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Chere's golng to be a raliroad up In Iee.
Innd, o

In Teelnnd,
4And what a funny rallroad It will be!
{ would never lh?nlt of leeland as a nlce
land,
¥ A nlee land,
For week ends at o cottage by the een,
For the tralns will very
ners ke n sleigh,

and they'll harness up the engine In A
Jingle Lelln array.

AL least, | eant’ Imagine It In any other
way,

In Iceland,

€ou won't need your thermometers In Tee.
land,
In Teelnnd,
Fnd you won't have any fratful vis a vis:
or up there In that anything but splce
Innd,
But splee land,
The cars are always cold as they ean e,
bh, !h?"ll bave to dig the sleepers out &
dozen tlmes & day,
Dr perhaps they'll tunnel through the great
blg leebw In the bay,
4nd that will be Just bully till tee jve-
bergs move away,
In Teeland,

4 Journey will bhe folly up In Teelnnd,
In leeland,
The scenery's so wonderful to wee;
It wiil aeem |lke nothlng short of para-
dise land,
Paradise land, '
}u the apen cars go whirling o'er the lea,
hey won't have any schedule so there'll
never be delay,
The rates will be so low that almost any-
one ean pay,
oor In that curlous elimate It 1o Christmas
every day,
« In lesland,

Baby Beth

Hy Caroline H. Stanley.

T was New Year's eve, Downstalrs
I in the parlor was Baby Beth's

Christmas tree, just as it had been

arranged a woek ago—blsque doll,
doys, glittering balls, marvelous sugar
dogs and bears and “elphunts,” candy
applon and hearts, popeorn, colored tapers
Just ready to be lighted—and upstairs
Baby Beth was dying. Al week long,
with the ferceness of a tigress lghting
for her young, Margnret Thoe had
fought for her child's life. From the mo-
went that the first hoarse cough smote
apon her ear and Beth had sald, “Mam-
ma, It bhurts me here when 1 toff,” she
dnd lost no time, All that doetors,
ourses, seevants, friends—mother love—
could do had been done, and now in her
darkened chamber the mother sat with
ber baby on her knees and walted, To-
ward night a change had come, The
tinrsh cough ceased, the papting breath
enme more quietly,

“Didn't she seem easlor? she had ask-
o, and the doctor had answered briefly,
“Yes.," Then, after an interval of walt-
ing, “"Wasn't her breathing less Iabored "
The doctor made no reply,

“Doctor,” plteously, “don't you think
she I better?"

e, Lemoyne turned away. He had
practiced many years,  and  witnessed
many a scene like this, but to his kind
beart each one was new,

“My chili,” he said, “she will never be
any better——she is dying.”

Margaret Thorne made no ontery, shed
oo tear-—she would have “to-morrow and
all after life for tears,” to-day she had-—
her baby. She bhent over the ohild and
half stretehed out her arms with the im-
pulse to take her and go somewhere—
anywhere—away from everybody, It wias
the Instinet of the wounded animal. Then
shie fell into the monotonons swinging mos
tion of the knees, familinr to mothers,
patting her little one softly the while ns
Il she were putting her to sleep,

It wan heart-breaking,. The women to
whom the chilid was only a‘dear little
tiaby who “would be better off in heaven,”
a8 the phrase goes, erept about the room
weeping softly with aching hearts.  Af-
ter a time Margaret looked up,

“Dactor,” she asked, “"how long?"

“1 ean hardly tell,” he answered, “bat
only a few hours at best, 1 think,"

She turned to the women,

“Send for her fathor,” she sald briefly.

There was a slight stir of surprise, Sig-
@ificant glances passed from one to an-
other behind her bowed head, Then they
went out to do her bidding.

The message was quickly sent and as
quickly answered. The case brooked no
delny. Margaret Thorne heard the fa-
miliar step in the hall, then in the room
Below, A moment later he came in, The
women spoke to him in the sympathetic
key of the sick room and the doctor si-
lently wrung his hand. Margaret looked
up with a slight movement of the head,
But did not offer him her hand,

“Margaret,” he sald, "it was very good
of you to send for me."

“It was only right,” she said, her volee
hardening in her efforts to steady It; “she
is your child, too.”

He made no effort at conversation, and
®o they sat, the silence of death upon
them. It grew oppressive, The women,
one by owe, stole out of the room, and
the doctor fually mottered something
about going into the lbrary to lie down,
telling them to eall him if there should
be any change. The two were left alone
with the dying child.

It was a strange scene. Each held a
taby hand; each with a burden of grief
anulterable bent over the little form and
watched the flickering life go out; and
«ach shut up and double-locked and bolt-
«d the heart that the other should not
&pow what was therein, They were but
& hand’s breadth apart, but between them
was o great gulf fixed,

John Thorne had not seen his child
since that never-to-be-forgotten day when
* he gave her'and his home inte Margaret's
bands and went forth alone, How he bad
longed for a sight of the bahy face, for
a touch of the baby hauds, none but him-
welf would ever know, But he had been
too proud to ask 1o see her, and Mar-
garet had sald in bitter weorn, Tt is the
way of the sex. A woman woald never
bave forgotten her own child.” And she
bad clasped Bews passionately o  ber

tkely go on run. |
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mother both to you, my baby, my poor,
forsaken haby."

As he bent over her now, all his heari
in lils eyes, n strange feeling of doubt be-
gnn tugging at her hoart, Had he renlly
loved the ohild like this? Unecomfortable
rogrots took possession of her,  Could she
hove misjudged him? 8he might have sent
Beth to see him ocenslonally, it seemed
to her now, when she had her all the
time, He had been more generous than
she,

She glanced furtively ot him. He rost-
ed his head on his rvight hand, his left
clasping Beth's. His eyes were fixed on
the child ax If he wonld in these few mo-
ments left feast his famished heart upon
that which had been so long withheld,
Something in his position made Margnaret
think of one other night when they had
sat like this and watched Beth through
the eroup, and how they had felt that if
God would only spare her they could
have nothing In life to trouble them agnin,
How gentle and tender John had been
that night !

And then there was the time that Boeth
was burned and John had walked with
hor the whole night long and would not
even let the mother rest him, beeanse “she
was wenk and he was strong,” he had
snid., How the memories eame thronging
upon her! Oh, if she could only wake
and find that this year had been a dream
=i horrible dream-——and there had been
no quarrel !

The clock ticked on, the fire sputtered
fitfully, but the silence of the vigil was
unbroken, Jonn Thorne ralsed his head
and looked at Margaret as she Iny with
closed eyes, Her white, suffering face
touched his heart. How much older she
looked, It was only four years since she
had stood a bride of nineteen and given
hersell to him. Why, could It he only
four years? It seemed like an eternity,

The breath comes slowly., ‘The little
handa are very still, and yet, O baby
fingers, through the solemn watches of
this night, thou'rt gathering up the tan-
gled, broken thrends of these two lives,

heart and erled oot, “1 will be father and |

LET'S KEEP SANTA CLAUS.

Memory of Happy Days of Long Age
Vrectacts St Nilek.

HE memory of

happy days long

ngo  should ever
protect Ranta
Mans, When your
boy looks youn
squarely  in  the
eye  and  says:
“I'apa, Clarence
MeGuiTy snid
there isn't any

il (e ¢ Banta Claus and

3 P, 1 punched him,

pie ’ for 1 know there

I & Is,” what are you

e!:‘"” going to do? For-

~ A give the blow and

eling to a happy myth or destroy your

boy's faith in Banta Claus, and, incident-

ally in a good many other things he be-
Heves in, but doesn’t understand ?

“Why disenss the matter at all?" s a
natural question. Deeanse It In n ques-
tion that always arises at Christmas time,
An Eastern preacher s discussing It from
the pulpit and holds that decelt s sin and
that the truth acd only the truth is the
best steady diet for both young and old.

The man or woman who would take
from a child his sublime faith In a Mys-
terlons Heing, who rewards all the good
children and «kips the bad ones on his
annunl tour of countless chimneys, has n
shriveled heart. We want more happl-
ness ; not leas,  Weo need more good Inflo-
enees in the lives of onr children, not
fewer. Nothing but good ever enme from
the Banta Claus Myth, He is a glorious
ghost, a delicious Impossibility, Is this
friend of the children. He teaches kind
ness, charity, goodnoss, He inspires and
eneournges.  He brightens the lives of
millions of little opes with the joy of an-
ticipation nnd the gladness of receiving,
He s n companion of brownies and elves
and fairles, and Howers that speak.

When we abolish Merry Old 8t. Nick

lets burn all the story books, the fairy

elghty feet high to he erected on & moune
tain. It was lighted during fiew Yoear's
nighty and the Hlumination was soen for
hundreds of wiles, eolipsing the light of
the moon.  This candle tree ia no longer
lighted in Cliina, being replaced by an
unusual number of lanterns, which are
hung everywhere, A suggostion of the
tree, howevor, atill survives in Japan, At
the New Yoar two overgreen troes are
placed without, on either gide of the door.
Their topw tied together with the
saered band of straw, and varlous objocts,
dried lobsters and oranges are fastened to
their bravches—Woman's Home Com-
panion,

CHTISTMAS IN DIXIE.
A Qunaint

are

Custom the Survival of
Sinvery Days,

In some parts of the South, notably
Alabamn, the olwervance of Christimas is
kept up after the manner of slavery days.
Two woeks hefore the festival brawny
colored men In the employ of the planta-
tion owner senrch out a timber traet, fell
the tree of grentest slze, cut off the trunk
where the clreumference is greatest, big
enough to admit of it filling the space of
the open hearth, fasten heavy chalns to it
by deiving in apikes, haul it to the near-
est river or pond, sink It and anchor it
well below the surfuee, On Christmas eve
it is drawn up, tnken to the owner's man-
sion and in the presence of his family,
relatives nnd f(riends the dripping log is
placed on # roaring fire in the hearth, To
reduce the water-sonked wood to ashes
i« n slow process and sometimes n week
alapses before this ls accomplished, 1In
the meantime the plantation darkles do
not work while the Incineration s in pro-
gross,  On Christmas eve the hostess
serves the company with eggnog and she
supplien them with eatables while the log
slzzles In the fire place, The banjo and
guitar are brought Into play and the old
melodies are song and jigs and other
dances are gone through with sest, The
white folks take a hand in the fun mak-
ing, too, and with song and story make

— ]

wafchover

mund abou

the Lord.

@nd

swaddlin

[Alnd there were io the sarme cou
ir flock" by ni
Eod, lo,the angel of He Lord came apon
Mem; and Me

s, ar not, for,bebold [ bring yoo good fidings
onie.
P;ovDavid aSaviour, which is Christ®

Ye shall find #je babe wrapped in

qd ?t andel sa:‘dbrr;fo
o oY, chs
mor an yoj i:; borp thisday in e ci
tis shall be a sign anfoyoa:
ndjh ctomcs.ty-a)%?g;g:'ﬁ;:, amalhitude of #he beavenly

good will tBward men.

mndbaaﬁdc ryiy_ﬂj .
0 raisi
@orﬁb 80& in e bighest and'on €arth) peace,

Fivst and Bestof Chrisimas Stores ™

ty shepherds abidipd in te field, keepivg
*ﬁem,uﬂ}ﬁé dglory of e Lord shone

nf
ght:
were sore afraid,

hall be 1o all

ere was

“God, and saying,

D

PR

nfo,
ard

' ;'. Blod

was Te

3,\

heaven, Ha:- shepherds said one
Pe")tlnt'p,wdsrc ;nsf?)
nath made
they cate willj haste,and found Mary,and Joseph,avd th@ babe
ind igthe mander,
they b
them concerning is cjn . )
?urd Fwaondered at those tings which were 10id [FRERERER

Ad
B Blnd all ey hat
*bﬁf‘ﬂ)bgy ff}; 1 )epberJ_s
a1’ Mary ﬁcp"’ allthiese ings,
f)d fhe bepherd; l’g‘l’aroed, dlor

E]r)d iFcame 16 pass,as the anpdels were gone away from them i
untt anotfier, Let us now 40 even

ih ing which is come 16
kpown antd as.

seen if; ﬁ)c’%_madg known abroad

and pondered them in ner heart: m
fying and praising God for all )y
the Wings that ﬁ)e)- had heard and seen,and if wastold untd Hem.

pash, which

e

the saying which B

Bl

e iy 1ole
)

o

ﬁf?’

—

=

- A —
"\

and with a touch no other hand might
use, art weaving them together, deftly,
surely, with heaven-sent skill !

There was a slight stir, The mother
and father felt a quiver pass through the
little form. With startled faces they bent
over her, There was a gasp, a sudden
throwing up of the little hands—then all
was still,

In an instant his arms were around her,
her head on his breast.

“Margaret, my wife!™

“(» John, John !"* she sald.

The clock struck twelve. A New Year
had dawned.
L ] L - L] L] [ ] L]

In the twilight of a4 summer day a man
and woman stand beside a little grave.
There s an alr of subdued sadness about
them that tells to whom the little mound
belongs, and yet when they speak it i«
hopefully and cheerfully. 1t Is a tiny
grave—"only a baby." a stranger would
say—but we who have siood beside such
know that love and grief are not measured
by feet and inches,

The glory of the serting sun flls rh
place. 1t lights up the faces of fathe
and mother as they lay, with loving
hands, forget-me-nols upon the green turf,
and then, hand in hand, go forth, A stray
sunbeam falls neross the white stone., We
stoop to read the inscription. It is & very
wimple one:

BABY BETH.
AUGED THREE

“And a little child shall lead them ™

—The Housewlfe,

Tommy Geot One,

Tommy (on Christmas morning)—
Where does Santa Claus get all his stuff,
mamma ?

Mumma—Oh, he buys it

Tommy—Well, he must be a jay to let
anyone palm off & tin wateh on bim !—

Town Topics,

T ST LUKE I, 8-20

e

tales, and all the make-belleves that wield
an influence for good in the lives of chil-
dren. Hut Santa Claus is in wo danger,
for it the children love him, so do the
parents, Memory of happy days of long
ago protects him. A eentury hence he
will be making his rounds and laughing,
with the children, at those who would de-
stroy him.—Cincinnati Post,

Strange Origin of Christmas Tree,
Most of us know that the Christmas
tree comes (o us direct from Gerwany,
And we know of the tree worship of the
Drulds which obtalned in England snd
Franes, and which probably had some in-
fluence on the luter use of the tree In the
Christian festival, But we do not all
kvow that a similar festival with the tree
s 4 erowning foature (s observed among
many heathen nations, and that it comes
from sun worship, which is older than his-

1wry. The revival of the sun after the
winter solstice hag ever been the subject
if rejoicing and of celebration by eere
monies which represent the npnew ey
brought back to the world. Our trew
with its smnll candles, s gilded knick
nncks and toys for the children, s o dl
rect descendant of this old festival in
houwor of the sun,

Traces of It exist In leeland, where the
“service tree” Is found adorned with burn-
ing lights during Christmas night. 'The
English yule log is a falnt survival of this
festival. But it is beyond these that |
wish to draw your attentlon, back further
even than the Druid mysteries of the Gal-
lie forests. It is to Chiuns, that home of
all wonders and of all history, It has
been shown that as long sgo as 247 B. C.
a tree with a bundred lnmps and fowers
was placed on the steps of the audience
hall. This appears again In the records
of Princess Yang, who lived T13-755 A.
D, and who caused & bundred-lamo tres
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the colored folks happy. At some of these
gutherings SO0 persons teke part, the old,
capacious mansion giving ample room for
nll,

Curlons Castom of Oxfordshive,

In some places In Oxfordshire, Eng-
lapd, It was the right of every mald ser-
vant (o axk the hired man for a bit of
ivy ta trim the house, If he turned a
deal var to her lmportunities or forgot
lier request she would steal a pair of his

breechos and nail them to the gate in the
yiard or on the highway, This was sup-
posed 1o debar him from all privileges of
the milstletae,

Enasy te Be Mappy.

Mrs. Nexdoor—Aren't yon always
waorr ! half to death when it comes to
buying a Chreistmas  present for your
hushinnd?

Mre, Sunshine—Mr, no! [ huy my
hunshand something 1 want for myself, |

wid b huys me something he waots for
und then we trade.

himseil

Rlow the trumpet, beat the drum,
Gisd am | thet Saota’s come |

A CHRISTMAS CONCLUSION.

Twas (he day befors Christmas, and all
through the land,

Rang the cry of the ehlldren that none can
withstand,

"Old Bunta
birings,

A pack loaded down with most wonderfual

]

things !

But, old Banta,
mann,
o fret and to fumae at his dutles hegan —

Is coming, rare treasures he

alns, llke a mere mortal

For be had been roaming about o dis
gulse,
And the state of affales had caused him

surprise,

For what do yon think was the first thing
he learned?

Why all the bad chlldeen to good ones had
turned |

(lone all the 111 tempors and cross, angry

ooka,
Devoted ench child to his work and his
ks, |

And he groaned as he sald, "I plalnly can
LIE

On this Christmas Eve there's no ahirking
for me,

Not one naughty child In the whole merry
Mok, !

Tia plain I must work until five by the
clovk.”

‘But, my dear” sald his wife, "you ought
to e glad

Chat at Iast there's not left a child who
Is bad."

Sald the salnt, with a smile and a look that
WAR queer,

"I'hey ought to expect me each day in the

Year,
~Waverley Magagine,

HE night was a wild one, Such a
night and such weather ns only
New England can inflict on suffer-
Ing humanity., The dispensary wis

T

In darkness, save a light which gleamed
from the windows of the resident physi-
clan's room,

Dr. Brown, the resident physician, had
made a bad day of it, teampiog through
the snow, making his regular calls on the

slek poor of his district. Now he found
small comfort In his pipe as he sat by his
little stove in the dispensary room,

Just now the young doctor suffered
from an attack of the blues, e had
worked bard, this last year, for his de
gree, and after geaduation had boen chows
en from among 20 applicants for the post
of resident nt the dispensary, The posi-
thon pald In experience and gave a wilde
lield for work among the poor of the dis
triet, both at thelr homes and at the dis-
pensary., The salary was chiefly salary
in name, 8100 a year and room rent froe,
not enough to cover expenses ; but It was
the experience to be galned that paid,

He had been a young man with expee

‘1 did.

tations and had had matrimonial designs
on n certaln dainty young lady, and what
hope was there for a poor dispensary doe
tor?  Only that morning the wealthy Mr, |
Peabody, her pompous papn, had passed |
Dir, Brown on the sireet and had return-
ed his polite “good morning"” with a cold
look, which seemed to say: "1 do not
wish to kpow you, sir.” And that, too,
when but a few years before the student
Hrown, with great expectations, had been
a welcome guest at the Peabody mansion,

Bociety had gossiped that Dolly Pea-
hody and Harvey Brown would make o
mnteh,

He had written onee sinee that to Miss

Customer—1

wint n plece of ment

without rat, bLone or gristle, Clopk—
You'd better have an ege, mn'am,—
New York Mall

Edward—Why did Grace marey

Fred?  She wasn't the least bit in love.
Edith-—IHeavens no!  She thought Ada
wanted him——Judge,

Mrs, Bkinnum-—Why are you all hid-
Ing from Tommy? Little Liggle—Tome-
my Is the buteher coming with his bill,
= I'hlladelphila Record.

Gnuss— How does your dog ke your
new nelghbor?  Maoatehett—It's o lttle
top wirly to say. Rover has had only
one small plece.—~Smart Set,

The Father (to boy back from col-
lege ) —Well, son, how much money do
you owe? The Son—Well—er—dad,
how much have you pgot’—Harper's
Bazar,

Mrs, Fllp—I have just been tnlking
to a speciallst, and be says by brain
vitality has all gone to my long hale,
Do you belleve It?  Flip— Well—or—
I knew It bad gone.—8t. Paul Ploneer
I'ross,

He—Miss Highnote Is certalnly a
homely girl, Isn'i she? She—Well, she
Isn't m benuty, but when you hear hee
slug you will forget her face, He—Grne
clous! I8 her sloging as bad as that?
=The Club Fellow,

Mr, Misfit (savagely )—Before T mnrs
rled yon, was there auy  doddering
Idlot gone on you? Mrs, Misfit—There
wis one. Mr. Misfit—1 wish to good-
ness you'd marelod him! Mres, Misfit—
Lox Angeles News,

Mr, Justup—Let us go around to the
De Rocks, They have Just bought n
Rembrandt for thousands of  dollars,
Mrs, Justup—You don't say, Is It gns-
oline or steam, aod what Is the horses
power?—Chlengo Dally News,

“Is It n fact that your mother-n-lnw
threw  herself out of the third-story
window snd you did nething to restrain
ber?" “Excuse me; 1 went to the first
story to eateh ber, but she had al-
ready passed 11 Diavolo Itosa,

"I'hey've started o queer restaurant
down-town; no tables, no chalrs, no
food, no walters,”  “What are they
runoing It on, alr or water ' “Nolther
~—Christing Bclence-—you  think  yon
eat, 5o wueh a think."—Hrooklyn Lifes

Loundrymnn—1 regret to tell you,
slr, that one of your shirts s lost, Cuase
togner-—at here T hnve Just pald you

twelve conts for dolug It up.  Launes
devman—QYulte right, sir; we laun=
dered It betore we Jost It—Tarper's

Weekly.
Rtern Parent—From my observation
of bl lnst pight 1 came to the conclus

Dorothy and his letter lind been returned | gion that thnt Soung man of Yours wis

to him unopened.  The Peabodys had gone
whroad and he hod heard no more of them
untl to-day, when Mr. Peabody had given
bim the eat direct,

e, Brown hnd worked hard all day,
hond had n case nt a4 slom tenement hoonse
that afternoon and had missed his supper
at the bonrding house,  Asx he brooded
over these things small wonder that the
“blue dovils” tormented him,

“Devil of n night ont,” mused the doe
tor, “Christmas eve, too!
have n enll out to-night,
duffer that Peabody s, anyway. Won-
der If Dol=—Miss Peabody would eut me
like that? Hanpg it all! A man don't
fee] good to be frogen out like that Just
because he has lost his expectations, |
thonght | knew Dolly-——dash it, 1 do know
her !
like that, Buor why-—hang it all, but |
do feel empty; pity that boarding house |
couldn't keep open of n night once in
awhile, and 'm broke, too, Well, there's
po hope for me with bher pater, that's
sure 1"

T'he elecirle bell over his head rong
violently and Dr. Brown, stepping to the
speaking tube, shouted: “Well, what's
wanted " |

“Say, be youse de doctor? Deys n swell
Woke up de street wots all smashed u|a‘|
ey wants de doctor to get & wiggle on,
o 1

A few minutes later v, Brown was
stumbling through the storm In the wake
of the small gamin who had summoned
him, At the corner two men were holding
a frightened horse, to which was hanging
the remains of a broken harness. A littls
further on was an overturned cab, sur-
rounded by a number of residents who had
turned out In splte of the storm. They
had just pulled from under the wheels an
slderly gentleman, whose dress had stamp-
od him ns a “swell” with the gamin,

e, Brown was all professional In an
Instant, and superintended the earrying
of the injured man to the dispensary,
where he was placed on the doctor's own
eot.  Dr. Brown did not need to be told
that this vietim of a runaway cah was
the same Mr, PPeabody who had eut hun|
on the streel the morning of that same
day.

In the doctor’s room patlent and phy-
siolan had passed the night In silence, the
doctor doing all In hls power 1o soothe
his patient, his personal feelings buried
deeply under professionsl zeal,

In the morning Mr. Peabody had made
an attempt at conversation, but the doe-
tor would not permit it

The bell was ringing again and D,
Brown hurried to open the door to Miss
Peabody and her futher's valet,

“You, Harvey, yout Then, blushing
like & rose: “Harvey, take me to papa.”
In another moment she was at her fath-
er's side. |

But Dr. Brown was happy, She hnd
said “Harvey!"” Her eyes—well, only
Dr. Brown knew what her eyes sald,

As the patlent was sasisted to his ear-
riage he said: “Dr. Brown, this Is your |
ecase ! | shall expect you to finish it, sir,
Please eall this evening."—Iocky Moun
taln Newa

Hope 1 won't |
What an old |

Ia'unfrunlml

rathivr wild Pwnghter-—It was  yon
that made il wild e woanted you
to go upstales md leave us aloone, <1 |-

Justrated Mits,

CWell™ sulid the optimist, “1 supposo
you through Kleking  ahout  the
warm weather' “Oh, resjioiils
ed the pessiimist ehieerfully.  “'m kleks
Ing nbout the ecold weather now You
nenrly always  kKlok"—Loulsville
Contler-Journal

ne

Vs,

“Ioean't understamd thils steeet ralls
wiy situatlon” suld Mrs, Wiaide Parker.
“I wish you'd tell me Just what you
think of 1" “"Well, my dear,” sald
AMre. Parker, “slnce you ask i, 1 will,

Khe wouldn't throw a fellow over | Bul youw'll huve to send the ehilldren

out of the rown  lest” - Cleveland

Lauder,
“INd o ye get dumages fer belng In
that rollway necldenr, BRI “Sure

ety dollnrs fer me and ity fer the
mlssus”  “The milssus? 1 dido’t bear
she was hurt,”  “She wasn't; but |
hind the prosence o milnd to fetel hee
one on the head with wme foot,"—1aps
lll'l“- Weekly.

“My dear,” sald the enller, with &
winnlng smile, 1o the Httle girl who oc
cupled the study while her father, nn
cluent Hterary man, wous nt his din-
uer, Y1 suppose you assist your papa
by entertalulng the bores?  “Yes, sir,™
replled the Httle glrl, bravely | “please
be sedted"— Washington Journal,

“For some tine past 've beon buying
A dozen eges every week ot thils store,
and 1 lnvarinbly HBod two bod ones (n

every dogen, Bomething's got to  bae
dose about 1LY sald an leste bouses
Keveper, “Well" suld the new  elerk

nabvely, and with a guist smlle, “ebs
be If you only bought  halfadozen
you'd ouly get ong bid one” —Grocer's
Literary Giazetle,

Murthn's aften
her readiness of resource,
nursemald ln town,'"” she calls v
day shie caome home from a drive, to e
with the starthiog news
that the baby had swallowed s batton,
“And what did you do, Martha?" she
psked o some snslety, although trusts
ing that It hadd been the right thing,
“Why," sald Martha, “I hlia
swillow o button-hole right away M-
Youtl's Compainion,

honsts of

“Tliv best
e

Nl sl poss

il

On Thelr Honeymoon,
Slie—Oh, George, 1 wunt all these
people to Know that © awm warrked to
You.

He—Well, my dear, you had bettep

enrry the dress sult case and the wws
brellus,—Le Rire
Borrowed tropble has reached the

Hmdt when o bachelor elopes with &
wurrled wowau,




