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SYNOPSI8. 

James Wilson or Jimmy as he Is called 
by hls friends. Jimmy was rotund and 
looked shorter than he really was. Hls 
ambition in life was to be taken seriously, 
but people steadily refused to da so. hls 
art Is considered a huge Joke, except to 
himself. If he asked people to dinner ev- 

eryone expected a frolic. Jimmy marries 
Bella Knowles; they live together a year 
and are divorced. Jimmy’s friends ar- 

range to celebrate the first anniversary 
of hls divorce. The party is In full swing 
when Jimmy receives a telegram from his 
Aunt Selina, who will arrive In four hours 
to visit him and hls wife. He neglects to 
tell her of hls divorce. Jimmy takes Kit 
Into hls confidence, he tries to devise 
some wtvy so that hls aunt will not learn 
that he lias no longer a wife. He sug- 
gests that Kit play the hostess for one 

night, be Mrs. Wilson pro tern. Aunt Se- 
lina arrives and the deception works out 
as planned. Jim’s .Tap servant Is taken 
ill. Bella, Jimmy's divorced wife, enters 
the house and asks Kit who Is being ta- 
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it Is Jim'. Kit tells her Jim is well and is 
in the house. Harblson steps out on the 
porch and discovers a man tacking a 

card on the door. He demands an ex- 

planation. The man points to the placard 
and Harblson sees the word "Smallpox” 
printed on it. He tells him the guests 
cannot leave the house until the quaran- 
tine is lifted. The guests suddenly real- 
ize their predicament, the women shed 
tears, the men consider it a good Joke. 
The all important question arises as to 
who Is to prepare the meals and perform 
the other household duties. Harblson fin- 
ally solves the matter. After the lifting 
of the quarantine several letters are found 
Jn the mail box undelivered, one is ad- 
dressed to Henry Llewellyn, Iquique. 
Chile, which was written by Harblson. 
He describes minutely of their incarcera- 
tion. also of his infatuation for Mrs. Wil- 
son. Aunt Selina is taken ill with la 
grlnpe. Betty acts as nurse. Harblson 
finds Kit sulking on the roof. She tells 
him that Jim has been treating her out- 
rageously. Harblson fully believing that 
she is Mrs. Wilson, tells her that she 
doesn’t mean the things she is saying 
about her husband. Kit starts down- 
stairs. when suddenly she Is grasped in 
the arms of a man who kisses her sev- 

eral times. She believes that Harblson 
did it and is humiliated. Aunt Selina tells 
Jimmy that her cameo breastpin and 
other articles of Jewelry have been stolen. 
She accuses Betty of the theft. The fol- 
lowing morning Jimmy was in a rage. 
The papers printed a story about the in- 
carceration of the party, and that one of 
the guests fmd attempted to escape by 
means of laying a board across the roof 
to the adjoining house, but was frus- 
trated by a detective who fired a revolver 
at him. Jimmy tells Aunt Selina all 
about the strange happenings, but she 

* persists in suspecting Betty of the theft 
of her valuables. 

CHAPTER XIII. (Continued.) 

But what the cook had told about 
Bella and Jimmy was not divulged, 
for the Harbison man caught him up 
with a jerk and sent Flannigan, grum- 
bling, with his rugs to the roof. 

It di(J not seem possible to carry on 

the deception much longer, but if 
things were bad now, what would they 
be when Aunt Selina learned she had 
been lied to, made ridiculous, general- 
ly deceived? And how would I be 
able to live in the house with her 
when she did know? Luckily, every 
uue was so puzzieu over me mytsieij' 

in the house that numbers of little 
things that would have been absolute- 
ly damning were never noticed at all. 
For instance, my asking Jimmy at 
luncheon that day if he took cream in 
his coffee! And Max coming to the 
rescue by dropping his watch in his 
glass of water, and creating a diver- 
sion and giving every body an oppor- 
tunity to laugh by saying not to mind, 
it had been in soak before. 

Just after luncheon Aunt Selina 
brought me some undergarments of 
Jim’s to be patched^ She explained at 
length that he had always worn out 
his undergarments, because he always 
squirmed around so when he was sit- 
ting. And she showed me how to lay 
one of the garments over a pillow to 
get the patch in properly. 

It wa# the most humiliating moment 
of my life, but there was no escape. I 
took my sewing to the roof, while she 
went away to find something else for 
me to do when that was finished, and 
I sat with the thing on my knee and 
stared at it, while rebellious tears 
rolled down my cheeks. The patch 
was not the shape of the hole at all, 
and every time I took a stitch I sewed 
it fast to the pillow beneath. It was 

terrible. Jim came up after a while 
and sat down across from he and 
watched, without saying anything. I 
suppose what he felt would not have 
been proper to Bay to me. We had 
both reached the point where ade- 
quate language failed us. Finally he 
said: 

“I wish I were dead." 
"So do I,” I retorted, Jerking the 

thread. 
•Where Js she now?” 
"Looking fcr more of these.” I in- 

vested the garment over, the pillow, 
and he wiggled. “Please don't 

squirm,” I said coldly. "You will wear 

out your—-lingerie, and I will have to 
mend them.” 

He sat very still for five minutes, 
when I discovered that I had put the 

patch in crosswise instead of length- 
wise and that It would not fit. Ab I 
Jerked it out he sneezed. 

"Oh. sneeze.” I added venomously. 
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The Trees of Alaska 
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Alaska’s gold is not likely to last 

“You will tear your buttons off. and I 
will have to sew them oft.” 

Jim rose wrathfully. “ 'Don't sit, 
don’t sneeze,”’ he repeated. “Don’t 
stand, I suppose, for fear 1 will wear 
out my socks.. Here, give me that. If 
the fool thing has to be mended, I’ll 
do it myself.” 

He went over to a corner of the 
parapet and turned his back to me. 

He was very much offended. In about 
a minute he came back, triumphant, 
and held out the result of his labor. 
1 could only gasp. He had puckered 
up the edges of the hole like the neck 
of a bag, and had tied the thread 
around it. “You—you won’t be able 
to sit down,” I ventured. 

“Don’t have any time to sit,” he re- 

torted promptly. "Anyhow, it will give 
some, won’t it? It would if it was tied 
with elastic, instead of thread. Have 
you any elastic?” 

Lollie came up just then, and Jim 
took himself and his mending down- 

| stairs. Luckily, Aunt Selina found 
several letters in his room that after- 
noon while she was going over his 

clothes, and as It took Jim some time 
to explain them, she forgot the task 
she had given me altogether. 

When Lollie came up to the roof, 
she closed the door to the stairs, and 

coming over, drew a chair close to 

mine. 
“Have you see much of Tom today?” 

she asked, as an introduction. 
“I suppose you mean Mr. Harbison, 
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than I could help. Don’t whisper, he 
couldn’t possibly hear you. An if it’s 
scandal I don’t want to know it.” 

“Look here, Kit,” she retorted, “you 
needn’t be so superior. If I like to 
talk scandal, I’m not so sure you 
aren’t making it.” 

That was the way right along: I 
was making scandal; I brought them 
there to dinner; I let Bella in! 

And, of course, Anne came up then, 
and began on me at once. 

“You are a very bad girl,” she be- 

gan. “What do you mean by treating 
Tom Harbison the way you do? He is 
heart-broken.” 

“I think you exaggerate my influ- 
ence over him,” I retorted. “I haven’t 
treated him badly, because I haven’t 

paid any attention to him.” 
Anne threw up her hands. 
“There you are!” she said. “He 

worked all day yesterday fixing this 

place for you—yes, for you, my <Jear. 
I am not blind—and last night you re- 

fused to let him bring you up.” 
“He told you!” I flamed. 
“He wondered what he had done. 

And as you wouldn’t let him come 

within speaking distance of you, he 
came to me.” 

“I am sorry, Anne, since you are 

fond of him,” I said. “But to me he 
is impossible—intolerable. My rea- 

sons are quite sufficient.” 
"Kit is perfectly right, Anne,” Leila 
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Fell to Work Vigorously. 
broke In. "I tell you, there Is some- 

thing queer about him,” she added in 
a portentous whisper. 

Anne stiffened. 
“He is perfect,” she declared. “Of 

good family, warm-hearted, coura- 

geous, Jiandsome, clever—what more 

do you ask?” 
“Honesty,” said Leila hotly. “That 

a man should be what he says he is. 
Anne and I both stared. 
“It is your Mr. Harbison,” Leila 

went on, “who tried to escape from 
the houBe by putting a board across 

to the next roof!” 
“I don’t believe it,” said Anne. “You 

might bring me a picture of him, 
board in hand, and I wouldn’t believe 
it.” 

“Don’t then,” Lollie said cruelly. 
“Let him get away with your pearls; 
they are yours. Only, as sure as any- 
thing, the man who tried to escape 
from the house had a reason for es- 

caping, and the papers said a man in 

evening dress and light overcoat. I 
found Mr. Harbison’s overcoat today 
lying in a heap in one of the maid’s 
rooms, and it was covered with brick 
dust all over the front. A button had 
even been torn off.” 

“Pooh!” Anne said, when she had 
recovered herself a little. “There isn’t 
any reason, as far as that goes, why 
Flannigan shouldn't have worn Tom’s 
overcoat, or—any of the others.” 

“Flannigan!” Leila sail} loftily. 
"Why, his arms are like piano legs; 
he couldn't get into it. As for the 
others, there is only one person who 
would fit, or nearly fit, that overcoat, 
and that is Dallas, Anne.” 

While Anne was choking down her 
wrath, Leila got up and darted out of 
the tent. When she came back she 
was triumphant. 

“Look,” she said, holding out her 
hand. And on her palm lay a lightish 
brown button. “I found it Just where 
the paper said the board was thrown 
out, and it is from Mr. HarblBon’s 
overcoat, without a doubt” 

Of course I should not have been 
surprised. A man who would kiss a 

woman on a dark s'tatrcase—a woman 

he had known only two days—waa e® 
pable of anything. ; : 

"Kit has only been a little keener 
than the rest of us," Lollle said. “She 
found him out yesterday.” 

“Upon my word,” said Anne Indig- 
nantly, preparing to go, “if I didn’t 
know you girls so well, l would think 
you were crazy. And now, Just to off- 
set this, I will tell you something, 
flannigan told me this morning not to 

worry; that he has my’ pearl collar 
Bpotted, and that young ladies will 
have their jokes!” 

Yes, as I said before, it was a cheer- 
ful, joy-producing situation. 

I sat and thought it over after 
Anne’s parting Bbot, when Leila had 
flounced downstairs. Things were 

closing in; 1 gave the situation 24 
hours to develop. At the end of that 
time Flannigan would accuse me open- 
ly of knowing where the pearls were; 
1 would explain my silly remark to 
him, and the mine would explode— 
under Aunt Selina. 

I was Bunk in dejected reverie when 
some one came on the roof. When he 
waB opposite the opening in the tent, 
I saw Mr. Harbison, and at that mo- 

ment he saw me. He paused uncer- 

tainly, then he made an evident effort 
and came over to me. 

“You are—better today?” 
“Quite well, thank you.” 
“I am glad you find the tent use- 

ful. Does it keep off the wind?” 
“It is quite a shelter”—frigidly. 
He still stood, struggling for some- 

thing to say. Evidently nothing came 
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was wealing, and, turning away, be- 
gan to work with the wiring of the 
roof. He was clever with tools; one 
could see that. If he was a profes- 
sional gentleman-burglar, no doubt 
he needed to be. After a bit, finding 
it necessary to climb to the parapet, 
he took oft his coat, without #even a 

glance in my direction, and tell to 
work vigorously. 

One does not need to like a man to 
admire him physically, any more than 
one needs to like a racehorse or any 
other splendid animal. No one could 
deny that the man on the parapet 
was a splendid animal; he looked 
quite big enough and strong enough to 
have tossed his slender bridge across 
the gulf to the next roof, without any 
difficulty, and co-ordinate enough to 
have crossed it with a flourish to 
safety. 

Just then there was a rending, tear- 
ing sound from the corner and a mut- 
tered ejaculation. I looked up in time 
to see Mr. Harbison throw up his 
arms, make a futile attempt to regain 
his balance, and disappear over the 
edge of the roof. One instant he was 

standing there, splendid, superb; the 
next, the corner of the parapet was 

empty, all that stood there was a 
broken, splintered post, and a tangle o^ 
wires. 

1 could not have moved at first; at 
least, it seemed hours before the full 
significance of the thing penetrated 
my dazed brain. When I got up I 
seemed to walk, to crawl, with leaden 
weights holding back my feet. 

When I ent to the corner T hn/1 to 

catch the post for support. I knew 
somebody was saying: "Oh, how terri- 
ble!” over and over. It was only after- 
ward that I knew it had been myself. 
And then some other voice was say- 
ing: “Don’t be alarmed. Please, don’t 
be frightened. I’m all right.” 

I dared look over the parapet final- 
ly, and instead of a crushed and un- 

speakable body, there was Mr. Harbi- 
son, sitting about eight feet below me, 
with his feet swinging into space and 
a long red scratch from the corner 
of his eye across his cheek. There 
was a sort of mansard there, with win- 
dows, and just enough coping to keep 
him from rolling off. 

"I thought you had fallen—all the 
way,” I gasped, trying to keep my 
lips from trembling. "I—oh, don’t 
dangle your feet like that!” 

He did not seem at all glad of his 
escape. He sat there gloomily, peer- 
ing into the gulf beneath. 

“If it wasn’t so—er—messy and gen- 
erally unpleasant,” he replied without 
looking up, “I would Blide off and go 
the rest of the way.” 

“You are childish,” I said, severely. 
“See if you can get through the win- 
dow behind you. If you cannot, I’ll 
come down and unfasten it.” But the 
window was open, and I had a chance 
to sit down and gather up the scat- 
tered ends of my nerves. To my sur- 
prise, however, when he came back 
he made no effort to renew our con- 
versation. He ignored me completely, 
and went to work at once to repair 
the damage to his wires, with his back 
to me. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

Compared. 
Homer—Did you ever see a mum- 

my? 
Trotter—Yes. 
Holder—What did it look like? 
Trotter—Did you ever see a dried 

apple? 
Homer—Yes. 
Trotter—Well, that’s a mummy on 

a small scale. 

Liable to Change. 
Redd—Wby Is Footlighte so chesty 

today? 
Greene—Why, he’s Just discovered 

that a cigar has been named after 
him. 

“Has be smoked any of them yet?” 
“Certainly not; that’s fehy he’s 

chesty.*’—Yonkers Statesman. 

Too Free. 
Seymour—What caused the Allcome 

Life Insurance company to fall? 
Ashley—It was altogether too free 

In accepting rlskB; I don’t believe It 
would have even refused to Insure the 
life of a turkey the day before Thanks* 
giving. 

The time you can depend upon a 

woman is when you are sick or In 
trouble. 
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cord wood and logs. Tbe most Impor- 
tant tree Is the white spruce, but 
white birch, poplar and aspen are also 
abundant. 

Rain Speaking. 
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The modest potato is not sufficiently 
taken into account as a producer of 

profit for the naan who tills the soil. 
We bear ahdut the romance of 

Wheat, the kingly rule of Corn, the 
commercial dignity of Oats and Alfal- 
fa, of Barley and Rye, and we count 
them as sources of great wealth for 
those who make the earth their serv- 

ant. 
But, granting to the grains and for- 

ages the credit that is due, there ana 

wide stretches of land in Idaho pro- 
ducing cash yields from potatoes that 
make the average grain production of 
states farther east appear exceedingly 
small. 

And there are so many more acres, 
of the same kind, that have not yet 
been given a chance to show what 
they can do, that the money-making 
possibilities of Idaho, so far as pota- 
toes alone are concerned, cannot be 
estimated. 

Idaho won national publicity in 1910 
as the result of the awarding of prises 
of $500 and $950. given by Mr. D. E. 
Burley of' Salt Lake City, Utah, for 
the best and second best yields of 
potatoes produced on a single acre of 
land in territory tributary to the Ore- 
gon Short Line, Pacific ft Idaho North- 
ern, Idaho Northern, Idaho Southern 
Snd Payette Valley railroads. 

The Oregon Short Line, together 
with the affiliated lines mentioned 
above, traverses the states of Idaho, 
Utah, Oregon, Washington, Montana 
and Wyoming, so It will be readily 
seen that the' wlnninr of nrises for 
which there were competitors from so 

wide a territory was an accomplish- 
ment of great importance to the vic- 
torious state and of lasting credit to 
the successful growers. 

The results of this contest, partici- 
pated in by so many of the most pro- 
gressive fanners in the prescribed dis- 
trict, were amazing, and the follow- 
ing account of those results, with fig- 
ures showing what the returns signify 
in the matter of profits from the land, 
should prove interesting to everyone 
concerned in agricultural affairs. 

Through Mr. L. A. Snyder, the first 
prize of $500 was won by Twin Falls 
county, Idaho, with the “Dalmeny 
Challenge” variety of potatoes. The 
second prize of $250 went to Canyon 
county, Idaho, through Mr. W. B. Gil- 
more, with the “Peachblow” variety. 

On his winning acre of Idaho land 
Mr. Snyder raised 645 bushels of pota- 
toes, weighing 38,685 pounds. The 
culls weighed 4,150 pounds, leaving 
34,535 pounds of the finest marketable 
potatoes, or about 575 bushels. 

At 70 cents per 100 pounds, or 42 
cents per bushel, the price Mr. Snyder 
received, the one prize acre produced 
in money, therefore, the sum of 
$241.74, besides the 4,150. pounds, or 

almost 70 bushels, in culls, which 
were available for home use. 

Mr. Snyder has given to the Com- 
mercial Club of Twin Falls some fur- 
ther facts showing the possibilities of 
potato raising in his section of the 
country. He reports that from three 
acres of land he harvested 895 sacks 
of potatoes, averaging 110 pounds to 
the sack. He soldT 1.500 bushels at 42 
cents per bushel, receiving $630, and 
he had 75 sacks left for seed. 

An average gross profit of $210 per 
acre, when we consider how much 
smaller is the average gross profit 
from an acre of grain, gives the read- 
er a fair idea of what the intensive po- 
tato farming opportunities of Idaho 
really are. 

Going a little more extensively into 
figures, we may sately presume that 
the average family of, say, five per- 
sons consumes about five pounds of 
potatoes per day. That ought to be a 

liberal estimate—a pound of potatoes 
per day for each member of the fam- 
ily, large or small. 

The 38,685 pounds of potatoes raised 
by Mr. Snyder on his prize acre of 
Idaho land would, therefore, supply 
the potato needs of more than 22 such 
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ily 1,725 pounds, or 28% bushels. j 
It is fair to say that a $30 grots 

yield from an acre of wheat is a good 
return. So we see that Mr. Snyder’s 
prize acre of potato land brought 
forth as much money as would eight 
acres of wheat land. 

If Mr. Snyder were to realize from 
ten acres of his potato land as well as 

he did from the three acres which gave 
him $630, he would have $2,100 at the 
end of the season, besides more than 
enough spuds for his own use and for 
the next season’s planting. 

There’s “real money” in Idaho pota- 
toes. 

“The combination that won the Bur- 
ley prize,” says Mr. Snyder, “was tye 
most productive soil in the West, cli- 
mate unexcelled, plenty of water for 

irrigation at all times, one of the best 
varieties of spuds, and a man with 
some experience and not afraid of 
work.” 

His words make clear the advan- 
tages and possibilities of the Oregon 
Short Line country. All of the farm- 
ers who entered the contest in which 
Mr. Snyder carried off first honor 
came out wonderfully well. Mr. Gil- 
more harvested 37,476 pounds of 
“Peaohblov” potatoes from thp acre 

that won lor hijfi the second prize, and 
many others were close competitors. 

Added encouragement for those who 
have never tried potato growing as a 

profit-making business is found lu the 
fact that Mr. Snjfder’s potato experi- 
ence began only five years ago. 

Up to 1905, when he moved to Idaho, 
he had lived upon cattle and hay 
ranches, had engaged in dairy, livery 
and mining work, but had not had ex- 

perience as a farmer. He took up po- 
tato growing in Idaho because to 
thought it offered an agreeable and 

profitable occupation, and be has made 
the results of each year better than 
those of the year before. > 

Speaking a abort time ago. Mr. Sny- 
der said: “I have always said that we 

have the best irrigated country in the 
United States.'* Mr. Buriey gave us a 

chance to prove it, apd/it was as much 
the opportunity of stowing that wo 

could make good,satfajb money, which 

... .. ....;.g!?!5ggg 
Induced me to go into this competi- 
tion.” | 

Notwithstanding his achievement, 
Mr. Snyder does not believe that his 
record will Btand. He has too great 
a faith in the potato industry and in 
Idaho to permit such alt opinion. “I 
do not think we have reached the limit, 
by a long way,” he remarks, confi- 
dently, and there are thousands who 
are Jamlllar with that country who 
are ready to echo the assertion. 

The fact is that large profits from 
potato raising in Idaho are the rule, 
not the exception. H. P. Frodsham, a 

farmer in the American Falls district, 
commonly takes 600 bushels from an 

acre, his yield per acre thus being, at 
42 cents per bushel, $210. 

Someone who knows the conditions 
in and the possibilities of Idaho has 
said that “it is a maxim in southern 
Idaho that the new settler, with little 
or no capital or Implements, but with 
a willingness to work, can plant pota- 
toes on his irrigated farm the first 
year and make a good living for his 
family, besides laying aside money to 
make all necessary payments on his 
land.” 

William B. Kelley, who owns a 

ranch near Gooding, says: “We get 
so many potatoes to the acre that we 

don’t stop to count the sacks.” 
Samuel Lewis, also living near Good- 

ing, reports as follows: “Potatoes 
grow large and thick. Six potatoes 
from my field weighed 21 pounds. The 

crop runs 600 to 600 bushels to the 
acre, and can aways be depended 
upon.” 

The price received by Mr. Snyder 
for his prize-winning potatoes does 
not by any means represent the “top” 
of the Idaho market. Much higher 
prices have been commanded at vari- 
ous times, yet at the 42-cent rate re- 

ceived by Mr. Snyder his profits were 

very large. 
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show what the lands of Idaho hold in 
store for those who will put forth the 
effort that must precede success. 

, Those who have succeeded in this 
one task of potato raising, trace their 
accomplishments to industry, of 

course, and to a study of conditions 
and needB. But they could not have 

reaped such harvests if industry and 
determination had not been fortified 
by ideal conditions of climate and soil. 

Such conditions prevail in the agri- 
cultural districts of Idaho. There the 

ground is rich and eager. There the 
climate is conducive to the outdoor 
task. There the scheme of irrigation 
has been so well prepared and is so 

unfailing in its supply that growing 
crops have water when they need it. 

With water, sunshine and cultiva- 
tion to bless the crops at proper in- 

tervals, the growing of potatoes, or 

any other agricultural or horticultural 
industry in Idaho, is as sure of abun- 

dant cash returns as any of man’s 
tasks can be. 

Now What Did She Mean? 
At a recent wedding a baby had 

shrieked without intermission to the 
great annoyance of the guests, etc. 
As the bridal party was leaving the 
church a slight delay occurred. One 
of the guests seized the opportunity 
to say to the first bridesmaid: 

"What a nuisance babies are at a 

wedding!” 
"Yes, indeed!” answered.the brides- 

maid, angrily. "When I send- Qut,in- 
vitations to my wedding I shall have 
printed in the corner, ‘No babies ex- 

pected.’ ”—Judge. 

WHY BOND’S PILLS 
ARE THE BEST. 

They are honestly made of best 
agents, and are small, gentle but ef- 
fective. Bond’s Pills relieve the bad ef- 
fects of overeating or drinking. Head- 
aches, Biliousness, Constipation, Sour 
Stomach, yield readily to one pill, 
taken at bedtime. Try them once. 
Their merit will convince you. 

A free sample on request. Mention 
this paper. BOND’S PHARMACY CO., 
Little Rock, Ark. 

Far From Bohemia. 
Bjenks—How is that lean, unscis- 

sored bohemian getting on these 
days? 

Tjarks—Why, they say he is desper- 
ately in love with the girl down in 
the laundry and is to be married soon. 

Something suspicious about it, though. 
Bjenks—I should say so. What is a 

true bohemian doing around a laun- 
dry, anyway? 

DI8TEMPER 
In all its forms among ail ages of horses, 

as well as dogs, cured and others in same 
■table prevented from having the disease 
with SPOHN’S DISTEMPER CURE. 
Every bottle guaranteed. Over 600.000 
bottles sold last year $.50 and $1.00. Any 
good druggist,' or send to manufacturers. 
Agents wanted. Spohn Medical Co., Spee. 
Contagious Diseases. Goshen, Ind. 

A Distinction. 
“Jim may not be a successful man,” 

said the optimist, “but he’s full of pos- 
sibilities.” 

“Perhaps,” grunted the cynic, “but 
not of probabilities.” 

Better Days. 
He (with a little sigh)—This is the 

third winter hat you have had this 
year. 

She—Well, but dearest, summer 
will soon be here now. 

Between Women. 
“How exaeperatingly clever ■ she 

isr 
“Yes, but how consolingly homely!” 

Puck. 

If you are acquainted with happi- 
ness introduce him to your neighbor. 
—E. Brooks. 

Krs. Winslow’s Soothing flytrap for Children 
teething, softens the gums, reduces Inflamma- 
tion. allays pstn, aurcs wind colic, Xc • bottle. 

Let. amusement fill In the chinks of 
your life, not the great spaces there- 
of.—Parker. 

Breaking a Hobo’s Heart. 
Manager Qua Hart* was standing 

nearthe opera bouse box office when 

one of two panhandlers who had en- 

tered the lobby approached him, ano, 

holding out an addressed and seaiea 

envelope, begged for the price o a 

postage stamp. 
“It's for me mudder, boss,” he sniv- 

eled. “You’se wouldn't turn down er 

guy fer de price er de stamp, woul 

youse?” ... 

“Never," said the manager, deftly 

grasping the envelope and throwing 
through the box office ■window. Hero, 

Fred,” adressing himself to Treas- 

urer Fred Coan, "stamp this and have 

it mailed.” 
The velocity of the proceeding fair- 

ly took the panhandler’s breath away. 

Then, backing away to where his part- 
ner awaited him, he whispered: “Noth- 
in’ doing, bo—the gay’s wise.”—Cleve- 
land Leader. 

Even Her Mother. 
Her Mother—I feel, Mr. Owens, 

that I can trust my daughter to you. 
Owens—You can indeed, madam; 

everybody trusts me. 

It is a good thing to know where 

you are going, and what you are going 
there for. 

_ 

H,iALTHY KIDNEYS ESSENTIAL 
~0 PERFECT HEALTH. 

When healthy, the kidneys remove 
about 500 grains of impure matter daily 
from the blood; when unhealthy,i*nPur* 

matter Is absorbed, 
causing diseases and 
symptoms. To attain 
perfect health keep 
your filters right. You 
can use no better rem- v 

edy than Doan’s Kid- 
ney Pills. 

Mrs. O. W. Erwin, 
308 Third St, Little 
Falls, Minn., says: “My 
whole body became 

bloated and swollen and at night I had 
to gasp for breath. Kidney secretions 
were in terrible condition and to bend 
my back was agony. Life was one 
constant round of suffering and I re- 

ally thought death would be a relief. 
I began using Doan’s Kidney Pills «“d 
today am a well, happy woman.’’ 

Remember the name—Doan’s. 
For sale by all dealers. 50 cents * 

box. Foster-Milbum Co., Buffalo. N. Y.' 

The sunset of your life will not be 
beautiful unless your home life was 

pleasant during your day of work.—* 
Colonel Hunter. 

We know of no other medicine which has been so suc- 

cessful in relieving the suffering of women, or secured so 

many genuine testimonials, as has Lydia E. Pinkham s 

Vegetable Compound. 
In almost every community you will find women who 

have been restored to health by Lydia E. Pinkham’s Veg- 
etable Compound. Almost every woman you meet has 
either been benefited by it, or knows some one who has. 

In the Pinkham Laboratory at Lynn, Mass., are files con- 

taining over one million one hundred thousand letters from 
women seeking health, in which many openly state over 

their own signatures that they have regained their health by 
taking Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound. 

Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound has saved 

many women from surgical operations. 
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetable Compound is made ex- 

clusively from roots and herbs, and is perfectly harmless. 
The reason why it is so successful is because it contains 

ingredients which act directly upon the female organism, 
restoring it to healthypnd nonryl activiK, ^-— 

Thousands of nngblioibi#r tfnnTfT-tY* 
as the following prnve the pflRnencysA*\«iis simpT^remedy, 

sin. — ** For three years I was 

lale weakness, irregularities* 

these tacts or clout 

etable Compound 

Mil mm k | pJ U| ̂  J 
GUARANTEED WORK SHIRT 
Went Work Shirt. The *100 Special President is the extra special ferment made by the awe good 
value measure, for the men who wont something extraordinarily good in a working shirt. Bomaro the 
strongest most practical work shirts for the price ever manufactured. Wide selection of attractive, fat oonr 

patterns. Guarantee Bond in pocket of each shirt. ■ 

Your dealer can supply you: If not send ns his name, your collar sue and the price in 

msuwac extra""* .* AA The PRESIDENT SHIRT CO. 

Horrors! 
"She is always doing something orig- 

inal." 
"Yes, but her latest stunt, if it be- 

comes a fad, will upset society.” 
"Why, what is it?” 
"She has employed a nurse to look 

after her poodle and insists on looking 
after her baby herself." 

Sincerity transforms all things. The 
greatest fault, if it is avoided in a 

loyal kiss, becomes a verity more 
beautiful than innocence. 

Indolence strangles talent; genius 
in a slothful man resembles a beauti- 
ful ornament at the top of a very high 
spire.—Madame de Puysieux. 

DO YOU WANT TO SELL YOUR- 

Farms, Ranches, City Property! 
merchandise and patents for good prices quick,' 
direct la the buyer, and «a«piTiot»|*nl icemmisaiaaf 
Bend $100, name and address, location and' 
description of property. MUllona of buyers 
buy direct. Don’t wait; awt now If you want' 
your property listed and probably sold at once. 

The DIRECT BUYERS’ ASSOCIATION,Dali.., Tex. 

Memphis Umbrella Co. 
134 Booth Main Street 

Recover your Umbrella with a Taffeta Ftnl abed Bilk 
for 1150. Embroidered Designs for Parasol, kTtKB. 

Beon» eyealaae 1 Thompstn’s Eya Watar 
W. N. U.f MEMPHIS, NO. 19-1911. 

A READER CURES HIS 
CONSTIPATION-TRY IT FREE 

Simple way for any family to retain th e good health of all its member*. 

The editors of "Health Hints" and 
"Questions and Answers’’ have one ques- 
tion that is put to them more often than 
any other, and which, strangely enough, 
they find the most difficult to answer. 
That is “How cart I cure my constipa- 
tion?” 

Dr. Caldwell, an eminent specialist in 
diseases of the stomach, liver and bowels 
has looked the whole field oyer, has prac- 
tised the specialty for forty years Mid ts 
convinced that the ingredients contained 
in what is called Dr. Caldwell’s Syrup 
Pepsin has the best claim to attention 
from constipated people. 

Its success in the cure of stubborn con- 
stipation has done much to displace the 

use of salts, waters, strong cathartics 
and such things. Syrup Pepsin, by train- 
ing the stomach and bowel muscles to 
again do their work naturally* and with 
its tonic ingredients strengthening the 
nerves, brings about a lasting cure. 
Among Its strongest supporters are Mr. 
John Graveline of S8 Milwaukee Ave.. 
Detroit, Mich., Mr. J. A. Vernon of Okla- 
homa City and- thousands of others. Jt 
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