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Five Cents

Are not alone confined to Rural Free Delivery of mail
and the Telephone. There is another conyenience which all
farmers should have — and maby do have — a ehecking ac-
count with a good bank. The possessor of such sp account
avoids the risk of having his money on his person or about
‘his home where it is in danger of fire and thieves.
also & convenienee in his home transactions where very olten_
the necessary change for concluding settlement is not at band

Doa’t stop to think this over, but start an woounl.!_no&wilh
The [lJasco {Jarehousc fililling (o.
Bank, of [Hjore.
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MORO PHARMACY

Expert, Experienced, Registered Pharmacists
Medicines Carefully Compounded.

Complete Qssortment of Silverware and Jewelry

FORMALDEHYDE, RUBBER GOODS, PERFUMERY
BRUSHES, COMBS, SPONGES, CIGARS.

Any and all Kinds of Patent Medicine Alwavs In Stock

THIS MAN'S STORE IS CROWDED
BECAUSE WE DO HIS PRINTING

WE CAN CROWD YOUR STORE IN THE SAME WAY

Catalogues, Handbills, Folders and
Commercial Forms Our Specialty

Call at Ghis Office For Jobwerk...

HoTteL [VIORO

Nea-est Hotel to Buriness Center, Banks and Depot.

b"umhl._\' Dinner 35 cents.

Table the Best the Market will Afford

Opposite Post Office

Moro, Oregon.

where the people stop

STOP .
‘E The Umatilla House |

TTmae Dalles, Oregori,

Hieam Heat, Electrie Lights Electrie Call Bells.

HOTEL RATES TO SUIT YOU. |

All OR & N Trains Stop at Front Door
Railway Ticket Office in the Lobby.

T. N. CROFTON,

Proprietor.

~ BROTHERS

The Love That Kept One and
Drove the Other Away.

By OSCAR GRUENDER.
[Copyright, 190§, by Associated Literdry
Press. |

Two brothers lo love with ove and
the same girl, three hearts Ored with
the divine passion, three souls strug-

—{gling with the agony of Jove-and hope

and' fear—ihip was the borrible dJ-
jemma that fettered John and Dick
Cummings aod the beautiful, bewitch-
ing Edith Btearn.

For months it had been brewing—
this lmmense struggle of hearts. Aond
yet on the surface there was vot a rip-
ple. The brothers vied desperately, but
good paturedly. Thelr companionship
was pot straipned; it suffered no spas-
modi¢ fts of jealousy orf avger. The
most exemplary good fellowship pre-
valled, but somewhére in that good
fellowshlp there lurked tbe silent, Ir-
repreasible coadict,

And John and Dick knew it.  They
felt it. Nevertheless the subject was
pever broached. Each in bhis own way
soughbt to win the laurels of love, like-
wise dreading the crucial moment, for
one. only one, could win.

The climax came suddenly and up-
expectedly. Joho had cowe upon them
—~Edith apd Dick—upexpectedly v his
own elysium, a little spot in the wilder-
ness of lron Grove. He bad gone there
to dream of her. When be bebeld the
two_the reverie left his bralp as a
rocket leaves the earth, and be sizzied
and trembled with excitement.

At once he was a frenzied eaves
dropper. He must hear. Burely he
bhad a right.

Cautiously he made his way through
the hedges; he drew himself forward
on his bhands and knees.

He bebeld them seated far apart on
the old log. Edith was plying the soft
ground with a stick: Bbe jabbed
thoughtlessly and at random. Her
soft hazel eyes were riveted on the
ground, and ber attitude was pensive,
Dick, with his elbows on his knees
and his chin oo his hands, was a dupli-

WAS PLYING
WITH A BTIUK.

EDITH

like a guarrel, and into Jobn's beart
there stole a bit of dlabolical joy

Dick was the frst to break
ominous sllence

“You say that you love we, Edith”
he sald hoarsely, “and that you do not
—canbot love John. Very well. But
you must tell bim so too. You are
now bound by your very love to”ex
plain, Now that we know and under-

the

stand we must confess. Deception
must cease.”
“Yes, yes, I know,” replled Edith,

digging a little more savagely. Then
impulsively she dropped the stick, sat
down beside Dick and put her arms
around bis neck. “He Is your broth-
er.” she sald feellngly, "and, ob, how
1 do bate to paln him. But 1 will tell
bim, only 1 want to break It gently
I know he half expects— What is that

nolse 7"’

»Nothing, nothing,” broke In Dick
Impatiently.

But that nolse was something. It
was John wriggling through the
hedges. He bad heard enough—too

much—already, Would he pever get
out of that shrubbery?

Once clear of the spot be threw him-
self on the grass. For a time he could
not think, Before his eyes there
figged apd ambled a dizsy world.
But bit by bit the mental chaos eked
itsglf out, and there remained only the

We Are Here to
Do Your Printing

We Have a Large Assortment
of Type Ready to Serve You

|

WE PRINT

What You Want,
The Way You Want It
And When You Want It

sickening realization.

This. then, was the truth. BShe did
not care for him after all. It was Dick
she Joved, and Dick alone could make
bhet happy. But, then, be could do
ittle, too, in making ber happy. He
might go away apd save ber the paln
of telling, of breaking It to him. That
would bring a little Joy anyway. Of
fourse she would never koow, but
what 410 It matter? Would hé wot
earry In his heart the conviction that
be had done something for her—that,
after all, he bad not loved in vain?

Yes, there would be that conselous-
ness. He told bimself so again and
again and that he would go away.
But where?

To the Philippines. There was some
fAghting there, And Bam was eall-
Ing for volunteers. would answer
the summons; he would serve his coun~
try and serve his love.

He badd adlen to Iron Grove His
gase wandered to the litle spot. his

beart, and a lump rose i his th
but he fought it bravely and
away.

examination he passed with ¢ase. But

THE BSOFT AROUND |

cate In pensiveness. 'Verily it looked |

ence. Am ache stole into him

his luck did not stop at that. He was;
told that duty began on the morrow.
A few weeks In the eastern hnrraclli
and then the Philtppines! .
That night he dreamed of Aghting 1o

reozarme S WRRON ESCAPE

By JOHN C. ARMSTRONG.

right, 198, by American Fress Asso-
clation.)

wi | was twenty-five years old 1
vd & erisis In my life at which I
Ider today, though it happened for-

{c

-
»
sl

the troplcs. And then eame visions of
be dear fatherland and of Kdith,
Mrious, koeeling, s arms ou
be beckoned her to come across (he
waters. He called her by vame; be
called and ealled, and In his voice e re
was the wall of a broken heart.

Io the mornlmg there were a few
more things to pack. With alaerity be
proceeded to jam these into the trunk
While he was thus esgaged Dick eu-
tered iLhe roOm.

“] suppose you bave already heard.”
sald John, tugging bard at the strap
“I've enlisted.”

“gollsicd " exelalmed Dick, his eyes
starting from their sockets.

“Yes. You see, Dick, one of us ought
to go. Besides, I'm getting tired of
hanging around bowme. | want to go

out and see a little of-the world.”
“But, 1-1 thought you cared?’ ven-
tured Dick.

“Cared what?’ snapped John; almost |
angrily.

Dick sald pothing, but reddened all
over.

“] pever cared—pever! Joho gave
the brazen lle with such vehemence
that something lke an Incubus toppled
off Dick's breast.

“But you can do me a favor, Dick

You can bid ber goodby for me. You
seée, 1I'll hardly bave time, for the
dray 'll be here presently. Ah, there

comes my man now,” and he -yanked

his trunk toward the door.
“And now, Diek, ] must say good
by.” He put his hands on Dick’s

shoulders and looked Ipto his eyes as
if he were gazing Into the very soul
of him. “I'm golog far away,” he con

a bit lonely. But by and by U'll get
used to it. And If you'll only think of
me a little—you and Edith—it will
make 1t easler—much easler. Apd I'll
be happy. You promise? Good! God
bless you both. There—now don’t,
Dick! Goodby, goodby!™

Where Eloquence ls Wasteo.

It might have been supposed thal
Addison, the most polished writer of
our Augustan age; that Burke, with
his versatile intellect and exuberant

he sald. “Ah!
father crippled me 1o a business deal,
and 1 swore to be revenged, nnd pow
my time has come.”

He paused for breath, and the
rant for the malden's hand was abottr
to beat a hasty retreat in the face of
supposed defeat when the futher brol
forth again:

“Yes, sir; 1 swore to be revenged
and 1I'll now strike the fatber throu
the mson. . Want my daughter
Well, take her, and may she prove a
expensive to you as she bas to me

The old man dropped lnto his
worn out with the excitewent of |
plot, and the young man falnted

An Object Lesson.

A certain  miserty old
pulled up his horse and trap af
door of a shop the other day
beckoned to a seedy looking Indly
who was singing 1o the streets. “Hor
hold my horse a minute.” he mnld

The singer stopped In the middic
a verse and took wp a position at
anlmal’s head. When the old gentls
man came out of the shop he bestow
& halfpenny upom the maun and fl
lost po time In scrambliog Iuto
trap. The reciplent, haviong gazed
the coin for & moment, jumped on !
step> “Take It back, sir,” he remark
tragleally, “Tt weans rulu to you.”

“What do you say, sirv’ thunder
the old gentleman.

“Ah” was the solemn reply, “on
wan just ke you. I'd heaps o' mol
an' threw It about Mke water, an' |

gentlemn
i1

v

at me now! Ain't I a hobject less
z your wealth. 1 scom to 1Y
\ Rernps

|
|
|
|
|

| $3,000 left

Hinued buskily, “and | know I'Il feel

Twenty years ago your |

aspl- '

£y vears ago. For two bours 1 was
wided, 80 10 speak, between a life
omfort and a prison, and the two
purs ended with five minutes betweed
Iife mud death.

This W uwow it happened:

When the Union Pacifie rallroad was
| bullding | was taken up by ove of Its
most Influential directors with a view
to preferment. The only position be
cottld secure for me &l first was pay
master, bhut promised It 1 proved
worthy to do better later on. My work
was to go over the lipe as far as com
pleted in a pay ear and pay off the em
ployees, Well, on one of these trips I
reached Julesbarg, then the terminal,
though Laramie was to be made the
terminal in a few days.” 1 pafd off at
Julesburg, having between $4,000 and
for the force at Laramle,
und 1 was to go there the pext morn-
ing.

To kill time I weant over to a hotel
near the station, where 1 found a num
her*of men playing poker.

o watch the game and had not done
o wvery long before 1 observed that
jone of the players seemoed to know
very much about the gume. [ had a
iundred dollars of my own in my pock
ot besldes the money 1 was to pay off
vith at Laramie. 1 had played poker
i good deal for small stakes with my
friends and was coasidered by them as
vy adept at the game. It occurred to
ne that ] might as well takg some of
he mwuey that was passiog to and fro
etween these men, and—well, 1 fool
TENly TOOR @ DAnd.

1 was what they were playing for,
nnd they contluued to play for me till
they had got my bundred dollars, Then
ame the temptatign to recoup with
the company's mowey, a ylelding, and

| the loss of nearly all of It. 1 knew by
| this time that the mwen were card
| sharpers and were cheating me. But

1 knew also that to accuse any one of
| them would bring on a row that would
expose me. As to fighting them with
| their own weapons, cheating, if 1 did
|I- and was detected 1 would get a

eloguence; that Mackintosh, with his bullet In my brain.
almost encyclopedic learning, and that \ territ .
rrible situation llke this doesn‘t
Jekyll, who had set a hundred dinver y .
peially affect one at the tlme as it
tables In a roar, would one and all d fter I
have achleved couspicuous success In ' after it has passed. Though 1
hu e for years looked upon it with hor-
the house of commons, t .
r it the time my feellngs did oot
But, as Macaulay bas poloted oub | o (Le better of my equanimity. 1
exactly the reverse was the case. Thelf Lo, . ;0 this was because 1 realized
speeches produced no effect. ‘T'be¥ | ¢ 1 1, keep my head was my ouly
wearied and bewlldered thelr audlence. | .,
And ‘thelr risiug to speak was too often I'here was $4,600 In the pot, or just
the signal for a general exodus, 1a | mount 1 had lost. On the pre
fact, as was sald of Burke, they acted | v, s und I had picked up several
as a dipoer bell. Even Macaulay hits- | . that bad fallen on the floor and
self, though on two occasions his | g 0 one of them vp my sleeve. 1
speeches changed the fate of a division,’| v » desperate that 1 resolved to
was ip no sense of the word an oratof | o) nd if 1 did not win the blg pot
or even a great debater. His voleg| ,;, (1,c table let the others see that 1
was too shrill and monotonous, and be | wating and get a bullet in my
poured out a torrent of words with |y, When my band was dealt me
such headlong fluency as to confuse | t), were two kings in it. 1 drew
his hearers as well as to baffle the | () cards, one of them belng a king
quickest of parliamentary reportars. | ird 1 had picked up off the floor
Bulwer Lytton, again, could recite ap | w» 1 king. 1 bhad given up am ace,
admirable essay, but his dellvery was | g » one could hold four aces. The
bad, and the seesaw gestures which | hand to beat four kings was a
accompanied his speech were as “gro- | r flush, a pretty hard hand for
tesque as those of an old fashioned } n one to purposely make up while
postboy.” 1 g watched. 1f 1 could get In my
In our own generation no two men | f kings 1 could save myself. But
probably have had more highly cultl | wlat would I do with the extra card?
vated minds than John Stuart MiN {1 s desperate, as | have sald, and re-
and John Morley, but as far A8 | s Jd to trust to luck to get rid of
their parliamentary utterances go thelr | 1 vithout detection A device oc-
namés are “writ in water”—Black- | « el to me. Drinks were coming on,
wood's Magazine [ se¢lng some sandwiches on a
2 ter walting to be sent out to an-
Revenged. ( r party, 1 called for one of them
He was asking the old man for Rhis | As soon as I had secured it I uttered
daughter In marriage. He was talking exclamation and looked Azedly
tremblingly, hesitstingly, as you read ugh the open doorway. Kvery
in story books. Now came the old turned his head, and I slipped my
man’s turn to speak, and as he began » card Into the sandwich. When
his face was white with pussion and men turned I was eating bread,
his volce shook with exclteuient, t and card altogether
“You want to marry my Jdaughter? | won the pot, but one of the party,

king at me fixedly, sald, Sltranger,
| mt'd you see when you ng out
suddculy just now 7’

| My success gave me confidence, and
| 1 kept my coolness, but I cotld think
| of nothing probable for a reply. “1
thought 1 saw a friend of mine,” 1 re-
plied, “out there whom 1 supposed to
bé in Chicago.”

“Are 'you sure you aln't got a deck
| wp your sleeve or somewhere.”
| “What do you mean?’ I replied, bris-
| tiing. Rising, 1 shook my sleeves and
| turned my pockets inside out, showing
that no card could be concealed on my
person. Then, scooping up the pot, |
sald:

“Gentlemag, 1 have been accused of
cheating, and 1 will play’ no more. |
[mm loser by about $75, so that I bave
| & perfect right to quit.”

Though 1 knew my life bung In the
| balance, nothing could equal the re-
|ilef 1 felt as 1 turned squarely away
and walked out of the house. They
doubtless felt sure 1 had purposely di-
| Fected their attentlon from myselfl
| while 1 cheated, but 1 had not been
| detected, and the difference was the
| difference between life and death.

It would be impossible to describe
my feelings as 1 walked to My car.
Horror, rellef and so many other emo-
||.lOI1l were mingled that 1 didn't know
| whether 1 walked, staggered or flew.
When 1 reached my ear I threw my-
gelf on my bunk and shook like a leaf
In the wind
|  The crisls passed, 1 wAs sure never
to be caught again, 1 was rapidly pro-
moted, became one of the principal offi-
cers of another road and have had a
successful life.

u

-— -~

1 sat down |

MYSTERIOUS
MISS ASTOR

The Finishing Touch to Her Castle
In the Air.

By WILLIAM D. WHITE.
(Copyright, 1908, by Associated Literary
Fresa. )

Whence she had come no one knew
Ihe guests at {be hotel had spent days
trylog to solve this mystery, for every
one knew there was a mystery—every
one, from the round faced bellboy to
the rheumatic old milllonalre who
smilingly nodded from his seat lo the

sunlight whenever she passed by.

The girl wore plain clothes, but they
were 80 dalnty, so ‘well worn and so
tastefully chosefi that no one guessed
that she possessed a single evening
gown., BSbe was retiring, almost shy,
and seemed to be berself ouly when
with children. The presence of stran-
gers seemed to renller her most un-
bappy.

Eh¢ bad rented a large front room
and had sought a tiny table in the din-
ing room away from the others. Bhe
had registered as Margarette Astor in

FUT HIS WAND DPENEATH NER ORIN AND
BAISED HER FACE TO HiS.

a firm bhand, and many @f the guests

had looked more than once upon the

signature as if therein might le the

key to the mystery.

The feminine guests who were wont
to .&it on the veranda rocking thelr
chdlrs from the first of June untll the
middle of September, discussing soclal
events and comparing husbands and
Incomes, now had a new theme. Who
might Miss Astor be? What was her
past? Why did she so palntedly Avold
the Monday night card party and shun
thelr sacred circle?

“Any one can see,” sald Miss Her-
relia Morton, & person of doubtful age,
whose family consisted of two brindle
bulldogs, “that she has plenty of
money ‘and—and that she's very young
to be traveling alone.”

But Mias Astor continued to keep to
berself, in spite of her intultive knowl-
edge that she was dolng herself no
good 1n the eyes of the porch brigade
Ly dolng so. Bhe slept late the first
moruing, climbed a nDearby
at sunrise the second, and on the third
day she set out In search of blueber
ries.

It was on the fourth morning of her
stay that Harry Davis, a young and
wealthy Jumberman, was strolling
through lonely lane not far from
the hotel. All at once he heard a shrill
cry, and at the same moment he no-
ticed a riderless borse leap over the
fence

the sound had come, he bebeld a some

woman. Bhe bad been picking berries
when the runaway horse dashed
through the bushes and frightened her

She gave vent to a little ery at the
sight of Davis, and as he offered her
his strong arm to assist her she looked
into his eyes. 8he marmured her thanks
and wondered at the fluttering of her
usually well behhved heart.

Much as Davis disliked the average
wealthy girl and the summer resort
type of young womanhood, he became
greatly Interested In Miss Astar
Though he had intended to spend only
a day or two In the country, he found
himself postponing his return indefi-
nitely. There seemed to be so much
to talk about, there were 80 MmARYy
places round about the hotel that Miss
Astor never had seen, and, altogether,
he found the time passing far too
quickly.

The tongues on the veranda began to
wag vociferously. Fond mothers who
yearly spent small fortunes at summer
resorts trylng to find eligible partners
for their daughters longingly wished
that these same daughters had golden
balr and appealing blue eyes. While
thelr daughters sat in dejected twon
and threes wishing vainly that they
might travel alone, Miss Astor apd
Harry Davis wandered bere and there
in utter oblivion to it all

had decided in his gwn beart that be
loved Margarette Astor and could not
be happy without her he received a
telegram urging his immediate return
to the office. Business that could not
be transacted by his subordinates
called him home.

He sought the girl and told her what
had happelied “asking her at the same
time to go for a last walk with him.

I her simple white frock and with

hh-mmhh'cm softly

mountaln |

Rushing quickly to the spot whence |

what frightened, dust begrimed young |

On the very day on which Davis |
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about her head she walted for him un-1
der the great tree ln frout of the hotel. |
Bhe was hatless, but she carried a par-
asol dotted with tiny silk rosebuds.
Even In their envy of her the wewn- |
bers of the rocking chair feet could
not help the admiration that forced it- f
self into their glances as they bebeld
her. She was indeed pretty

Davis and Mprgarette strolled along
the country road listening to the birds

and to the steady click<click of a |
mowing machine in a teld pear by
For a time they walked In sllence,

nelther one fAnding words to (it Into
the exquisite trangutlity of the scene. |

At length they eame to a running
brook and halted ita slde They
stood on the bank gazing into the mir
ror-like water. As Duavis studied the
reflection of the girl in the brook he
fancied he saw her brush away a tear

by

He turned suddenly toward bher to
make sure. I[le sought her eyes and
saw within them ufshed tears. With

a fervent cry, he stepped toward her.
Margarette shennk  baok
hysterically “1—1 cauw't,”
looking Into his outstret: hed arms. *l
I—1 have deceived you. 1 am nvoth

ervously,

she sald

ing but ap lwpostor! I am not af nll
what you think 1 am 1" But she
could say no more She burst into
sobs and covered her face with her
hands

Davis, abashed, drew back for a sno
ment. Only the girl™s sobblng and the
whispering of the wind to the leaves
7all wBout them broke the sllence

“Tall me,” sald the man very softly
at last.

“You see,” sald the girl, her face
turned from him, “1 am not Margarette
Astor at all—1'm only Mabel Arndt
and 1 work—for a living I Tiaven't
always had work, but—but thgse
days were long ago, so lenf that_nd
one remembers them, Do WK WI |
know now,” she saifl weldly

The man Walted fer "M‘!: tQ_go an

“Each _'ren_‘r. fhstead of taking the va
eation that wasglue me, 1 have sayed
my money uptil’ T=eould ACCU taasla te
enough to #pend a whort’ thoe o the
way that | used to live—the way 1 a1
ways dream of living again Perhaps
you think 1'm foolish, but I've pinched
and saved and walted and managed
and dreamed I've saved even car
fares to have these few days of ideal
Hving, free from work and care and

"

to

worry. 1—I1 even changed my name 8o
as to make my ocastle more nearly
real.” Bhe paused breathless, and a
weary little sigh escaped her

“What else?’ asked the man

“There 18n't anything else—only 1
I'm not the girl you belleved me to be’

The man put his hand Leneath her
| chin and ralsed her face to his own
“Would you commercialize love he
asked earnestly. “Would you care less

for a man who was poor?’

“No—but”

He drew her to himself and kissed
And only a tiny frolicking squir
on a nearby pilne saw

her
rel perched high
what followed

Bickroom Visitors.
Three days after the operation the
doctor told the patient that she could
Not many at
he sald, “but two or

have company
first, you know,'
three visitors a day.”
“But 1 don't want
patient gurpriged him by saying
“Don’t want company? Well, you're
the first person 1've heard say that "
“Very little, 1 mean, doctor. 1 don't
want to see many of my friends
Pidn't you ever notlce the manner
|'Yams that everybody has? It's just
| the Mttle hablts that people get Into
| that are most wearing when you are
| sick, and 1I'm always inclived to tell
persons right out that they're annoy
ing me. Then, of course, If | do they're
| burt. You know the sort of little char
| acteristica that are often noted In the
| courtroom, how the judge swings his
glasses and the lawyer (wists his hair
| and the prisoner swings his foot back
and forth. When | am sick there’s
!nr-lhlng more annoying than those lit
| tle habits. 1 don’t know a woul who
hasn't got some few habits that are
very unpleasant when | am sick, and
1 think everybody will agree with me
People are not good In a sickroom, as
a rule. just because they have some
harmless little habit like rocking vio-
| lently In a chalr or beating a tattoo on
| the table or Addling with something in

| the hands.”—New York Press
1

the

company,”

8ix Dollars For a Cant.

“iA penny savedtds a penny earned’
may be a good maxim.”™ sakl the oecu
pant of bachelor apartment No. 807,
“put It doesu’'t always apply. FEeon
omy means bankruptey sometImen”

“How do yon figure that 7’ asked the
occupant of apartment No. 800,

“l tried to gave a penny this morn
| lng,” sald 807, “with disastrous and
expensive results. 1 bad opened m3y

| and out

hall door to pick up my morning pa-

per. As 1 slooped & ce

roll down the ballway. 1 Ignored the
paper and made a spatch at the cent,
which, however, eluded my grasp. The
sudden exertion and straln cansed my
eyeglasaes to fall from my nose, both
lenses being broken, of course. Just
then a gust of wind from the open
windows of my apartment caused the
door to close behind me, and there 1
stood In my shirt sleeves in the hall,
my penny gone, my glasses gone and
my newspapers, for that had iIn
the meantime down the hall
of the window. In addition,
my rear suspender buttons were torn
off by my sudden lurch at the penny,
and incldentally 1 crushed a half dol
lar's worth of cigars in my vest pock

100,

blown

et. Altogether 1 ecalculate that that
cent cost me just $0."—New York
Tribune

The Exception.

“Everything comes to hfm who
wiits,” guoted the moralizer,

“How about the opposite side of the
street? asked the demorallzer. —Juage.
Am Ttem Fer Those Who Still Use the

Old Brown Smekehouse,

In the home smoking of meat T hava
learned something by experimenting
that is a gregpt saver of work and of

] ‘

NO HEAT, NO DANGER or FIRE.
much were . consiqgence—keeps  the
aneat In bettes-sbipe durfing tije smok-
Ing procels, I uséd k'fdw. smokehouse,
and, handle the little necessary fire as
best | could, it wagnld sometimes hedt
the meat moréd than was good for It
I bad the fire cgvered In a little pit
in the center of the fmokehousne. Then
[ tried a pit outside several feet from
the bullding with an underground flue,
but all the heat generated in that went
into the smokehouse, so It was unsat-
mfactory.

I placed an old heating stove, with
the legs taken off, on the ground about
sight feet from the side of the smoke-
house, put an elbow on the stove and
ran a plpe in through the side of the
smokehouse. Then 1 started a little
fire In the stove, and as the smoke
poured from the funnel It occurred to
me to turn the smoke down, so I put
on an elbow with mouth pointing down,
and as that worked all right I put a
length of plpe on that and watched to
see what the smoke would do. Im a
moment it poured from the pipe right
down near the ground. The end of
the pipe fs four or five inches from the
ground and nearly on a level with the
bottom of the stove, It works finely.
The cooled smoke rising from the
ground conveys no heat to the meat,
though quite a little fire is kept In the
stove. The fire needs but little atten-
tion, as the stove la kept about closed
all the tima. It s very satiafactorv.

Blessing Cheap.

There was elopement a short
time ago from a Bolton suburb, and
after a Lrief honeymoon the bride re-
turned to the parental roof.

“And you will give us your bless
Ing?" she asked

“Freely,” replied the old man. “Ne
trouble about the blessing, but board
and lodging will be at regular rates.”—
London Tit-Bits.

an

Mot Applicable.
Bleeker — What's the matter, old
man? You look like an lllustration of
a hard luck story. Meeker—Domestic,
troubles. Had a scrap with my wife
this morning. Bleeker—Oh, don't let &
little thing like that worry you A
thunderstorm clears the atmosphere,
you know. Meeker—Yea, but that
doesn’'t help a man who has been
struck by lightning.—Chicago News.

Net Quite Bure.

Little Jean's parents were eanthusk
astic whist players, and Jean was more
or less famillar with the sight of cards
At SBunday school one day the teachew
had been giving a talk on David
Finally she beld up a MNittle colored
print of David dressed in royal
and asked, “What child can tell
who this 187 Out of the silence
little Jean's voice, “I think it's &
hut It may be a Jack™
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