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' WEDDED TO A ROYAL RAKE

Few royal personnges In Europe de-
rve more sympathy than the queen
the Belgluns, whose husband's esci-

eg with stage celebrities and others

ve pearly driven hls wife insane,
King Leopold Is 60 years of nge, but
hows little slgn of abating the sean-
alous behavior which has made his
Eumv a byword for years, At one time

THE QUEEN OF BELGIUM,

his excesses In London landed him In a
pollice court, and his nost graclous
majesty had conslderable difficulty In
escaplog the punishment so often dealt
out to plebelan roysterers—a mouth in

fall. Hlg scandalous doings have caus-
ed untold grief to hls wife, whose
tastes and habits are of a domesticnted
character, Her majesty has made ev-
ery effort to wean him from his un-
seemly ways, but bhas met with little
Or 10 BUCCeSS,

Don'ts for the Summer Girl,
| Don’t giggle.
| Don't listen to seandal.
Don't defy publie oplulon,
Don't play on the hotel plano.
Don't believe everything you hear.
I Don'tsléepall day und dance all night,

Don't form lifelong friendships 1o |

three days,

Don't have “heart talks" with every
man you know. !

Don't rend “Harry's” letters aloud to
your glrl friends.

‘Don't go rowing with the young man
mho tips‘the boat,

Don't refuse to marry a good man if
you get the chanee,

Don't tell your admirers all the se-
erets of your girl friends,

Don't become engaged to more than
two men at the same time.

Don't put on your bathing sult unless
you're golng Into the water,

Don't joln salling parties unless you
<an stand a little rongh weather,

Don't snub your mother or malden
munt (n publie, It doesn't look well

Don't try to protect your complexion.
Give the sun and fresh alr an inning.

Don't sing, unless nnture hng gliven
you & volee which will not cause othera
paln,

Don't trust the gentleman who han
married unhappily amd wishes to tell
you all about It

Don't forget that half an hour of ex-
ercise In the open air I8 worth more
than all the perve tonles In the market,

Don't forget that the summer hotel
veranda I8 the happy bunting-ground
of the most merciless gosslps on earth,

Don't waste too much sympathy on
“poor George, working awny In the
hot city." George ls getting along very
nlcely. \

Don't make your willing slaves fas-
ten your shoestrings more than seven
times In the course of one day. The
novelty wears off.—-New York World.

Monkey Bkin Card Cases.

Professor GQarner |8 not the only man
who has found a new use for the mon-
key., The up-todate jeweler s fully
equal In this respect. The jeweler, to
be sure, it turied the monkey to dee-
orative rather than philologleal ac-
count, but the gervice to the world at
large s still very great. This 1s at
once apparent when it Is stated that all
the newest eard cases are of monkey
skin, They are ornpmented with an
applied decorntion of ennmeled silver,
patterned after the enrly spring flow-
ers. The blooms are life slze and as
llke the original as possible, both In
form and color. The effect Is very pret-
ty. 48 the dowers lle upon their leather
background as gracefully as If & care
less hand had flung them there,

Oue Multi-Milllonaire's Wife,

Mrs, Krueger, wife of ['resident
Krueger of the Transvaal, who Is an
extremely homely wowan, does nearly
all her own housework, cooking meals,
making ber own bed and nlways tak-
tog a bhand In the family washing,
When her husband has “state guests”
to dinner the good lady will trust the
task of walting on the table to no one,
and doaning m white apron she per-
forma the office of butler. Her hus
band has a private fortune of §25,000,-

000, but It's “Aunty” Krueger's boast

that they live on their “coffee money”—
a perquisite of $2,000 a year allowed
them by the government.
Saved Monoy and Lost Credit,

An amusing Incident oceurred at a
fashlonable wedding In this city. One
friend, who determined to save her
money and credit at the same time,
ook n broken enrring to a famous jew-
eler of State gtreet and ordered the
little stone to be set as a scarf pin for

the groom. As she eagerly remurked:
“It does me no good, and coming from
such o famous establishiment they nre
siure to prize it and thiok I pald a lot
of money.” When the pneknge was re-
turned from the shop the wedding
guest fulled to examing her proposed
present and merely dispatehed it, with
lier eard und compliments, Imagine
ber disgnst when strolling through the
rooms where the bridal gires were dis-
played to find a dozen people about her
offering und each one smiling, For a
moment she hesltated, then pressed
forwnrd, and lo! there was the preclous
white satin covered box bearing the
prizged name, it is true, but, slas! below,
“From the repalring department;" and
even worse thiun all, resting on the blue
cotton beside the pin was an old broken
bit of enrring, rewrned by the con-
scleptlons firm.—Chieago Chronlele,

Jups Reform Their Dress,

The Bmpress of Japan has discarded
the picturesque costume of her coun-
try. Her majesty’s wardrobe Ix made
in Parls, and she has a decided prefer-
ence for tight-fitting, small-walsted
gowns, The royal example I8 followed
by the ladies of the court, and siate
functions no longer pregent thelr form-
er polychromatic appearance. It s a
eurtons colneldence that the disenrded
Japanese costume combines all  the
lntest ideas on dress reform embodied
by 1ts apostles here and In Enrope.

Parts Her Hair on the Fide
Fluffy hangs, and even the coquet-
tish waves that so graciously conceal
the imperfections of an ugly forehead,
are, ag well as the girl that wears
them, out of date, The mannish girl
is nt the helght of the fashion, and she
18 astounding thousands of her prim-
mer slsters by parting her halr at the
side.

Absgolute severity nnd simplicity Is
the motto of the new hair-dressing.
Twist or coll or brald or do whatever
you will with your back halr, so long
as the result I8 modest and Inconsple-
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LATEST EDIUT FOR THE TAILOR-MADE
GIRL,

vous, but under no clrevmstanees must |
you venture to Impart a feminine curl
to the front locks,

Royal Wheelwomen.

Nearly nll the members of the royal
family of England are eyclists, Princess
Yictorin of Wales, the Duchess of Fife,
Princess Loulse, the Marchloness of
Lorne and Princess Henry of Batten-
berg all ride and are enthusiasts, The
Queen of Italy had her first bleyele
Jessons lnst summer, but is alrendy an
expert, She required only twelve les-
sons to become proficient.

What Women Are Deing.

During the nbsence of three months
of Rev. Mr. Cochrane of the Unitarian
Church at Bar Harbor, Maline, his wife
will attend to all his ministerial duties.

Three different books have recently
been devoted to Joan of Are and a
fourth 18 coming, Mrs., Oliphant is
writing a history of the mald for *“T'he
Heroes of the Natlona"” serles,

Mra, Frances Eleanor Trollope has
just published the life and letters of
Mrs. Frounces Trollope, her mother-in-
law, who wrote a book on Amerlcan
customs and manners that gave great
offense,

Miss Gladstone, daughter of the ex-
prdemier, who hmm recently accepted
the presidency of the Cambridge Wom-
en's Liberal Club, made her first ap-
pearance recently at a largely attended
meeting.

There (8 n woman dentist in New
York who Is fast attalning popularity
and fortuoe. She Is a German by
birth, and has o Inrge clientele among
the singers and other musicinns of her
own nationality In the elty.

Late Bpring Costume,

“ uK|88 ME GOOD NIGHT.”

Kiss mo good night! The duy Is done,
Across 11f0's Lill tho sin b wot ;
Al), nll, liave keft me; only one
Romalnn to love me—or forget?
Wo started meawand, to love's laud,
Honrt—glnd with flowers, sun and Hght=
Lost in the dirkness, now wo stund,
Wl mrin good nlghel
Kiss o good pight!  Our lovely year
In folded up and put sway,
The mists ure round us sod a tear
In nl) the pray'e 1 have to pray.
Why do | wovpt | anly know
Life's awlal wystery aright,
You petars, and [ bhave loved you s,
Kl joe good night!

Klss mo good night! No more be said,
For us what ean tomorrow bring?
A ory of pain for what is dead?
Anothor Now Year's wng o sing?
Time's shadows elose nround us fast,
Our lamp of love 15 still alight,
Oh, that we might relive the pastl
Kisa o goud plght!
=Ulement Boott,

A WOULD BE FLIRT.

“If & womun really is in love with
ber husband, she cantiot expect to have
n very gond time at u dance, '

So wspoke the dearest little woman in
all the world lste one evening on re-
turping from s pleasant entertainment
given by oue of our neighbore, as she
sapk wearily into one of the big sofa
sushions that sdorned the conch of our
PO,

I know by the curions way she had
actet! during our shors walk home that
jomething was troobling her pretty
bead, so I preserved n discreet silence
sfter {he utterance of the above remark.
She gave me a quick glance to notice
the effect bf her words, und seeing me
burily engnged in removing a bunch of
white earnations fromw the lapel of my
dress cont she continued :

“She muy evjoy herself after a fashion,
but in order to thrill as she did as o
zirl it is neoegsnry to be interested more
or Juss in somebody else. ' .

Still I kept silent, and gathering
sonrage from pure luck of opposition she
went on :

“If 1 were only able to flirt, I conld
got nlopg famously. 1 have often seen
other women add this vaviety to their
lives, and as far as Icould ever find
out no hmem resulted, "

“‘Pray do not abstain from sny snch
snjoyment on my sccount,”” I interposed.

“Don't fintter yonrself, my dear,'* she
paid. **I have the inper consciousness
that I have tried and failed—yes, failed
atterly. "’

*“Tried what?'*

*“Tried to flirt, yon goose. I determin-
ad to try it just as an experiment, I'll
tell you all nbont it if yon won't inter-
rupt me and will be real good to me for
the rest of my life.

“Yes, I tried desperately to imagine
myself an i1l treated woman; that X
bated yuu terribly, and finally to make
myself believe that such a person ms
(Aeoffrey Gordon never existed, but to
what an end! Just as I fancied I was
snceeeding, you wonld bob up serenely
into yision and there you would stay, no
matter how hard I tried to forget you. "

Of late, after the many sogial func-
tions we bad attended, 1 had moticed a
disposition on the partof my wife to
answer only vaguely to my inguiries ns
to whether she had enjoyed herself at
Mrs. So-and-so’s musieals, or Miss
Somebody's reception, but I mever sup-
posed for & moment there was anything
jerious on her mind, as the above pome-
what gloomy expression indionted. So ¥
turned all attention to bear what fighs
be called a confession

*Maybe yuu would not be averse to
being given an opportunity to mse my
insurance money, or else a judge in the
livorce court might be prevailed wpon
to render his decigion’'—

But here. my remarks were ¢ut short
by o demonstration that wonld hardly
look well in words—in fact, I should be
at o loss how to express such a mani-
lestation of feminine protestation.

When she bad resumed a state that
made intelligibility possible, she broke
lorth:

“‘Now, Geoflrey, that is too unkind
for anything. When 1come to youto
tell you all, you stand there and make
fun of me, You had better be careful,
goung man. It may be worse than yon
mppose. You know what your favarite,
Congrove, suys:

Helven hath 1o rago Mo love to hntred tarned,
Nor hell o fury like a woman scorned.

*‘80 keep real good till T bave finished.
“Yon see, before I was married,

whenever 1 went to a dance, there was
always some one—four or five in fact—
whom I thorovghly liked, aud on whom
I conld conunt to speuk to me before the
svening was over snd with whom X
sould have a pleasaut chat and danoe.
Bo, no matter how distastefnl my pres-
snt partuer might be, my anticipations
were pleasunt enovgh to muke up for
the present.

“There were cerfuin men who per-
haps were not actually in love with me
{she said this with a perfectly straight
faco), but who iuvarinbly felt disposed
to drift in my direction, so thut 1 was
kept perpetually buoyed up while talk-
ing with the stupid ones and absorbed
after they did speak to me by delightfol
| ancertainty as to what the fatare might
bring forth. That, of course, was before
[ met you, dear.

“When I go to dances now, 1 seom to
lose remambrance of the fact that 1 am
married, and with woman's vanity 1
begin to be painfully awure tha the

very men who would bave stood on
their beads had I asked it 1o tho past 1
sonld not count on Bow Lo take thv least
interest in me or to talk other t! the
dreariest platitndes. They were parnful

|ly polite, would advavee toward me
l'ilh few commonplace Towarks gl
when they favored we at a gorwan with
wome glittering trinket, for whirh 1
psed to be erazy, I felt as though 1 wos
an expression of charity, portraying
that, baving made my choicy, 1 must
abide by it und not expeot any very great
exertion on their part.

“1 drifted from bad to worse till 1
reached a state of desperation, and when
I kaw Mra Sweetly gazing fondly into
| Dicky Robinson's oyes the other evening

1 said to myself, 'Thern isa woman who
really lives, and tho reason whe does is
becauso sbe forgets sho is married. '

*“Then it wan, Geoffrey, dear, that 1
tried fo foree myself to forget that you
bud ever orossed my path—ithnt is, of
course, only when I went tosome social
gathering. You know you are so fond of
your cigurs,

**Next to do was to flud some suitable
ono on whom I could bestow my affeo-
tious. Finally I thooght 1 wonld try
Mulcolm Wharton, whoms I knew to be
of excollent family and who threo years
ugo would have given bin heud to have
stood No, I in my eyes.

“It was at Mry, Beckman's reception
that I determined to malks wmy flirting
debut. S0, about # p. m., when I lkaww
you wonld be smoking with the gentlo-
men up stairs, 1 purposely placed my-
self in the path of my erstwhile so-
guuintance, Mulcolm, with soch & gra-
cious munner that ut first he was puz-
zled, and then, being of » gallant na-
ture, ho soon approuched me with an
air of nttention, I astonished mysolf by
the sprightly, not to say flippant, style
of my conversation. My beart went pita-
pat from excitement, and I wan constant-
ly rehearsing to myself, ‘Now L must
forget (Geoffrey.’ and so I went on and
on, deceiving mysell into the bLelief
that I was enjoying myself.

*'He becnme more und more conflden-
tinl and fascinnting, trenting me in the
foshion that men who are davoted. to
other men’s wives ordinarily nssume. 1
tried to be all animation and really
thought that the way he twinkled his
nose in bunny fushion was quite inter-
esting. He persnaded me to indalge in/
chnmpagne several times, and I even
took his urm to the sapper room. There
he was devotion itself and compliment.
od mo in the most approved style. After
ptaying some time in the supper room
I proposed we shonld go and hear the
music, but he bnd evidently bad too
much champunge or something else to
be reasonnble, nud so, to be consistent, 1
could but follow him wheresoever he
led. Wae nt last found ourselves in the
conservatory and were seated behind u
clump of palms when his conversation,
which was commonplsce encugh, had a
ring to it that sent the blood flying to
my face. His voice sank nlmost to a
whisper, giving me to understand how
miserable he bad been in his Ilater life
and how I conld fill that gap of woe.
Now and then he would look up in my
face to gee if there was any evidenoe of
sympathy that he tbought should be
there.

At Jast I had ncoomplished the very
thing 1 had longed for—here he was at
my very fest—and now that I possessed
it I shrank from it in disgust. Euach
word of his felt like ice being forced
down my back, I conld not find expres-
gion to my thoughts, words froze on my
lips and 1 felt as though the eyes of the
entire room were on me, The feeling of
diggust ochanged to one of mockery, and
be, seeing the change in my manner,
doubtless considered me perious and be-
eame moroe effusive in his remarks and
manifestations of love,

‘“The wards ‘what a fool you are’
peemed to haund me, but still I bad to
@it there iu cold blood and let him go
on making an utter fool of himself, for
there seemed to be no way to stop him.

“What I wounld bave dove I bhardly
know, for he bad setzed my hand as
though he intended to erush every bone
in it, I really think he would have at-
tempted to kiss me, when you serenely
entered the room, appearing s an onsis
jn a desert of torment. =

] wrenched my hand loose and walk-
ed over as calmly as I conld to where
you were standing and greeted you as
complacently ns was possible. Yon re-
member the night—yon were so worried
about your stooks you did not notice my
agitation.

“There, now, don’t youn think I ex-
piated my crime?"’

Of course there was but one way to
sasure her she had. —University Courier.

Emersen and the Guldes,

The poet Emerson was never credited
with being a bandsome man, though
people who knew him saw in his face
his beautiful character and forgot to dis-
oriminate between him and his appear-
ance. Years ago, when the *‘philoso-
phers"’ were in camp at Follenabee pond,
n the Adirondacks, Emerson was oue of
tho party, and his devotion to his stud-
jes and ‘‘worthless writin'' seemed to
soveral of the gunides a great waste of
time, which might better have been
spent in hunting and flabing.

There was, however, a guide, Bteven
Martin, who became perhape the most
noted that the Adirondacks ever pro-
duoed, and who recognized in Emerson
something of his real worth and wupon.
whom the poet made a great impreasion.
*'Steve,'’ us he wus familiarly oalled;
was an observing man, and the poet's
pbysioal defects, then undoubtedly more
prominent than in later years, did nob
esoape his eye, a8 may be seen from.the
answer he gave to the question.of the
| writer of this paragraph, '*What kind of
| & fellow was Emerson?’ *‘‘Waal, siz,"

gaid the old guide, ‘*he was & gentleman
every inch, as nice a fellow as you ever
poo; pleasant and kind, and a scholar,
too, allus figgerin, studyin and writin;
but, &ir, he was, I believe, the all fired-

est homeliest critter for his age that |

'ever came into these woods. "'—Troy
Timea.

The Seed of Hemp.

Chief Justice Cattlin (1571), from
whom the Spencers, Russells and many
of the greaiest English families are de-

| soended, when sentencing a prisoner
'mvlclod a8 a go between in the corre-
l:|mmianm between Mary of Scotland
and the bishop of Ross, thus addressed
bhim: ““The good seedsman bath sowed
in you good gifts, but as it is said in the
gospel, then came the enemy and he
sowed darnel, cockle

been in England. If they had sown the
right seed for their own use, the seed of
bemp, and felt of it, then had thay re-
ceived according to (heir deserving,
bemp, meet seed for such medsmen.’
~Temple Bar,

BURN AND LIVED IN A HURRY.

fHis Batanle Mujesty Colled Down the
Mun Who Hadu't lime,

A eertalp man was boru in & hurry,
was rushed through childhood, was
ernmmed through school and college,
and was whirled madly into a eyclong
of husiness, und throngh the avenues
of this he sprinted dally at a speed not
altogether extrnordinary—in this nge—
but, nevertheless, dizeying,

At his office a slgn throst Itsell Into
one's countenance, rending: “Yester-
day was my busy day; but soday ls
worse,"

Onee, to a woman, he shot out the
words:

“Marry me to-morrow "

“But—thls Is—ob!—why not walt
’—t

“Haven't time."

Later he blurted out to her:

“Muarringe, failure! Divoree rhis
afternoon! Al fixed!"

“Oh! oh!" sald she; “can’t yow let ne
try ngalo—just for a—"

“Haven't thme."

An agent got lnto the offlce belitnd
the orders to the contrury.

A consulting physician sadd’ to-him:

“You are all run down, The strain
for years has been too much for yoin.
Rest of the faculties Is what your con-
stitution demunds, Let me beg of you
to leave everything avd go: down to
Beachside for g—"'

“Haven't thme, sir! Haven't time"

Eventually two forms stood beside
hix lonely Led, One, with bowed and
hoary head, watched the last grains
of sand gliding silently through an
bourglnss, and he made ready with a
keen and ready scythe.  The other
merely leered and grinoed and robbed
his claws, ns .. washing at the grime
on themw. And this last was a hall fel-
low. who meets many another bail fel-
low, being H, L. Satan, himself. He
alone spoke. Touchlng the man who
was on the bed, he remarked:

“I gay, old man, death is about to
earry you off—-and 1 desire your Ines-
timable company. Kindly take my
arm nnd—"

Here the man jerked himself up with
the last electrical ampere- In him,
Scowling, le cut out two words:
“Haven't time,"”

. L, Satun winked his mouth pro-

digiously: “Ob, yes, you have," said
he, dreyly; “you've time to burnl"—
Truth,

MRS. ALBERT HERTER.

Beautiful American Ludy Who Is
Winning Fame in Paris.

Mrs, Albert Herter, the beautiful
Ameriean artist and wife of the artlst,
Albert Herter, was the recipient re-
eently of very high encomiunms at a
brilliant reception in Paris, which was
given In honor of the Spanish Infanta,
Kulalla, Among the muny distingulsh-
ed people, Parislans and others, who
pald thelr compliments to the hostess
and the guest were the artist and his
wife, The Herter carriuge was called
while the princess was walting for
hers, When Eulalin’s eyes fell upon
Mra. Herter the princess quickly asked:
“Who is that beautiful woman? [
shall never forget her face.” The in-
fanta was told that her beautiful lady
was the wife of Albert Herter. “'Oh,
how lovely she Is,” cried Eulalla, with
spirit. “Among all the people 1 ever
saw she Is the wost charming—the most
perfect.” A recent number of Les-
lle's Weekly published a portrait of
Mrs. Herter., Husband and wife are
aharing honors in thelr art as well as
in their soclal life In Parls. Their
bhome life Is #a ldeal as their tastes,

and noisome |
woeds. Suoch wicked seeasmen have

MAS. ALBERT HERTER.

populanity and wealth can make. It
and their work with brush and crayon
—subtle; tralned, Intelligent—widely
differing In kind, holds almost equal

rank in salen exhibitions. They are

pronounced everywhere the happiest,
moat idyllic eouple In Parls,

; Not im His Line.
The palmists tell us about the line of
life, the line of fate and all the other
lnes" observed Mrs. Morcomb, whe
was interested in the sclence, “but the
palmist who wrote this book—"
! “Have you been buying a book om
palmistry ¥' observed Morcomb

“Why, yes."

“Had your hand looked at, too, I
suppose 7"

“I have.”

“What did it cost?™

“Only $5."

“Only 5. H'm! What did the palm-
Ist say about your line of economy 7"

“He didn't say anything. There ls- .
any such line, is there?’

“If there i8" snorted Morcomb, "the
palmist pever sees It in the hand of
anybody who visits him!"—Chicago
Tribune.

Before Mect ng Quren Victoria.

The names of ladies who have never
been presented at the Queen’s draw-
Ing-room must be sent to the lord
chamberiain's office a certaln number
of days previous to the ceremony, with
that of the person undertaking to lm-
troduce them to the royal presence.

| delphla American

The sopruno threw the basso
In the cholr o loving glanee;

Blie wis such n pretiy lass-o,

Aud they only met by ehants,
—~Brooklyn Bugle.

Florence—"What is the first thing
you have to learn by golf ™ Marion—
“What to wenr."—PFoek.

She—"Did you see the Latin quarier
while in Paris?" He—"No; but I got
gevern! lead franes passed oo me"—
Trth.

Ignoranee, bliss; knowledge, bilster.
—8he—"When you murried me yow
sald you were well oft.”  He—“T wasi
but 1 did not Kuow (1. —Vanity.

None Too Cordinl—The Hostess—"1
suppose there s no use of asking you
torstay to dinner?" The' Caller—“Not
L that way."—Clevelund Pladn Dealer.

Poetry Fed—She (sentimentallyy—
“What poetry there ls in fve!! e (sad-
1§)="Yes; a0 great deal of my pretly
poetry has gone there'—IIarper's Ba-
war,

Just the Same Thing.—*Say, loan me
£10 for about n week?" “Can't; bave-
't got but five” *That'll do—led me
the tive for two weeks!”—Chicago: Ree-
oril.

The difference lictwoen i somnambae
st and a messenger boy Is trifllng:
One walks In his sleep, and the other
sléeps  In hix walk."—TDhiladelphis
Pross.

As the hnrrleane swept the deek andi
upset n few yachtsmen it breezily re-
marked: 1 guess 1 can turn an oe-
caslonal summer-‘salt’ myself;"—Rieh-
mond Gazette,

Wizgwny—“What Is meant by a pass-
ing regard?"  Juzby—"The regard In
whiel: you're held by people who: bow
to you but don't stop to speak.”—Rox-
bury Gazette,

She—"We've been married four
months, dear, and 1 bhaven't given you
a chance to try my cooking yet.” He—
“Why, love, you're not getting tired of
menlready, are you’'—Yonkers States-
man,

Renlly Unjust.—*1 have done noth:
Ing but blush all day," complained' the
rose, “and still that ldiot of a poeli goes
on talking of the modest violet, an.if
there were not others."—Cineinoatl En-
quirer.

Mulman—*1 often. hear people speak
about braln work being so awlnlly
hard: It doesn't appenr to me 80" Gut-
ter—"0f course not; to men of your
enllber brayin' work ls easy."—Hoaton.
Courien :

Mama—"Russell, stop teasing. your
brother; I'm tired of hearing him. org."
Russell—"It won't make any differance-
1£:1 do stop, 'cos if 1 don't tease him
he'll tense me and make me cry."—Har-
per's Bagzar.

“How Inrge were the diamonds?”
asked the press agent, pausing ia the
writing of the account: for publication.
“About as large as chestnuts”" ocon-
fessed the actress; unwittingly.—Mino-
neapolis Times,

Game. warden—Laok. here. Don't
you know that you. caa’t shoot deer
jpst now? Froud amatenr sportsmes
~Can't. I (pointing: to fine dead buek).
Liook at thiat and see whether I can’t
—Boston Counler.

Winterblpom:—Donit you think. §X8
ta. rather high for a wilor-made gown?
Von Blumer tells me bis wife pald
only $160, Mrs, Winterbloom-—True,
my denr, but she got bers befere 1
got mine—Earlem: Life, |

Toacher—@an any little boy tell me
wiileh ls. the longest day in the year?®
Bllly—Some fellows say the day be
fore Christmas s, and some say the
dny before the Fourth of July.—Har-
per's. Round Table.

“ don't belleve yon know whe 1
am," sald Mrs, Gayleigh to Tommy.
uXp, ma'am,” sald Tommy, “I don’t
know who you are, but 1 kmow wbe
you was. 1 heard mamma telling Aunt
Susan."—Harper's Bazar.

“Oh, Edith! there's that lovely es-
cort you had last summer, the Oount-
de Lusk, selling ribbons at the further
counter!”” “So it is, DPon’t let us ree-
ognize him, dear. He will prefer to re-
maln Incognito."—Port Jervis Gasette,

“Sing?" said the specinlty artist to
the manager. “I cas sing to beat the-.
band." However, on his appearance.
that afternoon it was noticeable that.
the orchestra, as usual, had the better
of the contest.—Indiangpolis Journal

Mrs. A.—1 aum surprised that your
busband earns so little if he works as
hard as you say. What does be do?
Mrs. B—The last thing he did was
to calenlate how many times a elock
ticked in the course of 1,000 years.—
Philadelphia Inquirer

“What is all that row in the dining-
room?" asked the dime museum man-
ager, with sowme Irritation. “It do be
the glass eater, sor,” sald the Zulu
chieftain. “He says th' cook give him
& eracked toombler, an’ he cut his toong
on it"—New York Press.

“My dear,” he sald to his lady love,
“I've been busy all day—not manual
labor, you know, but brain work,
which Is the hardest kind" “Yes, In-
deed; 1 know It must be for you." and
there was a tender look of sympathy
in ber eyes which aroused him.—Phila-

-




