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Mr. Brice, the superintendent, was 
seated beside Miss Bane’s desk, and 
before them stood Tod Miller in evi
dent distress. Work was suspended 
and the attention of the pupils was ! 
centered upon these three.

"Ah,” said Mr.-Brice, on perceiving 
the late scholar, “I'm glad to see you, 
Tom Fields, for we would like you to 
answer BOme questions." *

“Yes, sir,” said Tom politely. There 
had been former encounters between 
him and the superintendent, which 
both had cause to remember.

“Well, then,” continued Mr. Brice, 
“when your teacher sent you back to 
the 8choolhouse yesterday afternoon, 
did you stop to do anything in the 
room besides the errand on which you 
came?”

It seemed to Tom that he was being 
indirectly accused of something, and 
while it made him angry, the con
sciousness that yesterday had been 
his red-letter day in good behavior, 
kept him sufficiently calm to reply:

“YeB. sir, I picked Tody’s penknife 
up and threw it into his desk.”

“In doing so, did you notice a dol
lar bill there?”

“I did not. for I didn't look inside 
at all.”

There was a pause, during which 
Mr. Brice took down a few notes and 
the pupils waited breathlessly. Miss 
Lane looked at the boy in a sadly 
puzzled way, and Peggie Hopkins did 
not look at him at all; two facts which 
hurt Tom not a little.

At last the superintendent began in 
this way:

“There has been no boy in any ol
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AUNT AMELIA AND 
THE RED HAT
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MB When Uncle Nat died he left the 
girls nothing. Although they were 
his nieces neither of them was men
tioned in his will. Their mother was 
also ignored, and all the fortune went 
to an unmarried sister.

This was not quite so bad as it 
looked. It was understood that she 
would leave the estate to the family 
on her death. So the girls ought to 
have realized that it was the part of 
wisdom to be polite to Aunt Amelia

The niece who was Aunt Amelia’s 
namesake was so furious over the 
matter that she refused to weai 
mourning after the funeral, except 
when she called on Aunt Amelia. 
Then she put on black that had al
ready done service in honoring sev
eral elderly and rather remote rela
tives.

“I can’t see why in the world I 
should go to the expense of buying 
new black,” Amelia observed, “when 
he didn't leave me a cent.

“Then I had already bought my 
spring clothes. If I had got my 
share of the fortune—the share I 
thought was coming to me—I could 
have afforded new mourning. But 
not now.”

So Amelia clung to colored clothes 
and was somber only when she paid 
her duty calls on her aunt. One day 
she had dressed for a motor trip in 
the park and wanted to look her best. 
This summer her idea of beBt was the 
geranium hat with its red plumes.

She put that hat on and started to 
walk around to her friend’s house, 
where the car was to meet them. She 
went sauntering along, buttoning her 
gloves and feeling that she really was 
looking well. Red was her color, and 
the black and white striped gown con
trasted well with the hat.

Suddenly she lifted her eyes. There 
was Aunt Amelia approaching. It 
seemed certain that she was going 
to see Amelia in her gaudy finery. 
The sight of that geranium-colored 
hat might affect Amelia's fortunes 
seriously.

Before Aunt Amelia was half a 
foot nearer her red-hatted niece 
turned about and was facing in the 
opposite direction.

“I must get this red hat off,” was 
the thought that possessed the niece 
as she fled. “I must get upstairs and 
get rid of it before she sees.”

She was almost running now. That 
safety lay in walking straight ahead 
and not stopping at the home at all 
never occurred to her. Her plan had 
been to run up to her hoom and she 
thought only of that.

She reached the steps and skipped 
confidently up. She reached down for 
her night key, but it was missing. 
Hopeless of escape now, she rang the 
bell.

INFORMATION.SIDE LIGHTS ON MYTHOLOGY.

“Sister,” asked Merpomene, “why 
art thou so gloomy?”

“Because,' said Calliope, who, 
her capacity as the muse that pre
sided over eloquence and epic poetry, 
had done a hard day's work at her 
desk, reading manuscripts and firing 
them into the waste basket, “I am op
pressed by a foreboding that all my 
labors have gone for naught. I shall 
die utterly unknown, and my name 
will perish from the earth!’

Little did she think that the most 
diabolical and soul destroying instru
ment ever devised for the purpose of 
torturing the ears of mankind would 
send her name screaming and toot
ing down the ages!—Chicago Tribune.
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Show me the road to Lazy ville 

It can't be far away—
Where shadows linger cool and still 

And idle sunbeams play.
Where rustling leaves are whispering 

soft.
And skies are mild and blue,

And placid cloud-banks drift aloft.
With nothing else to do.

Oh, Lazyville's a dear old place;
It’s over Dreamland way;

The route's not difficult to trace 
Upon a summer day.

The nodding rose that blooms In state. 
The wild (lowers on the hill.

All generously indicate 
The way to LazyVille.

—Washington Star.
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THIEF AT WILLI8 SCHOOL.

f
It Did Not Prove to Be the “Worst 

Boy” in the Room, However.
»OLD ABB" Is the ♦rade Mark Of the 

famous CASK THKKHHER 
He bas witnessed numerous victories ever 

aU oompetlng threshers Success always 
crowns the CASK. Makers of the CASH 
have a far seeing, ‘ eagle eye." and always

The dozen or more children who at
tended the Willis school were gath
ered in the little front yard awaiting 
the arrival of the new teacher.

"Wonder what she looks like,” said 
Peggy Hopkins, for the hundredth 
time.

“Not-like you, I hope,” came in a 
tauuting voice from the apple tree 
nearby. To which Peggy, not at all 
abashed, shouted back:

“You'd better come out of that tree, 
Tom Fields, unless you want her to 
leave right off. Seems a shame that 
we can't'have a teacher any time, just 
because you act. so.”

“Oh, don’t stop now, Peg,” said 
Tom, good-naturedly, “I just love to 
hear’you talk.”

For answer the girl turned her back 
on him. She and Tom were the 
brightest pupils in the little school,

keep away ahead of all competitors.
Sole agents for Sain Wagons, Bad Tag 

Twine. McCornlck Machines, Deem, Oliver 
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prices

GRIM HUMOR.

Not 80 Bad.
“He's the most pestiferous little pup 

in town, sir!” exclaimed the angry 
neighbor; "and I tell you you’ve got 
to keep him at home, or I’ll take a 
club to him the next time he comes 
over here and tramples my flower 
beds, and”------

“You dare to so much as shake your 
little finger at that dog of mine and 
I’ll knock your head off!” shouted the 
other man.

"Who said anything about your 
dog? I mean, that youngest boy of 
yours.”

“Oh, well, that's different. I’ll give 
him a talking to, and whip him If he 
bothers you any more.”—Judge.
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A NEW TRIUMPH IN DIP MAKINGVi Ready to Go the Limit.

“I have here,” said the long-haired 
visitor, “a little poem on spring.”

“All right,” said the editor, “leave 
it I’ll publish it. Nothing we can 
do to spring will be too cruel, after 
the experience we've had this year.” 
—Chicago Record-Herald.

DOUNLE STRENGTH, LOW COST. 
LESS FREIGHT 1

pi,
Now“I never do have any luck, 

a raging toothache has begun just at 
the moment that I was going to take 
my life, and the nearest dentist lives 
at least three leagues from here.”

; jnsify s it♦v*.

Poor Jim!HI8 LAST WI8H. v'1
Aunt Lucindy was in deep distress 

over the loss of her son Jim, and a 
neighbor sought to console her, say
ing:

» TSvr... 1,1
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■ “Don’t grieve for him, Aunt Lucindy. 
He has gone to a land flowing with 
milk and honey.”

With a dismal countenance, the old 
darky replied:

Jim never did like milk, an’ honey 
always made him sick.”—Lippincott’s 
Magazine.
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«3XftThere It Goes in the Organ.

my schools who has caused me so 
much trouble as you have, Tom. Miss 
Lane has been the first teacher to 
find no fault with you. In truth, it 
seemed you were exceptionally well- 
behaved yesterday until a series of 
facts leads me to take a different 
view of your conduct.

“Tody Miller left a dollar bill in his 
desk. Two other boys saw it there 
and told him they thought it would be 
safe. The schoolhouse was found 
locked this morning and the money 
was gone. The only person who has 
entered here since the others were 
dismissed was—”

“You needn’t say any more, Mr. 
Brice,” Tom interrupted. “You think 
I stole that money, so why don’t you 
say it right out? I tell you I didn’t, 
and I won’t stay where people call me 
a thief.”

With a sob in his throat, for, to tell 
the truth, Tom was more hurt than 
angry, he burst out of the room. Fol
lowing a wild desire to be alone, he 
rushed off to the woods.

Those in the little schoolroom had 
barely recovered from their surprise 
and Mr. Brice was just about, to start 
in pursuit when a little girl near thè 
old disused organ gave a faint scream.

“Oh, teacher,” she cried, “see the 
mouse! There it goes In the organ.”

As Miss Lane looked in the direc
tion where the little speaker pointed 
she caught sight of a long, wriggling 
tail, which quickly disappeared. Rath
er more excited than the occasion 
seemed to call for, she went over and, 
with some effort, raised the back 
cover of the organ. Inside, (n one cor
ner, was a queer little nest of bits pf 
rag, paper and straw Inhabited by two 
tiny specimens of mousehood. As she 
bent over to examine them the mother 
mouse darted out of a hidden recess 
among the pipes of the rusty instru 
ment and, jumping to the floor, disap
peared in a hole. In springing out so 
suddenly the little creature had 
pushed something forward, which 
Miss Lane eagerly pulled forth. It 
was a dollar bill, much gnawed on the 
corners. She held It up before the 
amazed superintendent and scholars, 
and Peggy Hopkins cried gleefully:

“So that was the thief. Oh, I knew 
it wasn’t Tom. May I run and tell 
him?”

“Nevertheless,” said Mr. Brice 
sternly, to hide the confusion he felt, 
“if that boy’s record had been differ
ent we should not have been so ready 
to judge him.”

The part of Peggy’s narrative which 
Tom liked best was where she toid 
him that she and teacher “hadn't be
lieved he did it all along, anyhow.”— 
M. E.Lindenberg, in Washington Star.

as (on Toison ouand admired each other very much in > 
secret, while openly they were always 
quarreling.

“I’ll wager a dollar,” ventured a 
tall, heavy-looking boy, “she doesn’t 
stay a week where Tom Fields is.”

“We want to see it first, Tody,” 
said the mocking voice in the tree.

Tod Miller flushed angrily, as he 
pulled a bill from his pocket.

“See it?” he said.. “Now wouldn’t 
you like to have it to pay for the win
dow you broke?”

A probable quarrel was here pre
vented by the approach of Miss Lane, 
the new teacher. As she stood talk
ing to the children, she was very fa
vorably impressed by their bright 
looks, until she recalled the warning 
she had received concerning a certain 
had boy named Tom Fields. Turning 
to the good-looking lad at her side, 
\vho was introducing the others in 
turn, she inquired:

"I’ve heard of one boy, Tom Fields; 
isn’t he here?”

“Yes’m” was the reply; “that's my 
name.”

Miss l^ane did not show her aston
ishment. She had come prepared to 
meet a young rowdy, such were the 
wild stories in circulation about Tom, 
who was in reality only a very mis
chievous boy. When she saw her 
mistake she determined to make him 
a heli> instead of a hindrance In her 
work.

Though it was the first day of the 
new term, everything was carried on 
in perfect order. Tom’s good deport
ment caused some silent wonder 
among the other scholars, but he was 
too busy to heed them. When not 
helping Miss Lane, he was bending 
over his books in earnest study. One 
person alone understood his strange 
conduct. Peggy smiled as she studied, 
for it was all as plain to her as if Tom 
had'said: “So, you expect me to be 
bad; well, I won’t then, I’ll be good.”

Unconsciously Tom grew to like his 
new teacher so well that, by way of 
expressing his feelings, he cleaned all 
the blackboards after school. Later 
he walked home with her. As he was 
about to go on after a few minutes’ 
chat. Miss Lane suddenly exclaimed:

“Oh, Tom, I forgot my fountain pen. 
Would you mind running back for it?”

“Of course not,” said the boy. ‘Til 
get it,” and taking the key she hand
ed him he was off on a rush to the 
school.

He found the pen, and at the same 
time espied Tod Miller’s knife lying 
In the aisle. He picked it up and 
threw it carelessly Into his desk, not 
noticing that as he did so a dollar bill 
fell to the floor. Then he locked the 
door and ran back to where Miss Lane 
was waiting.

The next morning Tom started out 
to hunt early violets for his new 
teacher. When he arrived at the 
schoolhouse he found that the pupils 
had already assembled. As he hung 
his cap on a peg In the entry, he 
heard somebody say Inside:

“How many saw this boy show 
Tom Fields a dollar bill?”

It was the superintendent’s voice, 
and Tom waB never more puzzled in 
his ltfe. With a determined step be 
walked into the room and took his 
seat He noticed that ever) ooa looked 
at him in surprise.

1 Absolutely free from any crude substance. 
Contains no tar oils. Infallible in curative 
effect. No injury to sheep or wool. Requires 
no addition besides water. No sediment. No 
stirring. Mixes with cold water whether hard, 
brackish, alkali or salty.

Discouraged.
“What’s the matter with Bards- 

leigli? He looks discouraged."
"He worked for three years on 

what he thought was going to be a 
luminous poem. The critics are pub
lishing their reviews of it under the 
head of ‘Light verse.’ ”—Chicago Rec
ord-Herald.

tITS USE PERMITTED In all OFFICIAL DIPPINGS

CURES MANGE and LICE ON CATTLE OR HOGS
* MUCH CHEAPER THAN TOBACCO AND CNUDE 

______________ LIQUID PIPS_______________

NO DEADEN THAN UME AND SULPHUR“The servants must be asleep,” she 
thought as she pushed the button 
again. “My! There are Aunt Amelia's 
footsteps.”

Fearing to look behind her, she 
sidestepped in response to a sudden 
inspiration and got behind one of the 
storm doors. It was a close fit and 
she held her breath as she made her
self as flat as possible against the 
wall.

She heard the rustle of Aunt 
Amelia's stiff crepe as she walked 
up the steps. The astonished servant, 
as she opened the door, saw the aunt 
when she was still three steps from 
the top, although the lady had al
ready rung* twice.

Thé servant was not analytical, 
however, and admitted Aunt Amelia 
without question. The prisoner be
hind the door wondered If her 
breathing had been heard. She 
slipped down the steps as soon as 
the door closed and darted down the 
street to keep her appointment. So 
she was not able to ' hear her aunt 
saying:

“I thought 1 saw Amelia on the 
street a few minutes ago. But I was 
mistaken, for that girl had on a red 
hat. It could not have been Amelia.”

“Of course not,” said the loyal sis
ter to whom this observation 
made. “It could never have been 
Amelin in a red hat.”

I gal make« 120 gal*, lor Scab, officiai strength 
or 200 gala, lor ticks, lice, etc.

I gal Can 1.75, 5 gal Can 8.60, «0 gal. brl. 75.00

WILLM. COOPER * NEPHEWS 
ITT Illinois SI.. Chicago 

ononn on roc* merchant on writs 
Dr.8. D. CILLtTT, Ceneral Agent
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Smell It?
“Where is your automobile depart

ment?” asked the man entering the 
big department store.

“Follow your nose,” replied 
clerk near the door.—Yonkers States
man.

Doctor—Have you any last wish? 
Patient—Yes, I wish I .had some 

other doctor.

the
It Makes a Difference.

“Who is that large, fat, overdressed, 
pudgy woman in the box?” asked the 
stranger at the theater.

“That? Why, that is Mrs. Gottalot. 
You know she is worth about 60 mil
lions, and------”

But the stranger had turned to the 
friend he had brought along and was 
whispering:

"Do you see that plump lady 
In the box—the one with the beautiful 
clothes and the diamonds? That is 
the famous Mrs. Gottalot.’’—Judge.

. Sure
“What’s become of the ‘living pic

tures’ we used to see in vaudeville 
shows?”

“Dead.”—Cleveland Leader.

Your Watch is Worth More—
If It comes from a thoroughly re

liable Jewelry house. Our goods are
fiuaranteed by our reputation for 
air dealing and suoceesful busi

ness extending through half 
a century.

ESTABLISH»!
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TOO AWFUL TO CONTEMPLATE.
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Discouraging News.
Yeast—Dimizulu, the Zulu chief, 

has a graphophone with which he en
tertains his guests, and also an organ' 
of English build on which he him
self performs.

Crlmsonbeak—No wonder mission
aries are getting more scarce.—Yonk
ers Statesman.
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Suffrage in Japan.
In Japan every male over 25 years 

of age and paying a direct tax of ten 
yen (|6) Is entitled to vote. I

Told By the Face.
Mrs. Church—I met that little boy 

who lives next to you, yesterday. I 
could tell he was a good little boy, by 
his face.

Mrs. Flatbusb—Oh, I suppose yes
terday was one of the days he'd 
washed his face!—Yonkers States
man.

Sheepmen will be Interested to learn 
that Dr. S. D. Gillett, for many years 
in the federal service, has contracted 
with Mr. Wm. Cooper and nephews, 
the world-renowned sheep dip manu
facturers, to take charge »of their In
terest In Utah and Nevada. Great 
things are expected of the new 
Cooper's Fulid Dip, which Is prepared 
specially to meet the most exacting 
official requirement and Is stated to 
be a pure and concentrated prepara
tion possessing splendid merit, and 
will be sold at prices far below those 
now paid for other “official” dips. We 
wish Dr. Gillett success and trust he 
may secure a wide patronage for his 
firm’B goods.
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Lady (giving out tracts)—I 
confess that I cannot imagine 
) ou can appear in public in a costume 
like that. Whatever would people 
think if I came out like that?

Young Lady—I really dread 
think!

mustKorean Financier.
A countryman named Y1 Tuksu has 

come to the conclusion that some
thing should be done to prevent the 
collection of money to pay the public 
debt becoming such a drain on the 
collection medium as to cause embar
rassment to the merchant class. He 
luxuries as their gold, rings and silver 
hairpins and other objects of intrin
sic value, that these be conservative
ly appraised and stored carefully in 
some safe deposit and used as bullion 
to back a paper currency which will 
circulate among the people. Whether 
this is feasible or not it shows that 
the Koreans are willing to look the 
difficulties of the situation squarely 
in the face and desire to meet all 
valid objections half way.—Korean 
Daily Times.
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Scorn.
“So your husband lost his money on 

a race horse?”
"No,” answered young Mrs. Tor kins. 

“He lost It on an animal he thought 
wag a raoe horse.”

to

Made Mad by Confinement.
Bacon—I see a Henry S. Brice of 

Patten, Me., claims to have found a 
frog in a century-old bedpost which he 
recently cut up.

Egbert—I suppose, when released, 
the frog appeared to be hopping mad? 
—Yonkers Statesman.

Hla Status.
“Does your friend I just met follow 

any calling?”
“No; he calls a following. He's the 

megaphone man at the theater.'— 
Baltimore American.

Ancient Writers on Poisons.
Poison lore, “poison-lehre,” as tt 

was long called, was considered a for
bidden subject for many ages. Gaten, 
in his work “On Antidotes,” remarks 
that the only authors who dared to 
write of poisons were Orpheus, Ttaeo- 
logus, Morus, Mendeslus the younger. 
Hellodorus, of Athens, and a few oth
ers.

The Advantage.
The Optimist—Surely it la worth 

something to a man to Mve in a 
try where he dare call his soul his 
own.

The Pessimist—Well, yes. I suppose 
he can get more for it, when he 
to sell it—Puck.

She didn’t Care.
“May I call you Mabel?" he asked 

at their second meeting, pretending 
to he badly smitten.

“If you wish to; but my name is 
Gertrude.”—Chicago Record-Herald.

coun-

Eiectric Cars for a Funeral.
A wealthy Burmese lady having 

died in Rangoon, her relatives decided 
to have her body conveyed to the 
cemetery by electric tram. Six cars 
were hired, and with a band playing 
"The British Grenadiers” the party 
merrily bowled along at 12 miles an 
hour, flowers were scattered by the 
funeral party as they proceeded rap
idly on their way, to the great delight 
of the children en route. A Burman 
never makes a melancholy party at 
a funeral, but thts is the first time in 
the history of Rangoop that electric 
cars have been hired for a funeral 
procession.

comes
Unfortunately, 

treatises is in existence.
of theirnone

He Knew.
Self Committed.

Mrs. Cutetly—YotTYtever take 
anywhere, while your friend Simpkins 
is always taking his wife to the the
ater.

Mr. Cutely (absently)—I dare say; 
I wouldn't mind taking her myself.

The pretty teacher was trying to 
explain the difference between good 
conduct and bad, relates the Youth s 
Companion. “Good actions," she ex
plained, “are the lovely flowers. Bad 
ones are the weeds. Now, can

One Indication.
“Do you think that Edith ia much 

in love with Bob?”
“I don't think she cares 

him.’
“Why not?”
“I saw her eating young onions 

day.—Milwaukee Sentinel.

City Street Well Renamed.
Liberty street, in New York city, 

has been so known since the days of 
the revolution. Before that It was 
Crown street, which savored entirely 
too much of royalty to suit the 
triots, so the 
kingly rule.

me

a snap for

any
little boy or girl tell me the difference 
between flowers and weeds? What are 
weeds?”

pa-to-
name had to go with

Among Newspaper Man.
Wright—I’m working on the Bugle Exclusive,

now. Miss Bobbs—Is your washerwoman
Penman—That paper is no good. I particular? 

was on.lt once. | Mrs. Sncbbs—Particular! Why she
“Oh. well, it improved after you left won’t wash for anybody but the ’best 

It, you know!”—Yonkers Statesman, families'—Detroit Free Press.

“Weeds,” said Walter, who had been 
struggling with the sorrel in his 
mother's garden, "are the plants that
want to grow, and flowers are the 
ones that don’L"

Auto Teats.
London experimenters find that 

motoring enriches the blood, and give* 
good sleep. The testa were applied i i 
those who ride« 
gets in front of tbe motor.
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