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BSERVER

Established 1887.

Dr. C. L. Poley
Physician and Su;'geon.

Moro, Oregon.
Office in residence.

C. J. Brigur, _ W. C, BayanT.
Bright & Bryant.
Attorneys-at~Law

offices at

The Dalles and Moro, Ore.

J. B. Hostord

LAWYER

Practises in United States
and State Courts also in the

State of Washington. '

Suite 1 and 2
The Bank Building

_~ MORO, - OREGON.

Grover J. 'Duffey
Lawyer.
Office with W: H. Ragsdale

* MORO - OREGON.

C. M. Huddleston

Attorney at Law

Wasco, - Oregon
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PAPER HANGING
PAINTING
SIGN WRITING

Estimates Furnished
Free.

J.F Noonan, Mero, Ore.

Your business will be
appreciated and an endeavor
will be made to please all.

AS GOOD AS
A CHEW OF
“SPEAR HEAD

Nature varies the flayor she puts into
the different grades of tobacco leaf—
and theegeg ‘i:y nlt;‘il the flavor of
choice r ur t pleases you po
mightily when you chew Spear Head

e delicious fruity flavor of a chew
of Spear Head is a revelation to the
man who has never chewed or who has
be;‘n chei:ing near-&ood tobacco.

or chewing is the one way to
all the wholesome, huhhful.‘lweﬂlg
flavor of the tobacco lui—IE':vidhg
i mhew a high-grade plug -

No other tobacco can compare
Spear Head in the wholesome satisfac-
tion it gives.

You o’“ more savory sweetness in &
chew of Spear Head than in a whole

: i

plug of ordi tobacco.
And you in its purest forme=
for Spear Head is made the most

holeso dings, in .
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WOMAN’S
PICTURE

An Unusual Episode
of Life on the Border

By GORDON RAY YOUNG
Copyright by Frank A. Munsey Go,

I raised my hands,

There was no word spoken. The re-
volver and behind it the masked face
of the highwayman were enough.
For the first time in my life I' real-
izsed how people felt when they gazed

I remempber that I wanted to laugh
The humorous side of the situation ap-
pealed to me. I was being held up!

I, Hugh Richmond, whose purse did
contain so mucli s the value of
plece, but whose body, dead
orth $5,000.
smiled, and I could see
Alsconcerting; there-
I was face to face
I cared little for be-
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“Pleasant day,” I ventured.

The gun made a terrific report, and
the bullet whizzed dangerously close
After such an answer I kept my lips

i

My highwayman did not seem to
know what to do next, and we sat on
our horses at a bend in the mountain
road and looked at each other. The
first motion he made I knew that be
wanted me to dismount, but I pretend-
ed not to understand and wrinkled my_
brow as though puzzled.

“Climb off,” came in a faint whisper.
Then | was puzzled. It was not the
hoarse whisper of one who had lost his
volce. Of a suddey I understood. My
amateur highwayman was more fright.
ened than his victim, He could not
even manage Ns voice, [ determined
to take advantage of him.

In those days 1 was a good horseman,
and [ was mounted on the wisest little
mare that ever kicked up dust in a
sheriffs face.

Gently I touched Dolly's flank with a
spur and, keeping my bands

made her plunge from side to
guiding her with my knees until we
were several yards away.

I lowered my hands, leaned forward,
chirped in Dolly's ear, and away we
flew.

Bang, bang, bang!
went wild.

An hour later 1 smiled to myself and
tried to imagine the astonishment that
would selze Mr. Amateur if he knew
that . his revolver had caused Hugh
Richmond to lift his hands.

There wasn't a sheriff in Colorado
that dido’t want me. [ was wanted on
so many charges that I had lost track
of them myself.

I only knew that no man—*no, nor
woman either, though by your smile”
—was my friend. e

I sprawled in the sunshine, as I often
did, and let my thoughts wanger.

At such times 1 would think of the
taces of men and women I had known
long ago, and of all those faces there
was but one | remembered with ten-
derness, and that dear, sweet little girl
beileved that I was dead.

I was worse. Soclety had driven me
oat.

Bolitude 1s pleasant enough when youn
grow tired of the city and are wearled
by the restless clatter of industry, but
I longed—I actually craved the com-
pany of a human being.

But I could have no friends, [ knew
if 1 made any sooner or later I would be

All of his shots

THE HUMOROUS SIDE ‘OF THE BITUATION

APPRALED TO ME. I WAS BEING HELD UP!
betrayed, and the horror of horrors
that oppressed my mind was that 1
might be taken alive, ;

From where I was it was not far to
Pinon, and in Pinon—well, there were
people—a dance hall, music, the clatter
of volcés and the sound of oaths, a
ghastly resemblance of a pleasurable
life that I had known long ago and in
another section of the world.

“ft was qulet In the Silver Dollar
when I rode up, casually glanced at
the men In front of the saloon and en-
tered. ' TTere were only two or three
people in the place. To sit In that hot

joor. Friday,
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. it op
er times would have been offensive,
Was now a pleasure. "

At such a place you meet and see
many kinds of. people—the viclous and
the good gone wrong, who incidentally
make up the great percentage of the
outcast element; the bad and would |
like td be bad, the braggart and the.
hero, faro dealers, rough handed min-
ers and disjoluted cowboys,

An hour after 1 sat down a young
“man with ly hands entered: 1 knew
him for a gambler or a tenderfoot, and
when he placed himself before the tin
pan piano and began banging a selec- |
tion from’ “Il Trovatore” I _knew that

“Hey,” 1 shouted softly and In ridi-
cule, “deslst from such atrocities.”

He looked at me in amagement.

“You know that plece—you—you!”
And his last word had an altogether
different inflection. He was startled
and from saucer like eyes stared at me.

My first thought was that I had been
trapped; that he recognized me as Hugh
Richmond.

“What's the matter?” 1 demanded.

No answer,

“Tell me. What is the matter?”

There was a ring in my volce that he
did not disregard, and be answered in
a whisper, “Nothing."

That whisper! He was the amateur
highwayman.

We had met again, and I llked the
boy. My impressions are not always
correct, but they are positive, and 1f 1
take a dislike to a man at first sight 1
would distrust bm though we were
sedted slde by side in heaven,

But this lad, this mere youth, this un.
sophisticated chfld of the east, who
had no better sense than to attempt
highway robbery and three hours later
infllct music on his victim, touched my |
sympathy. '

“Well? 1 spoke bhalf defiantly be-
cause | wanted to make him talk.

“We never met before,”.be stam-
mered, coming toward me with the re-
luctance of one approacling a judg-
ment seat.

“Never,” | answered emphatically.

As he sat down I pushed the bottle
toward him, and he grasped it eagerly.

“Good stuff,” he lled politely.

“Damnable,” I rejolned.

“But 1 think it is good,” he insisted
and took mnother glass of the liquid fire.

“How long?

“Three weeks,” he replied, embar-
rassed. “I am a tenderfoot, the ra west
kind and well Dlistered.”

His tongue had been loosened. Three
large jolts of whisky—such whisky as
comes over the bar of thé Silver Dollar
would have loosened the tongue of the
Sphinx—and before 1 realized what
was happening he was rapidly whis
pering luto my ears his tale of sorrow.

“lI was in a social set that was too

high for my purse,” he said. “My fam.
ily was proud, my name Was an open
sesame to the exclusive set, but my in-
come wns small. My employer trusted
me. There Is a woman in the case,
“Heaven, such a woman! I am not

worthy of her. It was not her fault.
And I wish that I could get a start
over again, but I've hit the trall for
hell, and yet she loves me. 1 couldn't
let her know that 1 was poor, and 1
showered her with presents, just as
the other fellows did that wanted her
to love them, but she turned them away.

“She loved me, do you hear? 1 gave
her everything that money could buy,
and then the crash came,

“My own father turned me out of the
house. My own mother wouldn't let
me kiss her goodby. My employer—he
was an old friend of the family—sald
bhe wouldn't prosecute, but I was dis-
graced. The papers had it.

“And then she—she of all women—
sald that she loved me and always
would and sald that she was as much
to blame as [ because she had allowed
me to spend money on flowers and take
her to the thenter—most of the money
went for that; but, of course, there was
a ring.

“She told me to go west, to go out
where money was dug from the ground
and fortunes made In a day and to get
enough to settle my accounts, and then
we would go to some place else and
begin life all over again.

“And here I am. But what can I
dp? How can 1 dig gold out of the
ground? I know nothing akout it
There's nothing I can do. I'm bad-—
bad -all the way through. My father
told me I was. 8o what's the use? 1
don't care for myself, but for her—for
L her.” o .

Tears rose in his eyes, and he erled:
“If I could only get a start again for
her! I'd slave my life away Jjust to
make her happy, for she loves me even
after all that.” 5

He drew a small pictnre from. his
pocket, kissed it again And again, then
laid It on the table and- intently
at the sweet, ¢hildish face. .

I glanced at ‘the picture. casually,
rose, gripped the table, then sank back,
staring Into the face of the boy, who
failed to notice. 1 knew her—oh, how
well I knew her! And all that he sald
was true. -1 glanced around the saloon,
[t was early. Men were just beginning
to drop in. There we gat, the boy and
I, men from the far, far east, and each
had been driven out, he as the result of
a faithlessness to a trust and I—no
matter why I came.

There we sat together, he a youth
and 1T a man, and before 0s lay the pic
ture of a woman whom wé both' loved,

The boy had fallen across his arms
on the table. At first he sighed;, and
then hfs heavy breathing told me that
he was sleeping. 1 fell into a reverle.

I bad no money. All that I could get
hold of went east, passed through the
hands of a lawyer and then to— But
she mever knew whence it came. She
belleted” what the lawyer told her, and
he d¥dn't know the y 3

|saloon, reeking with odors that at oth-

Bt the bay wept.

»

und

1 spe ‘the amount he needed
Bt the room. I touched

him on the shamlder. No answer. I

::ot him, : s he ralsed his head
“How muchilyou need 7"

He was not/ awake.

hﬂo-.lﬂh- Me up.” And I shook
“What do youWat ™

‘:m& - The fresh air will
you . d.

_ We went out

die, I eame out west
and struck it rich.
fow that there 1s mot
syou, Now, if 1 lend
‘you go back and be
on your feet
L

ould I—wonld I* Oh, heavens!
Then I could go back like a man and
be a man. You must be an angel in
disguise!™

“Have you a horsc here?”

“No.”

*dl. take mine -over there.” 1
selected the best one in sight—that is,
next to Dolly. Explanations at that
stage of the game would have been
embarrassing.

Then Y gave him directions as to
bow to ride, and told him to make
bhaste.

“I'll be along pretty soon—in about
an hour—but I want you to go now.
I will bave to go back and find a
couple of friends and borrow a few

I DEEW BOTH GUNS INSTANTLY AND

BOARED, “HANDS UP!"
dollars to make up the amount. I
could get it tomeorrow, but I want to
see you started back east tomorrow
morning. It will be a long ride, but
I guess you are good for it, even if you
are a tenderfoot.”

He wanted to walt and come with
me, but I made him ride off.

Then 1 went back in. It was a risky
proposition, and such a desperate
chance that even now 1 have strange
twitching about my heart when I think
of it

There were nolse and laughter. The
tin pan plano was golng 1ts utmost, ex
cited gamblers were plunging heavily
at faro bank, and several men were

at the bar, when | placed my back to
the wall, drew beth guns Instantly and
roared:

“Hands up!”

The confusion became silence,

Some turped to the door, bent on
taking a chance, but thought better of
it, and up went thelr hands. The bar-
tender hesitated for & moment, debat-
ing whether or not te drop behind the
bar, but he caught my eye and obeyed.

In less time than it takes to tell I
had plundered the faro bank—and a
goodly roll it was—and asked the bar-
tender to step aside while 1 emptied
the till. He gave me a smile, and 1
knew by that smile that he was a dan-
gerous man.

I backed to the door, knowing that
the moment 1 stepped outside a fusil-
lade of shots would be sent in my di-
rection. [ turned. made two jumps
and was astride of Dolly and pounding
down the road while the wicked crack
of a Winchester troubled my ears. I
glanced over my shoulder and could
see the white apron the shadowy
form that stood in doorway. The
bartender was a us man, but I
had been born und@® a lucky star.

“What's all thaf ting about?’
the boy asked whem' X overtook him a
couple of miles on.

“A little altercatiom over a poker
game. Come on; bave to ride
fast if we make thl&lou in time to
catch the morning "h

After pushing OW hard and
talking but little we ved at the sta-
tion the following morning just as the
train whistled in t ance, Ita faint
roar grew nearerlt‘ rrer until,
with a mighty rushy it #as.upon us
and ‘the -brakes weme grinding and
creaking. i

“If I only knew
you—I will, but I w
my thanks now,
it,”” he said earnest
hand.

“You can—and

“Flow? Tell me 4
thm-” M

“Give me that piéture of"— and I
called the sweet facgd girl by name.

He reached in his pocket and handed
ft to me. Again k bhands. He
stepped on the t .and slowly it
moved off, and t and faster
pntd] it was out of
"I stood staring after the train and
wondertng what he Id think when
he remembered t had never told

ﬁWMVWd‘ush

1 could repay
Tlke to express
ords won't do
he gripffed my

for all time.”
v 1 will do any-

e

Mr.Yan Arsdaiie’s?
{  Partner

He Was Very Practical
In Making a Se- !
lection
J By ELINOR MARSH
3. .

L

- ®

Bhortly after 1 had been latroduced
to the social world as n bud I noticed
that my father looked worried. This
increased till be took to his bed. He
never left it After hjs death his af-

fairs were settled, and it was announc-
ed to my mother aid me that he bad
died insolvent. We Lad nothing to live
on except a smail annuity my father

had settled on my mother when they
were (irst married and were beginning
to climb the golden ladder. But this
barely sufficed for my mother.

It was surprising to me how soon I
lost all my friends In soclety. For
awhile | was invited as before and,
having a wardrobe, accepted some of

the invitations I recelved. But within
half a year those men who control the
sale of women's garments had so
chasgéd the fashions that my clothes
were no louger in vogne From this
time 1 droppel out of the soclal swim
and was soon . forgotien

I had met a certaln Mrs. Abercrom:-
ble, the widow of a capitalist who had
herself become a philanthropist. One
day when mother and 1 were wonder-

lng how we would make ends meet 1
received a note from Mrs. Abercromble

saying that she needed a secretary and
offering me the position. Of course I
jumped at the opportunity and accept

ed the offer at once

My employer regarded the fortune

ber husband had left her as a trust for
the benefit of those. who needed help.
Indeed, her husband had left 1t®%o her,
for this purpose. Her personal ex-
penses were very small, and she never
gave anything away except In accord
ance with the principles that had been
lald down for her by her husband in
his.will. She was a kind hearted wo-
man, but very counsclentlous, and bad
been converted by her husband to be-
lieve that money given Inddscrimipate

ly did harm instead of good. WIitl her
the distribution of charity necded”’man
agement Just as her husband's busi
ness needeéd management

Mrs, Abercrombie gave me a very
small salary to begin with. indeed, 1
was not at first worth much to her,
but I was very attentive to my work
and ns fast as [ learned it she Increas
ed my pay. But at its beft it was not
much. v

Mrs, Abercromble dispensed a good
deal of money in connection with other
philanthrople capitalists. If half a mil
lfon dollars was needed to found a hos-
pital she would be one of a number of
persons to make up the amount. This
at times was the cause of my meeting
these persons. They old men
who had spent a lifetime In accumulat-
Ing fortunes, or else their widows. |
was quite frequently sent to them with
messages from Mrs. Abgrcromble, and
there were cases in which 1 was com
missioned to talk over plans for a mu
tua]l expenditure, of money for charity

I had heard of a certaln Edgnr Van
Arsdale, an old gentleman who joined
Mrs, Abercrombie in various gifts, but
had never met him. One day a letter
of his to my employer came into my
hands for fillng. It announced that
her plan with regard to “a day nursery
at Crockerville” was satisfactory to
him and be would joln her in it with
pleasure. There was also a statement
that he was grateful to her for coh-
senting to help him in the matt&r of
a partnership and he would talk the
matter over with her, [ supposed-that
the writer was getting old and wished
some one to take upon himself a part
of his affairs.

It was not long after filing this let-
ter that Mrs, Abercromble sent me to
"Mr, Van Arsdale to state her reasons
for declining to give a certain sum of
money. She explaingd the matter to
me thoroughly so that I would be able
to make it clear to Mr. Van Arsdale.
[ was driven to his home and on reach
Ing it and giving my name and the
object of my call to a mald was ush-
ered Into a room used by the philan-
thropist as an office. It was empty.
and I took a sent while I waited.

It was not long before a young man
some twenty-seven or twenty-eight
years old entered, bowed to me as def-
erentially as if I were a socia] belle
and placed a chair for me near a desk
at which he seated himself. Then he
walted for me to state my business.

“Pardon me,” |1 said. “I have come

were

}from Mrs. Abercromble to make a

statenrent to Mr. Van Arsdale. I pre
sume it will be the same if I make it
to you as if 1 made It to him direct.”

“Exactly.”

“Perhaps you are Mr. Van Arsdale’s
partner.”

“His partner?”

“Yes. I have charge of Mrs. Aber
cromble's correspondence, and recently
In filing a letter from him T notice that
he was thinking of taking a partner.”

“Oh, you did. That gives me a new
{dea. Persons writing letters to other
persons having secretaries should bave
a care what they say.”

“Not at all. In such a matter H[‘l‘
Abercromble and I are ong and the
same person.”

“I see,” he replied. *“Just as Mr. Van
Arsdale and 1 are one and the same
person.”

“As to the matter in hand.,” I began,
“Mrs. Abercrgmbie regrets deeply that<
ghe does not see her way clear to join
you in the erection of a laboratory for
—— college.” [ proceeded to give the
reasons for ber refusal and when |

listened attentively, said:

“If 1 can repeat this statement as
clearly and intelligently as you have
made it 1 shall feel proud of myself.”

“Thank you,” I replied. “I am used
to bearing verbal messages from my
employer. Any one could do what I
have done with the same practice.”

“I couldn’'t with ten times the prac-
ticea 1 can write anything so that it
may be understood by a very intelll-
gent person, but [ can't speak it.”

“Then I may tell Mrs. Abercromble
that you are satisfled with her action?”

“You may. But,” he added, after a
brief pause and with a smile, “you are
not at lberty to tell hér that Mr. Van
Arsdale has taken a partner.”

“Of course not. I fear I have erred
’n.’_

“Not at all. Will you kindly say that
Mr. Van Arsdale has met a party who,
he thinks, will fill the bill, but he has
no assurance that the person will ac-

cept the ition.”

1 dhhnnudentjnd this partnership
matter and was sorry that I had been
80 indiscreet as to mention it. The
gentleman saw by my looks that I was
embarrassed and added:

“Never mind that. Mr. Van Arsdale
can attend to it himself—that is, if it
is attended to at all”

As | rose to go the young man took
a rose out of a cut glass vase on his
desk and offered it to me. I took fit,
thanked him and after inbaling its de-
liclous perfume for a moment left the
room and the house, he gallantly see-
ing me to the door.

Boon after this visit I was sent agaln
to Mr. Van Arsdale’s house on another
matter. I was received by the same
young man, and when I mentioned
that I presumed his chief might be in-
disposed he replled that Mr. Van Ars
dale was very much indisposed and
probably would not attend to any more
business,

“Is he very old?’ I asked.

li"er!‘l‘ ’

On this visit the gentleman Jed the
conversation to varfous toples not of &
business nature, and 1 was delighted
with his chat. We spent se much time
together in this way that I feared I
would receive a rebuke from Mrs.
Abercrombie. .But she sald not a word
on the subject of my delay, much to
my relief.

One morning after the arrival ot the
mail Mrs. Abercrombie called me into
her boudoir and sald to me:

L “My dear, I have an offer for your
services from one who needs a person
on whom to place much greater Te-
sponsibilities than I, and the compen-
satlon will be much greater. Mr. Van
Arsdale writes me that if [ will con-
sent to glve you up he will take you.”

“Mr. Van Arsdale! Indeed, Mra
Abercromble, I could not possibly take
his place. He Is very old and very flL
His secretary has told me that he will
probably never again attend to busi-

ness. I have understood that he meed-
ed a partner”—

“A partner! Where did you hear
that?"

“] noticed 1t In a letter of his that
you gave me to flle.”

“Oh!"” repliéd my employer. *“Ithink
that by a partner he meant one to
whom he might intrust matters that he
could not intrust to a clerk or a sec-
retary.”

“What's the matter with the young
man who has been acting for him?
Cap't Mr. Van Arsdale keep him?”

“If you consent I will write Mr. Van
Arsdale to that effect, and you can set-
tle it with him.”

“Do you think I will be able to fill
the position?”’

“Most assuredly.”

“Do you know what the salary will
be 7"

“T do not.”

After more inquirfes on my part, to
which I got no satisfaction, I consent-
ed to consider a proposition from Mr.
Van Arsdale, and Mrs., Abercromble
wrote him to that effect. I was surprised
the next morning to be informed that
Mr. Van Arsdale had called and was
waliting for me id the drawing room.

“Mr. Van Arsdale!” [ exclaimed.
“Why, I supposed he was bedridden! I
expected to go to him."”

“He's waiting for you. By the by.
why not wear your new crepe de
chine?”

“What! Dress to recelve a broken
down old man? He'll think I'm too
fine for a business woman."”

But Mrs. Abercrombie insisted and
superintended my tollet, and after she
was satisfied I went downstairs to the
drawing room, - There sat the young
man who had several times recelived
me at Mr. Van Arsdale’s. I stopped a
moment on seeing him, then advanced.
saying: )

“I thought that a broken down old
man couldn’t come to see me, but
would send for me to go and see him.
I presume you come with a proposl
tion for Mr, Van Arsdale.”

“I do.”

“I believe he wants some one to”—

“He wants a partner.”

“You mean one to"'—

“He wants a pattner for life.”

“That doesn’t mean much, since you
have said that he will never agalh"—.

“I will explain. My father dled re-
cently and I am his helr, | bave prac-
tical views. Expecting that some cold
blooded soclety woman would marry
me for,my money, I asked Mrs. Aber
cromble -to recommend some girl who
hiid been brought up a lady as I have
been brought up a gentleman, but who

had finished the gentleman, who had ||
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Bits of Byplay
By the_ﬂﬁlm

A

_ The Mystery.
“What is the mystery connected with
that much advertised mystery novel 7
1sked the old fogy. .

“Well,” replied the grouch, *after
reading it it seems to me that the mys-
tery is how the author ever found a
publisher.”

-

Gaining Experience.

Real wisdom may come to & man
Who tolls from sun to sun,
But we learn «ess by doing than
We learn by being done.

The Wise Foel.
“A man should always try to keep
ahead of the game,” observed the sage.
“Not always,” corrected the fool
“How about the man who goes hunt-
ng 7

Advice.
Here's some advice, both trite and sound,
That you should oft repeat: )

While love may make the world go round,
It won't make both ends meet

Paw Knows Everything.
Willle—Paw, what is the liquor ques-
tion?
Paw—The liguor question, my son, is
“What'll you bhave?’

Oh, Heck!
“My Willle is an angel,” sald
His maw of Willie Rogd;
*“*T'he child insists that Be be fed
Each day on angel food!™

Huh!
Dear Luke: A lady came into my op-
tical office to have her eyes examined
Inst week. When she was leaving I
asked her name, and she told me that
she was Mps. Clara Seeright of Jeffer-
sontown, Ky.—J. 8. J. Loulsville.

Help!

“I'll write a nice suite
Bong,” sald Matt,
“And sing it in the

Key of F-lat.” -RAT

Is That Sel
As long as most of our women folks
would rather stay home and play “This
little pig went to market” with the
baby's toes just to hear the baby laungh
than go out just to hear a suffragette
talk there won't be very much the mat-
ter with this country.—Luke McLuke
in Cincinnati Enqulrer.
And as long as the majority of the
men would rather stay at home and
help the mothers get the bables to
sleep and see that they are tucked In
cozy and warm than to go to some loaf-
ing place down town and discuss the
tariff and baseball, the country will be
pretty sure to go along in the right
channels for a long time to come.—Wil-
mington (0.) Journal-Republican.

John D. Helps John D.
Dear Luke—Did you know that John
D. Helps is the manager of the Stand-
ard Oll company at Juneau, Alaskal?—
W. C. J., Juneau.

Hooray!
Ima Cook won honors for the best
jelly at the Dallas fair.—Temple (Tex.)
Telegram.

Scatl
Dear Luke—Does Tom Catt of Hasel-
ton, Ind., get in ?—Smitty.

Things to Worry About.
Wisconsin leads in the manufacture
of limburger cheese.

Names |s Names.
Miss Vers Sharp lives at Henson-
ville, Ky.

Our Daily Special.
The longer you nurse bables and trou-
bles the larger they grow.

Luke McLuke Says:
Never monkey with a buszs saw and
never dispute the word of a 250 pound
woman when she announces that she
weighs 160 pounds.
We are all eager to give the devil his
due. But we are not so considerate
with our creditors.
The old fashioned man who used to
be known as the breadwinner now has
a son who is known as the dough loser.
It is possible to give a girl a bad
scare after she has been eating on
Rut it is impossible to take her
nway.
A married ian's idea of an
wife would be the one who would
lleve every word he told her w
ronmed home at four bells in
Ing.
It a girl can’t land the
wants she starts fishing for
some other girl wants,
The aeroplane is getting
ind so safe that the time
when the fool kifler will bave to

had made good taking care of bher
self, She recomm you. You got
hold of a letter of on the subject.
and after that I e
What else he to me on that
eventful evening is near my heart
to be repeated gh my braln
was in such a w! t - only got its
meaning, 1 say that | ac
cepted his and became his
i - |
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