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CHAPTER XVIiIl—Continued.

“Ah, yow young rascal!” cried Sam-
uel. "Yew're the feller that eat up
all my winter eabbages'

At this uncanny reading of his
mind Mr. Cottontall darted off Into
the woods agaln to seck out his mate
and inform her that their guilt had
been discovered.

Finally, Samuel came to the break
in the woodland, an open fleld of rye,
green as springtime grass, and hils
own exquisitely neat abode beckon-
ing across the gray rall fence to him,

How pretty Rlossy's geranlums
looked In the elttingroom windows!
Even at this distance, too, he could
seo that she had not forgotten to wa-
ter his pet abutilon and begonias. How
wealcome in the midst of this Ourry of
snow—how welcome to his eye wne
that smoke coming out of the chim-
neys! All the distress of his trip away
from home seemed worth while now
for the joy of coming back.

Before he had taken down the fence-
rall and turned into the prth which led
to his back door, he was straining his
ears for the sound of Blossy's volce
gosalping with Angy. Not hearing It,
bhe hurried the faster.

The kitchen door was locked. The
key waa not under the mat; it was not
in the safe on the porch, behind the
stone pickle-pot. He tried the dpor
again, and then peered in at the win-
dow.

Not even the cat could be discerned.
The kitchen was set In order, the
breakfast dishea put away, and there
was no sign of any baking or prepara-
tions for dinner.

He knocked, knocked loudly. No
answer. He went to a side door, to
the front entrance, and found the
whole house locked, and no key to be
discovered. It was still early in the
morning, earlier than Blossy would
bave been llkely to set out upon an
errand or to spend the day; and then,
too, she was not one to risk her
health In such chilly, damp weather,
with every sign of a heavy storm.

Bamuel became alarmed. He called
sharply, “Blossy!” No answer, “Mis’
Rose!"” No answer, "Ezra!” And

still no souad In reply.

His alarm Increased. He went to
the barn; that was locked and Ezra
nowhere in slght, By standing on tp-
toe, however, and peeping through a
c¢rack In the boards, he found that his
horse and the two-seated surrey were
missing.

“Waal, I never,” grumbled Samuel,
consclous once more of all his physical
discomforts. *“The minute my back's
turned. they go a-galllvantin'. 1 bet
yer,” he added after a moment's
thought, “1 bet yer it's that alr Angy
Rose, Bhe's got ter git an' gad every
second same a8 Abe, an' my poor wife
has been drug along with her.,"

There was nothing left for him to
do but seek refuge In his shop and
await their return. Like nearly every
other bayman, he had a one-room
shanty, which he called the “shop,”
and where he played at bullding boats,
and weaving nets, and making oars
and tongs.

This structure etood to the north of
the house, and fortunately had an old,
discarded kitchen stove in It. There,
if the wanderers had not taken tihat
key also, he could build a fire, and
stretch out before it on a bundle of
sall-cloth.

He gave a start of surprise, how-
ever, as he approached the place; for
surely that was smoke coming out of
the chimney!

Esra must have gone out with the
horse, and Blossy must be entertaining
Angy Iin some outlandish way de
manded by the idlosyncrasies of the
Hose temperament.

Samuel flung open the door, and
strode In; but only to pause on the
threshold, struck dumb, Blossy was
not there, Angy was not there, nor
anyone belonging to the household.
But sitting on that very bundle of
canvas, stretching his lean hands over
the stove, with Samuel's cat on his
lap, was the “Old Hoss"—Abraham
Rose!

CHAPTER XIX.

Exchanging the; Olive-Branch,
The cat jumped off Abe's lap, run-

ning to Bamue! with a mew of recog-

nition. Abe turned his head,
made a startled ejaculation.

“S8am’'l Darby," he sald stubbornly,
“af yew've come tew drag me back to
that alr beach, yew're wastin' time. 1
won't go!"

Samuel closed the door and hung his
damp coat and cap over a suit of old
ollskins. He came to the fire, taking
off his mittens and blowing on his fin-

and

gers, the suspiclous and condemnatory

tall of his eye on Abraham,
“Haow'd yew git here!" he burst
forth. “What yew bin an' done with

my wife, an’ my horse, an' my man,
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{an' my kerridge?
| hera? Whit'd yew come fer? When'd
yew git here?”

“What'd yew come fer?' retorted
Abe with some spirit. “Haow'd yew
git hera?"',
| “None o' yor durn’ business.™
| A glimmer of the old twinkle came
| back into Abe’s eye, and he began to
| chuckle,

Yl guess we might as waal tell the
truth, 8am’'l. We both tried to be so
all-ired young yesterday that we gol
played out, an' concluded unanermous
that the best place fer a A No, 1 spres
wage ter hum."

Samuel gave a weak smlle, and
drawing up a stool took the eat upon
hia knee.

“Yesn,” he confessed grudgingly, “1
found out fer one that I hain't no
spring lamb.”

“Ner me, nuther,” Abe's old lips
trembled. “1 had eyester-stew an’
drunk coffee in the middle o’ the night;
then the four-o'clock patrol wakes me
up ag'in. 'Here, be a sport,’ they says,
an' sticks a plece o' hot mince ple un-
der my nose, Then | was so oneasy |
couldn't sleep, Daybreak 1 got up,
an’ went fer & walk tor limber up my
belt, an' 1 sorter wandered over ter the
bay slde, an' not a mile out 1 see tew
men with one o' them big fishin'scoot:
ors achaulin® in thelr net, An' 1 walked
a ways out on the ice, n-slgnalin® with
my bandana han'kercher; an' arter a
time they seen me. 'T was Cap'n Ely
from Injun Head an' his boy. Haow
them young 'uns dew grow! Las’ time
1 see that kid, he wa'n't knee-high tew
A grasshopper, -
“Waal, | says tew ’‘em, [ says:
‘Want ter drop a passenger at Twin
Coves' ‘Yes, ves,' they says. ‘Jump
in.' An' so, Sam’'l, 1 gradoosted from
yer school o' hardenin' on top a ton o'
squirmin’ fish, more or less. I thought
I'd come an' git Angy,"” he ended with
n sigh, “an’ yer hired man'd drive us
back ter SBhoreville; but thar wa'n't
nobody hum but a mewin’ cat, an' the
only place 1 could git inter was this
here shop. Wonder whar the gals has
gone?"

No mentlon of the alarm that he
must by this time have causad at the
station, No consclousness of having
committed any breach against the laws
of hoapitality, But there was that In
the old man's face, in his worn and
wistful look, which curbed Samuel's
tongue and made him understand that
as & little child misses his mother so
Abe had missed Angy, and as a little
homesick child comes running back to
the place he knows best so Abe was
hastening back to the shelter he had
scorned.

8o, with an effort, Bamuel held his
peace, merely resolving that as soon
as he could get to a telephone he
would Inform thelr late hosts of Abe's
safety.

There was no direct way of tele
phoning; but a message could be sent
to the Quogue station, and from there
forwarded to Bleak HIlL

“I've had my lesson,” sald Abe. “The
place fer old folks Is with old folks."

“But"—8Samuel recovered his au-
thoritative manner—'"the place fer an
old man ain’t with old hens. Naow,
Abe, ef yew think yew kin behave yer-
self an' not climb the flagpole or jump
over the roof, | want yer to stay right
here, yew an' Angy both, an' spend yer
week out. Yes, you,” as Abe would
have thanked him. *I take it,"” plung-
ing his hand into his pocket, “yew ain't
stowed away nothin' since that mince
ple; but 1 can't offer yer nothin' to
eat till Blossy gits back an' opens up
the house, ‘cept these here pepp'mints.
They're fine; try 'em.”

With one of those freakish turns of
the weather that takes the conceit out
of all weather-prophets, the snow had
now ceased to fall, the sun was strug:
gling out of the clouds, and the wind
was swinging around to the weat,

Nelther of the old men could longer
frot about thelr wives belng caught in
n heavy snow; but, nevertheless, their
anxlety concerning the whereabouts
of the women did not cease, and the
homeslekness which Abe felt for Angy,
and Samuel for Hlossy, rather in-
creased than diminished as one #at on
the roll of canvas and the other
crouched on his stool, and both hugged
the fire, and both felt very old, and
very lame, and very tired and sore.

Toward noontime they heard the
welcome sound of wheels, and on rush-
ing to the door saw Ezra driving alone
to the barn. He did not note thelr ap-
pearance in the doorway of the shop;
but they tould see from the look on
his face that nothing had gone amiss.

Samuel heard the shutting of the
kitchen door, and knew that Blosey
was at home, and a strange shyness
submerged of & sudden his eagerness
to see her.

What would she say to this unex-
pected return? Would she laugh at
him, or be disappointed?

“Yew go fust,” he urged Abe, "an’
tell my wife that I've got the chilblaine
an' lumbago so bad I can't hardly git
tew the house, an' 1 had ter come hum
fer my ‘St, Jerushy lle’ an' her receipt
fer frosted feet."

CHAPTER XX,

The Fatted Calf,

Abe had no such gualins as Samuel,
He wanted to see Angy that minute,
and he did not care if she did know
why he had returned,

He fairly ran to the back door un-
der the grape arbor, so that Samuel,
observing his galt, was seized with a
fear that he might be that young Abe
of the Beach, during his visit, after
all.

Abraham rushed Into the Kkitchen
without stopping to knock., “I'm back.
mother,” he cried, ns if that wera all
the joyful explanation needed,

She was struggling with the strings
of her bonnet before the looking-glass
which adorned Blossy's parlor-kitchen.
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Haow'd yew git | She turned to him with a litle ery

and he saw that her face had changed
marvelously-—grown young, growny
glad, grown soft and fresh with a new
excited apirit of jubllant thankegliving.

“Oh, father! Were n't yew s'prised
tew git the telephone? 1 knowed
yew'd come a-fiyln’ back.”

Blogsy appeared from the room be
yond, and sllpped past them, knowing
intultively where she would find her
lord and master; but neither of them
observed her entrance or her exit.
‘Angy clung to Abe, and Abe held
her close. What had happened to her
the undemonstrative old wife? Whal
made her €0 happy, and yet tremble
80?7 Why did she ery. wetting his
cheek with her tears, when she was Bo
palpably glad? Why had she tele
phoned for him, unless she, too, had
missed him as he had missed her?
Recalling his memories of lust night,
the memorles of that long-ago honey:
moon-time, he murmured into his gray
beard, "Dearest!"

She did not seem to think he was
growing childlsh. She was not even
surprised. At last she sald, half be
tween sobbing and lanughing:
“Oh, Abe, aln't God been
us? Aln't it jist bewtiful to
Rich!" she eried. “Rich!™
Abe sat down suddenly, and covered
his face with his hande. In a flash he
understood, and he could not let even
Angy see him In the light of the reve
lation,

“The minin’ stock!” he muttered;
and then low to himeelf, In an awed
whisper: “Tenafly Gold! The minin’
stock!"”

After a while he recovered himaelf
sufficlently to explain that he had not
recelved the telephone message, and
therefore knew nothing.

“Did I git a offer, mother "

“A offer of fifteen dollars a share,
The letter come last night fer yew, an'
I_Il

“Fifteen dollars a share!” He was
astounded, “An’ we've got five thou-
sand shares! Fifteen dollars, an' I
paid ninety cents! Angy, et ever 1
ketch yew fishin' yer winter bunnit
out of a charity barrel a'gin, 1'll— Fif-
teen dollars!"

“But that ain’t the best of it,” Inter
rupted Angy. "I couldn’t sleep a wink,
an’ Blossy says not ter send word tew
yoew, 'cuz mebbe 't was a joke, an' to
walt till mornin' an’' go see Sam'l's
lawyer down ter Injun Head. That's
whar we've jest come from, an' we
telephoned ter Quogue station from
thar. An’' the lawyer at fust he didn't
‘pear tew think very much of it; but
Blossy, ehe got him ter call up some
broker feller in 'York, an’ ‘Gee whizs!’
he says, turnin’ 'round all excited from
the phone. ‘Tenafly Gold is sellin’' fer
twenty dollars on the curb right this
minute!' An' he says, says he: ‘Yew
git yer husband, an' bring that air
stock over this arternoon; an') says
he, ‘I'll realize on it fer yer termorrer
mornin’.'*

Abe stared at his wife, at her ehin.
ing sllk dress with its darns and care-
ful patches, at her rough, worn hands,
and at the much mended lace over her
slender wrists.

“That mine was closed down 18
years ago; they must 'a’ opened It up
ag'in;"” he spoke dully, as one stunned.
Then with a sudden burdt of energy,
his eyes still on his wife's figure:
“Mother, that dress o' yourn Is a dis-
grace fer the wife of a financierer,
Yew better git a new sllk fer yerselt
an’' Miss Abigaill, tew, fust thing. Her
Sunday one hain't nothin' extry."

“But yer old beaver, Abe!" Angy
protested. "It looks as ef It come out
o' the ark!"

“Last Sunday yew sald it looked
eplendld;" his tone was absent-minded
again, He seemed almost to ramble
in his speech, “We must see that Ish-
mael gits fixed up comfortable in the
0Old Men's home; yew remember haow
he offered us all his pennles that day
we broke up housekeepin’. An' we
must do somethin’ handsome fer the
Darbys, tew, Ef It hadn’'t been fer
Sam’l, 1 might be deand naow, un'
never know nothin' erbout this here
atreak o' luck. Tenafly Gold,” he con-
tinued to mutter. “They must ‘a’' eétruck
a new lead. An’ folks sald | was a fool
tew Invest.”

(TO BE CONTINUED.)

Bad Art.

John Sloan, the famous etcher and
painter, condemned at the Bellevue-
Stratford in Philadelphla a laseivious
painting, on the ground that such
paintings create Ignoble thoughts.

“It ia ealled 'The Temptation of St
Anthony,'"” sald Mr. Sloan. "Its cre-
ator heard the other day that Slash,
the critlg, had been to see it. So he
hurried to the gallery and asked:

“*What did Slash say when he saw
my pleture, “The Temptation of St.
Anthony,"” boys?

“‘He sald,’ the attendants chorused
amid roars of vulgar laughter—‘he sald
that it wane the first time he ever
wighed he was a saint.'"

good to
be rich?

Wronged.

Representative Henry told at a tea
fn Waco an Iinternational alllance
story.

“The fair young daughter of the
billionaire’—such was Mr. Henry's
sneering beginning—'"had accepted the
earl of Lacland; but her father still
geemed 11l at ease,

“‘1 don't belleve,' the old man com-
plained, 'l don't believe that boy has
gound ideas of flnance.

“'You are wrong, papa,’ the young
girl answered. ‘Why, he stopped right
in the middle of his proposal to ask
ow many interlocking directorates
you held.""

The Supreme One,
“Ha's never made any effort to sup-
port himself.”
“0Oh, yes, he has. To my certaln
knowledge he's proposed to every girl
with money he knowa"

' he ceased to pray.

INTFRNATIONAL
SUNDAY SCHOOL

LESSON

(By . O. BELLERS, Acting Director Bun.
day Behool Course, Moody DBible Inst-
tute, Chicago.)

B ]
LESSON FOR NOVEMBER 18
JESUS AND PETER.

LESSON TEXT-—Mark 14:27-81, 03, 04, &
n

QOLDEN TEXT-Lat him that thinketh
he gtum‘lath tuke heed lest he fall.—I Cor.
1012

The record of Peter's fallure is &
sad story. Mark, who recelved his
Gospel from Peter, gives it In clear
outline. This suggests that Peter did
not spare himself.

I, After Passover Feast, vv. 2731,
On the way to Ollvet Jesus warns the
disciples that all would be “offended”
{caused to stumble) because of what
was about to occur. Not one escaped,
Matt, 26:066, Zech. 13,7, Poter, assured
in his own mind, denies that this
should be true of him, so confident
was he of himself and of his devotion.
Over against this warning Jesus

to catch, or comprehend this note, that
they stumbled. Partloularly is this
true of Peter. That Jesus could found
a church on the vulgar tragedy of &
criminal’'s death was beyond the range
of his understanding. This self-con-
fidence was thae beginning of his fall,
Prov, 16:18. It {s pride llke this
which men have in thelr own strength,
that ls the chief reason why they are
not saved. If they are able to care
for themselves, why do they need the
help of another?
Peter’'s Denlals,

Peter trusted his own heart. A man
{s & fool who will trust such a deceltful
member, Jer. 17:9, Prov. 28:26,
Peter's loud profession is answered by
a definite prophecy of his utter fail-
ure, v. 30, “Before the cock shall
crow twice, thou shall deny me
thrice Again Peter contradicts the
Lord, “I will not deny thee."” Peter's
later denlal of the person of Jesus in
the judgment hall is prefaced by &
denlal of his master's assertions on
the way thither, He had to learn wis-
dom and humility in the bitter school
of experience. Peter is quite llke us
all, but he did learn and profited there-
by (I Peter 6:5), which cannot be
said of all of us.

iIl. Following Afar Off, vv. 63, B4.
Peter “followed afar” into the court
of the high priest's palace. We have
puggested (Lesson of Nov. 1st) that
zeal and affection prompted Peter, yet
he was expressly forbldden and fore-
warned, John 13:36-38, Some one hag
gald that the development of Peter's
weakness began in the garden when
That courtyard
and its brazier of coals was a danger
ous place for any disciple of the Lard.
The servants and soldiers of the pow:
ers against Christ were congregated
about that first. It is never safe to
warm oneself at the enemlea’ fire
though we see It constantly being
done, Matt. 6:13; Ps. 1:1.

111, “l Know Not This Man,” vv. 66
72. While at the fire, a serving maid
looking at Peter said, “Thou also wast
with the Nazarne, even Jesus." Im:
mediately and without any seeming
nesitancy Peter denied, and declared
als ignorance both of the man and of
anderstanding what she sald. Peter
11d not sympathize with what was be-
ng done to Jesus, but at heart he was

to draw upon himself some sort of
sensure or condemnation, Thus con-
forming to the world about him made
It easy for Peter to utter his first
note of denlal. Having done so he
passed on into the porch and heard
the first crowing of the cock. The
apparent contradiction between Mark
and the other writers over the ques.
tion of the number of malds seems
to be solved by John 18:25, where
reference is made to several who
spoke at the same time. Doubtless
;he words of the first mald are re-
wmtorced by those of another on the
jecond occaslon; they both brought an
wccusation against him.
Speech Betrayed Peter.

L This second mald sddressing the
snlooking spectators said, “This is one
of them,” and again Peter denles the
sccusation, He had escaped one pre-
dleament only to be plunged into an-
other and perhaps more dangerous
sne. To deny afresh seemed to be
the only way of escape, James 4:4; 1
Cor. 16:32 R, V. A few words of &
serving maid flled Peter with dle-
may but & second denial did not de-
iver him from his predicament, After
a little those standing with him de-
clared he must be one of the follow-
prs of Jesus, for his speech betrayed
him to be a Galllean. Then Peter
touched the bottom, for he accoms
panies his denlal with curses,

From his high and exalted state of
mind, his high hopes as to Jesus, he
gees himself a traitor and Jesus about
to be crushed by the hand of man.
Peter was passionately devoted to
Jesus and had felt that he could go
with him to the limit, Once before
at Caesarea-Phillppl Peter had been
warned. He had been mystified by
what Jesus said about the cross and
had protested, He had high and noble
aspirations but they carried him be-
yond the limits of hia permission into
danger and defeat,

There {8 always the gravest danger

fo ambition that is mot controlled.

gounds the note of his resurrection, |
and it wag chiefly In their inability |

of W, n

!

aot brave enough to separate him- |
self from the enemies of Jesus thereby |

|

“ITCHFORK BULL TO
RESCUE A GORED BOY

Mad Beast in Furious Fight for
Half an Hour Before He Is
Conquered.

Harrigburg, Pa--\While tryving to
tle a bull in the barn of the Motter

farm, about a mile and a half back of |

ilighspire, Euganhe Book, fifteen years
old, was gored severely when the ani-
mal attacked him.
farmer, also was lnfured when the
animal turned upon him, g8 he was
trying to rescue Hook.

With blood streaming from wounds
on his chest and arms, the farmer,
with several farm bands, battled with
the bull for half an hour before it
could be caught and tied In the barn.

Young Book was taken to the office
Kirkpatrick, In Highepire,

where It -vas found that a hole about
three luches deep had been gored In

Attacked the Big Animal,

his neck, and that he had suffered
lacerations and brulses. He was tak-
en to the Harrisburg hospital, where
he underwent an operation.

When Book, who Is employed by
Jacobs, went to the barn to feed the
stock, he notlced the bull was at large
In the stable, and he tried to catch
him. As soon as he opened the door
the bull rushed at him and knocked
him down. Before Jacobs couid get
him away the animal had sunk ttsl
horn into the youth's neck and had
injured him probably internally. The

Your Margin

of Health

is very small, indeed,
when the appetite is
poor, the digestion
bad, the liver lazy
and the bowels clog-

Pater Jacobs, a |

animal then turned upon the farmer |
and before he could get away inflicted f

ged—but don't re-
main that way; take

HOSTETTER'S

STOMACH BITTERS

today and let it help
Nature restore these
organs to their proper
functions. Besureto

‘ GET HOSTETTER'S

TY is no more m'
Smalipox,
PHUID E::hmuu%mﬁf'.ﬁ

almost miraculous effl-

eacy, and harmiessness, of Antityphold Vaccinations

Be vaccinated NOW by your physiclan, you and
gour family. It Is more vital than house |

Atk mmclw. druggist, or send for “Han
gou had Typhoid?" telling of Typhold Vaccloe,
results from use, and danger from Typhold Carrlers,

The Cutter Laboratory, Berkelry, Cal., Chicags, 111
Producing Vaccines and Serums under U. §. License

SOME TERRIBLE WAR BILLS

That of the United States Govern-
ment Heads the List In
Point of Size.

The wars of Napoleon In 13 years
cost France $1,000,000,000, writes Wen-
dell Phillips Dodgs in Leslie’s. Our
Civil war expenditure of the federal

| government was $3,400,000,000, near

ly thirteen times as much a year
as Napoleon’'s,. The Franco-German
war cost France $1,680,000,000, be

| | sides an added war indemnity of $1,
| 000,000,000,

This same great Wwar,
which lasted only 190 days, cost Ger-
many $460,000,000 for an average
fighting force of 1,260,000 men. The
other big European war of the past

( balf century, the Russo-Turkish war,

cost Russia $786,100,000, but she had
two years' fighting for her money.
The war in the far East cost Japan
$650,000,000 and Russia $723,000,000,
not counting lost ships. Only toward
the end had either slde anything like
a milllon men in the fleld. [Ntaly's
little war with Turkey cost $400,000 a
day, allowing for a mere 60,000 fight-
ing men; and the Boer war, in which
England's army averaged 200,000, cost
$1,055,000,000 in two and a half years.

Gulity.
The justice of the peace in a town
in Ohilo, In pursuance of his duties,
had to hear and judge cases that were

severnl deep lacerations about his | brought before him and also to per

chest, arms and legs.

Grabbing pitchforks, Jacobs

| form occaslonal marriage cemmon!r.
and | He found it difficult to dissoclate the

several other farmhands attacked the | various functions of his office.

big animal.

Everything had gone smoothly un
til he asked one bride: “Do you take

BEAT HIS WIFE WITH MICE | this man to be your husband?”

The bride nodded emphatically.
*And you, accused,” sald the justice,

Pittsburgh Woman Claims Spouse ' 1yrping to the bridegroom, “what have

Has Art of “Refined Cruelty”
Down to a Science. |
Pittsburgh, Pa.—Declaring that her
husband, Alexander Reed,
though he 18 a mute, has the art of |
administering “refined cruelty” down
to a sclence, Mary Esther Reed of |

you to say in your defense?

A Reformer.
*Twobble is noted for his passlon:

even  gte striving after perfection.”

“l must say that's a commendable
trait.”
“In some CAases,

yes, but Twobble

Crafton, a fashionable suburb of this .p‘,nd‘ all his time tr’ln‘ to achleve

city, the other day brought suit for
divorce. |

The allegations of the aggrieved |
woman were among the most extraor- |

dinary ever heard in the local courts. | g fowing style?”

One of Reed's cruel practices was
to “cus3a” his wife frequently and in
such a manner as to unnerve her. His
method of “cussing,’” according to
Mrs, Reed, was to make funny little
squeaks with his mouth, which she
well knew how to interpret.

Another species of refined torture |

' was tojchase her about the house

and beat her with dead mice, of which
he alwavs appeared to have an inex-
haustible supply. This latter form

| of cruelty was altogether too muchi

for Mrs. Reed's nerves and she fre-
quently collapsed from fright.

The mental torture Inflicted upon
her was responsible for a severe
breaking down of her health, from
which she ha# not yet recovered,
averred Mrs. Reed.

Reed denfed his wife's charges, and
especially that relating to mice. In
his own language, he declared that
he never “cussed,” that he does not
know how, and never did.

ONLY 34, BUT WEIGHS 628

Texas Man of Ponderous Bulk Has
Never Had a Day of
Sickness.

Mansas City, Mo.—DBelng the big
gest man in the world has some com:
pensations, according to M. L. Lee of
Dallas, Tex., who was In Kansas City
the other night. Mr. Lee divides his
time between the show business and a
flourishing ranch near Dallas. Need:
less to say the ranch I8 the fruit of
the money he has received for exhib-
fting his tremendous persomn,

Tremendous I8 the word, for a gasp
of astonlshment followed him when he
appearad on the streets. Here are his
gpecifications: e is thirty-four years
old, weighs 828 pounds and it takes a
belt slightly more than elghty-four
inches to encompnss his walst, Me
says he nas never known a day's 1l
vess o his lifes

it In other people.”

His Method.
“How did that writer acquire such

“1 think he uses a fountain pen."

Superior—
“Surpassing others in great

ness, goodness, extent of
value of any quality.' ==
Century Dictionary.

That's the definition, and
that's why Post Toasties
are called the

Superior Corn Flakes

—the surpassing, delicate
Indian Corn flavour being
sealed in by skillful toast-

ing with sugar and salt.

Post
Toasties

are made in clean, airy,
modern factories—cooked,

seasoned, rolled and toast-
ed to crisp golden flakes—

Ready to serve direct
from the package.

To secure the Superior
Com Flakes, ask lc;r—L—

Post Toasties

—sold by Grocen




