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months—but if neid in sdvanse we
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terms than on. year 12% cents per moath.
A Blue Mark here will answer an in-
when entered upen our - calendar,
the date of the as the dete af
your current sxpyres.

Bis of Byplay |

By Luke McLuke

Paw Knows Everything.
Willle—Paw, can | ask a question?
Paw—Yes, my son. What is it?
Wilite—Oouid you say that a steeple

climber is & high churchman?
Paw—That will be emough out ef
you, young man. You get to bed.

Ouchl
The coal man is a stubborn cusa
1 called him down today,
But I eannot convince him of
Tine error of his weigh.
The Wise Fool.
“No man can serve two masters,”
quoted the sage.
“Oh, 1 don'tgnow,” replied the fool
“When he has a wife and a baby be is
compelled to serve two masters.”

Weffl
A dog named Bone
Once sald to mae,
*“Let flles nlone
And swat the fleal™

Mean Brute!

“Why 4o you men always object to
a woman having the last word?" de
manded Mrs. Gabb.

“The great objection is that she also
demands about 99 per cent of the rest
of the counversation.” growled Mr.
Gabb.

Alnt It the Truth?
Life with most men is one long round
Of spending health in ghtting wealth,
And when the wealth at last is found
They spend the wealth in getting health.

Going to Extremes. )

“Could you say,” queries Like Mc-
Lmke, “that a woman is golng to ex-
tremes just because she visits a chi-
ropodist and then calls on the halr
Adresser?” Maybe so, Luke, maybe #o,
but what about the brave boy who hot-
foots it to keep some guy from knock-
ing his block off7—Arkansas Demo-
crat

Neo Joke.
“Cews that roam will always come heme.”
is & proverb true.and clever,
But I'll say right here that it'a different
with the steer,
For the bull goes on forever.
- Joa

Did Your Hesd Ever Feel Like a Derby
Hat?

Mayor Jacob Deits fined himself §5
and costs for contempt Wednesday
mworning, when be found he had sat
threugh his session of police court
with his hat on.—Sandusky (0.) Cor.
Findlay (0. Républican.

Advioce.
Don't keep folks waiting for their dough;
Ge pay your debts today
Man* wants but little here below,
But wants it right away.

Moe!
Dear Luke—Fix up a stall In
club for Cowan Horn of "Minerva,
Va~—Chappy Mack.

the
w.

Betcha!
Dear Luke—Would a jeweler make a
good watohman?!—P. D, Q.

Things te Werry About.
There are 20,000 kinds of butterfiles.

Names Is Names.
Noah Zark lives st Bridgeport, IlL

Our Daily Special.
Yaur'll never get up in the world If
you for the elevator.

Luke Moluke Says:

Some men are so busy loaking fer
litthe faults im their neighbors that
they overlook a lot of big faults in
themselves.

Skirts shaped like tents are now .in
sivie, and 1t is once more a. hard mat-
ter to tell how much of a girl is girl
aud how much is dry goods.

Things are getting arcund to a. poiat.
where a woman is llable to rap you
on the jaw If you intimate that she is
effeminate.

A lot of men seemed o have traluned
their consciences to speak only when
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The Thompsons and the Browns,
farmeps, had been neighbors for ten
years, when in the same yeqr Abel
Thompson 'was left -a widowes. and
Aunt Marths Brown a widow, Plenty

.| of people said it;weuld be oply natural

for the two to marry after a year or
#0, but what the.principals in the case
thought of it did not come out for over
two years. The farmer and the widow
saw each other every day during this
time. She continued te run her farm
by the help of a hired man, but he was
more or less interested. They sat to-
gether of evenings and talked of every-
fhing but what other peeple wers talk-
ing about

It was one evening in winter after
the farmer had imbibed a quart.of
cider and eaten three or four apples
and realizsed the loneliness of his own
Lome that he hitched around oo his
chair for awhile and then said:

“Widder, there was a windmill man
along today. He wants to put up a
mill for me in the spring.”

“Yes, windmil] men come alongabout
once In 80 often,” she replied.

“He 'pears to have a purty good
mill"”

llr-r!

“And the price is purty reasonable.”

I‘Yurt

“We wasn't talkin' about windmills
all the time,” continued Abel, as he
motioned for another glass of cider.
“We was talkin’ about other things.”

“They are great folks to gab. I've
known 'em to hang around all day and
do nethin’ but talk.”

“That windmill man sald folks was
wonderin’ why 1 didn't git married
ag'in” ‘

“Well, why don’t you go and git mar-

ried then?”
“Gosh hang it, | will. That's what 1
come over here this.evenin’' for.  Aunt
Martha, we have known each other a
long time. I know you are a mighty
good wemap, and you kpow I'm a
purty good man. Our farms jine, and
I can run two farms as well as ove.
You must be lonesome too. If we jine
forces then neither of us need bave
any more lonesomeness.”

“Abel, stop right there,” sald the
widow kindly bunt emphatically. “I
know you to be a good man, but I
hain’t in love with you. You haven't
teched my heart yet. Until you do I
don't want to talk about marriage.”
“Well,” said the suitor as he rose up
to go. “I bhain’t one to drive a woman
into marriage as one drives hoga I'll
keep right on apd take your word for
it, and if you find you can't love me
I'll stay single all the rest of my days. .
I'm kinder sot on you, you see, and |

don’'t want anybody else.”

During. the next month things went
along as usual and there was no fur
ther reference to matrimony. Then
Abel was sent. for, and as he reached |
the widow’s house she sald:

“Abel, my sister over, at Tompkins-
ville is sick and has sent for me. I'm
goln' over and may be gone three or
four days.”

“Well, I'll run things the best I ¢an
while yon're.gone,” he replied.

“What I want you to logk out for in
particular is that old speckled bhen.
You know I've had her for the last ten
years, and I've learned to think a good
dea] of her. Bhe hain't well 'tall jest
now, and 1 hate to go away and leave
her. She's got signs of the pip, and If
1 should come back and find her dead
it would-almost break my heart. Abel,
I want you to be kind to her. 1 want
you to sympathize with her. 1 want
you to doctor and nurse her.”

“I"1) do it. Aunt Martha. I'll jest put
in all my time nursin’ her up. I'll be
jest as kind to her as I would be to a
baby.”

“That's good of you. Bhe's only a
critter, but when one gits use to a crit-
ter he can even love an old speckled
ben. She ain’t laid an egg for these
five years past, but she's got a hold on
my affections for the eggs she used to
lay. Why, she's laid over a handred
with double yolks, and ope time she
fit and licked a chieken hawk.”

“You go right on, widder, and leave
it all to me,” sald the farmer. *“I'll do
jest as much for that old hen as I
would for a brother. I haln't set up
a night for the last twenty years, but
if she's taken bad ] shan't close my
eyes till youn git back.” )

The widow departed and balf an
hour later Abel was carrying the ald
hen home under his arm. The three
days went past, and the wildow re-
turned. Bhe bad only entered her
house when the farmer appeared with
the henm In a basket. He had ber
wrapped In red woolen cloths. Bhe
smelled of camphor and various lini-
ments. Her toes had been trimmed
and greased, and he had applied salve
to her comb, With proud deliberate-
ness he removed wrap after wrap and
glu reached the last end and wet the

down on the floor with:

“There she s, Aunt Martha, and jest
as good as she was five years ago. I've
worked over her for three days, and
I'm tellin’ yon there hain't a hen in
the hull county can come up to her.”

“How splendid of you Abel —how
splendidr” gasped the widow, dnd as
if to corroborate her words the hen
raized her head, swelled out her breast
aud tried to cackle.

“See that—hear that, widder?" asked
Abel.

“Yes, I do. and, oh, Abel"—

“ls your heart teched, widder?

“It 4s, and—and”—

“And you'll be mine?

That was in March, and they were
married in May, and the old speckled
hen was alive at last accounts and
making efforts to return to her duoty.

Senate Confirms |. C. C. Nomination.

Washington.—By a vote of 42 to 15,
the senate has confirmed the nomipa-
tion of Winthrop Moore Danjels for
reappaintment to the interstate com-
merce commission.

New Zesaland's Great Glacier.
The Tasman, the greatest glacler In
New Zealand, bas an average width of
6,270 feet, though at its widest point it
is somewhat mope than twe miles
across. The Tasman is eighteen miles

n length, o

-_
HAV/ DROPPED MASK

Amsterdam.—“Our

dropped tlieir mask, admitted their

proclamation just issued to the Ger-

.| man people.

After declaring that the allies want
to put centgal Europe in the same po-
sition Greece is in today, he contin-
ues:

“But what they could not accom-
plish in 30 months of the bloodiest
fighting and unscrupulous economic
war they will fall to achieve in the
future. Our glorious victories and our
fron strength of will, with which our
tighting people at the front and at
home have borne all the hardships and
distress, guarantee that also in the
future our beloved fatherland has
nothing to fear. We are ready for all
sacrifices.”

The proclamation was published in
Berlin and sent to all the fronts.

“BUFFALO BILL” IS BURIED

Two Governors, Many Other Officials,
Army and Great Company Join. _
Denver—The west BSunday bade
tarewell to all that was mortal of Col-
onel Willlam F. Cody (“Buffalo Bill")
and the west, in its own words, “did
itself proud” in its parting with the
man who helped: to make its history.
From the moment the body of the
scout and hunter was brought into the
state capitol bullding to lie In state
until it rested in the vault of an um-
dertaker to await final burial on the
summit of Lookout mountain, all hon-
ors were accorded to the departed

plainsman.
Two state governors, a lieutenant-
governor, officials and legislators

from three states, the United States
army, fraternal organizations of which
he was an honored member, former
cowboys, the Grand Army- of the Re:
public and men, women and children;
thousands of the latter, paid tribute
to the lllut.rio!u son of the prairies.

Du Pont Plant Blows Up.

New York.—Two million dollars
property damage, but at a cost of only
two lives, seemed to be the record of
the Haskell, N. J., explosion of the Du

ahook four states. Only two of the
thousands in the danger zope were so0
seriously injured as to refuire hospt-
tal treatment, the company declared
in a statement from Wilmington.

Hunt For Lost Aviators.

San Diego, Cal—An energetic, at-
tempt will be made_to find some trace
of Lieutenant Colonel Harry G. Bishop
and Lieutemant W. A. Robertson, Jr.,
army aviators who disappeared last
week while on a flight to Calexico,
Cal. The attempt will be made by
three brother fliers in as many ailr-
planes dispatched from the army
school here to assist in the hunt.

Macready's Caustio Reply.

A scapegrace baron pawped the cor-
onet he had worn at the coronation of
Queen Victoria. Kaving a slight ac-
quaintance with Macready, the trage-
dian, he wrote to the actor offering to
sell the pawn ticket and wsuggesting
that the redeemed item of headgear
would be an Interesting theatrical
“property.” Macready replied with
chameteristic sarcasm that If the
thing had been owned by a nobleman
of mark who had got Into straitened
gircumstances bhe would have favor-
ably considered the application. But
he 4id not think his stock of “preper-
ties” would be lmproved by the addi-
tion of a gllded coronet that had been
worn by a nuomskull and pawned by a
profligate.

Lion Signs In England.

Lions have always been and are now
very faverite siguns in England—lions
white, black, red, brown, golden, yel
low—red being the most common
Probably the Red Lion originated with
the badge of John of Gaunt, duke of
Lancaster, who married the daughter
of Don Pedro, king of Leon apd Cas-
tile, and who adopted the llon ram-
pant gules of Leon to represent his
claim to the throne. Under Richard
and John lions became the settled
arms of England and were generally
used by those who could find any
claim.—London Mall

———
To Make Red Ink.

Red ink is easily made by amateurs
who follow this reeipe: Get a one
ounce bottle and see that it 1s perfect-
ly clean and dry. Place in it one tea-
spoonful of aqua ammonia, gum arabic

of carmine. Fill up the bottle with
clear soft water, and after standing a
lttle while It will be fit for use.

Medical.
“The farmer said that one of his lit-

sugar.”

“Sugar! What for?™

“For medicine, of course. Haven't
you ever heard of sugar cured hams?
~Philadelphia Ledger.

A Modest Ambition.
“Working hard these days, I see.”
“Yep."

“Trylag to climb the ladder of msuc-
cens, eh T

“Just high enough to catch up with
the cost of living.”~Philadelpbia Bul-
letin.

His Biggest Mistake,
“What was the biggest mistake you
ever made?”
“Thinking | was too foxy to make &
big mistake.” —~Cleveland ‘Leader.

Not a Representative,
Mrs. English—Is your husband a rep-
resentative American?
| Mrs. 0. B. A—~Nu, Indeed! He's a
) senatori—Life.

enemies have

lust of cewquest and their aim to
crush Geimany and enslave Europe
and the s-as,” says the kaiser, in a

Pont Powder company’'s plant which.

the sise of two peas and add six grains

tle pigs was sick, so 1 brought it some

Giods Speak

Story of a Curio Hint-
er Who Coveted as

bis bag aside. ¢

“My God!” he muttered.
ke this—always?™

He stared at his haggard face In

the mirror and langhed. mirthiessly.
Who would recognise Henry Chan-
ning, the well kpewn clybman—fich.
succesdful, And sgpecially noted for his
collection of oriental carvings? Chan.
ning shuddered and sank weakly into
a chair,
The. weakness for collecting had be-
come a madness—a madness that
might end in his death. Yet whe:
would know—who wonld guess?

“Dumb gods cannot speak,” he mnt-
tered harshly.

Later hé went down to dinner, and
he bore himself as of old, erect, smi)-
ing, with a hearty greeting for one or
two old friends who had met in this
far corner of the world. .

They dined together and Channing
announced his Intention of going on
the first steamer.

“Then you will sall tomorrow,” they
told him. “The Korea is dve at 9
o'clock.”
~ Channing excnsed himself and has-
tened out to telephone for a reserva-
tion. He was fortunate in finding the
office open, and When he.returned to
the dining room he feit lighter hearted
than he had for days—before he had
made that 11l omened visit to the rock
temple. ‘

“What's the matter, Channing? Are
you seeing ghosts?' one of his com-
panions laughed.

He shook himself out of the brief
abstraction that had set him to star-
ing vaguely Into space.

“Something like that™ be muttered
apologetically. Then he resumed his
old céharmiing manner and the incident
was forgotten for the time. After
ward they recalled it and wondered

The next morning he sailed for bome
—and the voyage was a hideous repe-
tition of that trip down the Yangtse
river—when every strange face was an
enemy face to his distorted vision. He
thanked heaven that he could mingle
with white men,once more and he re-
solved that this ghould be his last trip
to the orient. But he was destined to
make another one

He was restless again when they
reached S8an Francisco. The long jour-
ney across the continent was a bore,
and when be reached New York, amid
old surroundings, be feit a childish in-
clinatien to cry.

Days passed and he lost the sense of
fear. Who knew his secret besides

himself?

“Dumb gods canmot: speak.” he .ar
gued stubbornly.

For some time after arrival in New
York Chanuing dil not take up his

@R TRIED TO BUY SOME CARVINGS, BUT
THE AGED PRIEST HEFUSLD T0 SELI.

oid time ways, but remained in seein-
slon. To the few friends whom he
met he seemed low spirited and cast
dewn, as though sqmpething weighed
heavily on his mind.

Boon he left the city for a sojourn
in a country hamlet:on Long Island,
and bere he remaiyed mntil he-seemed
to have regnined a_semblance of
own self. Finally he returned to
city and began lfe ageln where
had left off when b made his teip to
China In quest of the curlos,
session of which seemed to
main thought of his existence.

8o he went on. In a listlens sort of

way untll nn eveut occwrred that
changed the whole coyrse of his exist.
ence and restored him to.that peace of

| Wray.

| whole orlental circalt and never en-
countered-a superstition that wasn't a

know we like to believe that ‘some-

of the ‘Arablan Nights' Hang it all, a
man's got to have some delusions left

| him ™

“Keep away from the east. then.”

)| smeered Channing.

“Why?” asked Dacre. “
Channing stared at his cigar, “Too
many ruined temples, ferocious stone
’::' apd imaginary dragens snorting
and fury. A land glutted with

‘| superstition.”

Dr. Wakeman exploded wrathful
ly. “Most of my traveling bas been
from one sickroom to another, but .1
like to belleve there's a bit of poetry
and charm in the terrestrial anatomy
that I needn't cut out!”

They laughed, looking at Dacre, who
had just returned from China.

“What is your opinion, Dacre?’ asked
Stevens.

“I've lived in the east for years,"
said Dacre slowly. “‘I've seen strong
men quake before the wrath of their
gode—aye, | mean gods of wood-and
stone—and 1 know of a tiny image of
Buddha -which would speak to a cer-
tain man—if the man could be found.”

“Hear! Hear!"” applauded Wray.

Dacre.smiled reminiscently,

“Near the Yangtse river there is a

smpall Buddhist temple dedicated to the
igod of averted calamity.’ Its altars
are always covered with votive offer-
lngs, for many pligrims come there.
Chinese pirates, laden with rich booty,
bring costly trinkets to placate the god.
Honest sallors pause to leave a bit of
toral or amber. Mandarins go ashore
to pledge jewels for a safe voyage, and
foreign tourists  stumble
upon the temple and.try to buy curios.”
Channing sat rigidly in his chair. He
Ustened acutely.
“Of couree,” resnmed Dacre, “the
priests swear that the treasures are
not for sale—this is the.story of a man
Lwith a mania for collecting jade and
tyory carvings, who wouldn't belleve
| in the wrath of the gods. He came to
the temple and saw Its riches. He
tried to buy some carvings, but the
aged priest refused to sell

“8mith—the man's name might have
been Smith—laughed and went away.
He told himself that every man had
his price and that if he could only find
out the priest's price why he could
have his cholce of the Ivory carvings.
80 he schemed and schemed and at
last the only plan that be could con-
celve was a very ordinary one.

“He went direet to the priest and of-
fered to buy the most precious carving
of all. The priest was obdurate.

“ “The wrath of the gods will be upon
me,’ he declared.

““The richest man in the world
wants to buy,’ wheedled Smith.

“The priest hesitated ’nd his onyx
eyes glittered covetously.

“ “T'he honorable foreigner is the rich
man? he asked tentatively.

“Smith nodded.

“:‘And the price?

“Smith named it. Enough to buy a
little house and garden on the slopes
of the Yangtze, where the priest's
aged aisters could end thelr days in
peaceful plenty.

“It was a bitter temptation. The
priest was very poor and he hesitated.

|'tordigner afrmid of the wrath of the
gods?

bubble- of *hot air. Now, Dacre, you.
where east of Suez’ lles all the glamour-

“Smith laughed agiln. . TT take a

chance on that' he said carclessly.
Eov,.mm Is it & bargain? And

guilty quake.’

“But Smith was not to.be-frightened
out of his desire for the ivory Buddba.
He could see in his mind’s eye. the

THE OLD PRIEST LAY MOTIONLESS ON THE
FLOOR.

belleve In The occilt. Tle was a plaln,
matter of fact sort of chap. He col-
lected ivories. He had found one that
he wanted, and because he could not
have It he wanted it the more. A few
days later he went back to the temple.
The priest met him gravely.

“iAbout that Ivory carving,’ Bmith
sald,, and the priest nodded and
brought the sandalwood chest that
held his tremsurea

“Smith gloated over thew onece more
Crystal, amber, coral, Ivory, sandal-
wood. ebony—all held his attention and
excited his greed. but his fancy still
clung to the most prectous of them all
the carving of the god of averted ca-
lamity. Its tiny perfection of detail,
the exguisite delicacy of the work, the
lacellke stricture of the small fvory
god filled him with delight.

“*You will pell this to meT he satd
confidently, holding out the price he
had offered that other day.

“The priest shook his head. The
American pleaded, bribed, threatened,

I valn, At last The priest replated
the earvings In the sandalwood chest,
all but the carving of the god of
averted calamity., which Smith still
held. He refused to glve it up.

“The priest protested, and they strug-
gled. Presently the old priest lay mo-
tionless on the stone floor. The Amer-
ican fled

“Somewhere thefe lives a man
baunted hy a fearful memory of that
temple.”

Dacre surveyed his interested audi-
ence, but on Channing’s face his gaze
lingered. The man leaned forward,
giving Dacre glance for glance. His
face was grim and its healthy color
had Orained away, showing bim bol-
low eyed and worn,

“Well 7" demanded Channing harshly.

Dacre shrugged and resumed, “As I
was saying, the forelgner escaped, and
I suppose he has the haunting memory
of''—

“Dacre!” Channing’s ceuntenance
was tense and suffering.

They all stared as Dacre placed a
small ivory image on the table.

With a long, shuddering sigh Chan-
ping hid his face in his hands. “There
s blood on it he muttered.

A light broke over Dacre's face.

“This,” he explained, “is a replica of
the god of averted calamity. He
speaks of the priest who risked his life
to protect the temple treasures. He
tells of the priest’s gratitude to another
American who happened along to dress
his wounds, and he speaks in a volce

.| of thunder to the man who believes

himself a murderer, but whose hands

+ are clean!”

Channing lifted hopeful eyes to meet
triendly glances.

“Dacre, how did you find out?™ he
groaned.

“l—why I—didr’t dream it until a
moment ago,” was Dacre’s dazed reply.
SBuddenly his glance cleared. He push-
ed the image across the table. “Per-
haps you'd like to wear it, Channing.”
he said gently.

With shaking fingers Channing fas-
tened the trinket to his watch chain
and not one man saw humor in the
situation.

The spell of the east was upon them.

Had not the ivory Buddha spoken?

Ways 8Bome Plants Have.

A stuody of botany reveals that there
are expert “bomb droppers” as well as
trained artillerists in the plant world

In the “flying fruits” of the Califor.
nia pine is presented a curious antici-
pation of bomb dropping from aero-
planes.

The echallfutz or “squirting cucume-
ber” I8 one of the Lest known of plant
artillerists. When its seed pod ripens
this bends over, breaks away from
the stem and “fires” I{s juice and seeds
to a distance of from three to-six feetl

The common garden balsam is an-
other plant baving warlike methods.
It scatters its seeds by a veritable ex-
plosion of its pod, which bursts mich
like a shrapnel sbell, and hurls its con-
tents in all diréctions.

In the fruits of many thistles a sim-
flar plan is to be observed. The fOufly
parachutes float about in the air for
& considerable fimeé and mAY travel a
considerable distance. The moment
-one of these strikes against an obsta-
cle or is hung up In any position the
fruit at ohce is severed from its sup-
porting parachute and naturally falls

to the earth.

.&t_lalt he spoke. ‘Is not the honorable
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