Bmooth Jelly,
To prevent the gritty subatanes
g orming In grupe jolly, preserves, ate.,
one gallon of the frult when hot
add one teaspoonful of soda when s
goven scum arlsos which vou skim
off and It does away with all grit

Tripe a ia Lyons,

Cut into strips o pound of bolled
tripe.  Fry in butier with two large
mions sheed, peppor, salt and mincad
pargley to panson When brown add

a tablespoenful of vinegar. Serve
wish lyounalso polutoes, !
“Chance.”
When you talk of chunce, you are
Oluy voulossing ignorance,  The vary

pin of the eoln Is governed by the
serve, muscle {(or manipulation) of
®he thumb and brain that apin it. The
saly chanoe about it 1s your ignorance
of the forces that lft, twist and catoch
the coln. I you could caleulate the
physical mad mental forces betwaen
tha half-penny's leap and return you
might bmy the world. Hut you can't
Aud It's just that bit of blindness that

have to call chance,

First Thing You Remember,

What is the earllest thing that yon
mmambar?  This would be a nloe
question far an afterdinner discus
dlon., Miss Maud Allan, the dancer,
W ber mmall autoblographlical essay,
tellr us twloe over that her memory
goed back to when she was five
wonths old—flve monthe! She was
Qen given her first doll. She had
»eon toM of Santa Claus, and on
dhristinas eve had “sped down the
broad staircage.”

/ Reral Wit

As a counlryman was sowing his
ground, two smart fellows were rid-
ing that way, and one of them called
@ him with an insolent air: “Well,
Bonest fellow,” sald he, * 'tis your busl:
oass Lo sow, but we reap the fruits of
gour labor.” To which the country-
man replled: “'Tis very like you
way, for 1 am sowing hemp. ' --Catho
We News

Poverty and Prosperity.

The problems of poverly and Iabor
Jave become more and more pussling
the further we have gone along in
ostional prosperiiy, and none feel the
powildering mature of the present
sinte of things more than those who
have dally w suffer from Its sad of
fects, — Iaternational Theosophical
Chronicle.

Awkward for the Asronaut.

" An element of humor characterized
sne of Mr. Spencer’s Indian experi-
aces. One day, after making a par-
achute descent, his balloon, travellng
m, came down among some fishes
folk, who promptly unpicked the net
‘0 use for fishiog lines, and cut up the
salloon itse to make waterproof
slothing!

The year 1008, the 100th anniversary
of Linooin's birthday, will be appro-
priately marked in The Century, which
magazine has been the vehicle slonce
ity foandation for the publication of
the most important Lincoln material.
Tapublished documents from Lincoln's
own pen and from that of one of his
private secretarlos are coming, and
Lincolu portraits.

St, Nicholas ls the one great maga-
sine for children, 8St, Nicholas is the
toved companlon of more than one
mundred thousand American boys and
girls. St Nicholas, brimful of de-
Tightfal entertainment each month, ia
an influence for good In your chil-
dren's lives that you cannot afford to
lot thom be without, St, Nicholas will
&ive your children a year's voyage to
Storyland, the happiness of which they
will never forget. Send for speclal
subscription offers. The Century Co,
"Uulon Square, New York.

—

Both are Disgusted.

Republicans and democrats allke
ennnot help being disgusted with the
lying thelr hide-bound parly organs
bhave done during the past campaign.
A paper whose proprietor either holds
a federal job or Is looking for one,
sannot be depended upon to tell the
anblased truth about polities and even
sometimes about other things, Why
ghould yoar report about dally affairs
e colored to sult the selfigsh interests
or desires of the man who happens
to have his money Invested in news-
waper machinery? You have a right to
have pure news ag well as pure food.
Aud alse, why not pure advertising?
‘The paper goes inte the home and ls
read by your children. You are try-
ing to keop thelr minds clean and
would raise a row If you found an im-
moral or lmpure book In the house,
Why not guard what they read In dally
papers as carefully? The Lincoln
State Journal columns are the begt evl
dence of Its clennness, A whole lot of
advertisilng is found In olher dallies
that I® %kept out of the Lincoln
Journal, When you take The Journal
you pay only for your own paper as
it has no deadbeats; no bad bills,
Everybody pays In advance and every
paper lg stopped when the time Is out,
it's a cooperative plan, overy item of
waste belng ollminated and you get
the benefit. Lincoln {8 your capital
aud The Journal your paper.
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SYNOPSIS.

Me. Bolomon Prott began comical nar-
raton of story, Introducing well-to-do
Nathan Scudder of his town, and Edward
Van Brunt and Martin Hartley, two rich
New Yorkers scoking reat Hocause of

Iatter palr's laviash exponditure of money,
Pratt's first impreasion was connected
with lunatics. The arrival of James
Hopper, Van Brunt's valet, gave Pratt
the desired informution about ths New

Yorkera., They wished to lve what they
termed ““The Natural Life.” Van Brunt,
It was learned, was the succensful sultor
for the hand of Migs Agnes Page. who
gnve Hartley up. "“I'he Hoavenllea hear
a long story of the domestic woes of
Mrs. Hannah Jane Purvig, thelr cook and
mald of all work. Decide to let her go
and angago Bol. Pratt as ohel.

CHAPTER Ill.—Continued.

“And while we're glving you the
story of our lives, skipper,” says Hart-
ley, with one of his half smiles, “I
want to say right hers that our pres-
ént surroundings aren’'t all that fancy
palnted 'em. They're too much in the
lime light.” Thia was just one of his
crazsy ways of saying things; 1 was
getting used to ‘em a llttle by now.
“We're too prominent,” he says. “The
populace are too friondly and inter

“Also,” says Van, “the select bunch
of feminlnes from the hotel have
taken to making our front walk & sort
of promenade, Martin and 1 are natur-
ally shy; we pine for solltude.”

There was more of this, but 1 man-
aged to find out that what they wanted
was & guleter place than Scudder's. A
place off by fitsell, where they could
be as natural as a picked chicken. 1
agreed to try and help ‘em find such
& pince. And [ sald, too, that I'd think
about the cooking ldea. Money didn't
seem to be no object—I could have my
wages by the hod or barrelful—just ax
I see fit.

“Well,” says 1, getting up to go.
“I' see. Let me sleep on it for a
sgpell, same’s you fellers have done on
Nate's pin-feather beds. But I aln't
80 sure about your staylng all sum-
mer. How about that young Iady
friend of yours, Mr. Van Brunt? She
may take a notlon to send for you to
introduce her to the king of Chiny
or the grand panjandrum with the lit-
tle round bottom on top. Then you'd
have to pack up and cut your cable.,”

Van, he looked hard at me for a
minute, I thought first he was mad
at me for putting my oar in where it
wa'n't sypposed to be. Then he
laughed. “Sol,” says he, “that young
lady and I are kindred spirits. For a
yoar I'm natural and happy, and she
can nurse her Hoollgans and go on
charity sprees. Then—well, then we
fall back on our respectad parents and
wedded—er—hliss, Hey, Martin?"

Hartley, In the shadow of the vines,
It another clgar and nodded. Hut he
didn't say nothing.

For the next three or four days 1
chased around trying to find a house
and lot where them Heavenly lunatios
could be natural. 1 located a couple of
bully summer places, all trees and
windmills and posy beds and hot and
cold water and land knows what, But
they wouldn't do; they “smelled of
cou ' Van sald. What they really
wanted, or thought they wanted, was
a state's prison in a desert, 1 judged.

For a week or ten days we kept the
bunt up, but dide’t have no luck.
Whenever 1% think I'd uncovered a
promlising outfit the Heavenlies would
turn to and dump in a cargo of objee-
tions and bury it again. After five or
six funerals of this kind I got sort of
tired and quit. It got to be July and
their month at Nate's was ‘most over,
I was up there the eveniog of the third
and 1 happened to ask ‘em If they
wanted me and the sloop for the next
day. There was (o be a Fourth of July
¢nlebrafon over to Bagtwich and some
of the boarders wanted to go and see
the balloon and the races and the
greased plg chase, and such lke, If
the Twinsg didn't care 1'd take the job,
[ sald. Dut they took a notion to go
themselves., Van sald ‘twould be an
excuse for me to glve 'em another
chowder, If nothing more. So, on the
morning of the Fou@ we started, me
and Van Drunt and Hartley and Lord
James, in the Doran Dassett. Talk
about crulses. 1l I'd known—and yet
out of It come—Dut there! let me tell
you about It

CHAPTER IV,
The Pig Race.

I don't cal'late that 1 ever had a
better run down the bay than 1 done
that morning. "Twas a falr wind, and
a smooth sea, not the slick, groasy
kind, but with little blue waves cha-
slng each other and =going "Spat!
spat!"” under the Dora Bassett's quuar
ter as she danced over ‘em, And
that's just what she did—dance, Thera
wa'n't any hog-wallowing for her; she
just plcked up her skirts, so to speak,
and tripped along—towing the lttle
landing skiff astern of her—like a 16
yeur-old girl going to a surprise party.

An early July mornilng on the bay
down our way I8 good enough for
yours truly, Solomon Pratt. Take it
with the wind and water like I've sald;
with the salt smell from the marshes
drifting out from the shore, mixed up
with the smell of the pitch-plues on
the bluffs, and me in the stern of a
§ood boat with the Uller la my band

RPRAIT.

and & pipe In my face—well, all right!
That's my natural 1life; and I don't
neod no book to tell me ro, neither.

The Heavenlies enjoyed it, and
they'd ought to. "Twas clear then,
though It got hazy over to the east'ard
later on But then, as 1 say, ‘twaa
clear, and you eoukl see the schooners
strung oul on the skyllne, some full
up, with their salls shining white in
the sun, and others down over the
edge, with only thelr tops'ls showing,
Far off, but dend shead, just as |If
somehody had dipped thelr finger in
the blulng bottle and smouched it along
the bottom of the sky, was the Wapn.
tomac shore, and away aft, right over
the stern, was the Trumet lighthouse,
ke a white chalk mark on & yellow
fence, the fence being the high sand
bank belind it

The Twins lald back and soaked In
the scenery., They unbuttonsd their
jackets and took long breaths. They
nctually forgot to smoke, which was
a sort of miracle, ns you might say,
and even Hartley, who had been bluer
than a spolled mackerel all the morn-
ing, braced up and got real chipper. By

and by they resurrected that book of

managed to smile. As for Lord James
he looked at me like I'd trod on the
quecn's cornm.

Blessed If 1 could sea what there
was funny about it. Holon cun play
ke an Injun Why, I've geen him
buat two striugs at a Thanksglving
ball and then play “Mra. McLeod's
Resl"—you know, "Buckshee, nanny-
goat, brown hread and beans”—on
t'other two, till theres wa'n't & atill foot
in the hall.

We made Eastwich Portl about noon
and had dluner. I cooked up a kettle of
chowder--fetched the elams along
with me from home—and ‘twould
have done you good to see the Heav-
enlies lay into it. Lord James he
skipped around llke & bhoppergrass in
& hot skillet, fetehing glasses and
laying out nine or ten different kind
of forks and spoons side of each
plate, and opening wine bottles, and
[ don’t know what all, When he hove
in slght of the wharf that morning he
wias toting a basket pretty nigh as
blg as he was, 1 asked him what [t
wis

“Why, the ‘amper,” says he

“The which?" savs |

“The lunch ‘amper, of course,” he
says, “The ‘amper for the heatables.”

Well, I wondered thon what in the
natlon was In it, for ‘twas heavier
than lead. 1 remember that the heft
of It made me ask him If he' fetched
along some of the late Hannah Jane's
leftover riz blscult. But now 1 see
why 'twas heavy., There wan enough
dishes anfl truck for ten men and the
cook In that basket. We had my
chowder and four kinds of crackers
with ft, and chicken and asparagus,
and nine sorts of plckles, and ecanned
plum pudding with sass, and coffee
and good loud healthy cheesge, and red
wine wsod champagoe. When I'd

“The Lunch 'Amper, of Course,” He 8ays. “The 'Amper for the Heat.
ablep.”
theirs and had what you might call aj holsted in enough of everything mso

Natural Life drunk, I never see print-
fng that went to a person's head the
way that book seemed to go to thelrs.
I judged "twas kind of light and gassy
reading and naturally riz and filled the
empty places same as vou'd fill a bal
loon.

Everybody was happy but Lord
James, and I eould see that he wa'n't
casy In his mind. He set about amid-
ships of the coekpit and hung onto the
thwart with both hands, llke he was
afrald "twould bust loose and leave
bim adrift. If the Dora Bassett had
struck n derellct or something and
goue down sudden 1I'll bet they'd have
dredged up that Hopper valet and the
thwart together, And then they'd
have had to pry ‘em apart. His lord-
ship wa'n't used to water, unless ‘twas
to mix with something else.

By and by Hartley shoves both
hands into his pockets, tilts his hat
back and begins to sing. More effects
of the Natural Life spree, 1 suppose,
but 'twus bully good singing. Might
have boen saying most anything, call-
Ing me a short lobster for what 1
know, 'cause ‘twas some forelgner's
lingo, but the noise was all right even
if I did have to take chances on the
words, 1 cal'late to know music when
1 hear IL.

"Good!" says Van, when his chum
stopped. “Martin, you're better al-
ready. [ haven't heard you sing for
two years or more. The last time
was atl the Delanceys’ ‘at home.' Do
you remomber the dowager and ‘my
daughter? Heavens! and ‘my daugh-
ter's' plano playing! Agnes told the
dowager that she had never heard
anything llke It. You and she were
wogether, you know. Glve us another
verae."

But Martin wouldn't. Shut up like
# clam and reached Into his pocket for
@ clgar.

“That was A No, 1, Mr. Hartley,”
says I. "l wish you could hear SBolon
Basselt play the fiddle; you'd appre
clate 1t.”

Vag he rourod and even ml

my hatches wounldn’'t shut tight, and
pulling on one of the Twins' clgars, 1
suys to Van:

“Mr. Van Brunt,” saya 1, “la this
part of what you call the Natural
Life?

“You bet, skipper!” says he. He
hadn't finished the chowder end of
the layout yet.

Well, 1 heaved a sigh, "Twas kind
of unnatural to me, having come on
me all to ance; but I cal'lated I could
get usod to It in Ume without shed-
ding no tears. Dldo't want to get
used to It too quick, neither; 1
wanted the novelty to linger along, as
you might say.

When the dinner was over—the
Heavenlles was well enough ac-
quatned with the famlly to nlckname
it “lunch™—1 started in to help his
lordshlp wash dishes. The Twins
sprawled themselvi% under a couple
of plne trees and blew smoke rings.

“Hurry up there, messmale,” says
I to the valet; “1 want to get through
time enough to run wp to the falr
grounds and see that greased plg

Hartley had been keeplng so still 1
cal'lated he was dropping off to sleep,
but It seems he wa'n't. He set up,
stretched, and got to his feet.

“I'll go with you, skipper,” says he.
“Might as well do that as anything.
I've never seen a grensed plg race.
They don’t have ‘em on the Street.”

“Chase nothing but lambs there
draws Van Brunt, lazy, and with his
eyes half shus Then he turped over
and looked at hig chum.

“Great Caesar' Martin,” he says,
“you don't mean to tell me that you're
golug up Into that crowd of hayseeds
to haug over a fence and watch some
one run, do you?! Why any one on
God's earth should want to run,” he
says, “when they can keep still, is be-
yond me; and why you, of all men,
should want to watch ‘em do it—
that's worse yet. Cowme here and be
naturel and decant"”

But Hartley wouldn't do ., Hjs

blun sireak seemed (o have struck tn
again and he was kleking the sand,
nervous ke, with his foot.

“Come on, Yan," he says. “1 want
the walk."”

“Not much,” savs Van, “Walking's
almost ns bad as running. UN be here

when you get back.'

It may be that Hartley did want
that walk, same as he pald, but he
didn't seem to get much fun out of it
Went pounding slong, his cigar tipped
up to the visor of hip eap, and his
eyes siaring at the ground all the
time. And he never spoke two words
till we got to the falr grounds,

There was n dickens of & crowd,
five or six hundred folks, 1 should
think, and more coming all the time.
Everybody that could come had bor
rowed the horses and carryalls of
them that couldn't and had brought
thelr wives and mothersinlaw and
their children's ehildren unto the third
and fourth generation. There was con-
slderable many summer folks—not se
many n# there {s at the cattlo show in
August=<but a good many, Just the
same. I counted five automobiles, and
I see the Barry folks from Trumet
rlding round In thelr four-horae coach
and putting on alrs enough to make
‘em lopslded.

Hartley gave one look around at the
gang and hls nose turned op o 12
o'¢lock.

“"Gad!™" says ho, “this, or something
lHke It, Is what 1've been trylng to get
away from, Come on, Sol. Let's go
back to the boat”

Hut | hadn't seen so many shows as
he had and I wanted (o stay,

“You wait a spell, Mr. Hartley,”
says 1. "Lat's crulse round a little
first.”

S0 we went shoving along through
the crowd, getting our toes tramped
on and dodging peddlers and such llke
overy other minute. There was the
“test-your-strength” machine and the
merry-go-round and the “oasified man™
In & tent: “Walk right up, gents, and
cast your eyes on the greatest marvel
of the nge all alive and solld stone
only two nickels a dime ten cents,”
and all the rest of it. Pretty sooa
we come to whero the feller was sell-
ing the E Pluribug Unum candy—red,
white and blue, and & slab as big as 3
brick for a dime.

Hartley stopped and stares at it

“For heaven's sake!" says he,
“What do they do with that?™

“Do with It?" says 1. “Hat it, of
course.”

“NoT' he says. “Not really ™

“"Humph!™ 1 says. “You just walt

a shake."

There was a little red-headed youns-
ster scooting in and out among the
folks' knees and I caught him by the
shoulder, “Hi, Andrew Jackson!”
says I, “"Want some candy?"’

He looked up at me as pert and
sassy a8 & blackbird on & scarecrow's
shoulder,

“Het
Jumped.

“Lord!" says I; "I cal'late he knows
yon."

Hartley smiled. “How do they sell
that—that Portland cement?’ says he.
“Glve me some,” he says, holding a
half dollar to the feller bahind the ofl.
cloth counter.  The man chiseled off
anough for a fair-sized tombstone and
handed it out. Hartley passed it to
the boy. He bit off 4 hunk that made
him look ltke he had the mumps all

your antural!" says he. I

on one #ide, and commenced to
eruanch (L.

“There!™ nays L “That's proof
enough, ain't it?

But he wa'n't satisfied, *“Wait a

minute,” says he.
it does to him.”

Well, it didu’t do nothing, apparent-
ly, except to make tho little shaver's
jawsg zound like a rock crusher, so we
went on. By and by we come to the
fence alongside. of the place where
they had the races. The sack race
was on, half a dozen fellers hopplng
around ted up In meal bags, and we
see that, Then Hartley was for going
home again, but I managed to hold
bhim, The greased plg was the next
number on the dance order and I
wanted to see It.

Maj, Philapnder Phinney, be's chalr-
man of the Eastwich selectmen and
pretty nigh half as big as he thinks
he Is; he stood on tiptoe on the
judge's stand and bellered that the
greaged pig contest was open to boys
under 16, and that the one that caught
the pig and hung on to it would get
five dollars. In less than three shakes
of a herring’s hind leg there was boys
enough on that field to start a reform
gchool. They ranged all the way from
littlo chaps who ought to have been
home cutting thelr milk teeth to
"boys'" that had yellow fuzz on thelr
chins and a plug of chewling tobacco
in thelr pants' pocket. They fetched
in the pig shot up in & box with laths
over the top. He was little and black
and all shinlng with groase, Then
they stretched a rope across one end
of the race fleld and lined up the plg-
chasers behind ft.

“Hello!" says Hartley, “there’s our
Portland coment youngster., He'll
never run with that marble quarry o
slde of him."

Sure enough, there was the boy that
had tackled the candy. 1 could see
his red head blazing like a lightning
bug alongslde of 4 six-foot Infant with
overalla and a promising erop of side
whiskers, Next thing ¥ kunew the
starter—lasachar Tiddit, ‘twas—he
opeéns the lid to the plg box and hol
lers “Go!"

The line dropped. That little lone
plg see 20 odd palr of hands shooting
towards him, and he fetched a yell
like a tughoat whistle and put down
the fald, with the whole crew bohind
hin, The crowd got on tiptoe and
stretched thelr necks to see. Hvery-
%ody hollered and hurrabed and “haw,
hawed ™

(TO B CONTINTULIEDL)

“l want to see what

MR. WM. F. VAHLBERG.

Mr. Willinm ¥, Valhlbery, Oklahomn
City, Okla., writes:

“One bottle of Peruna which I have
taken did more toward relieving mo of
an aggravated case of catarrh of the
siomach, thun years of trentment with
the best physicians

“I had given up hopes of rolief, and
only tried Poruno ns o lust resort.

“I shall continne using it, na I feel
satisfied it will effect un entire and
permanent cure.

“I most cheerfally recommend Perans
to all who may read this.”

Perunn is usunlly taken as a lust ro
sort, Doctors have been tried and
falled. Other remedies have been used
Sanitariums have been visited, Travel
has been resorted to.

At ‘lut Peruna is tried. Reliof ia

nd.

Thia history is repeated over and
over agnin, every day in the year. 1t in
such results as this that givea Peruna
its unassailable hold upon the people.
We could say nothing that would add
foree to such testimonlals as the above.
That people who have had eatarrh and
buve'tried every othor remedy avall-
able, find rollief in Peruna, constitutes
the best argument that could be made

Reached His Limit.

Little Henry had been very naughty
and was shut up In a closet until he
should express proper penitence for
his misdeeds. Near by sat his moth-
er, ready to extend pardon to the
small offender at the first sign of
sarrow., At last a faint sigh caught
her ear. Creeping sllently to the
door, she discovered the child seated
on the floor in a disconsolate attitude.

“Poor me!” he muttered, with an-
other sigh. “Why can't I get out?
I'sé done sorried all 1 ean sorry!"—
Delineator.

Money Expended on Schools.

Last year New York city spent $33,
000,000 on its public schools; Chicago,
$23,000,000; Boston more than $10,
000,000; Philadelphia & litle more
than $6,000,000. Though Philadelphia
is the third eity In population in the
Unlted States, It stood thirty-fourth in
per eaplta expenditure on schools.

At Atlantle Oity Miss Emma Nutter
was ordaloed lolo the ministry at the
Methodist Protestant conference. For
six years she was a licentiate presch-
fng at a small church there and study.
ing theology.

———

Western Canada

MORE 811G CROPS IN 1908

Anotber 60,000 pet-
tlers from the United
States. New dis-
tricts opened for set-
tlement. 320 acres
ofland to each sel-
tler,—160 free
homestead und 160 at §3.00 per acre,

"A vast rich country and a contented pres-
peroun people.”™ ~ A strad fromm covvospendence
of & Nattonad Bitivr, whose wisid fo Western
Canada, iv Angwst, 1908, was an fnipivaldon,

Many have paid the entire cost of thelr
farms and had a balance of from $10.00 to
$20.00 per acre as a result of one crop.

Spring wheat, winter wheat, oats, barley,
flax and peas are the principal crops, while
the wild grasses bring to perfection the
best cattle that have ever been sold on
the Chicago market

Sple climate, schools and churches
in all localities. Railways touch most of
the settled districts, and prices for produce
are always good. Lands may also be pur-
chased from ruilway and land companiesa

For pamphlets, maps and infornation
regarding low rullway rates, apply te

o to the authorised Cannding Gov't Agent:

W. V. BENNETT,
Omaba, Nobrunku,

801 Bew York Lite Bullding,




