
High Stakes. 
Well, where's that eooli” demanded 

his wife. “Don't tell me she wasn’t 
on the train.” “She was on the train,” 
timidly explained the commuter, "but 
I got to playing cards and a Lonley- 
ville man won her at whist.” 

Tile Economical Woman. 
“I should like to hear the new song 

you’ve composed.'’ said the composer's 
caller, “but you can leave out the 
chorus today, if you please. I’ve a 

taxicab waiting outside and I’m by no 

means a rich woman.” 

Feminine Inconsistency. 
The woman wto resents her hus- 

band working overtime lest she he de- 

prived of a pleasure is the sort that 
in later years decries his poverty in 
contemptuous tones.—Chicago Record- 
Herald. 

Great Actions Endure. 

He judges well who accepts unpop- 
ularity in a great cause. Hatred does 
not last long, and besides the imme- 
diate splendor of great actions, the 
renown of them endures forever in 
men's memories.—Pericles. 

Change Easily Made. 
Five-vear-old Helen was industrious- 

ly hemming a square of pink gingham 
for a doli's fab!e cover. She held it up 
and examined it criiicaliv. “Mother,” 
she said. "I don't think this is a very 
stylish tablecolh. I guess I’ll put a 

pair o' sleeves in it and call it a corset 
covet."—The Deineator. 

How He Does It. 
Notice the man of whom it is gen- 

erally said: "He is successful: he is 
getting along.” Notice that he attends 
to his work: he is polite: he doesn’t 
drink; he is honest, and pays his 
debts. No man ever succeeded with- 
out these qualities.— Atchison (Kan.) 
Globe. 

Paying the Fare. 
Amici te was attending her first, 

service at church. When the offertory 
began the watched the performance 
with interest, and as the aims hasin 
was handed in at the pew where she 
and her mother sat she exclaimed, ex- 

citedly: "Mamma, let me pay the 
fare.” 

Woman Tougher Than Man. 
Although men. as they run. are per- 

haps muscularly stronger than wom- 
en. their ability to withstand the ele- 
ments and their reliance upon clothes 
places them considerably below the so- 
called weaker sex in the matter of un- 

clother toughness. Women waer 

clothes for ornament: men use them 
as a protective covering. A group of 
men marooned, clothesless on an isl- 
and in the temperate /one might be 
expected to die ff in a month from 
draughts and colds in rheumatism. 
The health of women similarly placed 
would suffer little from the' enforced 
exposure. The fact appears to be. 
therefore, that in everything but 
muscle—in vitality, ruggedness, char- 
acter. disposition, brain power, etc., 
woman is the tougher, not the weaker, 
sex. 

With a smooth iron and Defiance 
‘arch, you can launder your shirt- 
aist just as well at home as the 
earn laundry can: it will have the 
oper stiffness a~d finish, there will 

* less wear and tear of the goods, 
ad it will be a positive pleasure to 

st- a Starch that does not stick to 
the iron. 

Vain Desire. 
Ti e man whose greatest purpose is 

to get even with his enemies keeps 
making so many of them that his de- 

re for satisfaction can never be ful- 
filled. 

What Constitutes Beauty. 
“Beauty is in the eye of the be- 

holder.” We have read that if a toad 
was asked his idea of beauty, he 
would reply: “My mate, yonder.” 

Worth All Literature. 
A love letter from the right person 

is worth all the literature in the world 
when it comes to heart interest. 

HEREIN 
OMAHA 

IN OUR OWN SHOP 
We grind our own invisible bifocal 
lenses. There is no cement to flake 
or ugly lines to blur the vision. One 
solid piece of glass. Ask to see 
them. Free examination. 

HUTESON OPTICAL CO. 
Exclusive Opticians, 213 South 16th St.. 
Omaha. Nebraska. Factory on prem- 
ises. Wholesale and Retail. 

Omaha Directory 
THERE ARE THREE REASONS WHY 

YOU SHOULD ATTEND THE 

MOSHER-LAMPMAN 
BUSINESS COLLEGE 

It has the BEST course of study: the 
MOST CAPABLE and experien.-ed tea. ti- 
ers, and although Its tuition rates are 
the same as those charged by other Busi- 
ness Colleges. It SAVES you money by 
giving a discount of 10 per cent for cash 
on all scholarships of six months or more, j 
A'inter Term Begins First Monday in Jan. 

For information, address, MOSHER- 
LAMPMAN BUSINESS COLLEGE, 
17th and Farnam Sts., Omaha, Neb. 
}1wm to Work for Board. M«:itk«m this Paper 

Fure'VK’’ 
Aulabaugh's complete 
catalogue will show 
you what you want. 

G. N. AULABAUGH ! 
test. a. 1508 Douglas St OMAHA. 

TVDCUUOITCRQa'C**! Prices. 
I I r LTl n I I Lno We save vuu 

from 25% to 75% on all maker. 
Send for large list Number 5. 

^Repairing of all kinds. 
CENTRAL TYPEWRITES EICHA1KE. Omaha. 

RUBBER GOODS 
h- mail at cnt prices. Send for free catalogue, 
id YERS-DILLON DRUG CO.. OMAHA. NEBR 

TAFT’S DENTAL ROOMS 
1517 Douglas St., OMAHA. NEB. 
Reliable Dentistry a: Moderate Price*. 

“I Give You Warning Now, I’m Going ’Ome." 

Mft.PttATT. 
Joseph C. Lincoln 

AiiTKOK of *Cap\ Em' 'Partners of the Tide' 
Copyp/o/rr J907 A 6 Barnes ms ConPMr 

t 
Z/jLi'srKATio.vs m T.D.P1cl*tll 

SYNOPSIS. 

Mr. Solomon Pratt began comical nar- 

j ration of story, introducing well-to-do 
Nathan Sc udder • *f his town, and Edward 

| Van Brunt and Martin Hartlev. two rich 
1 New Yorkers seeking rest. Because of 
; hitter pair’s lavish expenditure of money. 
1 Pratt's first impression whs « onn rted 
with lunaties. The arrival of James 
Hopper. Van Brunt's valet, gave Pratt 

| *he desired information about the New 
termers. They wished to l»ve what they 

; termed The Natural Lif-Van Brunt. 
, it was learned, was the successful suitor 
for tin land «»f Miss Agnes Page, who 
ca\ *• Hartley up. "Th Heavenlies" hear 
;t long st*»ry of th»- domestic woes of 

* Mrs. Hannah Jane Purvis, their cook and 
i maid of all work, le-eide to let her go 
| and engage Sol. Prat t as < \ f. Twins 

:;gre.- to leave Nate Scudder’s abode and 
b«-gin unavailing search for another 

i domicile. Adventure at Fourth of July 
I c* h-bration at Eastwich. Hartley rescued 
| a boy. known as "Reddy. from under a 

j horse's feet aril the urchin proved t;» be 
| one of Miss Page’s charges, whom she 

r ..d taken to the country for an outing. 
! Miss Page, and Hartley were separated 
during a fierce storm, whic h followed the 

I picnic. < >ut sailing lao r. Van Brunt. 
Pratt and Hopper w«*re wrecked in a 
squall. Pratt landed safely and a search 

j for the othe r two reveah < an island upon 
which they were found. Van Brunt rent- 
ed it from Scudder and called it Ozone 

I island. They lived on the island and 
Owner Scudder brought ridiculous pres- 
ents as a token of gratitude. Innocently. 
Hartley and Hopper in search for clams 
robbed a private •‘quabaugh.” 

CHAPTER VIII.—Continued. 
j “Did you need ihe extra bucket?" 1 

asks. 

"Why, no. I believe not." says Hart- 
ley. “You see I dug for a while and 
then I went to look for better places, 

i and James did the digging. We found 
ho.’es enough, but they didn't seem to 
be the right kind. Worms, did you call 
those things? Sea serpents, you 
meant, I guess. I never saw such 
creatures. And there was one place 
where there were millions of holes, 
but chockful of crabs." 

“Um-hum," says I. “Fiddlers. You 
must have gone plumb up into the 
march bank to run into them." 

“They was ‘orrid things.” says Lord 
James, rolling his eyes. "And they 
'ad claws and swarmed over my feet. 
I give you my word I was that—” 

“That’ll do. James,” says Hartley. 
“Well, I was successful at last, skip- 
per. Struck a place where clams were 

actually in layers just under the sand. 
We turned 'em over with the hoes like 
winking. 1 pointed ’em out and James 

picked 'em up. Just took at those 
buckets, will you?” 

I looked at ’em. There was three 
buckets chock, frimming full. 

“Good land of love!” says I. “Them 
ain't clams—they're qaahaugs.” 

“There're clams in New York,” he 

says. 

“Maybe so,” says I. “We call ’em 
quahaugs here. And there's no qua- 
haugs in this part of the bay unless 

they’ve been bedded. Was there any 
marks around 'em?" 

“There was a lot of sticks stuck up 
around,” he says, “but we knocked 
those out of the way." 

“You did?” says I. “Did you leave 
any of the—what you call clams?" 

“You bet wc didn't," says he. “We 
took the last one. Had too much 
trouble finding 'em to leave any.” 

“Humph!” says I. "That’s nice. 
You've cleaned out somebody's private 
quahaug bed., Them quahaugs was all 

brought over by somebody and planted 
where you i und ’em. The sticks was 

to mark the place." 
"You don’t mean it?" he says. 

“Yc3, I do,” says 1. "1 cal’late we'll 
hear from them quahaugs afore long." 1 

And sure enough we did, but tb 

comes later. 
Cn the way up to the hour:' I turns 

to his lordship, who wr>- .nping bare- 
foot over th” beachcass stubbles, and 
says i: 

“Ain’t clammir f in?" I says. 

“My word!" he, hut it expressed 
his feelings all right. 

All the afternoon the clarn hunters 
kept getting lamer and lamer and sorer 

and sorer. Their sun burnt legs and 
arms was hurting 'em scandalous. 
Hartley flopped into a piazza chair and 
stayed there, and Lord James crept 
around with his limbs spread out like 
windmill sails. And every time he'd 
hump into a chair or anything you 
could hear him whoop to glory. 

Van Brunt got home about supper 
time. Sctidder rowed him over. 1 had 
the quahaug chowder made and he are 

enough for all hands. Hartley was 

feeling too used up to relish it much, 
and his lordship didn't eat nothing. 1 
let him off on the dish washing and he 
went off to the tail end of the veranda 
and went to sleep in a chair. 

After supper Van told about his trip 
to Eastwich. Agnes and the Talford 
girl was well, he said, and they and 
their Fresh Air tribe was coming to 
the island next da\ for a picnic. 

“By the way. skipper." says Van. 
"Scudder says he brought some pres- 
ents for us last night after we went to 
bed. Where are they?" 

Thunderation! I d forgot all about 
them "presents." I'd felt like an un- 

dertaker when I laid 'em away in that 
drawer, anld now I felt like a grave 
robber as 1 dug 'em up again. I spread 
'em out on the table, coffin plates in 
the middle and wreath on one end and 
“What Is Home Without a Mother" on 

t'other. 
You'd ought to have heard them 

Heaveniies laugh! Xate's presents 
certainly made a hit. Van he just 
laid back and roared. 

"Oh, by Jove!" he says, panting. 
"This is too good! This is lovely. 
Shades of Hannah Jane Purvis! Mar- 
tin. how the widow of the man that 
didn't feel like beans would have ap- 
preciated these, hey? This—this 
would have been her idea of an art 
gallery." 

“Pack 'em away again, Sol," says 
Hartley. "Now that the relatives have 
had an opportunity to view the re- 
mains, the funeral may go on. Bury 
'em quick.” 

"Bury 'em?" says Van. “Not much. 
They’re too dreamily beautiful. Mar- 
tin, I’m surprised at you. What is 
home without a family vault, any- 
w’ay. And yet— Hold on!” he says, 
holding up his hand. “I have an idea. 
We'll give them to James.” 

“To James?” says me and Martin 
together. 

"Of course, to James. James is fu- 
nereal and solemn and dignified. They 
ought to appeal to his taste. They're 
right in his line. We will decorate 
James’ room with 'em. What is it 
they were warranted to do. skipper, 
when ‘strung up around?' Oh, yes! 
to be sure. ‘Take away the bare look.’ 
James' room is bare, now that I think 
of it. Come and join the Memorial 
Day parade, Martin.” 

He was out in the kitchen getting 
the hammer and nails and string. Go- 
ing to decorate the valet's bedroom 
right off. Hartley laughed and said: 
“Oh, let the poor devil alone. Van. 
He's had troubles enough for one day.” 
But you couldn't stop that Van Brunt 
critter when he got started. 

He makes me load the presents in 
my arms and takes the lamp and leads 
the way upstairs. And then he sets to 
vvc.k and hangs tber". presents round 
Herd Jamcr' room. He put the coffin 
plates over the washstand at the foot 
of the bed. and the wreath over the 
head, and hung the picture of Marcel- 
lus over the looking-glass and the 
she.! work by the set door. 

“New’," says he, ;ur the motto—the 
crowning touch. Where? Where?" 

Finally he hung it on top of the 
bureau. 

“Perhaps,” says he, “its influence 
may make James mere motherly; who 
knows?” 

Then we went downstairs and he 
made me promise to say nothing. 
Then he was for waking his lordship 
up and ordering him to bed right 
then, but his chum wouldn't hear of it. I 

Martin said let the poor fellow have his 1 
nap out. He knew’ how he felt. So 
Van give in after awhile. 

Pretty soon Hartley got tired of I 
waiting and said he was going to turn 

in: he was played out, he said. Van 
wanted to wait longer, but he didn't. 
He went to bed, too. At half-past ten 
or so my round of chores was done 
and 1 sung out to Lord James to wake 
up and come in because I wanted to 
lock up. But he wouldn't. 

“Let me alone,” he says, pleading. 
“I'm 'appy for the first time in 'ours. 
I'll lock ui), myself, by and by,” he 
says. So I left him out on the piazza 
and went aloft and turned it. And it 
didn't take me long to get to sleep, I 
tell you. 

What woke me up was a howl like 
an engyne tooting. I bounced out of 
bed like I had springs under me. in- 
stead of corncobs and ropes. 

Then comes another screech. Then 
a smashity—bang—smash! Then more 

yells, and feet going down the hall and 
falling downstairs. Then a door bang- 
ing and sounds like all the furniture 
on the island was being upset. 

1 lit a lamp and got out into ihe hall. 
There I met the Heavenh Twins just 
coming from their room. They was 

dressed light and gauzy, same as me. 

hut Van had a revolver in his hand 
and Hartley was swinging a chair by 
the back. 

"What ou earth 7" says Van. 
“it's in the dining room, whatever it 

is." says I. 
i grabbed up something to use for a 

club—it turned out later to be the lit 
tlest joint of Hartley’s fish pole—and 
tip-toed downstairs to the dining room 

door. And that door was locked fast. 

CHAPTER IX. 
The "Fresh-Airers.” 

First I tried that door, then Hartley 
tried it, and then Van: each of ns just 
as soft and quiet as possible. Then 
we listened. Not a sound. 

Then Van catches me by the arm 

and begins to pul! me and Martin hack 
along the hall. When we got to the 
end. by the parlor door, he whispers, 
low and cautious: 

"We must break the door down. It's 
locked on the inside. Better turn the 

lamp down. too. A light gives the other 
man all the advantage if it comes to 
shooting. Now ready, when 1 say the 
word. All rush together. One—two—” 

"Wait a minute.' whispers Hartley 
—he was always cool-headed. "Where's 
James?" 

"James?" repeats Van. "What? 
Janies?" 

“James?" says I. And then 1 begun 
to get my senses back. Wake a feller 
up out of a sound sleep the way we 

was and it takes a few minutes for him 
to get on earth again. 

"James!" says 1. "I'll be*—" 
"Idiot!" says Van, speaking about 

himself. I judge. Then he walks down 
the hail and gives that door a kick. 

“James," he sings out. "Is that you? 
Open this door." 

For a second or two there wa'n't a 

sound. Then a voice says, weak and 
chattely: "O-o-h. my soul! 

"What's the matter with hint0" says 
Van. "Is he hurt? Where's the key. 
skipper? Inside, of course. But—but 
where's the keyhole?" 

Then I remembered. "There ain't 
unv keyhole," 1 says. "There's no 
lock on the door." 

"Then what—? Come on, Martin. 
He set his shoulder to the door and 

commenced to shove. Me and Hart- 
ley helped, and the door begun to 

open. It opened slow, because the din- 
ing table and two or three chairs and 
the chest of drawers was braced 
against it. We got in finally. 

"Bring the lamp." says Hartley. I 
done it. The room was empty. 

"James!" hollers Van. "James!" 
The closet door opens just a crack. 

Then it swung wide and his lordship, 
half dressed and white as an old clam- 
shell. staggers into the room. 

"Oh!" says he. "Oh, Mr. Van 
Brunt, sir!" 

He was shaking like a palsy. 
“What ails von. man?" says Hartley. 

“Speak up." 
The valet rolls his eyes around to 

me. 

"I seen it." he says. "I seen it plain. 
It's iin!” 

“Him? Who?" says I. 
"The ghost. The old cove as owned 

this 'ouse. 'E was up in my room 

a-waiting for me.” 
“What are you talking about?" asks 

Van, impatient. I begun to see light, 
but the Heavenlies didn't—not yet. 

'E was up in my room, sir," said 
Lord James, wild like. “I 'ad me coat 
and waistcoat off, sir, and then I goes 
over to the mirror intending to see 
if me face looked as ot as It felt. And 
1 lights my lamp and there ’e was a- 

glaring at me. E 'ad 'is ead through 
t%» mirror, sir. And there was coffins 
around, and wreaths. It's a warning 
to me, sir. I'm a dead man.” 

And then we began to laugh. 
“The presents!" rayg Van. between 

roars. "Scudder's’. irlooms. Ho! ho!" 
His lordship stn -d at us like he 

thought we was ct ~zy. I more than 
half pitied him. Martin did too, I 
guess, for he says: 

“It's all right. Juries. Just one of 
Mr. Van Brunt's jolros. You see—" 

"But I saw 'im, sir. 'E was there, 
and there was w: aths and coffins 
'ung about, and—" 

“It's all right," says I. “Here! come 
along and I’ll show you.” 

But not one step would he stir. A 
derrick wouldn't have lifted him up 
them stairs. So I quit trying and went 
aloft and fetched down the crayon 
enlargement and the wreath. Then I 
set out to explain. 

“Why, you imbecile!” says Van. 
“Where's your taste for art? We 
were beautifying your room. Taking 
off the bare look, as per Scudder." 

James' color begun to come back. 
And when it come it come thick. He 
reddened up so you could see it even 

through the sun burn. 
"Mr. Van Brunt,” he says, getting 

madder every minute, "I give you no- 
tice. 1 leave to-morrow morning." 

“Don't be an idiot—” begins Van, 
but his lordship cut him short. 

“I leave to-morrow morning,’' he 
shouts. “Ain't it enough to bring me 

to this Gawd-forsaken 'ole and work 
me 'alf to death and blister me from 
'ead to foot, without this? I give you 
warning now. I’m going 'ome. And 
you be glad I ain’t 'aving the law on 

you for this outrage. Us poor servants 
'as rights, and—” 

There was more, plenty more. We 
couldn't shut him up. And the Heav- 
enlies' explanations didn’t count either. 
He was dead set on leaving in the 
morning. 

Finally, we give it up and went 
back to bed. Lord James said he was 

going to stay in the kitchen all night. 
Nothing would hire him to sleep in 
Marcellus' receiving tomb again. 

"Humph!” says Hartley, as the 
Twins went upstairs, ”it looks to me 

as if your joke had lost us the best 
valet you ever had, Van.” 

Van cussed under his breath. "He 
shan’t leave,” he said. "I must keep 
him somehow. He’s invaluable in the 
city, and we may go back there some 

time. Not for months, though, of 
course,” he adds. 

But in the morning James was 

worse set than ever. He wouldn't help 
with breakfast nor nothing; went aloft 
at daylight and begun to pack his 
trunk. He was going to leave, that's 
all there was about it. 

The Twins was pretty blue during 
breakfast. Van about losing his lord- 
ship and Hartley on account of sun- 

burn. 1 cal’late. ’Twas another ele- 
gant day and there was wind enough 
to keep the flies and mosquitoes away 
front the house. If you got in the lee 
anywheres, though, they was laying for 
you in droves. They didn't bother me 

much, 'count of my hide being tough 
and leathery and my flavor too salt 
maybe; but they was fattening up fast 
ou the Heavenlies and James. 

About ten o'clock Scudder shows up 
with the first dory load of Fresh Air- 
ers from the Eastwich place. Miss 
Asms come along with 'em. Then the 
second load come, cap'ned by the Tal- 
ford girl. And then there was doings. 

Them Fresh Air young ones wa n t 

all of a piece with Redny. which was a 

mercy. He was a handful in himself, 
that little sorrel-top was—but there 
was enough like him to keep things 
stirred up. Marcellos' old shingied 
prison had to take it that day. There 
must have been some stewing in Heav- 
en if old Lady Berry could look down 
and see them youngsters whooping 
and carrying-on in the front parlor. In 
Mrs. B.’s day that parlor was a kind 
of saint's rest, as you might say. and 
the only rime anybody opened its door 
was when she sailed in with the broom 
and feather duster. And then she 
must have had to navigate by com- 

pass, because the blinds was always 
shat tight and the curtains drawn and 
twas too dark to see anything 

Hartley looked out.for the children 
and Van Brunt piloted the two girls 
over the place, pointing out where the 
garden was going to be some day. and 
where the hens was likely to roost and 
the pig to board. They seemed to be 
as pleased and tickled as he was. and 
thought everything was "lovely and 
"just too quaint and dear.” 1 was 

busy cooking and Lord .fames suiked 
out in the barn. He couldn't get away 
until late afternoon on account of the 
train. 

Redny stuck to Hartley like a mud 
turtle to a big toe. He was right at 
his heels all the time. By and by the 
pair of 'em come out in the ititcnen to 
see me. 

"Heiio, Andrew Jackson," says I to 
the boy. "How do you like this part of 
the country?" 

"G; eaf:~ says he, his eyes snapping. 
"Gee. ain't we having the peach of a 
time!" 

"Must feed you well over there," I 
says. "Seems to ino you're getting fat 
already. Board's up to the mark of 
the Newsboys’ home, ain't it?” 

"You bet!” says he. "Chicken, and 
pie. and all the milk you want. And 
cream—aw. say!" and he smacked his 
lips. 

How'd you like to live here all the 
time?" 

i!e shook his head. “Xaw," he says. 
‘Too still. Sometimes I can't sleep 

pood 'cause it s so still. So El. nor 
whistles nor fights nor nothing. And 
no Chinks to chuck rocks at. Miss 
Agony won't let ju chuck rocks at 
folks anyhow." 

"Don't you wish you was back in 
New York with your dad?" I says. 

"Not much," he says. “The old man 
used to club me too good. When he 
was full I'd get a belting most every- 
day. 

I looked at Hartley and he at me. 
Poor little shaverl It’s when I see how 
some folks treat children that I get to 
thinking I could make a better world 
than this is. 

“Going to run away again?” I asks, 
after a minute. 

(TO BE CONTINUED.) 

REALLY “OUR BEST PEOPLE." 

Class That May with Propriety Be 
Termed Aristocrats. 

All men are created equal, but they 
don’t remain se. asserts a writer in 
the Cleveland Leader. Some raise 
themselves above the ruck by their 
minds; others by their goodness; a 
third set by their services to the state. 
The individual character and the in- 
dividual energy make for uplifts in a 
thousand different wavs. And when 
these qualities descend from genera- 
tion to generation, growing like a roll- 
ing snowball, there naturally comes a 
class of men and women that can be 
called, with all propriety, "our best 
people." There’s an aristocracy of In- 
tellect. of good breeding, of lofty pur- 
poses, of humanitarianism, of love of 
country and home, of the spirit that 
strives and the power that conquers. 
Men and women of wealth belong to 
it by virtue of themselves, not their 
treasures. But the cheap, vulgar, shal- 
low people who have money and mon- 
ey alone, and those still cheaper peo- 
ple who mimic them as far as pos- 
sible, think that “our best people” are 
only those who have great wealth and 
who spend It with a brass band ac- 
companiment. 

At the Museum. 
"See that toad? It was buried for 

more than a thousand years in solid 
rock. What do you suppose it would 
say if it could speak?” “If it over- 
heard you it probably would say that 
you are a liar.” 

A VARIETY OF EXPEDIENTS. 

Little Sinner Was Providing for Fu- 
ture Emergencies. 

Muriel, a five-year-old subject of 
King Edward VII.. has been thought 
by her parents too young to feel the 
weigh* of rie rod, and has been ruled 
by mcial stia-iion alone. But when, 
the other day, she achieved disobedi- 
ence three times in five minutes, more 

vigorous measures were called for, 
and her mother took an ivory paper- 

( knife from the table and struck her 

j smartly across her little bare legs. 
| Muriel looked astounded. Her moth- 

er explained the reason for the blow. 
I Muriel thought deeply for a moment. 

Then, turning toward the door with a 

grave and disapproving countenance, 
she announced in her clear little Eng- 
lish voice: 

“I’m going upstairs to tell God 
about that paper-knife. And I shall 
tell Jesus. And if that doesn't do, 
I shall put flannel on my legs I”— 
Everybody's Magazine. 

ECZEMA ALL OVER HIM. 

No Night's Rest for a Year and Limit 
of His Endurance Seemed Near 
—Owes Recovery to Cuticura. 

“My son Clyde was almost com 

pletely covered with eczema. Physi- 
cians treated him for nearly a year 
without helping him any. His head, 
face, and neck were covered with large 
scabs which he would rub until they 
fell off. Then blood and matter would 
run out and that would be worse. 
Friends coming to see him said that it 
he got well he would be disfigured for 
life. When it seemed as if he could 
possibly stand it no longer, I used 
some Cuticura Soap, Cuticura Oint- 
ment, and Cuticura Resolvent. That 
was the first night for nearly a year 
that he s'ept. In the morning there 
was a great change for the better, in 
about six weeks he was perfectly well. 
Our leading physician recommends 
Cuticura for eczema. Mrs. Algy 
Cockburn, Shiloh. O., June 11, 1907.” 

LOVE’S SACRIFICE. 

“Wat’s de matter. Reginald, have 
I youse sworn off smokin’?’’ 

“Yes. You see, I'm engaged now. 
and my fiancee objects to a disagree- 

j able brestn.” 

VII.ES ( I RED IS 0 TO 14 DAYS. 
PAZO OINTMi-NT ;s truaranteed to rnre arv ra^’ 
of ]febint\ Blind, Bleeding or Protruding Piles it 
B to 1* days or money refunded. atk 

This would be a brighter world If 

j the people who can’t sing wouldn’t. 

Smoker^ have to call for Lewis’ Single 
Binder cigar to get it. You dealer or 

Lewis’ Factors', Peoria. El. 

It’s a bad thing to be known as a 

"good thing.’’ 

I '•unary work at home would ba 
much more satisfactory if the right 
Starch were used. In order to get the 
desired stiffness, it is usually neces- 

sary to U3e so much starch tnat the 

beauty and fineness of the fabric ia 
hidden behind a paste of varying 
thickness, which not only destroys the 
appearance, but also affects the wear- 

ing quality of the goods. This tro» 
ble car be entirely overcome by using 
Defiance Starch, as it can be applied 
much more thinly because oi its greab 
er strength than other makes. 

It's awfully hard for a crooked man 
to keep in the straight path. 

fapl Bahaa 
WIS! slap any roufih that 
can be stopped by any 
medicine and care coughs 
tlic t cannot be cured by any 
other medicine. 

It is always the best 
cough cure. Yon cannoS 
aiioid to lake chances on 

any other kind. 

REUfP’S BALSAM cures 
coughs, colds, Ihronehitis, 

aslhna ana eonsumi*- 

Pasitiveiy cured by 
these Lillie Pills. 
They a!»o relieve Dif»- 

tre^ss iroin Dy t»] ml*.psia, Ilp 

digcsiionand Too Hearty 
Eating. A perfect rem- 

edy for Dizziness, Nsu* 
sea, Drowsiness, Batl 
Taste in the Mouth, Coat- 
ed Tongue, Pain In the 
Side, TORPID ELVER. 

They regulate the Bowels. Purely \ fgetabie. 

ICARJERS 
iTTLE 
2VER 
PILLS. 

SMALL FILL. SMALL DOSE. SMALL PRICE. 
Genuine Must Bear 
Fac-Simi!e Signature 

REFUSE SUBSTITUTES. 
Western Canaoa the Pennant Wiener 

“The Last Best West” 
The government ol 
Canada cow gives 
to every actual set- 
tler l(iO acre, of 
"heat- (irowlnjj 
land fr-e* ;;wJ an 

additional 160 acres 
at $3.00 an acre. The 300,000 .contented 
American settlers making their homes in 
Western Canada 13 the best evidence ol 
the superiority of that country. They are 
becoming rich, growing from 25 to 50 
bushels wheat to the acre; 60 to 110 bush- 
els oats and 45 to 60 bushels barley, be- 
sides having splendid herds of cattle a feed 
on the prairie grass. Dairying is an im- 
portant industry. 

Tile crop of 19C8 rtifi keeps Western Canada 
in tin- lead. The world will soon* loos t: it as its food-producer. 

The thing which most imprest us wa* Um 
magnitude of h« .iui,r.ry ih i: i* available for a*n*ultural purpuses.’ —Xatioutd ErtiUniut CorrerjiontUner. !& '. 

Low railway rates, pood schools and churches, markets convenient, prices the highest, climate 
perfect. 

Lands arc for sale by Rail 

Panics. Descriptive pamphlet 
«»r railway rates ami other 

Superintendent .»t’ lminlgratk the authorized Canadian t ore 

W. V. BENNETT, 
SOI N’w iorfc Life Building, Omaha, *rrhrnti 

^ARKuR’S 
HAIR BALSAM 

Hetnsi s Bad beautifies u.“ hait 
Promote* a Icxuxiairt rrowfh. 
Iffever Fails to Restore Gr^y 
Hair to its Youthful Color. 

Cure* Bcalp di*»a*>8 & fctfcr ltilaab 
50c. and $1.00 at Dmgpgtn 

way and Land (k>n»- 
s if mi maps sent nee. 
infiiimation apply to 
»n, <7't,iwa. .iOMlit Qf 
rcmcii: Agent; 

; Thompson’s £ye Water 
W. N. U., OMAHA. NO. 52, 7908. 

Nothing pleases the eye so much 
as a well made, dainty 

Shirt 
Waist 

Suit 
if properly laundered. 
To get the best results 
it is necessary to use 

the best laundry 
starch. 

v* / >/£/ 

M- //,' 
gives that fetish tc the 
clothes that all ladies 
desire and should ob- 
tain. It is the delight 
of the experienced 
laundress. Once fried 

they will use noother. It is pure and 
is guaranteed not to injure the most 
deiicate fabric. It is sold by the 
best grocers at toe a package. Each 
package contains t6 ounces. Other 
siarches, not nearly so good, sell at 

me. same price per package, Dnt they contain only 12 ounces of starch. 
Consult your own interests. Ask for DEFI ANCE STARCH, get it, and we 
know you will never use any other. 

Defiance Starch Company, Omaha, Neb. 
j 

25 
lets. 

._A TEARING TERRIS^^OUGH 
tapeaks impending peril. Constant coughing irritates and inflames the lungs, mvmng the ravapg attacks oi dead^cul^ Pi£.Cm^th£ and heals the inflamed surfaces, clears the clogged air Dassases and 

Md'ri^nnfSL^”* d0>e^ br'1? 8urPrism«relief. Puo’sCure hu held the confidence of peopfe everyw here for half a century. No matter how senous ami ohstmate the nature of your cold, orhowr many reme" 
SSy fmStS^ is 

CODraCed 1 f“T trial that th« ideal ro. 

PISO*S CUBE 

25 
cts. 


