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When

Y When you travel to the mountains,
ou the lake?' or th; ?ea you ?an addt to
the comfort and pleasure of your trip
Travel by starting with the right sort of
trunks and traveling bags. We have
trunks and bags that are equal to every emergency of
a long journey by sea or land.

MilblbER & PAINE

.IOM
Agnes Rawlings

Whose work with Miss Rivett is favorably known. will
continue to do Manicuring, Shampooing, Hairdressing,
and will give treatment of scalp diseases. Switches
and pompadours made to order and all kinds of hair
work carefully done.

143 So0. 12th. Telephone 38.
ReRORORSNOBSE
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THE MAN BEWIND

the times is the business man
who doesn’t use a typewriter |
in his correspondence.

A TYPENRITER . . .

rcpays its cost quickly and re-
peatedly by increasing the fa-
cility for conducting business.
We bandle several standard
machines; in fact, every good
sort of Typewriter, and will

be glad to show them to you.
UNIED TYPEWRAER MAD SUPPLIE (GOMPANY,
. B Telephone 759

1106 O Btreet .
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BRAND

ASkonveacesrosmon THEN
BEFORE YOU BuUY.
JAANUFACTURED BY

HARPHAN BROS.CO.
LincoLN,.NEB.

WM.‘.‘..

127 So.Bleventh Street.
PHONE 68
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THE GOURIBR.

MISS MATTIE'S BIRTHDAY GIFY.  Little Rath Clark putin the = 1y
one, because Miss Mattie ha: hejpy
The Third Class was going up to the her learn bor lesson at noon ¢ ey
well in Mies Mattie’s yard for a pail of day, wheo she was just ready . .y p,.
~water. « Not -that.it .aggded theahole . canse of the big. hopeless wor - 1,
lﬂdﬂnmm IDM“I“;MJ mmm 'hll' .:.'|pm
Raglan and Bobby Foster, who were the in the lastone on the day 1Lt Mi
only boys in it, carried the pail and Mattie sewed up abig reat in b+ 4ok
headed the procession, and bebind them torn in climbinga tree behind 11« schog
came four pairs of little girle, arm in bouse., Teddy had hard work ' figg
arm; and each little girl wore a gay print hin rose leaves, for the rose s:a- gy
suoboooet and had bare, plump feet.  almost over. He tramped all .or the
The Third Olass was always glad of village Saturday afterooon [oo:i: g for
sn excuse to goover to Miss Mathie's. them, and at last found just or- pgle
Miss Mattie livad in a little bfown bouse white rose in Aunt Melinda Moore’s
just across theroad from the school- garden. And Avaot Melinda i« hin
bhouse. It looked like nothing so much have it with right good will, wh-n she
as a bird's nest, a little lsrger than com- was told what it was for.
mon, amoog i“w trees M lilac Mjm.mlhmlhﬂrmr;‘rm
bushee. - charge, and put in dear knows what de.
When the Third Class was recrossing lightful thiogs, and the ld ws- shut
the yard after its visit to the weil, Mics down and the jar put away in the Miller

Mattie came to her gate and called to it.
She had two jelly cookies apiece for
each member of it, and, besides, she
gave sach of the little girlaa bunch of
lilies of the valley from the bed under
the lilac bushes.

“Ien't Miss Mattie lovely?" said Ros-
ella Browp, as they went down the lace.

*I wish we could do something real
nice for her, to show her how much we
like her,” said Tesme Baker.

Everyooe looked at Nannie Miller
They were sure Nanoie would bave an
idea if aoy one would. Nannie was
famous in the school for her ideas.

Nanme feit that the occasion called
for reflection. She thought very bard
all the way back to the school houee,
and the others were careful not to dis-
turb her.

Then duiing the afternoon she con-
tioued thinking hard to the neglect of
her fractioos and spelling. She lost five
marks in dictation, but she had her re-
ward elsewhere. By the time school
was out Naonie bad her ides, and the
Third Class, understanding this by
reason of her triumphant expression,

encircled her on the play ground.

“Let us make Miss Mattie a jarof
potpourri,” eaid Naonie.

“What on earth is that®” said Teddy,

*1 know,” said Rosella, nodding sagac-
iously. *“It'sa rode-jar.”

“Yes; and this is my plan.” said Nan-
pie. “Your know, Miss Mattie ie always
#0 good to us. Well, every time she
gives one of us anythiog, or does any-
thing nice for one of ue, let that one give
& handful of roses for the jar, as long as
the roses last. Then when her birthday
comes in November, we can give it to
her and tell her it's justall the mice
things she did for us coming back to her
in & rose jar,”
bad sustained her reputation. Little
Rauth Clark sighed privately with relief,
She had been so afraid that Naonie's
pias might call for some woney, and she
wal #0 verypoor. But she was all
right now. There were so many large
piok roses in the Clark dooryard.

Ot course, we must keep ita dead
secret until the time comes to give it to
Miss Mattie,” said Tessie, warcingly.

It was agreed that the rose- jar should
be in Nannie's charge, because she lived
in a central place. Mothers and sisters,
being told of the plan, approved it. Mrs.
Brown said she would give them a jar,
apd she sent ooe over to Nannie, &
quaint, dajoty, old-faghioned ome of
blue snd guld. And Nannie's big suster
Jessie said ehe would give the oils and
spices and emsences necessary, and at-
tend to the curing of the rose leaves as
they were gathered.

The roses were just beginning to bloom
when tbe ree jar was started; and from
that time for the next two mooths
scarcely s day passed thata chubby lit-
tle fisiful of rose-leaves, rich red, or
creamy white, or pale pink, or yellow as
sunshine, was not dropped into the blue

and gold jar on the Miller sitting-room

| table.

parlor to ripen for two months.
Miss Mattie’s birthday came oo the

firet of November. It was very co'1and ¥

bleak, and the flowers in her sarden
were all dead. Miss Mattie sat o her
little kitchen and sighed. She o/t very
lonely and sad. There was noboly to
remember her birthday, she thought,
She could oot keep the tears out of her
soft brown eyes.

Just thena rap cameat the door.
Miss Mattie opened it and Lhere stood
the whole Third Class, looking more in-
portant than evera third clase looked
balore.

Nannie Miller stood in froat, carrying
a big blue and gold jar.

We've brought you a birthday pres
ent, Miss Mattie,” said Nannie politaly,
“and we wish you many happy retuins
of the day.”

Nannie felt relieved wher she had
got ber little speech off. She had re-
hearsed it a great many times, but she
had been afraid that she would [lorget
it at the eritical moment.

“Deary me!” eaid Mise Mattie.

She opened the little note oo the top
of the rose-jarand read it. Miss Wright,
the teacher, had written it.

“Dear Mies Mattie,” ran the note
“you have been so good to the girls zod
boye o the Third Class that they wish
to ehow their gratitude by giviog you
this jar of pot-pourri. For every kind-
neses you showed one of them, a handlul
of rosee went into the jar. The ilea
was their own,and I think it a very
eweet one; and 1 am sure every breath
of perfume that comes from it «ill speak
to you of the :ffectior and gratitude of
your little friends.”

“Deary me!” said Miss Mattie aguio.

Bhe lifted the lid of the rose-jar. and
it seemed as if the room were filled with
the sweetnessof a hundred summers.
Miss Mattie had tears in her eyes again,
but they were tsars of happinees. She
felt lonely and sad no longer.

She made the members of the Third
Class come in, and treated them to vake
and raspberry shrub in honor of her
birthday. When they haa gone she
read the note again and took a lornr,
deep sniff of her rose-jar,

“The dear little souls,” she said v<ry
loviogly.—By L. M. Montgomery, in '"¢
Philadeiphia Times.

Rich and Very Rich.

“Of couree,” remprived the forei: cr.
“sou have soveral grades of sealth 'h¢
rich and the very rich. How do
distinguish between the two?”

“Ob, easily enough,” reglied th- -
tive. “Oce buys racehorses; the r
does not.”—Town Tupics.

Upstate—Some of those archi' &
ought to go on the stage.

Downtown—Why so?

Upstate—They draw such bigh =
Town Topica.
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