
tU ASHINOTON.—Miss Julia C. Lathrop of Chicago, head of the children’* 
! *» bureau of the department of labor, has completed a report on baby-saving 
llu New Zealand which was transmitted the other day to Secretary of Labor 
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Wilson. New Zealand was selected 
for this special study because its in- 
fant mortality rate is the lowest of 
any country in the world. This credit- 
able showing, Miss Lathrop says, is 
due to the activity of the Society for 
the Health of Women and Children, 
whose methods, she says, could be 
followed with success in this country. 

In a letter of transmittal, Miss La* 
throp says: 

"The Infant mortality rate of New 
Zealand has been for some time recog- 

Eizeo as the lowest or any country In the world, and It Is stated that recent 
eurther reductions are due In large measure to the activity of the society. 

As an example of Its value, the consul general says that work of the 
society has reduced Infant mortality In Dunedin, a residential city of about 
(60,000 inhabitants, BO per cent during five years, from 1907 to 1912. 

Because of the absence of adequate birth and death registers In the 
United States, the Infant death rate of this country as a whole Is unknown, 
but some states tend to show that It Is at least twice the rate in New Zealand, 
Which the register general of that country reported in 1912 to be 61 per 1,000. 

"New Zealand, like certain of our states. Is a young and vigorous country 
With a scattered population and with no large cities, and there is every reason 
to believe that similar volunteer effort in this country would produce similar 
results. 

, In view of the marked and growing Interest In the preservation of infant 
(health in the smaller cities and rural communities of the United States, I be- 
jlleve that the account of the methods of the New Zealand society Is especially 
•timely. 

"It will be seen that public Interest Is strongly enlisted In Its efforts. 
®events volunteer committees In as many districts maintain the educational 
•and nursing work In connection with the central office, and the government 
dtself assists In various ways.” 
> — — ■ 

(Taken for Stealing; She Has $1,700 in Her Purse 
w\N entering one of the big downtown department stores the other day a 

p/ little, gray-haired woman, wan and wrinkled and poorly dressed, and fully 
[seventy-five years old, stood and gazed about her as If startled at all the 

_la__u_ «_« M rti. magnificence she beheld. She took a 

few steps forward and then stopped, 
apparently uncertain which direction 
to take. She attracted the attention 
of Detective Messer, and he watched 
her. 

hesitatingly she approached a coun- 
ter on which were displayed fancy 
high-priced shirtwaists. She fingered 
the finery lovingly, and every now and 
then glanced around to see If anyone 
was looking. Messer smiled sympa- 
thetically. He was beginning to wish 

r 
|"e could afford to turn philanthropic, when suddenly his sympathy was 
(shocked. 
! Quickly glancing to the right and left, the aged woman filched a $20 shirt- 

W»t»t from the counter, hastily tucked It beneath her shawl and started for 
ithe door. In an instant the officer had his hand on her shoulder and was 
Idrawlng her aside. 

"Put that waist back and then heat It,” said he. 

UThen, to the detective’s astonishment, the woman produced a purse and 
ealed $1,700. She drew out the bills and pressed them upon the officer. 
‘‘Here—take It all,” she pleaded. "Take everything, only please let 

fcne go.” 
After being regularly booked at the first precinct station and learning that 

•he would be released on $20 bail, her tears ceased to flow, and instead of 
(pleading she became indignant and commanding. Fishing out a $20 bill she 
(tossed it on the sergeant’s desk and then walked away. She forfeited her ball 
ibi police court. 

Osages Not Bothered by the High Cost of Living 
JUDGE JOHN E. SHORT of Oklahoma, who was in Washington recently, 

gave a little interview about the Osage Indians, which was of great inter- 
«st He prefaced the interview with remarks that the commissioner of Indian 

affairs, Cato Sells, Is a godfather to 
the Indians. He then said of the 
Osages; 

"The high cost of living does not 
bother the Osages, for money is piling 
in to them so fast they are unable to 
spend their interest and royalties, to 
Bay nothing of the millions which the 
government Is holding In trust for 
them. I have Just been advised by 
wire from Pawhuska that in a sale of 
12,000 acres for gas and oil leasing 
purposes only the Osages received a 

foonus in excess oi *&uu,uuu, and in addition to this amount these Indians 
(receive a royalty of one-eighth of all the oil produced and a cash price for 
(each gas well. When it is considered that the oil production In the Osage 
(country amounts to 1,000,000 barrels a month and the Indians receive about 
(15 cents on each barrel produced, this one item alone amounts to $160,000 
(a month, and, in addition to this, each of the 2.000 members of the tribe has 
If6,000 on deposit with the government for a rainy day. As the average Income 
(for each family Is In excess of $2,500 a year, there Is no Immediate danger of 
khe trust funds being disturbed. In addition to all this, the tribe has 1,600,000 
f&cres of land, considerable of which has already been allotted. 

“While some of the Oklahoma Indians have been given a rough deal» 
(Judge Sells is certainly looking after the Osages, and If he has his way he 
Will make farmers out of most of them." 
I 

Spread Out His Coat and the Wind Did the Rest 

SENATOR WALSH of Montana, possessor of the finest horseshoe mustache 
in the senate, Is a person of singular pertinacity of purpose. Should It 

(occur to him that he had to move a red-hot stove he would move it, his friends 
(eay, even if it burned both hands off. 

[The verb "to quit” is not found in his 

[lexicon. I A number of years ago Senator 

[Walsh and C. P. Connolly, now a mag- 
azine writer, were young lawyers to- 

jgether In Montana. They determined 
(with some others, to make a bicycle 
Itour through the Yellowstone National 

[park. All went well until, on the re- 

turn journey to Livingston, Senator 
[Walsh’s sprocket chain was broken be- 
iy'ifid repair. Now, the Yellowstone 
valley In Its approaches to the town of Livingston, is noted as one of the 
windiest, places on earth. Jim Bridger, who put the Yellowstone on the map, 
asserted in his time that he had seen the wind there blow the hair off a dog, 
iand none disputed the statement No one, in fact, disputed any of Jim's 
assertions, he being a handy man with a gun. 

! Under these circumstances. Senator Walsh announced that he didn't need 
fhe sprocket chain at all to make distance. He said that all he had to do was 
jto lit In the seat, spread his coat and let the wind do the rest 
i' "And do you know," said Mr. Connolly in telling the story, “after he had 
fallen off ten times he still believed in his theory. We had to bind and gag 
Jfclm and tjirow him Into a wagon before he would <y>n«anl to prooeed in any 
fray save by wind power." _\ -yi,;-, i 

Magnet 
Mountain 

The Story of Its Power of 
Attraction 

By CLARISSA MACKIE 

Linn Ellison looked at his compass 
for a long time before he reached out 
and held It up to bis companion's eyes. 

"What did I tell you. Baker?" he ask 
ed quietly. 

Baker rubbed bis red hair perplexed- 
ly. "It certainly does act cantanker- 
ous" he admitted, "if any one should 
ask me I'd say that there was a very 
powerful magnet close by; but, as for 
making me believe that Alagnet moun- 
tain is really and truly magnetic. It 
can't be done.’’ 

"What is the matter with my com- 

pass and your watch?" demanded 
Linn. 

"Don't bother me with batty ques- 
tions." answered Baker loftily. "I’er- 
mit me to pursue my study of the 
classics in peace.” And he folded back 
the pages of his paper backed detective 
story, propped his elbows on the ground 
near the bright firelight and read ab- 
sorbedly. 

Linn laughed and stretched his long 
limbs. 

"Surely McOlln must have had some 
authority for his statement that there 
existed in this vicinity a mountain 
with strong magnetic powers," be 
mused, turning over the pages of Dr. 
McOlin's “Wanderings In Out of the 
Way Places." “Here he speaks of the 
peculiar behavior of his delicate in- 
struments and of his visit to the moun- 
tain and how his suspicions were con 
firmed. He sends his book to his pub- 
lishers in New York and thenceforth 
drops out of sight entirely. No one 
knows what has become of Sandy Mc- 
Olln. I wonder." 

Baker looked up and grinned. 
"Still wondering about the moun- 

tain?” he gibed. 
"They call it ’Magnet mountain,’" 

contended Linn, scowling earnestly. 
“They named me Percy Rollo Baker, 

but do I look like it?" demanded the 
strong featured giant sarcastically. 

Liun stretched himself again, arose 
and sauntered out from the trees Into 
the moonlight. 

“I'm going for a walk,” he called 
back. 

"Don't get too near the. mountain;” 
sang Baker, his uose deep in the book. 

Across the open patch of moonlight 
and into the narrow trait that wound 
through the spruces on the hillside 
Liun Ellison found himself undergoing 
strange sensations. A new and pow- 
erful vitality seemed to possess him as 
he mounted upward. At the top of thp 
hill he paused for a moment, looking 
up at the majestic grandeur of the 
snow capped peak of Mnguet moun- 
tain. Bathed in moonlight, the peak 
glistened like polished silver, and some- 
where below, among the black pines 
that clothed the sides, there gleamed 
a yellow light 
“I wonder!" muttered Linn again. 
Now he plunged down the trail and 

crossed a little valley, to climb steadily 
up the opposite slope toward the sliver 
peak of Magnet mountain. 

He lost sight of the yellow light im- 
mediately, nnd bis way up the moun- 
tain led through untracked forests of 
pine nnd flr and spruce. His feet slip- 
ped on tbe fallen needles, and in his 
nosiriis was tbe sweet pungency of 
balsamic odors. He was panting a lit- 
tle when be paused to rest. Throwing 
himself down under the low spreading 
branches of a giant spruce, he gave 
himself up to the weariness that op- 
pressed his eyelids. 

He slept 
LiDn Ellison awoke with a start to 

find that tbe moonlight had invaded 
his resting place. He sat up and look- 
ed dazedly at the apparition that flit 
ted across the space and hovered in 
tbe shadows. 

It was a girl clad in a short skirted 
khaki costume. Her little feet. In high 
tan boots, were plainly visible, while 
ber face was In deep shadow, hut Linn 
saw that she was slender, lithe and 
graceful and that her slim Ungers were 
clasped about the barrel of a shotgun 
There was a tantalizing uncertainty 
about the face that could not be seen. 

"Who is there?" he asked sharply. 
A quick little sigh answered him, fol- 

lowed by a sweet, quavering voice: 
"Who are you? Ob, who are you?" 

she inquired. 
“Then you are alive after all!” ex 

claimed Linn joyously, for no reason 
that he could explain. “Upon my 
word, I thought you were a ghost!" 

“Who are you?” repeated the girl 
more steadily, as if reassured by tue 
sound of his voice. "Please tell me 
what you are doing here." 

“1 am here for the shooting. Surely, 
this isn't private property?" 

"Ob. no! Only I needed help, and I 
wondered if you could be trusted." 
She came forward then, and the moon 
iigltt revealed the secret of her face. 

Liuu Ellison stared speechlessly at 
her. 

“I need help." she repeated, with a 
quiver iu her voice. 

“Forgive me.” cried Linn. “I can be 
trusted, be assured of that. What can 
I do?” 

“My father is ill. Wp hate a little 
camp up yonder, and l need brandy 
and medicines for him. There is no 
one to send, nnd I eaunot go alone.” 

"1 have a small medicine case in my 
pocket.” was Linn’s prompt reply. 
“Take me to your father, and I will do 
what I can for him. After that you 

— 

tuny call u|-ou me or my companion 
fur any aid you need. Baker can ride 
hack to Ited Fork for anything you re- 

quire.” 
"Thunk yon.” she said briefly. "Fol- 

low lue. please.” 
Soon they emerged into a small donr- 

id space, where the embers of a lire 
glowed sullenly in a stone faced hole 
before a small group of tents. 

Tiie girl tossed a pine knot on the 
fire and fastened back the flaps of one 

of the tents. She lighted a lantern and 
hung it from the tent pole. 

"Come in, please," she said hurriedly 
to I.lnn. 

He bent bis tali head and entered. 
It was sparsely furnished with a nar- 

row cot. some empty boxes, covered 
with rugs: a folding camp table and 
some leather traveling cases idled in 
one corner. 

On the cot was the gaunt form of an 

old man. His white hair framed a del- 
icate, wrinkled face, whose black eyes 
stared piercingly at the stranger. 

“Joyce, who is that man':” he de- 
manded feebly. 

The girl laid her hand on his fore- 
head. 

"He is a friend I found in the forest, 
father,” she soothed hint. "He has a 
medicine case, nnd I'm sure he has 
something that will do you good.” 

Linn came forward, tossed his cap 
aside and sat down by the bed. 

"My name is Linn Ellison.” he said 
frankly. “I'm here for the shootlug. 
My guide nnd companion is down at 
my camp across the valley. Your 
daughter tells me you are ill and iu 
need of medicine. 1 will do what 1 can 
for you. sir, nnd Baker will ride to 
Red Fork for anything else you may 
need. 

“You are very kind." said the old 
man tremulously. "It is ail my fault, 
this predicament. Not a word. Joyce, 
my dear. Let me tell Mr. Ellison how 
I decided to prolong my stay.here and 
how I persuaded you to spend the win- 
ter here and bow 1 have been 111 with 
fever and how all my men have desert- 
ed me and taken money and supplies 
with them, and”— 

"Take some stimulant first and tell 
me the story afterward,” urged Linn, 
opening the medicine rase and taking 
out quinine and some compressed beef 
tablets. 

Joyce brought a cup of hot water 
from a small spirit stove, and presently 
the sick man was gratefully sipping 
the strong beef tea. 

When he bad finished be said with a 
faint smile: 

“Mr. Ellison, if I told you that I was 

Alexander .McOlin would you be any 
the wiser for that information?” 

“Dr. Sandy McOlin!" cried Linn in- 
credulously. "Why, sir, your wonder- 
ful book is my closest companion, and 
only this evening 1 was wondering 
over your disappearance. IYbn« good 
luck!” lie clasped the th!*j hand in 
both his own strong brown ones. 

Dr. McOlin struggled to sit up, and 
Linn placed an arm under the bowed 
shoulders. 

“The hook!" repeated the doctor ex- 

citedly. “Is the book really out? I 
haven't seen It yet.” 
“If you will compose yourself to 

sleep, sir, ! will have my copy of your 
book here by daylight” 

When the regular breathing assured 
them that Dr. McOlin was indeed re- 

ceiving the rest that he needed the 
girl and the man who had met only a 
brief hour ago passed out of the tent 
and stood before the campfire. In a 

moment the girl spoke: 
“You are the first one who has hap- 

pened this way for six months. 1 have 
had to depend upon my gun for much 
of our food. My meeting you tonight 
was the most wonderful blessing that 
could have happened. Many of the 
people hereabout are afraid to come to 
the mountain. There is a tradition 
that it is strongly magnetized, and of 
course father’s investigations have in 
a measure confirmed the story, only 
there is nothing alarming about the 
fact; it is merely interesting. But 
after father had sent the last pages of 
his book manuscript to New Vork he 
conceived the idea of remaining here 
for the winter and pursuing his inves- 
tigations. The result is that we have 
been here alone ever since the first 
month, when the six men who com- 

posed the party robbed my father of 
money and provisions and deserted us, 
leaving us with few stores and not 
even one pack horse. You can imagine 
our plight" 

She smiled bravely into Linn's eyes. 
“I am most happy that it is now 

over,” said Linn, dizzy with the glance 
of her wonderful eyes. 

The pink dawn was breaking above 
the distant ranges when Baker, pale 
and anxious, saw Linn Ellison come 

crashing through the thicket into their 
camp. 

“What in thunderation”— be wns 

beginning heatedly, when Linn held up 
a protesting hand. 

“Magnet mountain did it.” said that 
happy young man as he threw himself 
down before the fire. 

"Magnet mountain.'" repeated Baker, 
staring at him. “Do yon mean to say 
you've been up on the mountain?" 

"I've been there,” returned the other. 
“And found the magnet, 1 suppose?” 
“And discovered the greatest attrac- 

tion in the world," said Linn dreamily. 
"Crazy as a loon!" muttered Baker. I 

“All ou account of that magnetized \ 
mountain. 1 do believe there's some- 

thing in it after all." 
And when he heard the whole story 

from Linn Ellison's lips and after he 
had seen Joyce McOiln herself the 
skeptical Baker had to admit that Mag- 
net mountain did possess a powerful 
attraction. 

“And I might have been the lucky I 
fellow instead of you if I’d only gone 
prowling up the mountain and not 
pored over the classics,” he grumbled, I 
tossing his dime novel into the tire. I 
“I always said that a taste for liters 
ture was a drawback sometimes.” 

c 

ONE SORT OF MURDER. 

H Doesn’t Take Human Life, but It 
Shortens Its Usefulness. 

Several well known financial men 

were talking the other day when the 
name of a man well known in the 
street for his proclivity to take up val- 
uable time of friends with useless dis- 
cussions about nothing was mentioned. 

One of the men in the party promi- 
nent in business and finance at once 

burst out with: “That man! He's a 

murderer.” 
“What's that?" said another. “I nev- 

er heard that he had killed any one un- 

less he talked them to death.” 
“I mean just what I say. He's a 

murderer on the installment plan,” 
came the answer. 

The speaker was begged to explain, 
and he said: “I have just so many days 
to live, and all of them are filled with 
business of importance. That man 

comes in and steals my time, and I 
claim that he has just as much mur- 

dered me as if some time in the future 
he had struck me down, for the time 
he talks with his nonsense is that 
much gone out of my life and Is lost 
I say that be is a murderer on the in- 
stallment plan.” 

And when the other members of the 
party recalled the many times they 
had been treated in the same way by 
the man under discussion they agreed 
with the first man in his verdict—Wall 
Street Journal. 

LONDON’S UGLY CHURCH. 

The First Sacred Edifice In the World 
to Be Lighted by Gas. 

Readers of “Our Mutual Friend’’ will 
remember that Dickens gives a whim- 
sical description of St. John’s, West- 
minster, when referring to the home of 
the doll's dressmaker, Miss Jenny 
Wren. 

“In this region,’’ he writes, "are a 

certain little street called Church street 
nnd a certain little blind square called 
Smith square, in the center of which 
last retreat is a very hideous church, 
with four towers at the four comers, 
generally resembling some petrified 
monster, frightful and gigantic, on its 
back, with its legs in the air.” 

Lord Chesterfield said St. John’s re- 

minded him of an elephant with its 
legs In the air, and Charles Mathews 
likened It to a dining table in the same 

position. 
St. John's enjoys the distinction of 

being the first sacred edifice in the 
world to be lit by gas. As may be im- 
agined, the introduction of the new 

illuminant was deeply resented by 
many conservative spirits, some of 
whom went so far as to describe it as a 

sacrilege.—Manchester (England) Cou- 
rier. 

Varieties of Bridges. 
Bridges are seen hanging over rivers 

and upon noses. They also span some 

streets. They should not be confused 
with the game called bridge, which 
spans only time and money. Some 
bridges, like poker, depend entirely 
upon the draw. Bridges spend their 
time in heaving up and down and lean- 
ing against their towers. The object of 
bridges is to give very one a chance to 
get bacfc from where he has been, or 
to go whence he can get back. Some- 
times bridges are built over railroad 
tracks and spend all their time in sav- 

ing people from being run over. A 
bridge which is thus employed is very 
happy, because it leads an upright life; 
also because the railroad company was 
sad when obliged to put it there. 

Bridges are also used over chasms. 
Every chasm ought to have one. It 
provides a place for children to fall 
from; also it gives the chasm some- 

thing to look up to.—Life. 

Friendliness of London. 
There is no friendliness like the 

friendliness of London. Six or seven 
years ago I went rather frequently to 
a certain tea shop, which has every 
afternoon a crowd of men taking their 
tea and playing dominoes and chess. 
We used to talk occasionally, but none 
of us ever knew the name of any of 
the others. Then for five years I did 
not go near the place until one day 
when I dropped in almost by accident 
At once there was a greeting and a 

welcome from at least half a dozen. 
The other day I went in again after 
another absence of six months, and 
the greeting was the same. This will- 
do to tell those people who insist that 
London is an unfriendly place.—Lon- 
don Citizen. 

Nicely Explained. 
A second hand picture dealer was 

trying to sell what he described as a 

genuine Raphael. 
“The signature does not look like 

Raphael,” remarked the prospective 
customer after using his magnifying 
glass. "It reads more like ‘Rachel!’’’ 

“Ah,” said the dealer, “I will tell you 
the history of that When Raphael 
painted that picture he was heavily in 
debt, so he put it in the wife's name 
for safety.”—Argonaut. 

No Chicken Herself. 
Miss Sweetner—Isn’t it laughable to 

see the youthful aira Fan Billiwink 
gives herself? She must to at least ten 
years older than 1 am. Miss Capsicum 
—Fully. And you wouldn't tea,- under 
the wing, ,vou know, either.—Chicago 
Record-Herald. 

Insulted. 
The young man leading a dog by a 

string lounged up to the ticket office of 
a railway station and inquired, “Must 
I—aw—take a ticket for the puppy?” 

“No; you can travel as an ordinary 
passenger,” was th» reply.—London 
Tit-Bits. 

It requires little exertion upon our 
Part to bring misfortune upon our- 
selves—Menander. 

.—' X 
NOT IN H£R CLASS. 

Explaining the Reason For Peevy’* Ab- 
sence From Church Service*. 

THE new minister in the parish was 

making his first calls, and when 
he reached the home of the 

Peevys he said to Mrs. Peevy: 
“I don’t think that I have seen Mr. 

Peevy at church yet, have I, Sister 
Peevy?” 

“Well, no, you ain’t," replied Sister 
Peevy. “The fact is, Peevy likes to lay 
abed late of a Sunday morning, an' 
time he gets up an’ has his breakfast 
an’ gets through the Sunday papers 
an’ does his Sunday sharin' an’ tnebbe 
an hour or two of tinkerin’ around the 
house that he alius puts off to do on a 

Sunday an’ then has a smoke an' 
mebbe cuts some o' the children’s hair 

or beats rugs for me or ev«A mops up 
the kitchen if Pm hurried—time he’s 
done all that it's too late for church. 
Fact is, Peevy ain't a real spiritual 
minded man nohow—at least not the 
same as I am.”—New York Post. 

Six Year* After. 
A young man and a young woman 

lean over the front gate. They are 

lovers. It is moonlight. He is loth 
to leave, as the parting is the last 

He is about to go away. They swing 
on the gate. 

“I’ll never forget you,” he says, “and 

if death should claim me my last 

thought will be of you.” 
“I’ll be true to you,” she sobs. “I’ll 

never see anybody else or love them 
as long as I live.” 

They part. Six years later he re- 

turns. His sweetheart of former years 
had married. They meet at a party. 
She had changed greatly. Between 
the dances the recognition takes place. 

“Let me see,” she muses, with her 
fan beating a tattoo on her pretty 
hand. “Was it you or your brother 
whom I used to know?" 

“Keally, I don’t know," he says. 
“Probably my father.”—Weekly Tele- 
graph. 
_ 

Fixing the Bi*hop. 
A venerable and pompous bishop 

was having his portrait painted, and, 
after sitting for an hour in silence, he 
thought he would break the monoto- 

ny. “How are you getting along?” he 
inquired. 

To his astonishment the artist, ab- 
sorbed in his work, replied: 

“Move your head a little to the right 
and shut your mouth.” 

Not being accustomed to such a form 
of address, his lordship asked: 

“May I ask why you address me in 
that manner?” 

The artist, still absorbed in his 
work: 

“I want to take off a little of your 
cheek!”—Pearson’s Weekly. 

1 

Berths Engaged. 
The ark was about to leave the dock 

for Its famous forty day cruise. 
“All aboard!” called Noah. “All pas- 

sengers ashore!” 
At that moment a young couple was 

seen rushing madly for the gangplank. 
The skipper took a look and observed 
that it was the family that had been 
kidding his scheme the day before. i 

“Hey! Walt for us!” shouted the 
man, waving his umbrella. \ | 

“Too late!” grinned Noah, puling in 
the gangplank. “We already have a 

pair of asses!”—Judge. i 
--— i 

The Eyedea! 

Sparker—That fellow is full of ideas. 
Marker—How so? 
Sparker—He had a black eye and 

went to the printing office and had 
cards printed with the words “None 
of Your Business” on and handed them 
to people who asked him about his 
eye.—Chicago News. 
- ! 
How She Does It. 

“Ma never has any trouble keeping 
her accounts straight as treasurer of 
the club.” 

“Does she always balance to a pen- 
ny?” 

“Oh, no, but whenever she's short 
she makes pa put up the difference.”— 
Detroit Free Press'. 

—_ 1 
Nasty Brute! ^ 

“You don’t have to talk to me if you 
don’t want to,” snapped Mrs. Gabb. 
“Furthermore, I want you to under- 
stand that I am never interested in 
anything you have to say.” 

“Not if I am awake when I am say- 
ing it,” responded Mr. Gabb.—Cincin- 
nati Enquirer. 

Paternal Consideration. 
“Do you want your son to follow In 

your footsteps ?” 
“Well, I can’t say that I do. At least 

I hope he will never be compelled to 
crawl upstairs on his hands and knees 
when he happens to be a little late in 
getting home. Chicago Record-Her- 
ald. 

Horrid Creature! 
“Doctor, is your patient sure you can 

cure him by your new method?” 
“How did you know my patient was 

not a woman?” 
"I heard that you were going to try the silence care.”—Baltimore Ameri- 

can. 
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