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A WRONG IMPRESSION.
Teacher. Who is that whistling in
mchoo] ! _
New Boy. ‘Me. Didn't you know 1
pouls whistle,
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NOTES AND COMMENTS. '
|

It has long been well known that
“holy district” of Mececa
in Arabia is the breeding place of chol-

the so-called

era. The huddling together there at
stated intervals of hordes of filthy
Asiaties, under the most unsanitary
conditions conceivable, can hardly help
but be productive of disease which may
sweep a whole continent before they
are sxtinguished. And when it is borne
in mind that the carcasses of the mul-
titudes of animals sacrificed there mre
thrown out to putrefy in the neigh-
borhood, under the hot rays of the
blazing sun, the periodic origination of
cholera seems fairly well accounted for
by this geographical
deed, It might be said that supplies

of cholera are constantly kept on hamdf
in Mecca, ready for distribution over
the world. According to another theo- |
ry. however, which is perhaps the sup-'

plement of this first, the original home
and breeding ground of choleraic in-
fection is India, and Mecca is but the
distributing eentre for imported germs.
This “holy district” of Arabia is thus
the half-way house to which the infec-
tions of the far East are borne by pil-
grims and thence transmitted to Egypt,
Turkey, and even to Western Europe,
by other pilgrims returning, wvia the
EBuez canal or through Asia Minor. It
is cartainly the case at all events that
Mecca is proving the open gate of chol-
era for the world.

If so, Egypt is but the front yard, so
to speak, of the infection; since out
from Arabia pour sireams of pesi-laden
humanity past the northern end of the
Red sea to Damietta, Cairo, Alexandria
and other points, which neither tihe
quaranfine established at the Red sea
itself nor that at the northern station
of Gebel el Tor have proved sufficient
to beat back. It appears that the sani-
tary regulations prescribed by ‘the In-
ternational Sanitary Conference have
not been thoroughly enforced. Owners
and officers of steamships have in many
ciases persistently violated these rules,
while the sanitary officers has also had
to contend with the fatalism and apathy
of the Oriental authorities. The remedy
would seem to be, the stopping of the
Eurcpean powers of the Mohammedan
exodns from India until it is shown
that no pilgrim carries imfectious dis-
ease with him, while +these powers
should control by means of a responsi-
ble commission, the sanitary adminis-
tration of the whole Red sea traffic,
of the “haly cities,” and of all the
approaches to Mececa both by sea and
land. The fact that in recent epide-
ics of Asiatie cholera the mortality has
been unusually large, amounting in
Japan in 1895 to 88,500 deaths. would
warrant prompt and energetic action
by the powers.
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A CITY WITH NO SLUMS.

The city of Berlin, the capital of
Prussia, where the poor are said to
be better housed than in any other
great city of the world, is really
without slums. There are districts in
the east and north of Berlin where
the poor live, though in nothing like
the misery and squalor found in most

other cities. The streets, which are
all asphalted, are kept remarkally
olean, and there are none of those nar-
row, dark alleys and courts which
form the slum districts in other places.
The Japanese boast that some of their
cliles contain no slums, and point to
Kioto, for over 1,000 vears the capital
of Jupan, as a model city, where slums
are unknown. Sebastopol enjoys the
unique distineiion in  Russia of not
having a single pauper or mendicant
within its walls.

SOUND DISTANCES.

The whistle of a locomotive is heard
3,300 yards through the air: the noise
of a railway train, 2,800 vards: the re-
port of a muske: and the bark of a
dog, 1,800 yards; an orchestra or the

roll of a drum, 1,600 vards: the human
voice reaches to a distance of 1,000
yards; the croaking of frogs, 900 yards;
the chirping of crickets, 800 yards. Dis-
tinet speaking is heard in the air {rom
below to a distance of 600 yards:from

above it is only understood to have
R range of 100 yards downward.
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COMPENSATION.,
Diner—lsn't that a pretty small

Isteak ¥
! Attendant—Yes; but you'll find it
will take you a good while to eat it.

EXPLAINED.
He—So you see, Miss Faith, none of
the old religions suit me.

She—1 see. You choose ap-
because you don't

nosticism.
nosticlsm simply
know any belter,

- NO CHOICE.

Smith—1 see that a bullet from one
of those new rifles will kill

—~You don’'t say? In that case, a man |
might just as well go to the f{roat.

ON CONDITION.

She—~Is it not true that two people
can live as cheaply as one! He—Yes,
i{ they are married. Not if they are

localization. In- '

! - After ex-|
amining them all, I am driven to ag-!

; siX men, |
standing one behind another. Thompson |

AGRICULTURAL

THE FARM DAIRY.

I bave been in this line of business
some ‘twenty-five years, writes F. C.
Curtis, in Obio » Farmer. My first point
was to pick up the best utensils pos-
sible to bring them to bear upon the
means that [ had at hand. I soon got
upon the deep setting process of setting
milk. I found that it required cold wa-
ter and eontinuous cold for at least
six hours, and I found that if the bulk
of water was large, it kept cold, that
putting more milk into it, did not af-
fect it; bhence I adopted the system of
eetting my cans into a cistern of cold
water. The windmill brought the cold
water into the cistern from a hundred
feet away. [ applied & windlass. 1
bad about four cans of milk at a time,
and I ]Jet them down at once, and the
large amount of water that surrounded
them Kept them sufficiently cool for
all purposes and the resulis were good.
Ice would have been better, I improv-
ed upon that simply by putting a sort
of refrigerator house over the cistern,
and in that way I kept my water cold
all summer, as cold as the well water.
For the last four years I have used
the separator, but I shall confine my-
self to the other process, because many
who have but few cows, think they can-
not afford to get a separator.

The milk is drawn from the cow at
08 degrees. The milk is set immediate-
ly into water at 48 or 50 degrees. The
advantage of this process is the sud-
den cooling from 98 to 50 because it
shrinks and continues to shrink down
to 39 degrees which is the tempera-
ture made by ice. After that it begins
to expand. It is very important to get
it into cold water as soon as possible
and let it be at rest with the contin-
uous cold. If you have to depend on a
windmill to change the water, it some-
times will fail you..If you follow my
suggestion the cream will rise between
milkings very well. It may be a little
more satisfactory to take out ithe cans
and let them set in some cool - place
another twelve hours, then the cream
iIs very easily taken off, and if you
have toadd the different creams togeth-
er, you had better keep it in a cool
place until you have a sufficient quan-
tity 80 as to keep the cream sweet.
If you have enocugh at one or two milk-

ings, put it in a warmer place, where
1t will get this acid or ripened character
ready for the churn. 1 think the best

way to describe that is to say when
the cream begins to thicken, then it is
properly ripened for churning. That
may not be a very nice point to make,
but I think it will be easily understood.
You want a revolving churn without
lnside machiuﬂrﬁ. and a temperature of
62 degrees is the nearest one temper-
ature that I can tell you. Some will
tell you a colder temperature, and some
a warmer, but I do very well at 62
degrees, and a little colder in summer
if possible, or a little warmer in winter
will do very well.

I churn till the granules appear
about the size of wheat kernels or a
little finer, and stop at that point. If
you have followed the directions I have
given you the butter and the butter-
milk are distinet and it will come right
apart if you pull out the cork and let
it run. Now pour cold well water into
it until you can look into it and see
that it percolates the whole mass. Make
a few revolutions of the churn, draw it
out and put in another lot of water
and it will come out almost clear. By
this process you will see that the but-
termilk has all come out. If you had
churned it into a mass before trying
to get it out, and then washed it out,
you might as well pour water on a
duck’s back as to try to get the butter-
miik out of the butter. Then comes
in the nice point and that is to get the
butter out without destroying the grain.
Many people, if they doeven fairly well,
injure the grain and make a dry bnt-
ter which does mot sell well on the
market. Now, when our granular but-
ter has been washed and drained, if
you turn the churn yvou will see that
butier fall around in there loose, al-
most like dry wheat, and there is no
reason why the salt won't mix in all
through. Some say an ounce to the
pound of =a!t. That is no rule at all.

People ‘have an idea that butter ab-
sorbs salt, but it does not: il stays in
the butter in the form of brine. That
butter is 12 per cent. water, that 12
per cent. of water absorhs the salt and
there will be a great deal more water
in it, it will be more spongy, if it is
coarse., If wou have churned it. too
warm, the granules run together and
make a mass, and an ounce of salt to
a pound will be sufficient in that case,
but don't be afraid of putting in the
salt and mixing it in thoroughly. You
put on the cover and revolve the churn
and work it into a mass; if your gran-
ules are fine, you will hear your brine
swishing. If vou have twenty pounds
of butter, your butter will be entitled
to about one quart of brine to make
that 1Z per cent. Now you draw out
two or three quarts of brine, which
is just exactly as salt as the quart
of brine that remnains in; hence you
have to put in three or four times too
much in order to have enough to stay
in. Now, when you have worked your
butter into.a mass it is ready to pack,
it is of the right temperature and of
the right consistency, and pack it sol-
1idly in the tub, pack it in level and
nice. The difficulty, in a small churn-
ing, i1s that it will not fill a package
and it is hard to get two different
churnings exactly alike. Now our
butter is churned and packed, 1 don't
want to instruct you to make butter
so well that you won't patronize the
creamery. I tell you it is for vour ad-
vantage to patronize the creamery, but
the more perfect you can make butter
at home the better patron youn will be
to the creamery, and the better you
will take care of vour milk.

THE FEEDING HABIT.
Ecomomy in feeding s always desir-
able.  Many people, however, have
wrong ideas as to the meaning of this
common word. Applied to financial af-

—— -—

fairs it is usually understood to mean
the saving or hoarding of money. With
this narrow view of the question, many
people deny themselves sufficient food
for maintaining proper strength for
their every-day duties. It is forggtiten
that the animal frame-work, disected by
the spirit of life is similar to the ordin-
ary metal engine. The power of its
mechanism depends upon the supply and
the right use of the steam generated
by this fuel. Anyone observes that the
machinery cannot do its work unless
supplied at regular intervals with a
fixed quantity of proper fuel. Many peo-
ple wonder about three o'clock in the
afternoon, when they have omitted the
ordinary lunch, why it is that they are
weak and weary. The health of many
people is permanently impaired by a
habitual neglect of sufficient food.

It is often the practice of some indi-
viduals to experiment with various sys-
tems of dieting. They soon discover
that their health is deranged, and too
often they go on with various new bills
of fare, continually wondering as to
their difficulty. Such people have been
surprised on returning to a regular sub-
stantial, ordinary bill of fare, such as
their mothers provided for them in
their youth, at the improvement in
their health, and their early return to

a normal condition and appetite. :

Many more people are in the habit
of experimenting severely in their meth-
ods of feeding domestic animals. With
a view to saving food, there is con-
stant effort to lLumit the stock to the
very cheapest ration. The roughest
straw -and hay or aged, toughened grass
15 too frequently offered exclusively to
the horses and cattle, and the poor
sheep are often confined to a still more
offensive diet. There is the single ex-
cuse in the case of the latter that it
is in such cases especially desirable to
destroy weeds and brush.

In the case of all meat-producing ani-
mals, it must be urged that liberal
feeding from early life to the finish
iIs a requisite to satisfactory gain in
flesh and to economical use of food.
The trite term of early maturity must
be continually emphasized. The great
mass of farmers must now pay taxes
on land of high value, and to receive
from this any interest for the invest-
ment every action in handling live
stock must be governed by wisdow. The
hap-hazard ,method of the past must
be abandoned. They who are not will-
ing to think and to work with energy
and system must be content with Lhe
downward road to the poorhouse. An
active brain must direct the operations
of all successful feeding. The feeder
of former times who will not move up-
ward and adopt right methods must
soconer or later be the hired man and
do the bidding of the progressive man-
ager who has trained his intellect to
habits of vigorous thought.

It is a well-known fact which cannot
be too often repeated that the voung
animals must not be stinted if they
are to make successful growth. A nor-
mal relish and appetite for Tood is in-
herited, and this trait in the young-
ster i1s of great value. Constant ef-
fort must be employed to maintain in
the breeding stock a vigorous liking for
their food by administering to the ani-
mal the proper ration adapied to the
various stages of life. By right meth-
ods of feeding a tendency to economi-
cal use of food and the best growth is

thus encouraged.
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AN ENEMY'S SERVICE.

How a French Captain Saved the Life of o
Young Ruassinn Llenfennnt.

One of the stories of the Crimean
War told by the novelist Turgenieff,
and well authenticated by existing let-
ters, is peculiarly touching. Sergius
[vanoviteh, a young Russian lieutenant,
was one of an attacking party which
was ordered out on a cold night to
drive a body of French from a posi-
tion in front of the Russian lines. In
order to be as free as possible in his
movements, the young lieutenant left
his military cleak behind.

The French were found well posted
in the edge of the wood. A desperate
fight followed, at the end of which the
Russians were compelled to withdraw,
leaving their dead and wounded hehind
them. Among the grievously wounded
was Sergins Ivanoviteh, and all about
him were French wounded.

Sergius suffered worse even {rom
the cold than he did from his wound;
and though a bullet had penetrated his
leg, he was sure that the exposure of
the night, rather than the wound,
would be the end of him. Groaning
and shivering, he was atout to exam-
ine as best he could the wound in his
leg, when some one said in French:

“You had best let your wound alone.
Suffer, and disturb it as little as pos-
sible.”

The Russian found that the man who
had spoken was a veteran French cap-
tain, who even owrse wounded than
himself, lay close by. SV

“No doubt you are right," said Ser-
gius, “but I shall perish of cold be-
fore morning, anyway." :

Then the Frenchman reproved him
for coming out in the snow without
his eloak. *“Experience has taught me,”
he said, "never to go out without my
capote. But this trme it is not likely
to save me. I am mortally wounded.”

“Oh, they will comme and get you,™

“No, my dear enemy.
with me. The shot has gone deep—I
shall not last till help comes. Here,
take my clecak and wrap yourself in
it and s'eep. At vour "age one can
sleep anywhere.”

Despite his protests, the young Rus-
ian felt the Frenchman’secloak laid upon
him. Exhausted, he fell asleep under
its warming influence, }K‘ﬂkmg‘ in the
morning, he found the French captain

dead at his side.
S

ANOTHER BARGAIN.

He—I wonder what the meaning of
that picture is? The youth and the
maiden are in a tender attitude.

She—Oh, don't you see? He has just
asked her to marry him, and she_is
accepting him. :

. He—Ah! how appropriate the title.

She—Why, that card at the bottom

i@ W B
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It is all up
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A LEARNED TURKEY

The oatfields were cropped bare as a
convict’s head. The corn was in the
shock and there was a touch of winter
In the winds which blew over the hill
pasture. The months had gone by since
the thoughtful turkey had been brought
In squawking from the lane. He had
grown large and porily and carried
himself with dignity. Fortune, which
had appeared to him in the guise of
Hilda, had been very kind to him. He
bad been permitted to share the lawn
with an aged peacock of great personal
beauty, from whom he had learned
gentle manners and deportment. He
had dined daily at the kitchen door.
In the evenings he had stood near the
doorstep, where Hilda and John—John
wis the farm servant—sat and talked.
Their conversation was not instruective.
They talked chiefly about themselves
and a cottage and love and other fool-
ish topics, but it afforded the turkey
food for thought. He would stand som-
berly on one leg as the shadows deep-
ened and the stars came out and watch
the working of their minds.

“It is plain,” he said one evening,
“that they are thoughtlessly optimis-
tic.”

He was watching them closely. John
had taken one of Hilda's red hands in
his brown hand and was looking par-
ticularly and fatuously happy.

“When the corn’s in, Hilda,” John
was saying, "I'll ask the old man if
we can have the little wooden house.”

“He'll be only too glad,” said Hilda.

“I guess he’s expecting it,” said John.

“It’ll be big enough for us, =aid
Hilda.

“For the present,” said John, and
looked &0 particularly, foolishly happy
that the turkey turned away in disgust.
He strolled across the lawn in deep
thought. Like all those who are soli-
tary or have the society only of infer-
lors, he had fallen into the habit of
talking to himself.

“It is evident,” he said, speaking his
thoughts aloud, “"that these two people
will marry. They will move into the
little wooden house. They will live
there. They are such poor, dull crea-
tures they will not even know they
are unhappy. They will have children
and in their fatuous way be happier
still. Poor things! It is bad enough to
be unhappy and know it. How much
worse is the state of those who are
unhappy and think they are happy!
Poor things!"

He stood on one leg and thought.

The moonlight streamed down and
made a silhouette of him in black shad-
ow on (he whitening lawn. He stood
there for an hour, immovable ; only his
brain kept turning, turning and evolv-
ing thoughis. :

“It is really very ridiculous,” he
said, "but 1 can’'t think of any way
of putting an end to this wretched state
of affaire. 1 am not at my best to-
night."”

“What seems to be the matter ¢’ agk-
ed the peacock, who eame up, trailing

a yard of rmnbow plumage behind him.
“I am thinking,” said the turkey
rather disdainfully. *“Itis an operation
which will not interest you, my friend.”
“Ah, perhaps not,” said the peacock.
“What were you thinking about ? And
why were you doing it ¢’

“I was thinking,” the turkey replied,
for he was always willing to talk. *I
wias thinking, or, to be more accurate,
L was trying to think of some way of
stopping this silly habit people have
of coming intothe world. eating and go-
Ing out of the world again, leaving he-
hind a certain number of ‘undersiudios’
—to use a phrase taken from the slang
of the theatre—to repeat the ridiculous
operation.’

"So you've begun to think about that,
have you?” said the peacock, laughing.
“Well, I should think you would.”

“What are you laughing at?’ the
thoughtful turkey asked sharply.

“Oh, nothing,” said the peacock: “of
course you're interested in the gues-
tion. I'm not, you see."

“Well, 1 don’t gee.”

“You don't see? Well, you're partic-
ularly slow witted, even for a turkey,”
sald the peacock.

“Perhaps you'll explain,” the
key rejoined sarcastically.

“Certainly,” eaid the peacock, "whv
E.['.It. ?u *

“Go on,” said the turkey.

“Well, they come into the
don't they "

“They do,” said the thoughtful tur-
key, "though I've never yet thought
to think where they come from. I'll do
it to-morrow. Go on—people come in-
to the world.”

“What do they do?" asked the pea-
cock, with growing triumph. :

“"What do they do? Eat,” said the
philosophieal turkey.

“Eat what "

“Oh. all “soris of"—

“You!l" ecreamed the peacock in a
burst of triumph, “vou! They eat you.,
They pick your bones. They suck the
marrow out of your thigh bones. Some
of 'em prefer white meat, and some
of 'em dark, and some of 'em say, ‘It’s
immaterial, thank you.' S it 'is to
them. But it's not to you. Oh, no, it's
you they are eating, and'"-—

“Stop! stop!” eried the thoughtful
turkey. “This is too horrible.
scme ghastly, grim and fearful
Eat me?”

“Eat you,” enid the peacock more
calmly, “they eat you, my learned
[riend, after vyou have been roasted to
a beautiful brown.”

The thoughtful
alound.

“You seem to be in earnest,” he said
after a pause,

“l am,” the peacock replied. “Why
are you here? Have you thought of
that 7"

“1 have often pondered upon it—why
am 1 here, where did I come from.and
why did I come 1™

“Well, I'll tell vou. You wers

Tur-

worldg

jest,

turkey groaned

It is }

brought bhere to be fattened. The maid |

-

supplied the food, and
gluttony did the rest. You are faw

“1I'm mno fatter than you,"” retorted
the turkey.

“Ah, that's a different matter,” the
peacock chuckled. 1 am not food: 1
am beauty. No, my poor friend, we
sball have to part—you to the table and
B shall remain here. 1t is your fate to
be done brown and eaten; | walk here
lancy free. I have seen ten generations
of you eaten. You are the eleventh
my young fellow.”

“It I8 impossible,” groaned 3he
thoughtful turkey.

“"Time will tell,” said the peacock.

For a long time the turkey was
plunged in whought. He strode to and
Iro, and at last paused in his walk in
front of the peacock.

“It must Iﬁ‘ done,” he said grimly.
“Lasten, my friend 1 have no desire
to be eaten. 1 have an instinctive feel-
Ing that it would be unpleasant. There-
fore I refuse. But 1 can see only one
way to escape this fate. 1 must do as
you have sglone."

“What ?"’ asked the peacock breat-
lessly, for he bhad forgotten his own
remark,

i “l must be beautiful,” said the tur-
ey,

IThe peacock looked dubious.

“Yes,” said the turkey firmly, *I
must be beautiful, very beautiful, far
too beautiful to be eaten. Leave me!
1 would think.”

- ™ [ » » ]

Haggard and pale from his long night
vigil the thoughtful turkey lifted his
eyes to the east. Already a band of
grayish light lay close against the
earth and above it the darkness was
thinning. Slowly the sun pushed up a
red and inflamed shoulder and ?hn
hght spread. The birds began to twit-
ter, for it was day. The turkey bathed
his burning brow in the dew and shook
himself once or twica.

“Courage [" he
age I

He walked briskly across the barn-
Yard, through the gate and on down
the lane. At first he met no one.
Tears came to his eyes. He was very
lonely, and his nervous system was
shattered. The sun was higher by this
time, and the light was dancing and
shimmering on the fields and breaking
In curions refractions of pale purple
and pink among the poplar trees. Al-
though he knew that the admiration
of erude and natural nature was bour-
geols, and even a trifle vulgar, he
could not help ‘being touched with a
sense of satisfaction at the beauty of
the scene. It was, he felt, a erude
imilation of Monet, but, after all, there
was in it a hint of Monet’s penius. He
was in a mood ol aesthetie satisfaetion
the moment was one of those which lay
one open to new impression. Then ho
saw her. She was young and slim and
walked with grace and dignity. THer
eyes were on the ground, and her wings
trailed indolently as she sauntered to-
ward him in the pale multicolored sun-
hght. The thoughtful turkey had an
impression ot aesthetie delight in her
sensuous beauty, and then two thoughis
passed through his mind. The first was,
“"How much more beautiful she is than
the peacock["” and the second was, “I
hope she is not my sister !" He went up
to her boldly and gave her the salute
of the morning. She staried as though
ﬂhwi-. had not seen himm—perhaps she had
not.,

“"You are verv heantiful,” he said.

She held down her head,

“1 have heard so much about von,”
she s1id, when the ice was broken.
“You live up at the house and are very
learned."

“"Yes, T think a great deal,” he sald.

“1 am your cousin twice removed,"
she explained later in the conversation.
"~ . [¥] L

“You are very beautiful,” he replied,

They walked on. Much later in the
merning she said, “You, too, are beau-
tiful, dear one, very, very beautiful I”
She sighed. The thoughtful turkey
started, as though for a moment he
had hardly taken the measure of her
waords,

“1I am beautiful !”

“Very beautiful, my own,” she whia-
pered.

He cried aloud in his joy and flapped
his wings and pawed the turf.

“It is because 1 love vou,” she added,

He beeame theoughtfui.

muttered, "cour-

e - * . - .
The enow was on the ground, the

snow hung on the trees, the snow sift-
ed through the air and fell softly nv-
erywhere. The thoughtful turkey, wilh
n firm tread and a look of resolution
on his intelligent features walked rap-
iy down a narrow turning that led
to o little wooden hounse set in one cor-
ner of the farm. As he eame near the
door he paused. He erept eloser and
istened. He eonld hear them talking.

“I've always said,” one of themn was
remarking (that was John), . “that
there's nothing better for a Thanks-
Fiving dinner'"—

“In your own house,” put in Hilda,

“In your own house,” gaid John,
“nothing bhetter than a eut of nice
porlk out of the side"—

“Cooked by your own wife,” said

Hilda.

"Of ecourse,” said John, “with the
crackling on and apple saueo.”

“Next year,” said Hilda, “we'll have
a turkey. I'll get the epps under the
speekled hen,"

“Yes, next year,” said John, ‘“‘but
not iht 1 don't like pork.” |
“Oh, dear no!” said Hiida, “The idea

of nout liking pork )™

Outside the snow the thoughtful tur-
key smiled sadly.

"Poor fools" he said, “even now, I
dare say, they imagine they are happy
—iand they have been married a month,
Poor things!” And when the door was
opened he stalked in and stood inthe
miiddle of the floor,

"tzo0d gracious ! eried Hilda. "Tt's
Imy turkey.”

“The one the farmer gave
asked John.

“Yes, the one that ran away.”

“We'll have him for dinner to-mor

row."
Ailda.

ﬂf‘_}r f‘ﬂlll‘.‘-lf*."
lucky "

“Of course,” siid John. “Whoever
heard of eating pork for a Thanksgiv-
g «dinner?”

“It's ridicnlons,” said Hilda. “"And
won't  he be beautiful when he's
browned 7**

“He's rather thin.* said John., "but
he'll be beautiful when he's ecooked.*

The tnoughtful turkey smiled gadly
he knew so much better. He was only
beautiful while she loved him.

ASSOCIATION.

I wonder why Mrs. Linngwy prevari-
cates so outrageonsly lately?

Haven't vou heard that sks
a ==! of false teeih?

:t."”l ?u

snjd “Isn't it

« EATF

our mr*"F'




