curable. We kept trying remedy 
after remedy, but had gotten almost 
past hoping for a cure. Six months 
ago we purchased a  se t of Cuticura 
Remedies. The result was truly m ar
velous and to-day he Is perfectly cured. 
Mrs. Lily Hedge, Camblewell Green, 
England, Jan. 12, 1907.”

Children come Into the world heav
ily handicapped because they are not 
permitted to select their own parents.

Buy U. S. Dip and Disinfectant
ind ship your Hides. Pelts, Wool, Etc.. to  
N. W. Hide & F ur Co.. Minneapolis, Minn.

The next best thing to knowing how 
to get a thing is knowing how to get 
along without it.

Stack Covers, Awnings. Tents.
Flags etc. For information and prices, write 
American lent & Awning (Jo., Minneapolis

Many a man is lonesome because 
other men are particular about their 
associates.

n o o F s i  n o w  t o  r i iK s r . i iv i :  t i i k h .
Valuable information sent free on re

quest. Maire Paint Co., Minneapolis. Minn.

You can’t flatter an honest man by 
telling him that he is honest.

Teacher—Johnny, what is a vice- 
president ?

Pupil—A feller that dies oa third.— 
Cleveland Leader.

WITH ONE CLIP OF SHEARS.
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cur Hsiut

Here is an Illustration showing how 
to cut a sta r—the way Betsy Ross did 
it—with one clip of the shears. Follow 
directions and see how easy It is.

W anted to Know.
A young Englishman engaged in po

litical work was some time ago invited 
to pay a visit to the country house of 
a wealthy member of parliament, 
whose political in terests he had helped 
to forward. He returned greatly 
elated with his experience, and bring
ing with him a photograph of th* 
house—a fine old historical mansion. 
This he exhibited with great pride.

"There,” he said. Impressively, ad
dressing a  group of acquaintances, 
“th a t is the window of the room in 
which the duke of A— slept, next to
it  was Lord ------'s room—” He was
about to add tha t he had himself occu
pied the next room, hut a t this point 
an ill-natured and jealous member of 
the group inquired concerning a small 
low building in the distance.

"T hat!” said the narrator, impatient
ly. “Oh, those are the kennels."

“Ah!” commented the inquirer. “And 
which was yours?”

SICK HEADAGHE
Positively cured by 
these Little Pills.
They a ls o  relieve  D is

tre s s  from  D yspepsia , In- 
d igest ion a  ml Too H earty  
E a tin g . A p e rfe c t rem 
edy fo r  D izziness, N au 
se a , D row siness, Bad  
T a s te  in  th e  M onth, Coat
ed T ongue , P a in  In the 
S i d e ,  TO R PID  LIVER. 

They regulate the Bowels. P u re ly  V eg e tab le .'

SMALL PILL SMALL DOSE. SMALL PRICE.

CARTERS

P IL L

CARTERS

la w

Genuine M ust Bear 
F a c s im ile  Signature

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES.

b l a c k

C A P S U L E S
SUPERIOR  R E M E D Y r ok URINARY U lS lH A R U E b C u  
DRUGGISTS CR b Y  Ma il  o n  r e c k  ! F t  OP 5 0 c
H . P L S . N  T l  N e.  5 c  N 0 5  h i h R r S I B H q O K U N . N  \

W I D O W S ’’“ 11»  N EW LAW o b tained  
T JO H N  W. M ORRir 
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