
REGULAR ARMY IN MILITARY TOURNAMENT AT CHICAGO!
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Chicago.—The big military tournament which opened with the parade on the Fourth of July presents a fine

spectacle for Chicagoans and forthe thousands of visitors from this part of the country who flocked, to the

j city. More than 5,000 troops of the regular army occupied Camp Dickinson in Grant Park. Every branch of the

service is represented and each afternoon and evening the varied work of the soldier was reproduced.

BURY MEXICAN POOR
rifying as possible to the visitors

When Guanajuato became the scene

of great mining activity a few years

ago, caused by the advent of many

Americans, the newcomers made pro
test to the government authorities oi

the horrifying spectacle is the under

ground chamber. In response to this!
protest the authorities issued an ordei

that these skeletons must be clothed '

so as to hide their shimmering bones |
from the eyes of the visitors to the '
place. The effect of this order is tc

make the occupants of the chamber

more grotestque and terrifying than

when their nakedness was exposed.
Each grinning skeleton now wears a

full suit of clothes which hang limply !

upon the bones. Some wear hats that

are titled at rakish angles.

The big pile of bones that formerly

occupied one end of the Guanajautc

chamber of horrors has been removed .
and an effort is now being made tc

keep the place in fit condition for the ¦
reception of American other vlsl- i
tors. i ;

Bones of Dead Are Treated With

Little Respect by Officials.

People of Wealth and Moderate Means

Are Able to Have More Atten-

tion Shown — Remains

Thrown Into Pile.

Matamoras, Mexico. —The average

Mexican cemetery is a grewsome spot.
The one at is no exception

to the rule. The bones of the dead

are treated with little respect by the

municipalities or men in control of

the different burial grounds. The

poorer the person is in worldly goods

the more ignoble will be the treat-

ment accorded the bones when he has

passed “the why of all flesh. Os course,

the people of wealth or even moderate

means are able to have their bodies

cared for in a more or less luxurous

manner after death. It is the lower

class whose crumbling remains are

shifted about from place to place and

finally fall into dust and are scattered

to the four winds.

The bones of the dead are usually

piled in big heaps in the cemeteries of

the larger towns. The bodies are

given room in regular graves at an-

nual rentals. When the rent lapses

the body is moved from its resting

place to give room for some other

bodies. The bones of these dispos-

sessed tenants are cast into the refuse

pile, where they remain until carted

away and scattered over the land like

they were so much garbage. It is rare

that a body of the poorer class is kept

in a grave more than two years.

Until recently the bone pile in the

cemetery at Matamoras was large. It

was carted away to give room for a

fresh accumulation of nonpaping ten-

ants of the graves. In one corner of

the cemetery are several cheap cask-

&

ets, which are used from time to time

for temporary resting places of those

who can afford to pay the stipulated

rental.

In some of the cemeteries of Mexico

are interesting catacombs that have

bee‘n in use for two or three centuries.

Guanajuato is widely noted for its

catacombs. A large underground

chamber in the cemetery in that city
is filled with solemn rows of Standing
skeletons. Some of these bodies are

mummified and are of lifelike appear-
ance. This qhamber of horrors was

formerly a favorite visiting place for

curious minded American tourists.

The grinning skeletons occupied a va-

riety of poses, the keeper of the cem-

etery deriving no little amusement in

exercising his ingenuity in majdng the

silent occupants of the cavern as ter-

Paving Block Out of Shrub

Marriola, Indestructible Desert Plant

of Texas, Found to Be of Great

Commercial Value.

Austin, Tex.—Another desert plant
in Texas is found to be of great com-

mercial value. It is the marriola

shrub, which grows profusely in the

southwestern part of the state. It is

to be used extensively in the manu-

facture of a new type of paving block.

Itwill be mixed with asphalt after be-

ing reduced to a pulp, the two compo-

nent parts being then subjected to

hydraulic pressure. It is claimed that

the plant is practically indestructible.

More than 20 years ago irrigation
ditches were walled with the pulp of

this shrub after it had been subjected

to hand pressure, and these water-

ways are as perfect today as when

they were first constructed, it is

claimed.

The manufacture of the new style
of paving blocks from mairiola and

asphalt will be conducted by Z. W.

Cannon of San Antonio. He has just
entered into a contract with the state

of Texas for the purchase of all the

marriola growing upon the public
lands in Presidio and Brewster coun-

ties for SI,OOO.
’lt has been known for some time

that the marriola shrub contains a

considerable per cent, of rubber. Un-

der the old system of extracting rub-

ber from the guyaule shrub it was not

found profitable to utilize the mar-

riola shrub for this purpose, but a re-

cent discovery has been made in Mex-

ico for extracting the rubber from

these shrubs by which it is claimed

the marriola can be made to yield
very profitable returns.

TOWED 30 MILES BY WHALE

Captain Smith Tells of Thrilling Ex-

perience When Iron Caught Live-

ly Sea Monster.

Seattle, Wash.—A 30-mile ride in an

Alaskan fishing dory towed by a 78-

foot whale, into whose blowhole the

craft’s anchor accidentally dropped,
was the thrilling adventure of Capt.
N. Smith, seal and whale hunter and

owner of a 5,000-acre blue fox farm on

Middleton island. Narrating his ad-

venture, Captain Smith said:

“I left Middleton island in a dory
on a fishing trip. Ten miles off shore

Idropped a 70-pound anchor over the

side and when a few feet of line had
sunk the anchor rested. I was about
to lift it, when a whale rose beside

the boat. One glance showed me that

the anchor had dropped into the

whale’s blow hole deep enough for

the flukes to hold. The slack line had
fallen into a loop around the mon-

ster’s nose and crossed on his back,
holding the dory close up by his right
side between the fin and tail.

“1 began prodding the monster with
an

#
oar. The whale started along the

surface at a speed of at least thirty
miles an hour and, approaching a

rocky beach, slid up like a baseball

player.
“Itwas just high tide. The whale

slid over huge bowlders until nearly
his full length was out of water, shat-

tering his lower jaw, so that he lay

helpless. He was unable to move out,
but rolled until he dug a deep wallow.

Finally he died."

Gypsy Is Court Musician.

Vienna.—Emperor Franz Josef has

created a new post, the “courtball mu-

sician,” and has appointed to It Bela

Berkes, leader of a Hungarian gypsy
orchestra.

Berkes has played before the Ger-

man emperor and the late King Ed
ward on several occasions. In fact the

kaiser has often engaged him to amuse

the guests at his shooting parties.

Capture a Monster Turtle

Rhode Island Students Secure One of

the Largest Fresh Water Rep-

tiles Ever Caught.

Providence, R. I.—Three students

of the Rhode Island Agricultural col-

lege the other day captured in Thirty

Acre lake one of the largest fresh wa-

ter turtles ever seen in this state.

The turtle weighs 60 pounds and

measures three feet across. Its neck

is four inches through and In snap-

ping the spread of its jaws is over

three inches. Four large fangs that

would do credit to a bulldog grow

in the jaw.

The students S. H. Cabot and L. H.

Herresnoff, of Bristol, and A. L. Thorn-

ley of Pavrtucket, were crossing the

lake in a canoe. Reaching a stream

which serves as an outlet to the lake

they skirted down it, when a large

head emerged from the reeds and at-

tracted their attention. One of the

boys seized a paddle and punched at

the head. What looked like a canoe

bottom came to the surface and the

paddle was seized by the turtle. The

Jaws closed on it, there was a crunch-

ing sound and the paddle fell in two

pieces.
‘

The sudden release caused the

canoe to overturn and the three stu-

dents were in water and mud well

over their heads. The turtle was

right in their midst and was so bad-

ly frightened that it made for shore,

with the boys following. When all

came to shallow water the turtle was

pried out of the mud and taken home

to verify tie extraordinary adventure.

Professoi Barlow of the college zoo-

logical department saw the reptile
and said it was by far the largest of

its kind hf has ever seen. He also

¦aid that It probably Is of great age

and thought that it must have seen

the great swamp first in 1675.

FOUGHT A FIRE WITH FROGS

Artificial .Shower of "Peepers” Puts

Sudden End to Blaze on Con-

necticut Farm.

Greenwich, Conn. —When fire broke

out in the farmhouse of Lawrence De-

lucia, the auto steamer from Mianus

got to the fire <n good season, but in

a few minutes the firemen used up all
the available water and were in a

quandry. They began- a hasty search

for pools. Finally on* of them came

back and reported a small pool. “It’s

just a mess of ‘peep frogs,’
” he said

to the foreman. “About five hundred

gallons of ‘peepers’ and two hundred

gallons of water.”

“All right,” replied the foreman,
“pump the ’peepers’ on, maybe they’ll
do."

The orders were followed, and in a

few minutes it began to rain frogs.
They proved to be great fire extin-

guishers, and in a jiffythe blaze was

out.

Topless Potatoes Fool Bugs.

Lewistown, Pa. —Parks Murtiff, pro-

prietor of the St. Charles hotel, owns

a farm in the vicinity of Burnham

park, and his farmer called him over

and Informed him that he was grow-

ing topless potatoes.
An investigation proved that two

rows, supposed to have been Early

Rose seed, were absolutely without

sign of stalks; yet there are roots,

with potatoes the size of large shell-

barks in the rows,

The farmer says it’s a good thing,
as itwillfool the bugs.
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In Cupid's Behalf

By MORTIMER CARLTON
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Although Harriet and I have lived

I In New York for nearly three years,

we have not become reconciled to the

aloofness and indifference with which

most dwellers in the metropolis seem

'to regard their neighbors. We still

absorve the people next door with a

kindly curiosity in keeping with the

traditions of the little town where we

were born, brought up, and* married.

It was n June evening when first

we noticed our neighbors. Harriet

and I were sitting in the twilight of

our little parlor, dreaming together of

the cool woodland haunts we had

once frequented. In the midst of our

reminiscences Harriet’s attention was

' suddenly drawn to the window.

“Frederic!” she whispered. “Do

took. Be careful, or she’ll see you.
• • • The poor thing! I wonder

! what the matter Is!”

Peeping over Harriet’s shoulder I

taw a girl, dressed in black, seated at

the fifth floor partor window opposite
but a few feet above ours. There was

lomething appealing In her attitude.

, Presently she got up and lighted
the gas. The next instant a gray-

oalred man entered the room.

“Sibly is coming,” we heard him

say, as he threw himself into the chair

by the window. “He wants a definite

answer tonight.”
The girl made no reply. She was

standing in the middle of the room,

and Harriet and I could see the de-

spair in her large, dark eyes.

“Well, why don’t you say some-

thing?” the man exclaimed.

“What is there to say, father?"

“Youmight at least try to be cheer-

ful, Justine,” he complained. “Heaven

knows, I am no more taken with the

Idea of your marrying a man like Sib-

ley than you are. But how can I

help it? A word from him and I am

! worse than ruined.”

“Very well, father,” the girl replied,

wearily. “When Mr. Sibley comes,

you may tell him what you please.
“But”—with a little shiver of repul-
sion—“don’t ask me to see him.”

She passed quickly into the next

room.

j ¦ In a moment, our attention was

drawn to the “horrid man” across the

area. He had arisen from the chair

and left the room. He returned, ac-

companied by a clean shaven man of

middle stature, rather portly, and very

deliberate in his movements.

“Where’s Justine?” the visitor ask-

1 |r “SKe’% JnUlspqpettWSTbTby/’ hIS host

replied. > “But she has left the mat- 1
ter to me.”

“Look here, Bullard,” Sibley said

suspiciously. “I don’t come here to

listen to evasions. Icame for a defim

ite answer.”

“Iknow you did,” Justine’s father

replied petulantly. “But you needn’t

snarl at me because my daughter
doesn’t feel equal to seeing you. It

isn’t my fault. I’ve done
”

“What is her answer?” Sibley inter-

rupted.
“Oh, she consents, just as Itold you

she would.”

“Good!” exclaimed Sibley, and Har-

riet and I saw his smile of triumph,
and hated him for it.

His smile quickly gave place, how-

ever, to a crafty expression.
“IfI’m to get you out of your scrape,

Bullard,” he went on, “we shall have

to be married right away. The post
office people are suspicious, and they

may spring a surprise any moment.”

“Will Monday evening do?” asked

Bullard, his face pale with fear. “I—l

don’t think I—that my daughter will

consent to an earlier date.”

Sibley eyed his host a second. Then

he said:

“Very well. Monday evening at

seven. Leave all the details to me

Bullard. Allyou will have to do is to

keep quiet Mind you say nothing of

this- to that fellow Colby. He’s likely
to cause trouble.”

“Leonard Colby. That’s the • man

Justine loves.”

“Impossible, I protested. “Why, I

know Leonard Colby. He is one of

our coming lawyers. And anyway,
Harriet, it’s his affair, not ours.”

“But don’t you see, Frederic?” Har-
riet exclaimed. “Mr. Colby doesn’t

suspect what a predicament Justine

is in.”

“Why doesn’t .Justine tell him,
then?” I urged. “You say she loves

him.”

“Os course she does, and that’s the

reason why she can’t tell him. He
hasn’t proposed yet! And,” my wife

went on, “he must propose before
Monday! Since you know him, Fred-
eric, don’t tell me that our overhear-

ing isn’t providential. You must see

him first thing in the morning. For

that poor girl’s sake I hope we are

not too late.”

Early the next morning I called at

Colby’s office.

Colby, however, was out He had
left word, his clerk said, that he
would be detained up town all day.

“It’s too awful, Fred,” cried Harriet
as Ireached home. “Mr. Colby came

this morning, and Justice has refused
him.”

“It’s Justine’s pride,” Harriet ex-

plained. “She just couldn’t bring her-

self to reveal the family skeleton to

Mr. Colby. Don’t you see, Fred? She
has had to decide between the honor
of her name and her love for him. And
the saddest part of it is,” Harriet

added, “that the sacrifice is perfectly
absurd. Her father doesn’t deserve it

Her family name isn’t worth it, and

we must prevent it.”

And so I went to Colby’s office

again. This time Ifound him at his

desk. His naturally sunny counter i
nance was clouded with gloom, and his

response to my greeting was an inar-

ticulate growl.

Presently I Induced him to unbur-

den himself. What he told me con-

firmed my ’rife’s theory of the situa-

tion. But more than thats it made

evident to me that Justine’s refusal

had struck at something deeper than

his vanity.

“I’vedone something, or said some-

thing,” he groaned, “that made her

lose faith in me."

“Nonsense,” I declared, “there’s an-

other man. What is her father do-

ing?” »

“Floating gold mines. That is an-

other thing that worries me. If he’s

not careful, he will get himself into

trouble with the postal authorities.”

“Who are b-'-s associates?” I asked.

“Well, there’s Wollford, and Sibley,

and
”

“Ab, Sibley. Who is he?”

“The silent partner. He supplies
the money.”

“Married?” I continued.

“I don’t know. I haven’t heard,”

Colby replied listlessly. “What are

you getting at?”

“Couldanything be plainer?” Icried.

“Her father, impoverished and eager

to recoup his fortune—a charming
dutiful daughter—a wealthy banker.”

I got up preparatory to departure.
“Look up Sibley—and don’t let any

more grass grow under your feet!"

“Jove Fred,” Colby responded.
“You’re a wonder!”

“Nothing of the kind,” Idisclaimed.

“Simply a married man. Which re

minds me,” Iadded. “My wife wants

you to dine with us Monday evening
Dinner at six-thirty. Be punctual. My
wife insists on punctuality. But you
will find her rather clever as solving

puzzles like yours.
The final act in our little drama was

brief, but fullof surprises.
At quarter past six on Monday even-

ing Justine, already dressed for hei

wedding journey and looking far from

happy, lighted her parlor gas and —

very carefully pulled down the shades.

This was a contingency which neither

Harriet nor I had foreseen, and our

consternation quite bereft us of wit.

Before we had recovered sufficiently
to discuss so serious a miscarriage of

our plan with the calmness it de-

manded, wT e were further appaled to

find that a fullquarter of an hour had ’
elapsed and that Colby had not yet ap-

i peared.
Then Harriet saw two shadows, un-

mistakeably masculine, pass across

the Bullard window shades.

“It’s Sibley and the minister,” she

exclaimed. “Iknow it is! Frederic,

if Mr. Colby does not come in three

minutes, I am going over and tell the

minister.
"Now tny dear/’ I remonsSFlfflßB r

“You musn’t get excited.” \

Iwent to the window h.nd craned my
neck in futile effort to get a view of

the street. Iwas inwardly anathema-
tizing a system of architecture which

so brutally limits the outlook from a

rear apartment to the walls of the

adjacent buildings, when I became

aware of an unusual stir in the neigh-
borhood. Glancing upward, I saw a

cloud of smoke rising from the next

street and spreading above the roof of

Bullard’s apartment.
“Harriet!” I cried. “There’s a fire

in the next street It may be the

front apartments in Justine’s house.”

My wife came to the window.

“Iwish I could see something,” I

added giving way to the excitement

that was in the air. ’

“What time is it?” Harriet asked. ,
“Quarter of-seven.”

“And Mr. Colby not here!” Harriet

gasped. “He will be too late. Iknow

he will!” She looked at me with sud-

den determination. “Frederic throw a

book at Justine’s window. Throw it

hard, and then we’ll both cry ‘fire!1
We must gain time somehow.”

I turned to pick up a book. But

just as I drew back my arm to bur!

it, Harriet exclaimed.

“There’s Mr. Colby—coming up the

fire escape!”

Looking down, I saw Mr. Colby

clammering up the fire escape to Bul-

lard’s house. He made for Justine’i

apartment on the top floor. Once on

her balcony he flung open the windew, |
tore the shade from its sockets and

plunged into the room.

Two men stood staring at him—Bul-

lard and Sibley.

“Where’s Justine?” Colby pants.

“Quick! House afire—stairway cut

off—go down fire escape!”

His voice brought Justine. For a

brief second the four made a tableau,

Qolby breathing heavily, the others

gazing at him as if he were an ap-

parition. Then Sibley awoke to the

significance of Colby’s warning. His |
eyes turned furtively from Colby to

the window, and with a rush he gain-

ed the balcony and fairly slid down

the ladder.

His frenzied exit aroused the oth-

ers.

“You next, father,” said Justine.

Her father did not stop to argue tht

order of their going. Like Sibley he

seemed quite willing to entrust Jus-

tine to Colby.

Justine followed him, and then came

Colby. As they began to descend, Col-

by glanced up and recognized us. He

smiled broadly and waved his hand.

It flashed upon me then that he had

exaggerated the extent of the fire to

suit his purpose. Itwas as I learned

later, a small affair which the firemen

had confined to the basement of Bul-

lard’s house.

“Well,” Isaid to Harriet, “that ends

our part.”
But it didn’t. There remained the

wedding. Harriet was matron of

honor, and I was best man. Sibley
was not present Colby has "looked

him up” so effectually that he had
found it expedient to take a long va-

cation in Europe.
I

' IMPROVING MORALS IN CHINA

influence of Christian Teachings
Shown in the Changed Condi-

tions Found There.

- • ®

“The public conscience is now be-

ing awakened upon this aspect of pub-
lic morality. Last week I was in-

vited to take part in a meeting or-

ganized by men who are not directly

connected with any Christian church,

but w’ho are sincerely desirous of as-

sisting In the reformation of their

countrymen. Their purpose was to

start an antigambling league, and

with this in mind they called a public

meeting, which was attended by some

hundreds of Chinese scholars and

business men, and resolutions were

passed in approved public meeting

style, approving of a campaign against

the gambling vice. Members of the

Chinese Young Men’s Christian asso-

ciation were asked to assist in the

| meeting, and to demonstrate by the

means of games the possibility of

recreation without vice. Suitable ad-

dresses were given by prominent Chi-

nese, and the chief organizer of the

movement is one of the government
education Inspectors for the provinces

of Kiangsu and Kiangsl. A Chinese

Roman Catholic teacher gave a violin

solo, a Chinese secretary of the Young

Mens’ Christian association rendered

two cornet solos, and a Protestant

. missionary sang to the gathering. The

whole meeting was conducted in ,so

orderly and orthodox a fashion that it

was scarcely possible to realize how

tremendous a reformation in the

whole Chinese outlook upon public
life this meeting revealed. Twenty

years, even ten years, ago such a

meeting would not have been within

the realm of possibility. Today we

have a class of public moralists arising

r who bare ttadauitadly; learned from
Christianity in their midst lEe ideals

' which they are desirous of Impressing

upon their countrymen.”

Is Dirt Good for Boys?
Some folks say: “Oh, let the boy

play in the dirt Itis good for him. I

wouldn't give a cent for a boy that

keeps his clothes clean.” That may be

all right, but what about the boy’s
mother? Getting the dirt out of clothes

by the use of old-fashioned yellow soap

and a slow washday method is hard la-

bor. Ifthe boy’s mother uses Easy
Task laundry soap, whichdoes half the

work for her Itself, and which reduces

washday labor by fifty per cent, it is

different Easy Task is five cents a

cake and is the greatest nickel’s worth

of soap ever sold.

Confused Impressions.
“Os course, you know the story of

William Tell,” said the serious citi-

zen.

“To tell you the truth,” replied Mr.

Cumrox, “I’mnot clear about him. I

can’t exactly remember whether he

was a great marksman or a famous

opera singer.”

Novelty.
“I thought you told me you had

something original in this libretto,”

said the manager, scornfully. “Here

at the very outset you have a lot of

merry villagers singing, ‘We are hap-

py and gay!”’
“You don’t catch the idea at all,”

replied the poet, wearily. “The ‘g* is

soft. It should be pronounced ‘happy

md jay.”’

Back to the Tall Timber.

Alfred—Are you going to pass your

•vacation at the seashore?

| „ Gilbert —No, thank you. It’s the

woods for mine this yfear.
Alfred—Don’t like the shore, eh?

Gilbert —Oh, I like it well enough,

but it’s too risky. I passed my vaca-

tion there last year and had several

narrow escapes.
Alfred—From drowning?
Gilbert —No; summer girls. Seven

j of them preposed, to me.

—

Alms and the Man.

“Sure Father Flaherty was a good

man,” Mr. Murphy said of the deceased

parish priest. “He hated sin but he

loved th’ sinner, an’ he was. all com-

passion an’ patience an’ wisdom.

There never was another lolke ’im f’r

holdin’ up hope to th’ poor batthered

man that had anny desire f’r good.
“

‘Faith,’ said he to Con Meehan, th’

tolme th’ bh’y was
t

down an’ out,

‘faith, this solde av paradise ’tist all

beginning again, over an’ over, an* tin

tolmes over!’

"An’ that keen,” continued Mr.

Murphy,
" ’twas niver worth whoile to

keep back part av th’ price av th’

land! Wid a twinkle in his eye he’d

see clean through anny Ananias that

iver walked.

“An’ gin’rous!” Mr. Murphy’s voice

dropped to a lower key and his eyes

were wet as he added, “His hand was

always In his pockut, an* whin they

prepared Mm f’r burial they found Ms

right arm longer than his left wid

stretchin* It out to th’ poor.’’—Youth’s

Companion.

—
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Fertilizers
Increase the yield—Improve the quality—Enrich the soil.

Every harvest proves it. Can you afford to ¦
risk your wheat? Be safe.

Armour's Fertilizers
grow the biggest crops. Ask your dealer.

Armour Fertilixer Works

Chicago
(TO)
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Jlggson— lf a . man could onljf sell
coal at the north pole or ice in hades!.

Wiggson—But that’s out ofthe ques-

tion.

Juggson— l know; but, gee! just

think of the prices he could get! •

Autolng and Optics.
“Is not auto driving terribly hard

on the eyes?” we asked.

“Well, I guess not,” replied the

chauffeur, withering us with scorn.

“Why, before I got to runnin’ a; car I

was thinkin’ o’ gettin’ specks; mjr eye-

sight was that poor I couldn’t ste the

contribution box in church until it was

so near past me it was too late to dig

for any money. But 1 hadn't been

runnin’ that wagon two days jtill I

could see a policeman’s little (finger
stickin’ out from behind a tree four

miles away. I could even see jwhich

way a copper’s eyeballs were turned

if he was standin’ in the shade three

miles off. Hard on the eyes! Well,

not ranch! It’s the best medicine for

weak eyes that was ever invented,
don’t you forget it”

» His Claim to Prominence.

At a social gathering a certain man.

Intent on knowing every one, was In-

troduced to Senator Julius C. Burrows

of Michigan.
“The name Burrows is very famil-

iar to me,” he said. “Iam certain

that you are a man of some promi-

nence.”

“Yes,” replied Senator Burrows, “I

am the man that ‘died at first’ just

before Casey came to bat in that cele-

brated ball game in Mudvllle.”—Suc-

cess Magazine.

Old Advice.

Manager—You never get this scene

right. Your business with the sweet

peas is all wrong and you forget when

you are to speak—you get your lines

al! mixed up.

Actress —Allright, sir, I’llbe more

attentive and fix the sweet peas and

tr/ to get my lines in the right place.

Manager—Your course is very sim-

ple. Just mind your peas and icues.—

Baltimore American.
¦

Small Job.
Him—l confused for a bit, I

confess, but it took me only a moment

to collect my wits —

Her—Yes, it couldn’t talf:e any

longer than that. Go on.

Sometimes a woman keeps 'on tell-

ing people how smart her husband is

until she actually believes it. ;

Mortgage the ship for all lt*is worth

before giving it tip. !

> A Dream

of Ease—

Post

Toasties
NO COOKING!

An economical hot weather

luxury — food that pleases

and satisfies at any mealj So

good you’ll want more.

Served rigjit from the

package with cream or milk.

Especially pleasing with fresh

berries, i4

"The Memory Lingers”

Pkfs. 19c and 15c

Sold by Grocers

Poatum Cereal Co., Limited

Battle Creek, Mich. 1 .
IK /


