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MOTHER.

How many buttons are missing to-day?
Nobody knows but mother.
How many play‘hings are strewn in her
way?
Nobody knows but mother.
How many thimbles and spools has she
missed?
= How many burns on each fat little fist?
How many bumps to be cuddled and
kissed?
Nobody knows but mother.

How many hats has she hunted to-day?
Nobody knows but mother.

Carclessly hiding themseives in the hay,
Nobody knows but mother
How many hnndkerchlets willfully

strayed?
How many ribbons for cach little maid?
How, for her care, can a mother be paid?
Nobody knows but mother.

How many muddy shoes all in a row?
Nobody knows but mother.
: How many stockings to darn, do you
e know ? !
X Nobody knows but mother.
How many little, torn aprons 'to mend?
How many hours of toil must she spend?
What is ge time when her ‘day's work
will end?
Nobody knows but mother.
~F. H. 8weet. in Farm Journal.

The Honey
¢® ¢ & Thief.

PRI N S AN AP AT

By FRANK LILLIE POLLOCK.

T OR several years Lancaster and I
F had beén managing a rather large

apiary in southern Ontario. In 1900 we
tried the experiment of establishing
an "out-ap ry” in the wild country
northeastaf“Ontario.

: The forest had all been “lumbered

off” and the ground burned over, and
from _the chaued earth hag sprung
‘miles of" rhlpberry bushes an crimson
nreweed ng in an umolt impen-
‘etrable pnzle over : and among the
‘half-burned roots ang logs: “and trunks.:
All this furnished thousands of acres:
of bloom, that lasted from June until
frost, and there were no bees to gather
“the nectar.

Theé country was quite unsettled, and
we had to ship our bees by express
and then haul them eight miles from
the railway over a corduroy road; but
the experiment was a success from
the .start.: Out of 15:hives that year
we sold $125 worth of beautiful comb-
honey. .

We had now more than 100 hives on
the spot, and this backwoods apiary
had become the larger half of our busi-
ness. We usually went up together
in early spring $o.unpack the. bees,
and then one of us camped near the

the crop. It was generally Lancaster
who did this, for his management had
proved much more successful than
mine, although he disliked camp life,-
cared nothing for the woods, and took
no interest in any plant that did not
" ,produce honey. But he was-a born
apiarist. -~ |
It was near the end of July last year
< sawhen- I;received an~unexpected.-tele<
gram-from him: . -,
ey ADBEY, half-rulned.. . Come. 4. 8,
* " once.'
I went up, by..the; next:train; much
nlarme«f,g nm:. renchedfiiur station ahout

S

As L. nalked .ove
elght u&?‘ n!ﬁ"h
rellev tornado
nor fdr ad pab 'th W
The" k

from the road and upon a gentle slope,
where we had cleared a little__!slnnd ln
*the Jungle’of vinien and Weeds.
where else the ground was tangled
with the raspberry bushes and the tall
fireweed, now in glorious bloom.

As I came within sight of our ranch,

I perceived my partner rushing fran-

ot

o

my first glance it seemied to me that |
every colony must be swarming at
once. The air was clouded with bees.

but I could make out little from his
breathless explanations. I put on an
extra veil and gloves and went down [
the hives. The apiary was hardly
‘half-ruined,” but. the .spectacle. was
enough to depress’any bee-keeper.
Ten or 15 hives irere upset, smashed
and splintered. They had been tiered
up three or four supers each, full of
delicate comb-honey, which was
crushed into a dripping mass. Over
the ruins crawledithe homeless bees,
and wherever hongy had been spilled
there was a seething swarm of the in-
. sects. They were fgriously excited, and
pounced upon us ASTHOONWSSWE CAME’
near, but we had to disregard stings.:
Whenever bees obtain access to;
honey, thus exposed, they become,

usually end by raiding and robbing}
one anothers’ hives.

rily. There was a pitched battle in
progress at the entrance of almost'
every hive between the assailants and
the defenders.

I think that I never saw bees so ln-
furiated. . They attacked us in clouds;
when we approached, clustered against.
the vells, flew into the burning smok-
ers, tried to.crawl up our sleeves. and
trouser-legs, and stung impartially at

verything' they touched.

In spite of this opposition, we filled
up: the ‘entrances: of the still standing
‘hives with wet grass, scraped up all
Ztho spilled honey and bits of comb, and
in un hour or two the disturbance was

\i. - '‘greatly diminished. Most of our own
""" ‘bees had ceased ralding, although still

hives during the-summer, to harvest |:

tically about among the hives, and at :

greatly excited over the plunder,*and}

Lancaster had done what he could,]
but robbing ‘was already going on mer-4

fall of wrath; but there were a great
many strange black bees about, that
must have come from bee-trees in the
woods. Against these we could do
nothing but wait for nightfall.

I now demanded explanations of the
mishap, but to my surprise I found
that Lancaster could tell me but little.
All he knew that on rising that morn-
ing he had found the hives wrecked,
and had rushed on his bicycle to tele-
graph for help. He suspected that it
was the work of thieves, probably of
some camping party of roughs from
town, for we had no neighbors within
four miles.

We examined the wrecked hives
carefully. A great deal of the honey
and comb was missing. The boards of
the hives seemed to have been
wrenched or split apart, and the thin
gection-boxes looked as if they had
been.chewed. I already suspected the
identity of the robber, and when I
found long claw-marks across the
boards I felt sure I was right. There
was only one animal, wild or tame,
that was capable of such a feat—the
honey-lcving hear.

Bears, as well as deer, were not un-
common thereabouts, but we had never
trisl to find either. But now that
Bruin had found us, it was quite cer-
tain that he would return to renew so
aweet an acquaintance,

Lancaster .had - a double-barrelled
shotgun in his tent, which I think he
had never fired. I took the bicycle,

| rode four imiles to the nearest settler’s

cabin and borrowed his rifle, with a
magazine full of cartridges. We de-
cided to lay an ambush that night.

Daylight lasts late in that latitude
and season, and at nine o'clock it was
hardly twilight. Some of the bees were
still flying about, not yet recovered
from iheir excitement. We selected a
screcened nook on the hillside, where
we could overlook the whole establish-
ment, lay down in the middlg of a
clump of weeds and waited for. night.

Darkness seemed never .coming.
Long before, dusk had fallen a big
white moon -up over the burned
woods, flooding the wilderneas wlth
clear light,

This illumination kept the - lgltated
M:eu restlessy and- we" could see them
tnerlng tgitkly -about * their © en-

nces,  whife the homeless ‘ones
crawled and ‘buzsed wreiched]y over
thelrﬂ m!nud Mvéa. %

“ Y aid nut expect’ the bear to return,
if he came at all, before midnight.
Lancaster. and _I.were. both.tired; and
the night was warm. Soon I found
my eyelids drooping. Again and again
I roused myself and punched Lancas-
ter with “my ‘elbow, but ‘I must have
dozed, after all, although I mever
seemed to lose consciousness of,. the
‘dark trees and vines and . the whlte
‘hives in the moonlight.

‘But suddenly, with a shock of ex-
citement, I became aware of a dark ob~
ject _moving among the hives. - At
the first glimpse I took it for a large
hog, but as my vision and my brain
cleared; I recognized the shuffling. gait
and the dark fur of our honey thief.

Lancaster was breathing heavily.
I put my hand over his mouth and
punched him, smothering his startled
ejaculation. The hear had made a

ter hive, till he seemed to find one that
pleased him, when he reared up: and
clawed off the three supera wit.h an
easy jesture.

This sight must have wrung Lnn-
«caster’s heart; for-he-jumped-up and
let fly one barrel of his shotgun. The
range. was. about 50, yards, and, it is
not likely that he did much dnmage
but the bear made a. leap asldo and
stocd glancing j,hhut uncertﬂnlv.
Fearing: that hi;fgﬂd got awey, 1
sighted nt his n d fired. 3

Thé bear reared up and fen-'over
backw ard with a #nort, upsetting®an-
othierhive. Wes ran towardthim;
and my companion, supposing Xifgn to
be done for, ran up almost to '.rms
#ength and discharged his other ‘bar-
srel. He was so near that he nﬂssed
wompletely, and blew out the side of
{the next hive, whereupon he bem to
‘belabor the struggling animal ﬂuth
hls gun-butt.

I shricked a warning. The: bear,
iwith an aggrieved velp, clutched the
;gun-stock in his teeth, and I Beard
it crunch like a shaving. Laneaster

Lancaster came running to meet me, frécoiled, astonished, and the bear man-

faged to regain his feet, and made a
lunge which -my . partner barely es-
icaped. I fired ‘again and missed; and
'Lancaster took to flight, with the ene-
my in close _pursuit.

I ran vatt.er ‘them. The. bear llbped
holding up one fore foot, but stll! dis-
played such agility that my fellw
epairist had Al he could do to nmln-
tain his head.

Our cleared space was only
50 yards square; Lancaster apph
ly had his heart set on a large
ened pine, standing among the
He did not #eem to kpow that a‘hlack
bear ¢limbs trees wlth’ jout’ the'same
facility as a cat.* He plunge‘l" into
the tangled weeds;. tripped lmmeﬁlate-
ly, and wehit? ‘down out of slght wlth
a terrified how:~

I fired again and shouted to die-
4 tract the bear’s attention.
I miesed, but I turned him. i He
wheeled about and charged stral,ht at
me, obiviously “mad clear thmugh 2

I tried to aim coolly at the whlte
mark on his chest, but the shot went
wide. But for the bear's wound 1
never could have escaped. As it was,
[ just dodged his rush, and In my
turn I made for the tree whera Lan-
caster was already perched.

It was full of stubby dead branches,
and as easy to climb .as-a Iadder.
I was .stung on the eheok as [ clam.
ered up, and I saw :‘Lancaster wildly
fanning the air with his hands, but for
the moment I was concerned to- get
my: legs up out of danger. 1 was
obliged to drop the rifle, but got safe-
ly. into the tree, and only realized
the folly of my act when I saw the bear
rise up against the trunk to eclimh

bout

nt-
ack-
hes.

leisurely inspection, sniffing at hive af- |

rthlnk-

The bear tried hard to scrambie
up, but, Lo our unspeakable relief, he
could not quite make it. His damaged
foré leg crippled him, and the tree
was covered with the crust of char-
coal, which gave him no clawhold.
He persevered for a long time, and it
was only after a score of futile ex-
periments that he gave it up and lay
down in the bushes, alternately lick-
ing his wound and glancing resent-
fully al us up above him.

Meanwhile the beesethat had ace
companied us in our flight forced
themselves upon our notice. Both of
us had lost our hats, and the insects
had settled on our heads and faces
and necks, crawling about inquisitive-
1y and stinging at every opportunity.
Lancaster suffered worse than I did,
for, unlike most bee-keepers, he had
never becomre hardened to stings.

We could see the swarms on the
bear, too, but he was armored in hide
and hair. We tried to wrap our coats
about our heads, but it was not suc-
cessful. The venomous little creatures
seemed to discover the. smallest loop-
hole, and I had a dozen -crawling
about under my clothing. I was in
mortal terror of being stung in the
eyes, but I contrived to protect them.

The pain became agonizing; it was
almost unendurable. I smarted all
over from the sores of tiny poisoned
punctures, and the effect upon us of
the incessant attack was maddening,
and really - beyond any possible de-
scription. 'We could mot move. We
were standing on short dead branches
and holding on to the charred trunk,
and it seemed that it could hardly
be worse to be clawed by the bear.,
There was really a certain danger
that we might be stung to death, and
I began to feel'a rising dizziness and
nausea from the amount of poison I
had taken. I had to hold hard to
avoid falling.

“I can't stand this!” exclaimed Lnn-
caster. ‘“I’d rather fight the bear!”
But T did not think that he really
meant it

There was no use ﬁghtlng the bees,
We could only cower and walt for the
stings. £

“I simply can’t stand this!” wailed
poor Lancaster, five minutes Jater;
and the next moment he slid past me
and jumped, wisely choosing the side
most remote from' the bear. As he
struck the ground he stumbled and
fell, and I expected to see him in-
stantly mangled.

The bear rose stifly but alertly.
Instead of making for his enemy, he
stood quite still, trembling violently,
it seemed to me, and shaking his
head .with a sort of moan. Lancaster

srighted-himself and rushed-off: through

the bushes toward the tent. But there
seemed no longer any danger. The
bear began to sway as he stood, and
slowly slipped to his knees, and then
over upon his side.

I ventured to jump as Lancaster
had done. - The animal paid no atten-
tion. With some trepidation I ven-
tured near enough to regain my rifie,
and fired a heavy bullet into his skull
at close range. But he did not stir,
and was no doubt already dead.

We spent the night chiefly in apply-
ing hot water to our wounds. In spite
of these efforts we were a pair of ter=-
rible objects the next morning, but the
subsequent pain was not nearly so
great, for some reason, as I have
often suffered from far fewer stings.

I was obliged to stay in the woods
for a week before I again became pre-
sentable for civilized society.

When we came to examine the
stiffened corpse of the bear, we found
him lying in a great pool of coagulated
blood. My first bullet appeared to
have cut a large vein or artery in his
shoulder, go that he had been slowly
bleeding to -death as he, kept guard
upon us under the tree. He was in
poor fur, and his skih was so smeared
with blood that it was mot worth tak-
ing off. From a sense of poetic juss
tice we ate a few slices from his hams,
but the meat was tough. In fact, we
got ‘little return from his carcass for
the hundred dollars’ worth of bees and
honey he had destroyed. But :the]
aplary remainéd undisturbed for: the
rest of that season.—Youth's'Compan-
ion.

-~

It Helped Business.: !
An amusing tale comes from Konigs-
berg.. A Russian lady, while looking
at the goods fn a certaln shop, chanced
to see a Japanese saucer, which she
took up and flupg to the ground, Bay~-
ing: ‘‘So may the cursed Japanese be
treated.”” The shop assistant quietly
picked up the pieces and, after wrap-
ping them jin paper, handed them to
the lady, telling her that payment
was expected for them. Much ex-
cited, the Russian once more’ flung
the china to the floor, this time:shout-
ing: - “And so may the Germans be
treated.” This was too much for the
patriotic German saleswoman to stand,
and she replied by dealing. the lady a
.smart box on the ear, saying: “And
‘may the Russians ever thus be served.”
Great ' excltément ensued, and the
tradn done by the shop has been much
fncreased by the good Konigsberger's
desire to see and admire their patriotic
fellow citizen.—Chicago Daily News.

The Prince and the Judge.
The late Sir Robert Wright, or Mr.
Justice “Wright, as he was perhapa
better Lknown, wore garments of the
bucolic_pattern when in the country.
It is related that the Prince of Wales

was once out ‘with' a shooting party, |....

of which Sir Robert was one. The

judge wore his usual farmer-like cos- '’
tume, and his pipe was in full blast.

The prince entered into a conversa-
tion which continued for some min-
utes. At the close his royal highness
went up to the host, and asked:
“Where did you pick up that extremely
intelligent gamekeeper with whom I
have just been speaking?’—Smith’s

Weeklv,
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‘of theland to fight in any manner, yet we

'is better to keep silent when the poor

| world, that man’ could attain an earth-

-

Pop—Let’s have an-election celebra-
tion, Eddie. You hold it—

2

( '“"\’\;g

“And I'll light it.”

. < Falthful ;:Fido—Hooray! -
it for you!

I'll: shake:

s il,

24 _. ;In\

'(he’y
BELIEVES IN DUELLING.

Citizen of New Orleans Insists That
the Code Is Thoroughly
‘Honorable,

“What's the matter,
don’t seem to enjoy it!”

now?

“I was thinking,” said a New Orleans
citizen, according to the New Orleans
Times-Democrat; “I was thinking of
what a great thing the duel is—how ro-
mantic, how poetical, how honorable!
Ha, may the day of the duel never pass!
It shall never pass, according to my hum-
ble thinking, as long as we have truly
good men in this world. Iknow thatitis
against the law to engage in a duel, and
the law . prohibiting it may be good in
g0 far is it prevents ignorant and fool-
ishly impulsive men from inviting urn-
called and unnecessary disaster.

“Of course, it is in violation of the law

cannot but admit that there i{s often ex- |
cuse and justification for a fight. What
better manner of fight than the duel? 1
speak of duels among truly brave men.
It puts both men on the same footing,
gives each the same advantages. One
man is insulted at a dance or other social
event and he slaps the aggressor in the
face with hig glove. Nothingexceeding-
ly violent happens for furtherthings are
settled. The next day or a few days
afterward the men meet on the field of
battle. Neither of the men takes ad-
vantage of the other until the time of the
duel comes; on theé contrary, the men
shake hands.

Shaking hands ic probably the most
appropriate thing the men can do; for
why not shake hanés with the man you
are about to kill, or who is about to ki;l
you, on the field of honor? If you are
going to kill him. certainly it is.bad
enough that it has been 'so decreed, and it-

fellow’s soul is flying to eternity: and
if he is going to kill you, then die with-
out very bad feelings toward him, if you
can do this.  Now, I am not a man who
believes In. bringing about a duel upon
a slight provocation; for a duel is a very
serious thing and often ends sadly.
Duels have brought about the deaths of

_men of many families, and have brought |

retribution to many, particularly unnec-
essary duels, brought o by men whose
foolish dreams transported them to
fields of artificial honor.

But duels among truly honorable men

are, I repeat; to! be justified. ‘And. I |- '

want to add that I do not think laws
can prevent duels eny more than laws
can ‘prevent other-fights.:
though every man likes duels, anyhow.
Read a novel, and much avidity over-
takes you when you comeacross a duel in;
the moonlight. How you strain your
eyes:and:ears, catchln' every mpment,
listening to 'every word!
not deny it, you like the duel.”

Pleasure of 01d Age. ¥
¢ Free from the distractions of life,
the ‘aged areat Ieisure to observe and
admire. “I never knew,” said Cor-
naro, “that the world was beautiful
until'I reachéd ald age.” This period
was frequently declared by him to be
the .most beautltul of his life. Writ-
ing ‘at the age of 91, e faid that heﬂ
felt it his duty to make known to the

ly ‘paradise’ after the age of ‘80; ~but
only by means of the two vlrtues, self-
restraint and temperance. At that

| your papa call you when you go on an
“ errand 'and don’t get back for a long

time he was writing eight hours a day,
walking and singing many other
hours, enjoying the beauties of nature,
and abundant in labors for the good
of mnnklnd.—Good Health.

“Not Fit for Publication;

“what is this word I have wriiten ‘on
the board--s-l1-o-w?”

“Dunno.” ;

“Oh, yes you do—think. What does

“ime?”
“You'd lick me if I told yez, ma'am.”

Ti-seems s | | -\

8ir, you can- |-

#New, 'roxnmy " said “the teacher, &

CZAR IVAN THE TERRIBLE.

Instances ¢f His Cruelty Which Are
Without Parallel in World’s

History.

Some of the reasons why Ivan, czar of
Russia, was called “the Terrible” have
been retold by K. Waliszewski in his re-
cent book, says the Chicago Diily News.
Persons who displeased him he would
saw asunder by the constant rubbingofa
rope round the waist, or sprinkle alter-
nately with fce-cold and boiling water.
He marked his sense of a bad jest by
deluging the perpetrator with boiling
soup and then running him through with
a knife. He rebuked an unmannerly en-
voy by summoning a carpenter and or-
dering him to nail the man’s hat on his
head. There were also whoiesale orgies,
as at the punishment of Novgorod, when
he had a hundred persons roasted over
a slow fire by a new and ingenious proc-

.es8 and then run down on sledges into
the river to be drowned. At Moscow the
czar had a disappointment. There was
to be a great execution of 300 victims
who had already been tortured to the
last extremity and loyal subjects had
been summoned to the function. “To
Ivan’s astonishment the great square
was empty. The instruments of torture
that stood ready—the stoves and red-
hot pincers and iron claws and needles,
the cords, the great coppers full of boil-
ing water—had failed to attract this

Ltime.

“But there had been too much of this
sort of thing lately, and the execution-
ers were growing too longarmed. Every
man sought to hide deeper than his
neighbor. The czar had to send reassur-
ing messages all over the town: ‘Come
along! Don't be afraid! Nobody will
be hurt!’ At last, out of cellars and gar-
rets the necessary spectators were
tempted forth, and forthwith Ivan, {n-
exhaustible and quite unabashed, began
a lengthy speech. Conlgd he do less than
punish the traitors? But he had prom-
ised to be merciful, and he would keep
his word! Out of the 300 who had been'
sentenced 180 should have their lives!”
Torture and exscution were, however, in
the case of Ivan very much more than the
mere’ instruments of parbaric justice.
They were his récreation and delight.
As a boy his amusement was to throw
dogs down from the top of one of the
castle terraces and watch their dying
agonies. As a man he used to go the
round aof the torture chambers after din-
ner. One of his first crimes was the ex-
ecution of his earliest friend, Feodore
Vorontsov; one of his last wu the mur-
der of his own son.

According to Waliszewskl, it was the
recognized thing in Russia for the upper
dog to make ‘things as uncomfortabls
for the under dog as knouts and slow
fires could makg them. So “the Terri-
ble” only talked to his subjects in the
language they could most readily under-
stand. Ivan was by no means unpopu-
lar with the people. In many ways he
was an enlightened and progressive
monarch. He took the first steps toward
the founding of Russia’s great eastern
empire; he made more or less successful
attempts toward political and legal re-
form, and he had a certain gift of lead-
ership and instinct of statesmanship
which he used to best advantage. Per-
sonally he was a coward, as was shown
at the siege of Kasan, where he kept dili-
gently to his devotions in spite of the re-
peated entreaties of his men to comeand
help them.

A Bad Aim,

Bilkins—Yes, sir, I was fired from the
circus without acent of pay and not even
a recommendation!

Friend—What part did you take in the
performance?

“I've been playing the human frog.”

“H’'m! Youmust have made anawful-
ly bad jump, t.o have landed so.complete-
ly in the soup —Detroit Free Press. z

Freak Turtle.

One of the strangest freaks discov-
ered of late was a turtle with an oys-
ter growing on ‘itd back. The turtle
was taken by-‘a -gill netter in the
Choptauk rivér.—Detroit Free Press.

‘Gueer Fact About Wires.
““Telegraph wires wiil last for 40 years
near the seashore. In the manufac-
turing districts the same wires last
only ten years, and even less.

. LOOPING THE LOOP.

—Cleyeland Leader.

(8) Couldn’t Square the Alligator.

THREE YEARS AFTER.
ne'E. Lario, of 751 Twentieth
avenue, ticket seller in the Union Sta-
tion, Denver, Col., ssys: *“¥ou areat
liberty to repeat what I
first stated through our %
Denver papers about - -
Doan's Kidney Pills -in
the summer of 1899, for
I have had mo reason in,
the interim to change my
opinion of the remedy. I
was subject to severe at-
tacks of backache, al-
ways aggravated if I sat
long at a desk. Doan’s
Kidnéy Pills  absolutely -
stopped my backache. I
have. never had a pain -~
ora twinge. since.”. . g
Foster-Milburn Co., Buffalo, N Y.
For sale by all druggista. Price 50
cents per box.

T i

ALWAYS
CALL FOR A CIGAR
BY ITS NAME

ANY OTHER NAME
BROWN BANDS COOD FOR PRESENTS
“ Largest Solier ln the World.

RECENTLY RELATED.

They were on & golf course not far
from Glasgow. “A splendid stroke! Cad-
dle, did you follow that ball?” gaid the
player who had just driven. “Naw,8ir,”
replied the caddie, “but I think that
gentleman wi’ the red coat can tell you
where it struck. 1 see him teeun' his
heul ®

> o

It is told that while John Sharp Wil-
liams was speaking in Mississippi a man
in the audience cried: *“I've been robbed
by pickpockets!” “I did not suspect-
there were any republicans present,”
sald Mr. Williams, amid great laughter.
‘There ain’t,” cried the victim. “I’mthe
only one!”

Lord Erskine, when chief justice of
England, presided once at the Chelms-~
ford assizes, when a case of breach of
promise of marriage was tried before
him in which a Miss Tickell was plaintifr.
The counsel was a pOmpous young man
named Stanton, who opened the case
with solemn emphasis thus: “Tickell,
the plaintiff, my lord.” Erskine dryly
interrupted him with: *Oh, tickle her
yourself, Mr. Stanton. It would be un~
becoming to my position.”

Senator Stockbridge, of Michigan,
often told a story of a very rich lumber-
man who came to congress from the lake
region and rented the furnished house
which belonged to a senator whose term -

‘had recently expired. The house wasa

palace and was completely furnished, all
except the library, for the serator had
taken his books with him. True to the
instincts of a lifetime of carefulness, the
lumberman-congressman surveyed the
library, then accurately measured the
empty £helves and telegraphed a promi-
nent house in Chicago: ‘‘Send me at
once 216 running feet of books.” That
was his idea of furnishing a library.

WHEN WOMAN ENVIES MAN.

When he gives his hair a neat brush
and his coiffure is complete.

When he doesn’t have to'’ kiss his
sworn enemy, and tell him how sweet he
looks.

When the children cry and he can
whistle a tune, get his hat, bang the
door, and go out.

When he trips up the ntreet ahead
of her on a rainy day with his trouse
jauntily turned up and no skirts
CArTY.

When he doesn't have to twist his
arms to hook his bodice up the back or
drag six superfiuous yards of dress goods
behind him—and do it gracefully, too.

HABIT’S ' CHAIN.

Certain Habits Unconsciously Formed
and Hard to Break.

An ingenlous phlloiopher estimates
that the amount of will power neces{
sary to break a life-long habit would, [

if it could be -transformed, lift a "

welght of many tons.

It sometimes requires a hlgher de- .
gree of heroism to break the chains of
a pernicious habit than te lead a for-
lorn hope in a bloody battle. A lady
writes from an Indiana town:

“From my earliest childhood I was
a lover of coffee.. Before I was out

of my teens I was a miserable dys- o

peptic, suffering terribly at times wlth,

my stomach.

“I was convinced that It was eo&'
that was causing the trouble and ;
I could not deny myself & cup 1
breakfast. At the age of 36 I was i.
very: poor health, indeed.: My Sister
told me I was in danger-of becoming
& coffee drunkard.: -

“But 1 never could give up drlnking
coffee’ for breakfast although it kept
me constantly ill, until I tried Postum.

‘] I.learned to make it properly accord-

ing to directions, and now “weé can
Hardly do without Postum for break-
fast, and care nothing at all for coffee.

“I am no longer troubled with dys-

pepsia, do not have spells of suffering 1\“!

with my stomach that ussd to troubdd
me so when I drank - coffes.” - Name -
ﬂ;ren by Postum Co,, Battls Crgek,
¢ch
Look in each pkx. for the famous lit

tle book, “The Road to. Wellville,” o
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