
Many a man looks Ilka a state*man
who la not guilty.

Garfield Tea purifies the blood and blear*
the complexion. Drink before retiring.

The man who has something to sell
Is always an optimist.

Red Cross Bag Blue, much better, goes
farther than liquid blue. Get from any
good grocer.

If a man Isn’t sufficiently original
to manufacture hts own lies he should
stick to the truth.

Quality —quantity—Is something to con-
sider In purchasing a remedy for constipa-
tion or asa about Garfield Teat

A man thinks a girl Is perfectly
proper who refuses to kiss him—be-,
cause he can’t think of any other rear
son why she should refuse.

A splendid and highly recommended
remedy for tired, weak, Inflamed eyes,
and granulated eyelids. Is Paxtlne An-
tiseptic, at druggists, 25c a box or sent
postpaid on- receipt of price by The
Paxton Toilet Co., Boston, Mass.

No Wife’s Cooking for Them.
Mrs. Crlmsonbeak—This paper sayr

that rarely Indeed Is a wealthy Turk
seen at his wife's dinner table.

Mr. Crlmsonbeak —Yes, I under-
stand the Turks live a long time.

One Way to Make Country Level.
The Newly Weds were driving

along a very hilly road In Northern
Missouri.

"Such horrid hills!" she exclaim-
ed. "X think there are entirely too
many of them’.’’

"Either that," replied the man, “or
there are only half enough."

Rather an Open BecreL
A very Important citizen was drawn

on a Jury, a week or two ago, and I
met him after he had been discharged.
He seemed to think that he was en-
titled to be on the bench, at the very
least

“What was your verdict In that
caseT” I asked.

“The defendant was unanimously
acquitted on the first ballot."-

"Indeed?’ And how did you vote?"
"That, sir, Is one of the sacred se-

crets of the Jury room.”—Cleveland
Plain Dealer.

Wanted to Know the Culprit..
The following story was told recent-

ly by Austin Haines to a party of
friends he entertained at luncheon:

“Down in a little Florida town two
negro families live In shantlefi about
a stone's throw apart. They obtain
their drinking water from a shallow
open well located midway between the
two houses. A fence which separates
the two'yards Is built up to the well
on both sides. Every evening after
her day’s work Is done. It Is the cus-
tom of one of the negro mammies to
pick up buckets and go to the well for
water. One day the owner of the
property moved the fence back about
ten feet from where it originally stood.
That evening when Eliza started out
with her pall she fixed her eye on the
fence and made straight for it Walk-
ing hurriedly along the beaten path,
she plunged Into the shallow well with
a splash. Her screams brought im-
mediate assistance, and as she climb-ed out and spied the fence ten feet
away Bhejpdlgnantly exclaimed:

" ‘Now, who done moved dat well?’ ”
.

DUBIOUS

About What Her Husband Would Bay.

A Mich, woman tried Postum be-
cause coffee disagreed with her and
her husband. Tea Is Just as harm-
ful as coffee because It contains caf-
feine—the same drug found In cof-
fee. She writes:

“My husband was sick for three
years with catarrh of the bladder, and
palpitation of the heart, caused by
coffee. Was unable to work at all
and In bed part of the time.

“I had stomach trouble, was weak
and fretful so I could not attend to
my housework—both of us using cof-
fee all the time and not realizing It
was harmful.

“One morning the grocer’s wife
said she believed coffee was the cause

. of our trouble and advised Postum. I
took it home rather dubious what my
husband would say—he was fond of
coffee.

"But I took coffee right off the table
and we haven’t used a cup of It since.
You should have seen the change In
us, and now my husband never com-
plains of heart palpitation any more.
My stomach trouble went away In two
weeks after I began Postum. My chil-
dren love It, and It does them good,
which can’t be said of coffee.

"A lady visited us who was usually
half sick. I told her I’d make hew*
cup of Postum. She said it was taste-
less stuff, b’ut she watched me make
It, boiling it thoroughly for 15 minutes,
and when done, she said It was splen-
did. Long boiling brings out the fla-
vor and food quality," Name given by
Postum Co., Battle Creek, Mich.

Look In pkgs. for the famous little
book, “The Road to Wellvllle.”

Em read (St sSm letter? A MW
me appears from time te time. They
are aeaalae, line, sal tell at Ssess
laterra*.

The Suitors of
Mrs. Merriwid

BY KENNETT
HARRIS

MELISSA FREEB HER MIND ABOUT
THE DEAR DEPARTED.

Mrs. Merrlwid’* maternal maiden
aunt Jane found her bereaved niece
still In-her morning negligee, although
it was nearly ten o’clock. It was a
handsome, cobwebby negligee, with a
big cberry-colored bow at the throat
to relievo Its more or less funereal
black, and Mrs.. Merrlwid looked well
In It, having a fair skin and a figure
that was plump, but not too plump.
There was a tray on a tabouret by
Mrs. Merriwld’s chair, and on the
tray were the mangled remains of two
lamb chops and some crusts of toast,
which, with an empty chocolate pot
and milk pitcher, seemed to Indicate
that grief for the departed Mr. Mer-
rlwid bad not destroyed tbe appetite
of his sorrowing relict

"My poor darling!” exclaimed Aunt
Jane, fervidly.

Mrs. Merrlwid removed her very neat-
ly stockinged ankles from the elevation
of a supplementary chair and arose
in time to meet her relative’s sympa-
thetic rush and tackle. “Auntie.” she
said, extricating herself gently, “I'm
awfully glad to see you, but please
don't cry on me. I catch cold so eas-
ily. Take off your things, dearie, and
have some breakfast and then tell me
where It hurts. Here, I'll help you.”

With a few competent Jerks, the
young woman divested her guest of
her hat and wrapß, which she tossed
onto a davenport. “Now for the eats,”
she said, pressing the buzzer beneath
the table. "You've had your break-
fast, of course, which means a wing
of the chicken left over from yester-
day's shoe-box with a silver^of dill
pickle and a slice of stale bread and
butter. Perhaps you had a cup of cof-
fee at tbe station, but I wouldn't
bet high on It. If you are going to
live with me and take care of me
you’ve got to gradually accustom your-
self to food. Sit down. Auntie, and
lean back. Don't be afraid of break-
ing the chair. "Elsie,”—this to the
maid—"hustle on some breakfast for
aunt Jane. Something good. We'll
lunch downtown. Now Auntie, please
tell me why the pearly drops?”

"Poor Mr. Merrlwid!” said Aunt
Jane, with a sigh.

"Oh yes, I see," said Mrs. Merrlwid.
"You feel bad on bis account Well,
It was a shame he bad to go. Still,
dearie, you mustn't let It overcome
you. From what the minister said,
there can’t be any doubt that he Is
In a better land, and be certainly had
a great deal of trouble in this. He's
at rest now. 1 didn't tell the girl
whether you wanted tea or coffee.”

Aunt Jane looked shocked. “Melis-
sa,” she exclaimed, “I don’t believe
you are a bit sorryI”

“Auntie dear,” said Mrs. Merrlwid,
“when poor Henry died, I assure you
I was the sorriest lady you ever saw,
but I can't keep on being sorry for-
ever. It's nearly three weeks ago
now and the sharp, edge Is beginning
to get worn off a little.”

"Weren’t you happy with him?"
asked Aunt Jane, sharply.

"It depends on what you call happy,
deaMe,” Mrs. Merrlwid explained.
"When you talk about a happy mar-

riage, It generally means tbat the
high contracting parties wait until the
hired girl is back In the kitchen be-
fore they begin to throw the queens-
ware, and that they don't call each
other anything more venomous than
‘my love’ In public. At that. Auntie
dear, they may have their little dif-
ferences and be conscious of some
slight shortcomings and weaknesses In
one another. I won’t say that I wasn't
happy with poor Henry, but being with
him while he read the produce mar-
ket reports in the cosy winter even-
ings wasn't rapture, nor yet ecstacy
—not as I understand the terms, and
not knocking anybody, you know.
Auntie."

"I always understood that he was
very kind to you, Melissa,” remarked
Aunt Jane.

“He was," assented Mrs. Merrlwid.
"He never even offered to beat me. He
used to think he had a talent for ear-

casm, poor man! and I suppose he Im-
agined that he was stabbing me In all
kinds of tender spots when he talked
about the war I managed the bouse
and spent his hard-earned money; but
he meant to be kind. All he wanted
to do was to show me what a silly,
careless, vain, criminally extrava-
gant creature I was, so that I could re-
form. And I .could always get money
from him by going through his pock-
ets when he was asleep, bless him!
Really and truly, he wasn’t hard to
manage and I certainly miss him.
Poor Henry!”

“I should think you would mIBS
him!” said Aunt Jane, rather severely.

"He snored a great deal, and 1 miss
that,” sighed Mrs. Merrlwld. “He was
what you might call a regular and
rhythmic snorer, Henry was, and it
had a lulling effect after I got used to
it Now I’ve got to get accustomed to
the quiet and lying a-bed as long as I
want to. There’s so much In habit
auntie, and that’s one of the blessed
compensations of married life. You
never saw Henry, and that picture I
sent you didn’t show the wen on his

nose. 'nie photographer retouched It
out along with, the wrinkle*, but It
was an awfully big wen and I couldn't
look at It without shuddering at first.
But I got used to that, too, luat aa 1
did to the way he ate hla soup. Thia
morning when I let the water run out
of the bathtub It almoat brought teara
to my eyes, and I’m not a very senti-
mental person, aa you know."

"I wondered If you reaily loved him
when I got your wedding announce-
ments,” Aunt Jane mused. "You didn’t
tell me much, dear, except about tho
bridesmaids and your dress; but 1
hoped you did, even If he was so
much older than you."

"He was only thirty years older.”
Mrs. Merrlwld said, "and everybody
told me that It was better to be an
old man’s darling than a young man’s
slave. Of course some old men are
better looking than others and don’t
have Intermittent dyspepsia and a
chronic grouch. But poor Henry had
his good points, and it’s very sad to
be left a widow. If It wasn’t for be-
ing in comfortable circumstances and
having nobody to tell me what 1 must
do and what I mustn’t, and being at
liberty to enjoy myself as much as I
please, I expect I’d feel perfectly
wretched. But now I’ve got a nice,
sweet chaperone and we’ll let poor
Henry keep on resting. You’ll have
your troubles. Auntie. There are
three of them already and as soon
as I emerge from my seclusion, I sup-
pose there will be more."

"Melissa!” exclaimed Aunt Jane,
in tones of horror, “you don’t mean
to tell me that you are thinking of
marrying again already!"

Mrs. Merrlwld laughed. "Well see
what they are like, dearie,” she said.
"I don’t expect to marry again, but if
I can And a man who’s young and
good looking and kind and generous
and prosperous and clever, with no

bad habits, I may change my mind,
on one condition.”

“What's that” asked Aunt Jane.
“That I take a fancy to him," replied

Mrs. Merrlwld.
(Copyright, 1912, by W. O. Chapman.)

Many Uses for Aluminum.
Although the early expectations of

the wholesale substitution of alumin-
um for steel and iron have not mate-
rialized, the demand for the new alloy
has grown enormously. From a pro-
duction in the United States of less
than one hundred thousand pounds in
1883, in 1893 the output had grown
to 350,000 pounds, in 1903 to 7,600,000
pounds and today it is in excess of
fifty million pounds.

The Kentucky Cardinals.
Redbirds, known technically as Ken-

tucky cardinals, were never known to
be so plentiful as this spring, and it
is no unusual thing to see gangs of
ten to fifteen at one time. Heretofore
they have been seen only in pairs, a
male and a female. The male is a
beautiful bird of bright red, the female
being of a more brownish tinge.

“AUNTIE, WHY THE PEARLY DROP8r

WAS SOMETHING LIKE A RUN
Munchausen Telle About a Bit of

Bprlnting He Witnessed In
Scotland.

"Talkin’ about runnin',” remarked
Hon. Ananias Munchausen, "about tbe
lnest bit of sprintin’ I ever saw was
ip in Scotland the sbootln’ season be-
ore last. I’d been out all day deer-
ihootln’, and bad had moat awful luck
vhen I spied a whoppin’ great buck
ibout eighteen hundred yards away.
Takln' a careful sight. I let fly. But,
iless your soul, the Instant my bullet
oucbed

’

him, and before It bad time
o penetrate his hide, that beast was
iff like a flash!
“I never saw two such evenly

natcbed things as that deer and my
lullet. For over half a mile they
iped on .together, neither gainin' on
he other, the bullet just managin' to
ceep In touch with the deer’s skin.
It tbe end of a mile, however, the
>ace began to tell on the deer, and
le faltered Just for a moment. Twas
fetal. The bullet sped bn, and ths

poor beast keeled over. He deserved
his freedom if ever an anmal did.
He’d have got It, too. If he could have
stuck out for another twenty yards,
for that’s about as far as my rifle car-
ries.”

. Knew Snow When She Saw It.
The steamer was approaching the

Piraeus, and the passengers, gathered
along the rail, were exclaiming over
the beauty of the distant Oreek moun-
tains. gleaming and sparkling In the
sunshine.

Presently one of the women de-
tached herself from the group, at the
rail and addressed the captain, who
was walking up and down the deck.

"Captain," she asked, “what Is that
white stuff on the hills over there?”

“That Is scow, madame,” answered
the captain.

“I thought It was," said the woman,
“but I understand a gentleman to say
that It was grease.”—Youth’s Compan-
ion.

Starving Out Troublesome Pigeons.
City hall pigeons are once more un-

der the ban in Philadelphia, and Di-
rector Porter Is the man who is trying
to get rid of them. Instead of at-
tempting to do this, as Mayor Rayburn
and Director Clay did, by putting up
wire screen at the entrance and turn-
ing the hose upon the pigeon roosts,
the director proposes to try the star-
vation plan upon the flocks.

He has Issued orders to the city hall
guards to stop all persons from feed-
ing the birds in the courtyard and
on the northeast plaza and to arrest
those who persist in throwing corn,
peanuts, cakes and bread to them.

Laborer Finds Old Coins.
A laborer working on the Jericho

turnpike at Commack, L. 1., dug up
bag of old coins. Within a minute
other diggers were fighting for posses-
sion of the coins. The bag was res-
cued, with half its contents gone, by
Wllllaid O’Brien, foreman of the gang.
Some of the coins were dated 1752.
None was of earlier date than the
early part of the eighteenth century.

GHOSTS EVER BOTHER YOU?
If 80, Southern Negro Folke Sey Thee#

Simple Precaution* Will Chaee
’Em.

As a part of the folklore of the na>
gro folks the superstitions of slavery
days are of great Interest. The fol-
lowing are some of the negro's beliefs
about ghosts:

To feel a hot breath of air strike
you at twilight signified the nearby
presence of a ghost. Should you wish
to avoid him, stop and turn your coat
and trousers and hat wrong side* out
and the spirit cannot encounter you.

If, however, he is
.

a pugnacious
sprite and approaches despite the
change, turn and address him thus:
“In the name of the Lord, what do you
want?" Whereupon he will tell you
his business upon earth, then depart
and never, never trouble you again. .

If, on the other hand, it is a prowling
ghost who crawls under the house,
bumps against the floor, makes
strange sounds, and whispers in the
midnight hours, you have only to put
In a new floor and he will do so no
more.

Some ghosts are obtrusive and will
not only prowl about the house, but
creep In through the crack of the door
In the wee small hours of the night,
and, once Inside, expand to vast pro-
portions. To spare yourself any dis-
turbance In this way, sow mustard
seed all about the doorstep Just before
going to bed, or place a sieve on the
doorstep.

Before entering, the spirit will have
to count all the holes in the sieve or
all the mustard seeds, and by this
time daylight will come and he will
have to go. As the counting for one
night will not do for another you are
allways safe.—Southern Workman.

ALMOST FRANTIC WITH
ITCHING ECZEMA

"Eight yean ago I got eczema all
over my hands. My fingers fairlybled
and it itched until it almost drove me
frantic. The eruption began with
Itching under the skin. It spread fast
from between the fingers around the
nails and all over the whole hands. 1
got a pair of rubber gloves In order to
wash dishes. Then it Bpread all over
the left side of my chest. A fine doc-
tor treated the trouble two weeks, but
did me no good. I cried night and
day. Then I decided to try Cuticura
Soap and Ointment but without much
hope as I had gone so long. There
was a marked change the second day,
and so on until I was entirely cured.
The Cuticura Soap we have always
kept in our home, and we decided
after that lesson that it is a cheap
soap in price and the very best in
quality. My husband will use no other
soap in his shaving mug.” (Signed)
Mrs. O. A. Selby, Redonda Beach,
Cal., Jan. 15, 19)1. Although Cuticura
Soap and Ointment are sold by drug-
gists and dealers everywhere, a sam-
ple of each, with 32-page book, wilt
be mailed free on application to
"Cuticura,” Dept. L, Boston.

"Mug” Is Overworked Word.
The most overworked word In the

Englishman’s vocabulary of slang is
"Mug.” As a noun it may mean a
face, a fool, or a student who prefers
reading to sport. As a verb its mean-
ings are still more varied. It may
mean to study hard, or to strike in the
face. It also means to rob or swindle,
and among actors to grimace or make
faces. To mug up Is also, in theatrical
parlance, to make up.

Finally, to mug one's self Is to get
drunk, the resulting condition being
one of mugginess. There is more ob-
vious sense In this last use of the
word than In some of the others, for
alehouses, in the eighteenth century,
were commonly known as mughouses.
Mug is the English equivalent of the
German Zug, which Mark Twain found
to mean everything. A new sense of
the verb "mug” In the American slang
Is to photograph a face.

For Forty Years a Hermit.
Isaac Sheath, who has Just died in

the workhouse at the age of seventy-
eight, lived the life of a hermit for
nearly forty years at Newport, Isle
of Wight. He occupied a mud-hut
which he erected on a piece of waBte
land In the village of Chale, but the
hut became so dilapidated that the
rural district council ordered its de-
struction. Sheath was greatly exas-
perated by the council’s interference,
and before he left for the workhouse
he burned the hut to the ground. Mice
and birds had grown so accustomed to
the old man and his lonely ways that
they used to come and feed from his
hand.—London Mall.

The New Way.
"Going to your summer cottage this

year?”
“No; we’ve decided to stay in the

city.”
“But I thought you were so fond of

che country?”
“We used to be, but now we prefer

to stay at home, where we can get
fresh milk, eggs and butter every
morning.”


