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F i v e  C e n t s

The grain growers Conveniences
Are not alone confined to Rural Free Delivery of mail 

and the Telephone. There ia another convenience which all 
farmers should have — and many do have — a checking ac 
oount with a good bank. The possessor of such an account 
avoids the risk of having his money on his perron or about his home where it is in danger of fire and thieves.

V » is  bills paid by check are not only a vsHd receipt, hut 
also a convenience In his home transactions where very «fh®^ 
the necessary change for concluding settlement is not at band 
Don’t stop to think this over, but start gn acoounUiow^with

The D aeeo Warehouse milling go. 
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The Love That Kept One 
Drove the Other Away.

and

By OSCAR GRUENDER. 
fOopyrtght, IMS. by Associated UtorMry 

Presa-J
Two brother» to tove with oos sod 

tbs earns girl, three hearts Bred wUh
the divine passion. three souls strug- 

wlth the agony of love sod hope 
and fear—thjp was tbs horrible di­
lemma that fettered John and Dick
Cummings sod the beautiful, bewitch­
ing Edith Steam.

fo r  months It bad been brew ing- 
thia Immense struggle of hearts. And 
yet on the surface there was not a rip­
ple. The brother» vied desperately, but 
good naturedly. Their companionship 
was not strained; it suffered uo spas 
modlc fits of Jealousy or anger. The 
most exemplary good fellowship pre­
vailed. but somewhere in that good 
fellowship (here lurked (be silent. Ir­
repressible coed let.
f TAnd John and Dick knew It. They 
felt it. Nevertheless the subject w ai 
never broached. Each in bla own way 
sought to win the laurels of love, like­
wise dreading (be crucial moment, for 
one. only one, could win.

The climax came suddenly and un­
expectedly. John had come upon (hem 
-E d ith  and Dlck-uuexpectedly lu hl» 
own elyslnm, a little apot in the wilder­
ness of Iron Grove. He bad gone there 
to dream of her. When be beheld the 
two the reverie left his brain as a 
rocket leaves the earth, and he sizzled 
and trembled with excitement.

A t once be was a frenzied eaves 
dropper. Us must hear. Surely he 
had a right-

Cautiously he made his way through 
the hedges; be drew himself forward 
»e hands and knees.

He beheld them seated far apart on 
the old log. Edith was plying the soft 

| ground w ith  a stick. She Jabbed

BECAUSE WE DO HIS PRINTING SrtST V U * S S t t i
I ground, and her attitude was pensive. 
Dick, with his elbows on his knees 

land his chin on hla hands, was a dupll-

OQUE >

MORO PHARMACY
Expert, Experienced, Registered Pharmacists 

Hedicines Carefully Compounded.
Complete Aeeortment of 8 llverw ere and Jewelry

FORMALDEHYDE. RUBBER GOODS. PERFUMERY 
BRUSHES, G0MB8, SPONGES. CIGARS.

Any and all Kinds of Patent M edic ine Alwava in Stock

THIS MAN’S STORE IS CROWDED

W t CAN CROWD YOUK STOKE IN THE SAME WAY

Catalogues, Handbills, Folders and  
Commercial .Forms O u r Specialty 

„ .C a ll a t  & h ij O ffic e  F o r ■ Jobivorf^ ...

H otel M oro
Nes-est H o te l to Business Center, Banks and Depot.

Sunday D inner 35 cent».

T a b le  th e  B est th e  f l a r k e t  w i l l  A ffo rd

Opposite P ost Office
Moro, Oregon.

Ä

Heat.

Q fcy  O  wAsrs Ms p»op!o »top

The Umatilla House
T h e  O esllw w ,

Electric Lights

O r o g o n ,
Electric Call Bells.

HOTEL RATES TO SUIT YOU.

AU O R & N  Trains Stop at Front Door
Railway Ticket Office In the Lobby.

z = ^ £ >

We Are Here to 
Do Your Printing

W e H ave a Large Assortm ent 
o f Type Ready to  Serve Y ou

* WE PRINT
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A nd  W hen You Want It

heart, and a lump rose in bis throat,« 
but bo fought it bravely and turued 
sway.

W ithin two hours be was beck in tbs 
city and In the recruiting office. Tb» 
examination ho passed with ease But 
his luck did not stop at that. He was 
told that duty begau on tb« morrow. 
A few weeks In the eastern barracks 
and then the Philippines!

That night be dreamed of lighting In 
the tropics. And then cam® visions of
the dear fatherland sod of Edith. 

^Urlous. knssllng. his arms ou"«"-«*
be beckoned bar to
waters. He called her by usme; he 
called and called, sod in his vole« th< i*  
was the wall of a broken heart.

In the morning there were a few 
more things to pack. W ith alacrity he 
proceeded to Jam these into the trunk 
While he was thus engaged Dick en­
tered the room.

“ 1 suppose you have already heard." 
said John, tugging bard a t the strap 
" I ’ve enlisted.*

“ E n lb t.'d r exclaimed Dick, bla eye» 
starting from their sockets.

“Yes You see. Dick, one of us ought 
to go. Besides. I ’m getting tired of 
hanging around home. 1 want to go 
out and see a little of-the world.’’
- “But. I —I thought you cared?" ven­
tured Dick.

••Cared what?" snapped John, almost 
angrily.

Dick said nothing, but reddened all 
over.

*1 never cared—never!” Johu gave 
the brazen lie with such vehemence 
that something like an incubus toppled 
off Dick’s breast.

“ But you can do me a favor, Dick. 
You can bid her goodby for me. You 
see. I ’ll hardly have time, for the 
dray ’ll be here presently. Ah. there 
comes my man now,” and he yanked 
his trunk toward the door.

“And now. Dick, )  must say good 
by.” He put hla bands on Dick's 
shoulders and looked into bis eyes as 
I f  be were gaxlng Into the very soul 
of him. “I ’m going far away." he con 
tlnued huskily, “and 1 know I ’ll feel 

bit lonely. But by and by I ’ll get 
used to It. And If  you'll only think of 
me a llttle -y o n  and Edith—It will 
make It easier—much easier. And I ’ll 
be happy. You promise? Good! God 
bleaa you both. There—now dou't,
Dick! Goodby, goodby!”

IIS NARROW ESCAPE,
■ < -  —

By JOHN C. ARMSTRONG.
<C <i■yrtght, 1«*. by Aiuvrlcon Fraas Asso­

ciation.]
L Wlieu I was tweoty-flve years old I 
jessed « crisis In my life at which I 
si nlder today, though It happeued for- 

. tears ago. For two hours 1 was
D«. MM ended, so to speak, between a life

MYSTERIOUS 
MISS ASTORI

The Finishing Touch to Her Castle 
In the Air.

BDITH WAS PUTIMO T H 1  SOFT GROUND 
WITH A BTIUR.

[cate In pensiveness. Verily It looked 
like a quarrel, and Into Jobn'a heart 
there stole a bit of diabolical Joy.

Dick was the first to break the 
ominous silence.

•You say that you love me, Edith,” 
he aaid hoarsely, "and that you do not 
—cannot love John. Very well. But 

[you must tell him so too. You are 
| now bound by your very love to' ex­
plain. Now that we know and under- 

I stand we must confess. Deception 
[ must cease.”

‘Yea. yea, I  know.” replied Edith, 
digging •  Uttle more savagely. Then 

I Impulsively she dropped the stick, eat 
down beside Dick and put her arms 
around bla neck. "H e la your broth- 

|er.” she aaid feelingly, "and, oh. how 
1 do bate to pain him. But 1 will tell 

| him. only 1 want to break It gently.
1 know he half expects— What la that 

[ noise?”
“Nothing, nothing." broke In Dick 

| Impatiently.
-But that noise was something. I t  

was John wriggling through the 
hedges. He had heard enough-too 
much—already. Would he never get 

| out of that shrubbery?
Once clear of the apot he threw blro- 

| eelf on the grass. For a time he could 
not think. Before bis eyes there 
Jigged and ambled a dizzy world 
Bat bit by bit the mental chaos eked 
Itself out and there remained only tbs 

I sickening realisation.
This, then, was the truth. She did 

not care for him after all. It  was Dick 
she loved, and Dick alone could make 

I her happy. But, then, he could do 
[ itttls, too, In making bar happy. He 
might go away apd save her tbs pain 

I of telling, of breaking It to him. That 
would bring a little  Joy anyway. Of 

| bourse she would never know, but 
what did it matter? Would be not 

| carry In hla heart the conviction that 
__ had done something for her—that,

| a fter all. I s  bad not loved In vain?
Yes, there would be that conscious- 

ess. H e told himself so again and 
again and that he would go away. 
Bat where?

To the Philippines. There was some 
, fighting there, and U im^M Sam was call­
ing for volunteers. He wonk! answer 
the summons! he would serve his coun- 

| try and serve his love.
Be buds adieu to iron Grova His  

te  the Httte spot hks

Where Eloquence le Waeteo.
I t  might have been supposed that 

Addison, the most polished w riter of 
our Augustan age; that Burke, with  
bis versatile intellect and exuberant 
eloquence; that Mackintosh, with bis 
almost encyclopedic learning, sod that 
Jekyll, who had set a Hundred dinner 
tables lu a roar, would one and all 
have achieved conspicuous success In 
the bouse of commons.

B u t as Macaulay baa pointed out. 
exactly the reverse was the case. Their 
speeches produced no effect. They 
wearied and bewildered their audience. 
And their rising to speak waa too often 
the signal for a general exodus. In  
fact, as was said of Burke, they acted 
hn a dinner hell. Even Macaulay him­
self, though on two occasions his 
speeches changed the fate of a division, 
was In no sense of the word an orator 
or even a great debater. His voice 
was too shrill and monotonous, and he 
poured out a torrent of words with 
such headloug fluency as to confusa 
hla hearers as well as to baffle the 
quickest of parliamentary reporters. 
Bulwer Lytton, again, could recite an 
admirable essay, but his delivery was 
bad, and the seesaw gestures which 
accompanied his 8|>eech were as "gro­
tesque as those of an old fashioned 
postboy.”

In our own generation no two men 
probably have had more highly culti­
vated minds than John Stuart M ill 
and John Morley, but as far as 
their parliamentary utterances go their 
namés are "w rit In water.”—Black­
wood's Magazine.

Revenged.
He waa asking the old man for his 

daughter In marriage. He was talking 
tremblingly, hesitatingly. as you read 
In story books. Now came the old 
man’s turn to apeak, and ns he began 
hla face was white with passion aad 
hla voice aliook with excitement.

“You want to marry my daughter?’! 
he said. “Ah! Twenty years ago your 
father crippled me In a business desk 
and 1 swore to be revenged, and now 
my time has come.”

He paused for breath, and the aspi­
rant for the maiden’s hand waa shout 
to beat a hasty retreat In the face fit 
supposed defeat when the father broke 
forth again:

“Yes. sir; 1 swore to be revenged 
and I ’ll now strike the father through 
the son. .W a n t my daughter, eli? 
Well, take her. and may she prove a** 
expensive to you as she ba» to me.”

The old man dropped Into hla clmlr 
worn out with the excitement of hla 
plot, and the young man fainted

An Object L«»aon.
A certain miserly old gentlemm« 

pulled up his horse and trap at the 
door of a shop the other day nml 
beckoned to a seedy looking individual 
who was singing In the afreets. “Here, 
bold ray horse a minute.” he an Id

The singer stopped In the middle of 
a verse and took up a position at tb«* 
animal’s head. When tbo old gentle 
man cams out of the shop he bestow*«! 
a halfpenny upon the man and then 
lost no time In scrambling Into the 
trap. Tbs recipient, having gazed at 
the coin for a moment. Jumped on the 
step -  "Taka It back, sir," he remarked 
tragically. " I t  means ru lir lb  you "

“What do you Bay, sir?" thundered 
tbs old gentleman.

"Ah.” was tbs solemn reply, “once . 
was Just like you. I ’d heaps o’ mow ' 
an* threw It about like water, an’ look 
at me now! Ain’t I a bobject lesson? 

your wealth. 1 sconu to i

tetretebed.1 At > oaifort and a prison, sad the two 
across the ended with five minutes between

life nud death.
This Is now It happened:
When the Uulou Pacific railroad was 

building 1 was taken up by oue of Its 
most Influential directors with a view 
to preferment The only position he 
could mi'ure for uie ai first waa pay 
master, but promised If 1 proved 
worthy to do better later on. My work 
was to go over the line as far as corn 
pleted In a pay car and pay off the em­
ployees. Well, on one of these trips 1 
reached Julesburg, then the terminal, 
though I-aramle was to be made the 
terminal In a few day».’  l pofd off at 
JulMburg, having between $4,000 and 
>5.000 left for the force at Laramie, 
itnd I  wua to go there the next morn­
ing.

To kill time I went over to a hotel 
near the station, where 1 found a num- 
l>er»of men playing poker. 1 sat down 
to watch the game and had not done 
so very loug before 1 observed that 
none of the players seemed to know 
very much about the game. I had a 
hundred dollars of my owu lu my pock­
et besides the money 1 was to pay off 
with at Laramie. I bad played poker 
u good deal for small stakes with my 
friends and was considered by them a» 
mi adept at the game. I t  occurred to 
me that 1 might as well tskg some of 
the inouey that was passiug to and fro 
letweeu these men, and—well, 1 fool- 
i jD iy T o w n  tnrntr— -

I was what they were playing for, 
iiud they continued to play for me till 
they had got my hundred dollar^ Then 
<ame the temptation to recoup with 
the company’s inouey, a yielding, and 
the loaa of uearly all of IL 1 knew by 
thia time that the meu were card 
hharpers 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 
so and waa detec ted 1 would get a 
Irilfet fn my brain.
’ A terrible situation like thia doesn’t 
Usually affect one at the time aa It 
ffi'-N after It has passed. Though 1 
Slave for years looked upon It with hor­
ro r, nt the time my feelings did not 
g i t  the better of my equanimity. 1 
presume this was because 1 realized 
that to keep iny head waa my only 
Chance.

There wna $4.500 In the pot, or Just 
the amount 1 had lost. Ou the pre­
vious hand I had picked up several 
cnulu that had fallen on the floor and 
allppod one of them up my sleeve. 1 
was so (lcuperate that 1 resolved to 
«heat and if 1 did not win the big pot 
bn the table let the others see that 1 
W:i8 cheating and get a bullet In my 
bi n In. When my baud waa dealt me 
there were two kings hi IL 1 drew 
three cards, oue of them being a king. 
ITIie curd 1 had picked up off the floor 
was a king. 1 had given up an ace, 

no oue could hold four aces. The 
only hand to beat four kings was a 
royul flush, a pretty hard hand for 
any one to purposely make up while 
b-mg watched. I f  1 could get In my 
four king» I could anve myself. But 
what would I do with the extra card?
I whs despernte, as 1 have said, and re­
solved to trust to luck to get rid of 
It ^without detection. A device oc­
curred to me. Drinks were coming on. 
and, seeing some sandwiches on a 
counter waiting to be sent out to an­
other party. I called for one of them. 
As hood as I had secured It I  uttered 
an exclamation and looked fixedly 
through the open doorway. Every 
min turned his head, and I  slipped my 
extra card Into the sandwich. When 
the men turned I  was eating bread, 
meat and card altogether.

I won tbs pot, but one of the party, 
looking at me fixedly, said, g r a n g e r ,  
w hat’d you see when you wSng out 
ho suddenly Juat now?”

My success gave me confidence, and 
I kepi my coolness, but I  could think 
of nothing probable for a reply. “I  
thought 1 saw a friend of mine,” I  re-

6led, "out there whom I supposed to 
i in Chicago.”
"Are you aure you ain't got a deck 

up your sleeve or somewhere.”
“ W hat do you meau?’ I  replied, bris­

tling. Rising, I  shook my sleeves and 
turned my pockets Inside out, showing 
that no card could lie concealed on my 
person. Then, scooping up the pot. I  
AgM:

"Oentlemxi. 1 have lieeo accused of 
cheating, and I  will play’no more. I 
am loser by about $75. so that I  bass 
a perfect right to quit.”

Though I  knew my life hung in the 
balance, nothing could equal the re­
lief 1 felt as 1 turned squarely sway 
and walked out of the house. They 
doubtless felt sure I had purposely dl 
rseted their attention from myself 
while I  cheated, but I  had not been 
detected, and the difference was the 
difference between life and death.

I t  would lie Impossible to describe 
my feelings as I  walked to my car. 
Horror, relief and so many other emo­
tions were mingled that I  didn’t know 
whether 1 walked, staggered or flew. 
When I reached my car I  threw my­
self «mi my bunk sod shook like s leaf
In the wind. __

The crisis passed, I  was sure never 
to be caught agalu. I  was rapidly pro­
moted, became one of the principal off! 
eers of another road and have had 

life.

By W IL L IA M  O. W H ITE .* 
¿Copyright, MOA by AaoooUtod Literary

J
Whence she bad come no one kDew. 

The guests a t (he hotel had spent days 
trying to solve this mystery, for every 
one kuew there waa a mystery—every 
one, from the round faced bellboy to 
the rheumatic old millionaire who 
smilingly nodded from hla seat lu the 
sunlight whenever she passed by.

The girt wore plain clothes, but they 
were so dainty, so well worn aiul so 
tastefully chosed that no one guessed 
that she possessed a single evening 
gown, »he was retiring, almost shy, 
and seemed to be herself only when 
with children. The presence of stran­
gers seemed to render her most un­
happy.

»he had rented a large front room 
and had sought a tiny table In the din­
ing room away from the others, »be 
had registered as Margarette Astor in
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a firm hand, and many qf the guests 
had looked more than once upon the 
signature as If  therein might lie the 
key to the mystery.

The feminine guests who were wont 
to ait on the veranda rocking their 
chairs from the first of June until the 
middle of September, discussing social 
events and comparing husbands and 
Incomes, now hud a uew theme. Who 
might Miss Astor be? What was her 
l>ast? Why did she so pointedly avoid 
the Monday night card party and shun 
their sacred circle?

“Any one can see.” said Miss Her- 
rella Morton, a person of doubtful age. 
whose family consisted of two brlndie 
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 
herself, in spite of her intuitive knowl­
edge that she was doing herself no 
good In the eyes of the porch brigade 
by doing so. Sbe slept late the first 
morning, climbed a nearby mountain 
at sunrise the second, and on the third 
day sbe set out in search of blueber­
ries.

I t  waa on the fourth morulug of her 
stay that Harry Davla, a young and 
wealthy lumberman, was strolling 
through a lonely lane not far from 
the hotel. All at once be beard a shrill 
cry, and at the tame moment he no­
ticed a riderless horse leap over the 
fehce.

Rushing quickly to the spot whence 
the sound had come, be beheld a some­
what frightened, dust begrimed young 
woman, »he bad been picking berries 
when the runaway horse daahed 
through the bushes and frightened her.

Sbe gave vent to a little cry at the 
sight of Davla, and as be offered her 
hla strong arm to assist her she looked 
into hla eyes, »he murmured her thanks 
and wondered at the fluttering of her 
usually well behkved heart.

Much as Davla disliked the average 
wealthy girl aud the summer resort 
type of young womanhood, he became 
greatly Interested in Mias Astor. 
Though be had intended to spend only 
a day or two in the country, he found 
himself postponing bis return indefi­
nitely. There seemed to be so much 
to talk about, there were ao many 
places round about the hotel that Mias 
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 trying to find eligible partners 
for their daughters longingly wished 
that these same daughters had golden 
hair and appealing bine eyes. While 
their daughters sat In dejected twos 
and threes wishing vainly that they 
might travel alone. Miss Astor and 
Harry Davla wandered here and there 
in utter oblivion to It all.

On the very day on which Davla 
had decided to his own heart that he 
loted Margarette Astor and could not 
ba h«ppy without her he received a 
telegram urging hla immediate return 
to the office Buslneea that could not 
be transacted by his subordinates 
called him horns.

He sought tbs girl sod told bar what 
had happened asking her at tbs same 
time to go for a last walk with him.

In bar simple white frock and with 
«kining hair eoJed softly

l- Uro«
a I n

r

about her head she wplted for him un­
der the great tree In front of the hotel. 
She waa batless, but she carried a par­
asol dotted with tiny silk rosebuds. 
Even lu their envy of her the mem­
bers of the rocking chair fleet could 
not help the admlratlou that forced It­
self Into their glances as they beheld 
her. »bo was Indeed pretty.

Davis aud h^rgaretto strolled along 
the country road listening to the birds 
and to the steady click-click of a 
mowing machine In n field near by. 
For a time they walked In »Hence, 
neither one finding words to fit Into 
the exquisite trauqutlllty of the scene.

At length they came to a running 
brook and halted by Its side. They 
stood on the bnuk gazing Into the mlr- 
ror-llke water. As Davla studied the 
reflection of the girl lu the brook he 
fancied he aaw her brush away a tear.

He turned suddenly toward her to 
make aure. He sought her eyes and 
saw wlthiu them u6shed tears. With  
a fervent cry, he stepped toward her.

Margarette «dtreok back <»wv»»u*iy. 
hysterically. "1-1  can t,” she an id. 
looking Into hla outstretched arms. ” 1 
—I —1 have deceived you. 1 am noth­
ing but nu Impostor',. I am not a l all 
what you think 1 am. 1”— But she 
could say no more. She burst Into 
sobs and covered her fuce with her 
hands.

Davis, abashed, drew back for nzno- 
roent. Only the girl’s sobbing and the 
whispering of the wind to the leaves 

fall aBbut them broke the silence.
"Tell me.” auld the mau very softly 

at last
"You see.” said the girl, her face 

turned from him. "I am not Margarette 
Aator at all—I ’m only Mnbel Arndt— 
and I work—for a living. I"TiaVen't 
always had to work, but—but th^se,. 
days were long. ago. so ImuR Qiat^nd 
one rememl>ers them. j>o 1
know now." she s«$5 w^NHIy.

The roan w aited fw  W  tp
"K a c lt iw r. (Sgtead o rtak ln g tn e  va­

cation that wnaj^ye me. 1 have saved 
i f ' I  »could accumulate

roll down the hallway. 1 Ignored the 
paper and made a snatch at the cenL 
which, however, eluded my grasp. The 
sudden exertion and strain caused my 
eyeglasses to fall from my noee, 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 I  
stood In my ahlrt sleeves In the ball, 
my penny gone, my glasses gone and 
my newspapers, too, for that had In 
the meantime blown down the hall 
aud out of the window. In addition, 
my rear suspender buttons were torn 
off by my sudden lurch at the penny, 
and Incidentally 1 crushed a half dol­
lar’s worth of clears In my vest pock­
et. Altogether I calculate that that 
cent cost me Juat $G.”—New York 
Tribune.

The Exception.
“Everything comes to him 

waits,” quoted the morallzer.
"now  about the opposite side of the 

street?”  ask(*d the demorallzel’.—JtlflfiC.
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Aw I t e m  F » r  T fc o » «  W h o  S t i l l  U s e  tlk«  
0 1 4  B r o w »  I w o k o h o a M .

In  the home smoking of meat I  har< 
learned something by experimenting 
that Is a great saver of work and of
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my money u p tfr I  »could 
enough to spend a ‘afhrt1? time |,n tte  
way that 1 used to llve -the  way I »1 
ways dream of living again. I ’erhapa 
you think I ’m foolish, but I ’ve pinched 
and saved and waited and managed— 
and dreamed. I ’ve saved even car 
fares to have these few days of Ideal 
living, free from work and care and 
worry. I —I even changed tny name so 
as to make my castle more nearly 
real.” »he paused, breathless, and a 
weary little sigh escaped her.

“What else?" asked the man.
“There Isn’t anything else only I — 

I ’m not the girl you believed me to  bS.”
The man put his hand lienenth her 

chin and mined her face to his own. 
“Would you commercialize love?” he 
asked earnestly. "Would you care leas 
for a man who wna poor?” 

“N o -b u t"—
He drew her to himself and kissed 

her. And only a tiny frolicking squir 
re I perched high on a nearby pine saw 
whAt followed.

Sickroom Visitors.
Three dava after tho operation the 

doctor told the patient that she could 
have company. "Not too many at 
first, you know,” be said, "but two or 
three visitors a day.’’

"But I don't want company,” the 
patient surprised him by aaylng.

“Don’t waDt company? Well, you’re 
the first person I ’ve heard say that.’

“ Very little, I mean, doctor. 1 don’t 
want to tee many of my friends 
Didn't you ever notice the manner 
lams that everybody has? I t ’s Juat 
the little habits that people get Into 
that are moat wearing when you are 
sick, and I'm  always Inclined to tell 
persona right out that they’re annoy­
ing me. Then, of course. If  1 do they’re 
hurt. You know the sort of little char­
acteristics that are often noted In the 
courtroom, bow the Judge swings his 
glasses and the lawyer twists his hair 
and the prisoner swings hla foot hack 
and forth. When I am tick there’s 
nothing more annoying than those lit­
tle habits. 1 don't know a soul who 
hasn't got some few bnblta that are 
very unpleasant when I am tick, and 
I think everybody will agree with me. 
People are not good In a sickroom, as 
a rule. Juat because they have some 
harmless little habit like rocking vio­
lently In a chair or besting a tattoo on 
ths table or fiddling with something lu 
the hand«.”—New York Press.

•lx  Bbllara For a Cant.
•“ A penny *sve«k4a a penny earned 

may be a good maxim.’’ said tl»e oecu 
pant of bachelor spsrtment No. 807. 
“but It doeau't always apply. Econ­
omy means benkruptey sometimes.”

"How do you figure that?” asked the 
occupant o f apartment No. 800.

" I tried to save a penny thia morn 
log.” ssld 807. “with disastrous and

MO HBAT, MO PXWOHH OF FUUL -*Z  , 
much more * ' harps ths

eat In bettss-whipe during IRe Smok­
ing proce^%5 I uSfed a Athw smokehouse, 
and. haodle the little  necessary fire as 
best I < uui.1, it wutiid sometimes befit 
the meat? more than was good for I t  
I  hud the fire covered In a little pit 
In the center of the fmokehouas. Then 
I tried n pit outside several feet from 
the building with an underground flue, 
but all the heat generated Id that went 
Into the smokehouse, so it was unsat­
isfactory.

I placed an old heating stove, with 
the legs taken off, on the ground about 
eight feet from the side of the smoke­
house, put an elbow on the stove and 
ran a pipe In through the side of the 
smokehouse. Then I 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 pipe on that and watched to 
eee what the smoke would da In  s 
moment It poured from the pipe right 
down near the ground. The end of 
the pipe Is four or five Inches from ths 
ground and uearly on a level w ith ths 
bottom of the stove, H  works finely. 
The cooled smoke rising from the 
ground conveys no heat to the me«L 
though quite a little fire is kept In the 
stove. The fire needs but little atten­
tion, as the stove Is kept about cloned 
*R the time. I t  la very satlafactorv«

BI«Mlng Cheap-
There wse an elopement a short 

time ago from a Bolton suburb, and 
after a brief honeymoon the bride re­
turned to the parental roof.

“ And you w ill give us your bless­
ing T’ she asked.

“Freely,” replied the old man. "No 
trouble about the blessing, but boa re 
•nd lodging w ill be at regular ratsa.”— 
London Tlt-BIta. ______

Not Applicable.
Rleeker — What’s the matter, old 

man? You look like an Illustration of 
a hard luck story. Meeker-Domestic, 
troubles. Had a ecrap with my wife  
this morn teg. Blecker—Oh, don’t  let a  
little thlag like that worry Y««- A  
thunderstorm clears the atmosphere, 
you know. Meeker—Yen, but that 
doesn’t  help a man who hat 
struck by lightning.—Chicago News.

Net Quits fiurob
Little Joan’s parents were enthusi­

astic whhrt players, and Joan waa mors 
or leas fam iliar with the sight of cards. 
At Sunday ach<x»l one day tbs teacher 
had boon giving a talk on David. 
Finally aha held up a Httte colorod 
print of David dressed la royal mbs» 
and asked. “W hat child can tett me 
who thia l a r  Out of the aUeoee piped 
little Joan’s voice. *T think it’a a king, 
M it It may he a JnckT

O h l l d r e ’ n  O r y
FOR FtttCMIR'texpensive results. I bad opened mj

g a s t o  r i a


