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A CHRISTMAS STORY BY ALFRED R. CAL-
HOUN,

[|Copyright, 1801, by American Press Associa- |

tion.|

T WAS the 24th |
of December, |
1570, I wasatthat
time in charge of |
a division of en
ineers who were
muaking a survey
of the Mojave
desert from the
Needles on the
Great  Colorade
to Los Angeles |
on the Pacific.

For a month
the officers and
men  had  been
eagerly  looking
forward to spending the Christmas holi-
daysin the beautiful townof San Ber-
nardino, on the other side of the Sierras.

On the 231 the wagons, pack mules
and all the men, excepting three who
remained back to complete some work
with myself, ecrossed the range that
geparates the Mojave (prounounced Mo-
hav-ee) desert from the flowering and
fronitful paradise of southern California. |

For gix weeks we had been working
in the desert, running lines, taking
elevations and plotting our work at'
night by the smoky light of dried
creosote and sapless sage brush. At
times we were sixty miles from the
nearest water, and when obtained the
water was alkaline. Many of our pack
mnules, maddencd Ly thirvsg, broke their
ropes and wandered further into the
desert to die.

Hard tack and bacon, and not too |
much of that, had been the only food of
the men since we entered the desert,
and so the most cheerful became gron,
and the gkin of the youngest grew dry
and parched as that of a wmunmmy.

We did our work in silence; even the
officers came to speak in whispers, for
our throats were dry and our lips
cracked. Everything with moistare in
it parched as if in a furnace.

The alkali on the level expanses looked
like dazzling snow. The fantastic hills
and mesas were crumbling and burning
up in the forceful and persistent fires of |
oxidation. And amid all this the mirage
would appear to mock us with lakes and
etreams in which were reflected the
spires, domes and minarets of grand
oriental eities, such as inizht have been
bnilt by the genii of architecture.

It was half past 5 in the afternoon,
and we hoped to reach the pass by dark, |

where fresh horses would carry us to the |
town before midnight and Christmas |
day.

As our horses stagzered on, we Eaw
three vultures rising from a dark object
a little to the right. A glance throuzh
my field glass revealed the ontlines of a
prostrate man and horse, stretehed out
side by side,

Years of this wild life had acenstomed
us to suoch sights. Yet as onr hearts
were full of thonghts of the joyous
Christmas days of the past and of the
rest, fresh food and water for bathing,
whigh we were to enjoy on the morrow,
there was something inexpressibly sad
in the presence of death at such a time
and at the foot of the purple mountains, |
beyond which lay Eden.

We reined in our thin, panting horses
and dismounted. In that atmosphere no
organic substance decays—it shrivels np
and becomes a3 hard and indestruoctible
as the glistening voleanice rocks that suar-
round it; but enoush remained to tell
us that the Lorse had once been a noble
ereatura, and the saddle and equipments
were such »s the wealthy Mexicans of
southern California delight in.

The man was of medinm height, and
the carbine, pistols and knife, still belted
about his shrnnken waist, indicated abil-
ity to resist. He was young. The long,
dark hair and the silky imustache,
through which the white teeth gleamed,
told this. We opened the saddlebags
and found $200 in gold, the titles to a
Iot of California mining lands made out
to one “‘Louis Bolton.” and a buadle of
letters tied with a blne ribbon.

In the middle of the bandle there wara
two vignettes—one that of a sweet faced,
motherly lady, the other that of a beau-
tiful girl, the name ‘““Dora™ at the bot-
tom of the picture being surrounded by
a delicately painted wreath of forget-
menots.

These letters were dated at *““The
Elms.” but, as the envelones were de-

| fall, but every line bespoke a noble

' and gossip and gossip and love, till it
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stroyed, there was nothing to indicate
the town, state or land. One read as
follows, and, curicusly enough, it was
dated Christmas eve, a vear before:

“My Darving Boy—I think of you at
all times, but on Christmas eve you fill
my heart so that 1 can think of nothing
else, and if it were not for Dora, who
has eome to eheer me, I fear I could not
stand it. :
This guesfion haunts me, and ! pictare |
you out in the deserts of that wild land, |
homeless and friendless, still hunting for
gold. Ah, my boy, come back! Better
poverty than this awful anxiety. But |
we cannot be poor where there is so
much love.”

The letter continned at length in this
vein, and it ended, **With love and
kkisses and blessings from Mother.”

The next letter was also written at
“The Elns” on Christmaseve, just a year
before. 1 cannot pretend te guote it ip

womanhood and a profound love for the
absent Lonis,

“Do not think me impatient,” she |
urged, “but I fe«l more and more that |
wealth does not mean happiness, and
that the noblest manlicod is not devel-
oped in the fierce strugele for gold. And

| then, my darling, the world is not so

full of objects worthy our love that we
can afford to live our brief lives apart.
**You must not think that I am indif-
ferent to the self denial yon exert and
the sufferings you endure. I often fancy
myself a man out seeking my fortune in
that land of wonders; but I shudder
when I think that you are saurrounded
by the dangers which my fancy conjures
up. * ¥ * :
““Nero, grown fat and lazy, lies at my
feet as I write. I call your name, ‘Louis!
my Louis!" and the dog starts up and

-

/’ S STRETCHED SIDE BY SIDE

i (! 7
~~§§-‘!§‘~ P2 rushes to the door with
- * a joyous bark, but he

hears no loved voice or footstep, and he
comes back dejected and lies down with
a moan. Ah, dear boy! if that domb
brute mourns yvour absence, how must it
be with us?” * * *

And so the letter went on, full of love

ended with “Ever and forever, Dora.”

We laid the body at the base of a vol-
ecanic cliff, and covered it with stones to
gave it from the wvultures, then we dis-
tributed the arms and saddlebags, so as
to eave our horses, and resumed our
march for the west, where the peaks of
ithe purple Sierras glowed like mighty
fire opals in the light of the setting san.

We found fresh horses at the pass, and
then, although guite tired, we pushed on
with all speed for the beautilful town of
San Bernardino.

We were out of the desert. The odm
of orange blossoms and perennial helio

trope filled the air, and the ripple of
water came to our ears whenever we

reined in onr hnrsas ) )
We found the hotel ablaze with light,

There were
wreaths and ban- =
nersover windows
and doors. There
were flowers and

‘Where is my Louis tonight? .

[ named Gmuan Chanz.
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men wherever one turned. From the
wide parlors came the rythmic fall of
feet and the swell of music.

Here was Eden, but on asking the
landlord the reason for these festivities,
he replied:

“It is a wedding. Mr. Louis Bolton,
whose lwide and mother reached here

| yesterday from the east, was married to-

night.”

“Lounis Bolton? I repeated, and 1
thought of the dead man out on the
desert.

“Yes; here he is
him.”

The landlord introduced me to a tall,
handsome young man, and 1 at once
took him to my room and showed him
the arms and saddlebags.

As s« on as be saw the titles, he threw
his arms about my neck, and to my sur-
prise he kissed me and shonted:

“Yon have bronght a wedding present
that makes me rich, rich as any honest
man wants tc be!”

Briefly, Mr. Bolton's papers and much
of his ready money had bLeen stolen six
months before by a Mexican desperado
The man was
chased into the desert where he perished,
and so my sympathy was wasted.

I met the dear mother, and 1 met
“Dora™ that night, and I drank to their
health and prosperity as the charch bells
rang in Christmas day.

Let me introduce

Early Christmas Carols.
Christmus earols have been sung ever
since the rade tribes of Germany were
converted to Christianity. There are
books by thie scove vontiming haplreds
of them. Bishop Tayvlor ovbserves that
the *‘Gloria in Excelsis,” the well known
hymn sung by the angels to the shep-
herds at our Lord’s Nativity, was the
earliest Christinas carcl. Bourne cites
Durandus fo prove that in earlier ages
of the church the bishops were accus-
tomed on Christmas day to sing carols
among their clergy. The original of the
Anglo-Norman carol (translated by
Douce) of the date Thirteenth century

is in the British museum. It begins:
Now, Lordings, listen to our ditty,
Strangers coming from afar;

Let poor minstrels mmove yvour pity,
Give us welcome, soothe our care.

In 1521, Wynkyn de Warde printed a
set of Christinas carols. One of them was
A Carol bryngyng in the Bore's Head.”
Chaucer alludes to it in his ““Franklein’s
Tale:”

James sitteth by the fire with double berd,
And he drinketh of his bugle-horne the wine

Before him standeth the braune of the tusked
swine. _

CHRISTMAS THOUGHTS.

Copyright, 1801, by American Press Associa-
tion. ]

From heaven to earth at night’s high noon
There flashed a ray of sacred fire,

And Nature’s voice was all a-tune
With songs of sweet desire.

O wondrous night! O holy mornl

Wlien peace and harmony were bornl

The anthems of all nations ring
Over the gcas from shore to shore;
The song the Christmas joy bells sing
Echoes forevermore.
O Christ, to think Thy baby Lands
Conld grasp and hold so many lands!

May joy abide in every breastl!
May loving thoughts and kindness sway
The souls of men to quiet rest,
For Christ was born today!
Let bitter«iess and envy cease,
And all His children be at peacel

O spirit of this Christmastide,
Abide with us, and give us power
To conquer upon every side
The battle of life's hour.
And grant that we may know with Thee
The joy of immortality!
Hereny S. CoNanT.

OLD TiIME RHYMES.

Some Quaint Christmas Verses of Other
Davs.

It was Thomas Tusser who, nearly
three and a half centuries ago, advised
all people to at—

Christmas play and make good cheer,

For Christinas comes but once a year,
in his quaint book, entitled “Five Hun-
drede Pointes of Good Husbandrie,”
but it was previous to this that there
had been issned a mock play called
““Alexander and the King of Egypt,” the
conclusion of which is given in Ray's
“Collection of Proverbs,” as follows:

Bounce Buckram, velvets dear,

Christmas comes it once a year;

And when it comes it brings good eheer,

But when it’s gone, it’s never the near.

[Note—Bounce Buckram is eguivalent to
“throw away your old clcthes.™]

Again, in a rare tract published in
1653, are the lines:

Let's dance and sing and make good cheer,
For Christmas comes but once a vear.

Herrick, in his *““Hesperides,” treats:
Of Christmas sports, the Wassell Boule
Theat tost up, after Fox-i'-th™-hole;

C.§ Blind-muas buffe, and of the care

Thai vounmes inen have to shooe the Mare:
Of A=h-heapes, in the which ye use
Husbands and wives by streakes to chuse;
Of erackling lanrell, which fore-sounds

A leategus harvest to your grounds.

A writer in The Gentleman’s Magazine
Tr May, 1784, tells us that “the drink-
ing the Wassail bowl or cup was, in all
probability, owing to keeping Christinas
in the same munner they had before the
Feast of Yule. 'There was nothing the
northern nations so muech delizhted in
as carousing ale, espacinlly at this =sea-
son, when fizhting was over. [t was
likewise their custom at all their Ieasts
for the master of the house to fill a large
bowl or pitcher, to drink ont of it first
himself. and then give to him that sat
next, and so it went around.™

In Poor Robin’s Almanac for 1677, in
the beginning of December, he olserves:

Now blocks to eleave this time requires

"Gainst Clristunas for 1o make good fires,
which salutary advice is still to be heed-
ed in northern latitudes.

The Ynle log fizures largely in all the
poetry of the Thirteenth, Fourteenth and
Fifteenth centuries, and of this Herrick
says:

Come, bring with a noise,
My merry, merrie boys,

The ("liristmas Log to the firing,
While my gaod Dame, she
Bids ye all be free

And drink to your heart’s desiring;
“With the last yeur's Brand
Light the new Elock,” and

For good success in his spending,
On your psalteries play.
That sweet luck may

Come while the Log is a-teending.
Drink new the strong beere,
Cut the wlite loafe herae

The while the meat is a-shredding;
For the rare minece pie
And the plums stand by

To fill the paste that's a-kneading.

AreerT P, SourEWICE.

Can't Have Too Much of a Good Thing.

Clara—Did you get my Christmas
2ard, dear?

Maunde—Yes; and I have always ad-
mired that card so much, 1 told Ethel
Swansdown when she sent it to yon last
pear that I thought it was so pretty.

Better SLill,

First St. Lounis Girl—l want to hang
ap my stocking on Christmas. but I am
afraid it isn't big enough.

Second St. Lonis Girl
bang up your ear muiffs?

Why don't von

A Short Wait.

“Why are you sitting on my piazza?
W hat do you want?’

“That’s all right. I thought I'd make
xryself comfortable until the sun comes
st.”

THE SON COMES OUT.

Too Slow.

it

“Say, aunty, do get a move on you.
Run like the horses do.”

“Oh, no, Frankie; it wouldn't look
well for me to run like that.”

“Then you might as well take me
home again, This pace is just killing
me."—Life, S

BILLY'S SANTA CLAUS EXPERIENCE.

F COURSE 1

don’t believe in
! any such person
! as Santa Claus,
;+ but Tommy does.
-2/ Tommy is my lit-
4 tle brother, aged
gix. Las Christ-
mas [ thought I'd
make some fun
for the young one
by playing Santa
Claus, but as al-
ways happens

when 1 try to
amuse anybody I jes got myself into
trouble.

I went to bed pretty early on Christ-
mas eve s0 as to give my parents a
chance to get the presents out of the
closet in mamma’s room, where they had
been locked np since they were bhought.
I kep my close on except my shoes, and
put my nightgown over themn so as I'd
look white if any of them came near me.
Then [ waited, pinchin myself to keep
awake. After awhile papa came into
the room with a lot of things that he
dumped on Tommy's bed. Then mam-
ma came in and put some things on
mine and in our two stockings that were
hung up by the chimney. Then they
both went ont very quiet, and soou all
the lights went out ton.

I kep on pinchin myself and waitin
for a time, and then when I was sure
that everybody was asleep | got up. The
first thing I went into was my sister’s
room, and got her white fur rug that
mamma gave her on her birthday, and her
sealskin cape that was hanging on the
closet door. 1 tied the cape on my head
with shoestrings and it made a good big
cap. Then I put the fur rug around me
and pinned it with big safety pins what
I found on Tommy’'s garters. Then ]
ot mamma’s new scrap basket, trimmed
with roses, what Mrs. Simmons broid-
ered for the church fair, and piled all of
the kid's toys into it. I fastened it to
my back with papa's suspenders, and
then I started for the roof.

I hurt my fingers some opening the
scuttle, but kept right on. It was snow-
ing hard and I stood and let myself get
pretty well covered with flakes. Then
I crawled over to the ~himney that went
down into our roo: | ¢limbed up on
top of it. 1 hal azht my bicycle
lantern with me and I lighted it so as

Tommy conld see me when | came dowan
the chimney into the room.

CLIMBED UP ON TOP OF IT.

There did not seem fo be any places
inside the chimney where I could
hold on by my feet, but the eeil-
ing in our room was not wvery high
and I had often jumped most as far, so
I jeslet her go, and I suppose 1 went
down. Anyway, I did not know abont
anything for a long time. Then I woke
up all i the dark with my head feelin
gneer, and when I tried to turn over in
bed I found 1 wasn't in bed at all, and
then my arms and legs beganto hurt
terrible, mostly one arm that was
doanbled up. [ tried to get up, but 1
conldn’t becanse my bones hurt so and 1
was terrible cold and there was nothing
tostand on. | was jes stuck. Then 1
began to cry, and pretty soon [ heard
mamma’s voice suyin to papa:

“Those mnst be sparrers that are mak-
ing that noise in the chimney. Jes
fouch a match to the wood in the boys'
Breplace.”

I hearl papa strilke a light and then
the wood began to crackle. Then, Ly
jinks! it began to get hiot and smoky and
I screamed:

“Help! Muarder! Put out that fire lest
you want to burn me up!”

Then I heard papa stamping on the
wood and mamma calllugz out:

“Where's Billy? Where iz my chile?”

Next Tomnmy woke up and began to
cry and everything was terrible, specinl-
ly the pains all over me. Then papa
called out very stern:

“William, if you are in that chimney
come down at once!”™ and 1 answered.
cryin, that I would if I could, but | was
stuck and counldn't.

Then I heard papa gettin dressed,
and pretiy soon he and John from tha
stable went up on the roof and let down
ropes what I put around me and they
hauled me up.

It was jes daylizht and I was all biack
and sooty and scratched and my arw
was broken.

Everybody scolded me excep mamma.
[ had spoiled my sister’s white rng, and
broken all of Tominy's toys, and the
snow what went in through the scuattle
melted and marked the parlor ceiling,
besides I guess it cost papa a good deal
to get my arm mended. Nobody wonld
believe that I had jes meant to mnke
some fun for Tommy, and my arm and
all my bruised places hurt me awful for
along time. If I live to be a million I
am never goin to play Santa Claus agin.
CorNgELIA REDMOND.

The Antigunily of the Christmas Rox,

Three centuries ago the Christmas
box now not often heard of, was in the
hei_ at of its glory, as these lines show:
Gladly the Boy with Christmas Box in band,

Thmughout the town his devious route pur.
Enes.

Shailoh™s q-.msE.{;.ﬁ.m Care,

This is beyond question the most sac-
cessful Cough Medicine we have ever
sold, 8 few doses invariably cure the
worst cases of Courh, Croup and Bron-
chitis, while its wonderiul suceess in the
care of Consum ption i=s without a paraliel
in the history of medicine. bHince its first
ciscovery it has been sold on a gnarantee,
a test which no other medicine can stand.
If you have a couzh we expnesily ask you
totry It Tiice 10¢ 5% and §1. If your
lungs are sore, chest, or Lotk [utne, use
Shilohs Porus Plaster. Sold by J. P.
Stedman.

Several stores and dwellings in Oxford

for sale or reut Joay A, WILLIaMS,

TO A SPRAY OF MISTLETOE.

[A CHRISTMAS BOLILOQUY.]
One year ago above the door
You hung, and she was there.
I kissed her then, becanse of you.
And then upon the stair

We sat and talked. Because of yon
My arm stole round her wailst.

And then, because of you once maors,
I kissed her. Thisin haste:

For her papa was up ahove,
And down Lthe stair be came.
This was last year, and yet I'm still,
Because of you, guite lame.
Tos Masson.

The Truth Aboat It.

Staffer—What do you think? Jones
has aetually invited e to dine with him
on Christmas day at his boarding house.

Dashaway—Ha! ha! Did von ask him
if he had a grndge against you?

Stuffer—Yes. He said no; that he had
& grudge against the landlady

CHRISTMAS APHORISMS.

Pope Telesphorus, who died before the
middle of the Second century, deserved
canonizing, if for nothingz else, for insti
tating Christmas as a festival. It has
baen celebrated ever since in all Chris
tian lands, and has given more happi
ness to children than any day in the
calendar. Making children happy is
the essence of Christianity.

Of late years, Christmas has beeowe
far more a domestic and merrymaking
holiday than a religious one. Buat it is
religious in the best sense, sinee it is a
day of peace and rest, and opens the
heart to hnman needs and humuan sym-
pathies.

The most satisfactory way to observe
Christmas is to do at least one good act
to some of our fellows. The couscious-
ness of doing such an act will inspire us
to do others, and so sanctify the day as
to make it ever welcome,

Christmas is always associated with
the good Jesus who, whether regardeid
as God or man, was the purest, kindest,
noblest being that has walked the earth
He has inspired love in saint and sinner,
in devotee and skeptic alike. Men may
wrangle about creeds; but about Jesnus
and his beautiful life there can hardly
be any difference of opinion, for he pitied
all who suffered and strove to heal every

aching heart.

Christmas has gradually evolved omt
of its theology and has come to stand for
a festival of love. Therefore all men
love it, for throuzhout the universe love
is born of love and is worshiped for its
own sake.

A clear conscience furnishes the best
digestion for a Christmas dinner.

Christmas is a day to form good reso-
Intions. If is easier to form them on
that or any other day than to keep
them for a single month.

No conscientions person can enjoy his
hristmas dinner if he knows anybody
else within reach to be hungry. The
consciousness that we have given food
to the needy provides us with the finest
appetite.

Christmas was formed, in the era of
theology, from Christ and mass. In
these practical and luxurions days it
might signify that we should try to imn-
itate Christ in dealing with the mass of
mankind, who are usually more or less
unfortunate, Dy so dealing with them
we shonld make all days Christinas days

It is better to be a Christmas turkey
on the table than a Christias goosa at
the table. JuNius Hesrl BROWNE.

It.

Further Use for

Bridget—Shall 1 take the Christmas
mistletoe down from the door, miss?
Miss Summit—No, indeed. 1 expect

several New Year's callers.

Answer this Qnestion,

Why do se many penple we ses around
us seem 1o nreler to suffer and be made
miserable by tudigestion, Constipation,
Dizziness. Locs o Appetite, Coming np
of the Food % e!low Skin, when for T5¢
we will sell them =hiloh's Vitalizer, guar
anteed to eure them. Hold hy J. P, Sted-
man.

F. H. Hickey, 1208 7 aia streat, Lynch-
burg, Va, writes, wag broke out all
over with s res. no ! my hair was falling
out. After i:inz a faw bottlea of Rotanic
Blood Baln wy halr quit falllag out and

all the gore® got well”

Held Y Ot 30 we
If you can hol¢ ﬂfcﬂ_ patter
feel safe in gna ’ Mar
price. Yes=, ¢ittg i
our prediction, b are beln &
The predictiog\®* " .1 pub-
sent out from N&} ‘";l;;‘;:“ over
lished in the neWs#/“'" "~ oD
c“[l““

the couniry tha

is withot

will be unusally iy false- It
foundation and amblers 10
is the work ol 8 r':;pm_.”i .tion
aid them in B nages
"3 0 1N Hrss
schemes. In faclile 8 lanl which

sion ot reliable i

shows that the ' of the
according to the ‘m:‘lw.iwr s
best exp-rts, williy un.m- than
published estim#Agoy ™" © ;oo
a million bales. ther, W | air-
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wl ed to circu-
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P rJT_
ot

in our possesEion
cular wh'ech was
late on the in<id
tors which puls §
world at 1,300,00
the figures they
the world. Accoc
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ales short
f) thliﬁhetl to
to their owi
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at least
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600,000 bales. I true We (ton
last year by hold ﬂ""""%. t‘-U]-ir"'t,'
but the crop wasiinu=u ly. b :‘.
which with a ciigoted mone.

g peculator 10
1 the price. In
b afford Lo try to
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the volume ol
| (he great shor-
his vearit 18
bt 1hey will Dbe
the price 1f the
and stop sel-
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hold a erop as lo
sharks ean cont
currency But wi
tage in the crop
hardly possible t
able to keep dow
farmers will hol
iu;_r_; . - wolistion was of-
I'he following resolision Was Uo,
fered before the Supreme Counci
oféhe Alliance at Indianapolis by
Laeion Butler, of Norih (Carolina,
zﬁl"ll11uanimnuslyatl"'i*f*“'}li _
Resolved, Thaff being 1n posses-
sion of facts that are |hm:r_m;:ilIV
reliable, which ; ;vs;m us in a be
lief that a talsd gfWate has been
purposely made} of the present
crop of cotton fwe feel sale 1n
guaranteeing betler 1.1:’]1_:95 il eot-
ton ecan be held fbr sixty days.
We know th#t mary will be
forced to sell in mger to do thems
selves and théifgbdditors justice,
h“] It:" e\'er-" 4"“- l]m1t \\'h‘:l caln.
—The Caucasian
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{f Darkness.

A Question

Ethel—I thinfe<
Edith, that 1 met
hallway last night

Edith—Indeed!
have been very dar

ght to tell yon,
our filance in a dark
nd he kissed me.

The hallway mnst
—Munsey’s Weekly,
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“Don’t want noing. Go’way. Don™
like peddlers.™ '
“But mayha% sband does. How

about a razor?”

*He never shaves. Go "way. "

“But perhaps he might want to COMms=
mit suicide,”—Philadelphia Times,

Untarrified.

“I'm told,” s B George to Mabel,
“that tyrotoxicy - been found in re-
markable abundatica in ice cream this
season.”

“Does it hurt one much?” she asked
apprehensively.

“Oh, I guess it poisons you,” he re-
plied.

“Is it alive?”

“Ye—yes; I thigk so.”
“Oh, George, * I would like to see
one."—Merch wyvaeler,

An Ungainly Creature.

Man is an wisinly creature at the
best. His llewnemllar spheroid,
his eyes are n or of equal efficien-
cy: his whiskers won't grow uniformly.
One shoulder is higher than the other,
one hand or foot larger than the other—
and this is on opposite sides—his hips (if
he has any) are unequal in shape. The
calves of his legs are not twins in anv
thing but age; without his tailor,
!mtter and boetm he is a sorry look-
ing animal.—Ogden Argus,

How They Work,

Baking powders are mixtures of chemi-
cala'whit_:h. when moistened, liberate car-
bonic acid gas. ,They are added to the
flour ufsed in dmaking, so that the
gas, as it esc s 0P g pulf up the dough,
rendering it spongy and light. Yeast
serves t.l‘.lE:'I same purpose by causing a
fermentation in the fAour, which also de-

velops cnrboniozid Bas—Boston PDudget
Had the to Bhow for It

“You never loved me, John!" sobbed
Mrs. Billus hysterically,

“liiaria." exclaimed Mr. Billus car-
nestly, “you are pyistaken. [If you will
look back over the family (9:\1@:}5& ane-
count you will find that it cost us £27.5
for repairing rocking chairs during the
first three years of our married life." —

Chicago Tribune,
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