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His Vecabulary.

He was an only child, They wera
very particular about his manner of
speech, constuntly correcting him so
that he would nse beautiful English,
He, however, was allgwed now and
then 1o associate with other children,
He played with a neighbor boy a long
while one day and when he came
home there was an ecstatic smile on
his face,

“I like that boy, mother,” he said,
“1 like him very much. He swears
beautifully. He knows every word”

Starch, llko everything else, 18 be
ing constantly Improved, the patent
Starclies put on the market 25 years
Ago arce very different and Inferfor to
those of the present day. In the lat
ast discovery—-Deflance Starch—all In-
furlous chemicals are omitted, while
the additlon of another Ingredient, In:
vented by us, gives to the Starch a
strength and smoothness never ap
proached by other brands,

Grows Only in Four States,
Bromine, useful in mediclne, pho
tegraphy, the manufacture of dyes
and in certain metallurgical opera-
tlons, I8 produced commerciully iIn
only four states of this conntry—Mich:

Igan, Ohlo, Pennsylvania and West
Virginia. Last year's output wns
1,479,496 pounds.

Fortunate.

“Have any luck hunting?"

“The greatest ever.”

“How was that?”

“I went out with an amateur and
came back allve"

Nearly every man, when he reads
a good joke and remembers and tells
it well, thinks to himself afterward:
“What a witty fellow I am getting to
be!"

It every man was compelled to acl
a8 his ewn foolkiller there wounld be
an epldemic of suicides.

PILES CURED IN 6 TO 14 DAYS.
PPJH) OINTMENT s guarantasd 1o cure n‘v came
of Nehing, Blind, Bleoding or Protmding FPlles o
fio I days or money refunded,  &le,

The average womun Is fond of pets,
but her husband is not in that class,

Lewis’ Single Binder siraight Ge cigar is
iood_ guality all the time. Your dealer or
ewin' Fuctory, Peoria, 11,

Even a fast man may nol make A
rapld recovery when he's ill

If Your Feot Ache ar Burn
et a e gm:lum of Allmn's FootaEaw, It glves
quick reliel, Twomillion peckages sold yourly.

Smiles make a better salve for trou
ble than do frowns,

CATARRH IN HEAD.
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MR, WM, A, PRESSER,

R. WILLIAM A. PRESSER, 1783

Third Ave., Moline, 111, writes:

“I have beensuffering from catarrh
in the head for the past two months
and tried innumerable so-called reme-
dies without avail. No one knows how
I have suffered not only from the dis-
ease itself, but from mortitication when
in company of fricnds or strangers.

“] have used two bottles of your med-
jeine for a short time ooly, and it
effected n complete medical cure, and
what is better yot, the discase has not
returned.

*1 enn most emphaotically recommend
Pernna to ull sufferers from this dis-
ense,"

Read This Experience

Mr. A. Thompson, Box 65, R, R. 1,
Martel, Ohio, writos: “When I began
your treatment my oyes were influmed,
nose was stopped up half of the time,
und was sore and scabby. I could not
rest at night on account of continual
hawking and spliting.

“I had tried several remedies and was
abont to give up, but thought I would
try Perana.

“‘After I had taken about one-third of
a bottle I noticed n difference. I am
now completely cured, ufter suffering
with caturrh for eighteen years,

[ think H those who wre afflicted
with ocatarrh would try Peruna they
would never regrot it.”

Peruna is manufactured by the
Peruna Drug Mfg. Co., Columbus, Ohio,

Ask your D st for a Freo Peruna
Almanac for 1909.

A Safe and Sure

Cough Cure.
Kemp's Balsam

Mulnﬂl:
c.glil-hnhl!rn.

Nothing of a poisonous or harm-
ul chamcter enters into its coms-
ition.

This clean and pure cough cure
cures coughs that cannot be cured
by any other medicine,

It bas saved thousands from con-
sum ption,

It has saved thousands of lives.

A 25¢. bottle conlains 40 doses.

At all druggists’, 25c,, 50¢c. and $1,
Don't accept anything eloe.

.~

SYNOPSIS.

My, Bolomon P'ratt began comleal nar-
rtlon of story, Introdocing  well-to-do
Nathan Scudder of his town, and Kdward
Van Brunt and Martin Hartley, two rich
New Yorkers poeking rest. Because of
latter pair's luvish expenditure of money
Pratt's first impressfon was  connuoted
with lunntics, ‘he arrlval of Jamus
Hopper, Van HBrunt's valet, gave Pratt
the desired informuation about the New
Yorkers. They wished to Jive what they
termed “"The Natural Life. Van Brunt,
It wan learned, was the succesaful sultor
for tha hand of Miss Agnes Paxe, who
gave Hartley up. "“Fhe Heaventleg'” hear
A long story of the domestic woes of
Mrs, Hannah Jane Purvis, thelr cook and
mnid of all work. Declde to 1ot her go
and engage Hol, Pratt as chef. Twins
agres to leave Nule Beuwdder's whode and
begin _ unavalling search  for another
domiclle. Adventure at Fourth of July
celebration at Eustwich, Hartley. vescued
a boy, known as “lteddy.” from under n
horse’s feet and the urchin proved to be
one of Miss Page's churges, whom she
had taken to the countey for an outing.
Miss Poage and Hurtley wers separated
during a flerce storm, which followed the

lenle,  Out  sufling  later, Van Bruot,
ratt and Hopper wers wrecked in n
squall. Pratt landed safely and a search

for the other two revenled an island upon
which they were found., Van Brunt rent-
ed It from Scudder and called It Ozone
Island. They lived on the Island and
Owner Scudder brought ridiculous pres-
onts as a token of aratitude, Innocently,
Hartley and Hopper in search for clams
robbed a private “quabnugh.” Late at
t‘lll‘ht thelr Islund home wiss distucrbed by
wild yells. Hopper wans found In n fright
At what he supposed was a ghiost and he
fmmediately tendered his resignation, In
charge of & compnny of New York poor
children Miss Talford and Miss Puge vis
ited Ozone island,

CHAPTER X.—Continued.

“T'll go you," saye Martin, shucking
his jacket. “Sol, what do I do next?”

I showed him. 1 started 'em even
on cucumber heds, They hoed ke
t they went by steam. You never see
such amblitious farmers in your life as
they was—just then.

“Kind of hard work, ain't {t?" says
I, watching thelr frout hair get damp
and stick to thelr forecheads.

“Work?" says Van. “This s recrea.
tion, man!"

“All right,” I says.
and recreale,
gell.”

Bo I went in and swept out the din-
ing room. Once in a while, through
the open window, I'd get a sight of 'em
laying into the cucumber beds, with
the sun blazing down. 1 grinned.
When the boot's been on one leg too
long it's kind of nice to see somebody
else's corns get pinched.

When they come in to dinner they
was just slopping over with joy. Gar-
dening was more fun than a barrel of
monkeys. But | notieed that when
Van got up from the table he riz kind
of “sleady by jerks” as if he had kinks
fu his back, and Martin moved his
shoulders slow und easy and said
“Ouch!” under his breath when he
reached too far.

They didn't seem to be in any real
hurry to get back to work, either.
Stayed on the poreh, and smoked two
clgars instead of one. 1 had to ehuck
out a hint nbout gettlng them seeds
covered up qulck afore they'd leave
their chairs. Then they went, and [
could see the hoes moving; but they
moved slower.

They turned in vight after supper,
which was unusual. Next morning |
didn’t hear a word about gardens, The
conversation was pretty limited and
doleful, belng separated with grunts
and groans, 8o to speak. When Van
Brunt dropped his napkin he hollered
to me to come and pick it up, and
Hartley fed with his left band and
kept the right in his jacket side pock-
et. They didm't seem to enjoy that
meal hall so much as I did.

“Well," says 1, to brighten things
up: "1 cal'late them cucumbers Is
ready to eat, pretty nigh, by this time.
Started on your corn, yet? No? Well,
you mustn't lose no time, It's late in
the season now. Come along with me
and 'll get you going.”

I headed for the door as 1 spoke.
They looked at cach other aguain,

“I's pretty clondy for planting, isn't
it?" asks Hartley. “We might be
caught in the rain, you know."

“Raln your granny!" says 1. “Them
clouds Is nothing but heat fog. It
burn right off.”

“Walilt till we finlsh our clgars, skip-
per,” says Van.

“No,” savs 1. “You can smoke and
plant at the same time. BSmoke ‘Il
drive away the mosquitoes,”

They got up then and followed me
out. The hoes was laying by the beds
and | handed ‘em one aplece. They
took ‘em, not with what you'd call en-
thusiasm, but more the way the boy
took the licking—believing 'twas more
blessed to glve than to recelve. The
cucumber beds was begun beautiful,
the frst hills rounded up flne and
lovely, But the tallend ones looked
like the pauper section of the burylng
ground, more useful than ornamental.
I showed 'em how to plant the corn
and went away, leaving 'em leaning on
their hoes, with a kind of halo of
mosquitoes around their heads. My
talk about smoke was more or less
sarcastie; the mosquitoes on Horse
foot Ozone was smoke-cured and fire-
proof,

I got the breakfast work done about
ten o'clock and then 'twas time to go
after the plg and the hens. [ took the
ki oars out of the barn and then
walked around by the gardens to see
how things was getting on. There lald
the hoes by the place where the corn-
hilla was intended to be, but there
wa'sa't any corn-hills nor any Heavenly

“Heave ahead
I've got to work, my-

RPRAIT.
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gardeners olther; not a sign of ‘em. [
halled ones or twice but didn't get any
anawer, ‘Then 1 went on down to the
skiff. And there they was, sprawled
out In the shade of the pines, as com-
fortable as you please,

"Hello, skipper,” says Van
turning over on one elbow “We've
been walting for you. We're golng
with you after the livestoek."

“You are?" says 1. “Got your farm-
ing done so early?

"Noo," he drawls. “Not precisely.
The fact, 1s So0l, Hartley and 1 have
declded that agricultural Iabors are
not—"

“Labors?” says I, shoving the skiff
into the water, “"Thought ‘twag recre-

Irunt,

atlon.”
“"For definition see dictionary,” he
says. “It's a painful condition, not a

theory, with us just now. Martin and
I are convinced that what we need Is
a sea voyage, Come on, Martin.”
Hartley got up, preity average gin.
gerly, and they climbed Into the skift.
I pushed off and begun to row.
“Well,” I says, after a minute or two,
“It aln't for me to suggest anything,
but, just for greens—Ilike the old wom-
an stewed the burdock leaves—I'd
like to mention that if you want vege.
tables with the dew, and not leleles, on

I londed the evitters Into the skiff .]

the plg falrly
doing 1t

sung psalms while 1 was
and then the Twins elimbed

abanrd

“AN vight, skipper,” says Van
“Shove off.

“Just a4 minote,” says I “"What am
I going to de—take the next traln?

This transport seeis (o be pretty wall
loaded.”

It was. Van Hrunt
amidships thwart, Hartley was up in
the bow, with the pig between hia
knees, The ehicken coop was plled In
the gtern. 1 ain't no dime ghow dwarf,
and where 1 was going to stow myself
was o much for me.

“Humplg!” says Van. "1t does look
standing voom only. Here, skipper;
you kuneel on the back seat, 1'll row.”

1 dida’t exactly kneel, but 1 strad:
dled acrose the stern somehow, with
the butt end of the hen roost in my lap
and my feet over ench rall just elear of
the wel

Nate's boy shoved ug info deep wa-
ter., He had to take off hig shoes and
stockings to do it, and he wag langh
fng so that he made mighty poor head
way

"You pesky young one!” says 1,
losing my patience. “If you don't tend
to your job 'l get out and duck you,
What ave youn giegling nt?"

“I ain’t gigeling,” says he.
pushing. Ugh! 1law! haw!
There vou he!'

He gave us a final shove and then
went buck and volled around in the
bushesr, Somebody wias having n good
time Il we wa'n't,

We moved off stately and slow, lke
an ocean loer leaving her dock. We
didn’t have any band, but the pig and
hens furnlshed musle. The skift's rad)
was almost aowash and my  heels
dipped on every little wave,

Van rowed ke a good one till he got
about two-thirds of the way across,
Then the tide got a grip on us and he
commenced to go slower and groun,

wie on  the

“I'm
Ugh!

We Moved Off Stately and Slow, Like an Ocean Liner Leaving Her Dock,

‘em, you'd better be getting the rest
of them seeds into the ground. What's
the present standing of that cueunmber
bet 7

Van didu't open his eyes,
it,” he says, lagy.

I stopped rowing and looked at him
over my shoulder,

“Meaning—what?" says I.

“Just that. You win the bet. Like-
wise you culi'.ate the cucumbers.
Martin and 1, in convention assembled,
have nominated you for secretary of
agriculture, We resign.”

I'd been expecting i,
up my mind what to sny. But | hated
to say it. Thinks I: “I'll walt till I get
back to Ozone.”

8o I didn't answer, bul went on
rowing agaln. The tide was going out
fast and ‘“twas a hard pull, three of
us In that little skiff, but by and by we
reached the main. And there was
Scudder's hired boy walting for us,

“Hello,” says I "Where's Huldy
Ann—Mrs. Scudder, 1 mean?”’

“S8he couldn't come,” sald the boy,
"But 1 fetoched the hens and things.
Here they be”

He had the hens—a dozen of 'em—
Jammed into one lath coop. The door
of it was fastened with a shaky wood
button.

“Handle 'em kind of careful,” says
he. “That button undoes itself some
times."

“Where's the plg?" says Hartley.

“Here he is.”

We could hear him. He wa'n't in a
box at all, as he'd ought to have been
according to contract, but setting in
the sand with his hind legs tled to-
gether with string. He was whirling
in ecircles with his tail for a plvot, so
to speak, and he seemed to be*malnly
squeal. Little he was, and thin—
'peared to me to be thin ad Nate's milk
of human kindness—but the Heaven-
lles fell down and worshiped him llke
he was:a hog angel,

“Huomph!"™ says 1.
‘Aear?" "

“That's the dear,” says Van, patting
him at long distance,

Well, he welghed four pound and
cost six doliars, so that's dear egough

for anvbody,

“You win

And I'd made

“Is that the

He'd miss a stroke and we'd swing half
way around, We was golng broadside
on most of the time.

By and by Hartley spoke up.

“What makes this plg kiek so?”
says he, llke "twas some kind of a
conundrum, The eritter seemed to be
doing hls best to answer it, but his
language wa'n't understandable,

“"You look out he don't kick that
string off his legs,” | hollers, 1 had to
holler to muke myself heard above the
cholr,

He bent forward and looked down.
“"Why!" says he. “I'll be shot if he
hasn't done it already,”

“Hang on to him then'!" I yells. “For
tha land sakes don't let him loose.”

Van Brunt gives a final groan and
slops the oars.

“No use, skipper,” he says.
cumber recreatlon has put me out
of the race. I wouldn't row another
stroke for the control of the Standard
Oll. You'll have to be shofer the rest
of the way."”

I didn't know what a “shofer” was
and 1 don't know now; but [ could see
trouble coming.

“Set where you
“Don't move.
you go!”

The pesky fidiot had stood up to
stretch, leaving the oars in the row-
locks. Course the skiff swung broad-
slde on and a wave knocked the star-
board overboard. Hartley see it golng
and made a jump and a grab. He
missed It, you might know, but he let
go of the pig.

I ripped out a lively kind of speech
and dove for the port oar. The hen
coop was In my way and it and me
went headfirst into Van Brunt's shirt-
front. When 1 got out of the mixup
both oars was ten yards astern, the
plg was doing three laps a minute over
us and under the thwarts and the hens
was all out of jall and proud of It
Likewlse we was drifting out to sea.

“Well!” says 1. “This I8 nlee, ain’t
it? Get out, you varmint!” This last
part was to a4 pullet that was flapping
on my shoulders.

Would you belloeve it, ull
Heavenly loons done
They just roared.

“My cu-

be!" 1 shouted,
Thunderation! There

them
wus Lo mugh,

“NMa! hot
dear me!  Thi
admilestion.”

“Ha! ha!" cockles Van, puMng Loy
breath, and shoving the plg out of his
Tage “This (8 the best ever! The float
ing garden of Kden! Or the ark! Say,
Martin; | begin to sympathize with
Noah.”

Nouh sent out a dove, If | remem
ber vlght,” sayvs Hartley, “Wonder i
it would work with a ohlcken?
Where's our Ararat, skipper?”

I wasx mad elean throngh, Here wus
twlee that I'd been made a fool of on
salt water. 1 wi'n't used to It and it
hurt.

“The nrk was atloat for 40 odd days;
you want to remember that,” says L
“And thig skiff won't float 40 minnles,
loaded the way she bs, If she deif's ot
glde that point.”

“Then she mugtn’'t deift there,”
Van, cheeorfal, "1 don't want to get
wel—nol now, with James gone. This
I8 the only presentable sult U've got

whoops IHarctley O,
isoworth the price of

suys

left. if this 18 wreeked yon'll have to
presg it, Sol.”

My, but | was hopping! Talking
about  pressing elothes and us next

diror to golng to the bottom!

“I't press nothing,” says I, “And
Ul say right now, My. Van Brunt, that
I won't “tend to them garvdens, You
heap—"

Vin waved his hand, “Your salary
from now on,” e savs, "will be—'*

“No, It owon't., My salary's big
onougl. Ity me that's  short—short
about 26 hours ot of the 24. If
I was two men I might do what's need-
ful, but a= “tls 1 can’t. 1 like you both
firstrate—when you ain’t too erazy---
but either you'll have to get moe a
helper  or ' have to quit,: That s,
I wo get ont of this mess allve, which
aln’t Hkely.”

All the thme | was preaching this
way | was tneging at the ‘midships
thwart Finally 1 got it loose and

shoved it over the stern,
Lo try to seull with 1.

The Heavenlles was completely up-
get, Not by the fear of drowning—
drat ‘'em. | don't eal'late they was
afrald of anything—but my talk of
quitting seemed to knoek ‘em silly.

“By Jove! you know,” says Van.
“This is sevions, skipper, You ean't
mean .

“You bet 1 ean!” I says, sculling ke
all possessed with one arm and fight.
ing pullets with the other.

“You're not golng,” says Van, de
cided, "You're—simply-—not. Is he,
Martin?"

“I ghould gay not," says (‘other Twin,
“Sol, If you want more money-—or as-
slstants—or anything, why, all right.
But we want you. And we're going to
keep you,”

“That's settled then,” says Van,
quick. “What kind of help do vou
want—and how many?"

“Well,” 1 says, cooling down a mite
—of course 1 was pleased to find they
Hked me so well, “Well," 1 says, “If
you conld get somebody to cook and
help 'round the honse may be [—"

“A cook?” says Van, “Good! We
gel u cooli—two cooks-—ten of ‘em, it
yon say so. Amd we get "em quick."

“laet's get ashore first,” says 1. “I've
got to make the point there or we'll
Rel—="' N

“"Ouwr finish, hey?" he says, ending
the sentence for me. “All vight; make
the point.,” Then he got out a clgar
and went to smoking.,

But 1 wa'n't by no means sure we
world make the point. "Twas the
cusl'urd end of Ozone island 1 was
alming for.
there and I could see that the skif
would pretty nigh hit the beach, 1f 1
had luek

We zlgzagred along.  Pretty soon
wao got 1o where the waves wias run.
ning bigher, They commenced Lo slop
futo the hoat.

I wis golng

“She'll go under, sure’s you've born,"
says L “IT 1 can only keep her up til
we get into shoal water”

“1 seem to have nequired the cast-
away habil,” says Van., “Ounece in that
other bont of yours, Sol, and now In
this ore. I must swear off. This (s
getting monotdnous.”

The swells run bigger as we neared
the point. The skiff was half full and
the glopping and the motlon stirred up
the menngerie, Such squealing and
squawking and flapplng you never
henrd nor saw, Them hens was all
over us and the plg underneath.

We rlz on u wave and begun to cap-
slze

“Here we go!" | yelled, “Stand by!"”

Over we went. The hens had the
best of us In & way-—they ecould Ay
after a fashion. I wished 1 could.
Lucky the water wa'n't more than
walst deep.

I plowed through the sand and
undertow and got to the beach. Hart-
ley eome next, toting the pig by one
leg. The “dear” wriggled loose and
headed for the pines, hurrahing llke a
sawmlill, The most of the heus had
gone on shead.

“Humph!" says somebody.
pretiy wet, ain't you?”

(TO BE CONTINUED))
Wise Old Noah,

A Sunday school teacher ifn Bryn
Mawr was questioning her class about
some prominent men of the old Tests.
ment, “Now, Henry, ean you tell me
who was the wisest man in the Bible?"
she asked.

"Noah!" Henry answered promptly.

“Oh, no, Henry,” the teacher sald,
“you don't mean Noah; you mean
Solomon, don't you?"

“No, ma'am; I mean Noah."

“What makes you think that Noah
wig the wisest man?”

“Well," sald Henry, “my papa says
a man ke Solomon, with 600 wives
und 500 porcupines, is a blamed old
fool, while Noah knew enough to get
in out of the wet when it began to
rala,"

“You're

The tide set lo strong,
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A SPEEDY ONE.

Miss Tapps—0Of course, gome Lype-
writers are extremely expert. £

Clerk—Oh, yes. 1 know of one who
marrfed a rich employer in less than
three months,

TOLD TO USE CUTICURA.

After Specialist Falled to Cure Her In.
tense Itching Eczema—Had Been
Tortured and Disfigured But

Was 8oon Cured of Dread Humor,

“l contracted eczema and suffered
intensely for about ten months, At
times I thought 1 would scratch my-
self to pleces. My face and arms were
covered with large red patphes, so
that I was ashamed to go out. 1 was
advised to go to a doctor who was
a speclalist In skin diseases, but I
recelved very little rellef. I tried
every known remedy, with the same
results. I thought 1 would never get bot.
ter untll a frlend of mine told me to try
the Cutleura Remedles, 8o I tried them,
and after fomr or five applications of
Cuticurn Ointment I was relleved of
my unbearable itching, I used two
gets of the Cuticura Remedles, and I
am completely cured. Miss Barbara
Kral, Highlandiown, Md,, Jan. 9, '08.”
Potter Drug & Ohem. Corp., Bole Props, Boston.

Work of Women Inventers.

Women are said to have been Issued
more than 6,000 patents by the United
States ofMee. They are not all domes.
tic by any means, either, as some of
them are for car couplers, night algnal-
ing, lfe rafte, car wheels, machines
for manufacturing ozone and a type:
wiriter for the blind. A poeket pewing
machine and g sash that will go up
without sticking are other loventlons
by wowen,

With a smooth Iron and Deflance
Btarch, you can launder your shirt
walst just ms well at home as the
steam laundry can; it will have the
proper stiffness and flolsh, there will
be less wear and tear of the goods,
and it will be a positive pleasure to
use a Starch that does not stick to the
tron.

The Most Dangerous Capital,

London, which used to boast of be-
Ing the quletest and safest capital of
the world, has become nolsler than
Paris and more dangerous than New
York." Nearly 200 pergong are now
killed annoually by street accldents,
and how many more Just escape with
thelr lives cannot be computed.—Out
look.

Good Judge of Human Nature.

“Jones says be can  usually tell
men's occupatiors from thelr appear-
tnce."”

“Yes, Jones can, He can spot a col
lactor as fur as he can see bhlm."—
Detroll Free Press,

When a youmg man tells a gir] that
he'll love her forever and ever no
doubt he beilleves he ls telling the
truth all the time.

ONLY ONE*HBROMO QUININE"
That Is LAXA' !\'Ie HHROMO QUININK, Fook for
the sgnature of K W, GROVE,  Ussd tho World
over tue Cure & Cold In Une Day, =

It 18 not what we intend, but what
wée do makes us useful —More, .

Lewis' Sit_u‘le Rinder straight S¢ eigar
made of rich, mellow tobacco. Your
dealer or Lewis' Factory, Peoria, TN

A good detective makes light of his
ability as & shadow.




