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The Clreunlt-Mider's Wife.
traveled through this vale of tears
or five and thirty lung, long yeam,
hrucr meekly yielded up her life,
7w she wus & circuit-rider's wife.
—Chicage Tridune.

OVERLOOKED THE CLERGY.

huld be Protected Against Buying
Hendy-Made Sermons,
nat bill which a clergyman Intro-
«] Into our state Benate as & check
the growing Industry which provides
jents with ready-made orations and
ays and compositions I attracting
¢ unpleasant attention in the East,
¢ they don't understand us. The
bill is all right as far as it goes,
it lsn't elastic enough. The clergy-
o meant well. He thought he was do-
2 service for lWiernry asplrants. But,
snge to say, he blindly overiooked the
¢v. No doubt some of them need pro-
on from these bureau cormorants and
o these syndicated sharks. Think of
temptation it is for an enervated par-
to step into one of these hand-me-
sermon shops and may:
bave you Iin about -minute

lOmate ™

No, just simple and soothing.'
Memme see. We got In a fresh lot of
orted bharangues yesterdsy. Jimmie,

A me the proofs of that matter on the

You want it conservatively or-
es; mildly progressive.”

know. Here, how's this? Hold on,

s n M-minute talk. Tell you what

do. I'll saw out this long paragraph

on ‘the duty of the state’ and credit
with the welght.”"

he weight?™

es. We zell "em all by the welght of

metal. There, that's 11 pounds and
sunces. Two - doliars - seventy - three-
ts, please. So many parsons like to
ke off the printed slips to distribute
ong thetr hearers that we find the met-
plan the best one.”

‘But fsn't that = lttle hgh?™

Mot for that grade. We've got some

=bollers here, regular insomnia chas-
that 1 could let you have for half
money, But they aln't what you
at. You've been fishing a pretty good

. out of the bar’l, I've no doubt, and

d be too much of a come-down. Of
T you understand that this is not
be released unt!l March 11, and that
ly one sermon bearing this number is
be preached in what we call a the-
bgical section.”

Fery well. Wran it up, please™

hank you, Your address on this card.

will send It up by our 1 o'clock de-
ry. Anything clse?’

d ke a Hitle talk on the duty of the
ar, or mome kindred suhject, for our
Hdny evening gathering.™
O nly. Take this catalogue home

you and look It over. Thers are
Duties of the Hour' there, yom will
Ho Good day. Call again'—Cleve-
Plain Dealer.

BLEW OFF AND SETTLED,

Pamenger Acclidentally Lo.
eates on Western Farm,
wind blew n passonger off my
in when I was rallroading in the Wesi-
country,” sald & conductor now on an
nols run.

But I dMin’t know it until threa years
the occurrence,” he continued. *“He
ticketed for Southern California, and

(! times during the day he asked

questions. Boon after his Inst ques-

b 1 missed him from his seat. Later

the day he was stil] missing, but his
coat was on the Yack of the seat
asked other passengers If they had
him leave the cur. No one remem-

i it. 1 searched the train, but falled
nd him. I then took his coat, and
d It In, making a report on the case.

s company held it for some time, and
n mo inquiry was made, the company

d the coat In the hope that the

might be solved. There was ne
- o This only spurred the company
.renew ite search, and 1 know that sev-
1 hundred dollars were spent in an ef-
o fAind the owner of the coat. You
railrond companles have souls, Iin
of an opinion held by some to the

*And now here is one for the country

Bitor. Buch a one heard of the Incident

printed it In his paper. Curlously

ugh, one of his subscribers, who read

story, was the man who lost the coat,

sd he presented himself at the company’s
fice, proved his property and got it,

“His story was that he Imbibed pretty

ly, and stepped out on the platform to
fresh alr. The wind was blowing a
and before he could grt & purchase,

' gwept him from the car. As he was

irunk the fall did not hurt him. 1 do not

iy this, however, as favoring too free in-
in Hquor,

*“When he sobered up he felt ashamed,
i stopped in A farmhouse near by, where
found & bargain in farm land, and pur.

He canceled his far Western

and settied on his newly acquired
rehas This was his story. I have
pld mine.”—Chicago Tribune,

”

FEATHERS WILL GROW,

Colored Man Dreads Reaunlta
From Egg-Fillm Grafting.

|Blighteen monthe ago Scott Smyth, col-
A, was horribly burned by the bursting

f a coal ofl lamp, at Indlanapolls, Ind.
i medical attention by many physi-
falled of relief, nnd, a® a last re-
it was recently declded to try the
ling process with the skins of freshly-

After the portions had been cleansed
fith antiseptic lotlon. the eggs were care-
broken; the yolk and albumen were

sd out, and then the filmy skin was

e out and placed over the Injured
o Examination today disclosed
the fine caplliaries of the biood had
out of the wounds and into the siin, |

i1

and that, to all intents and purposes, the
skin of the egg was now a part of Bmyth's
body, susceptible to heat and cold to touch.
The blood circulated through the new skin
as It did through the old, but the new akin
retains its original velvety whiteness, and
it may be that the plgment which colors
a negro's skin will not enter the new
tissue,

Smyth is much alarmed over the situa-
tion, fearing that feathers will appear
where the new skin has formed, and he is
constantly watching the progress of the
affected parts with the ald of a hand-
glass, looking for feathery sprouts,—Cin-
cinnat! Inguirer.

LOOKED GREEN, BUT WASN'T.

Kentucky Mountaineer Fools Whis-
ky Comnnoisscurs.

“That reminds me of a very singular
ineident.” sald a New Orleans clubman,
who had listened to & story. *It lllus-
trates how little rellance is to be placed
In connolsseurshlp in matters touching
the palate,

“About a dozen YeATS RE0 A Very green-
looking mountaineer from the Manchestier
nﬂm:unudupmdaylalﬂmvﬂh
with a barrel of whisky. The barrel was
home-made, bound with hoops evidently
hammered out In & farm forge, and the
date, '1861" was scrawied on the top with
a hot poker. According to the moun-
talneer he had found It under the floor of
o cabin once ocoupied by his uncle, who
was & noted moonshiner. Before the
chap had been in town an hour news of
the discovery flew around and he was be-
sleged by would-be purchasers. His ap-
parent stupldity, the artiess fashlon In
which he told his tale, and the unques-
tionable antiquity of the barrel itself all
disurmed suspiclon, and there was so much
eagerneas to acquire the prize that nobody
thought of Investigating. The only doubt
expressed was as 10 the eondition of the
liquor, a go>d many holding that it must
have ‘gone back’ and mpolled in such a
Inpse of time. That was settled in the
storeroom of n ceriain fashionable club,
where the bung wis removed with rever-
ent care and a litle of the preclous fluld
was taken out In a siphon. It was pro-
nounced superd by all the experts present,
and the mountalnesr was given H0 for the
barrel, which was about §16 a gailon, and
considersd o greatl bargaln,

“For a year or so that ‘6l whisky was a
star attraction at the club; then an envi-
ous rival made & qulet investigation and
unearthed a funny story. As it turned
out, the only thing genuine in the affair
wns the barrel, which the gulleless moun-
taineer bas really dlscovered under a Noor,
in the muanner described. 1t was entirely
empty when found, and he proceeded to fill
it up with some mellow 4 or b-year-old
stuff which he secured In the nelghbor-
hood. The whisky was really good for
the kind. but it Is amasing that it could
have masquernded as an ante-bellum
plant, and fooled some of the best Judges
in the country. The club people were bit-
terly mortified over the eplsode”—Now
Oricans Times-Demoerat.

NOT CRAWFISH; LOBSTERS,

She Wasn't Accustomed to the De-
ficlous Crastacean.

“1 witnessoed a most remarkable incident
today,” sald a “horsy” Jooking man to a
friend on the corner of Maln and Madison
strosts.

“What was LT Inguired the friend,

“Why, 1 was taking dinner at one of
the swell restaurants uptown when a
stylishly dressed young woman came In
and took a seat at the table opposite me.
1 noticed that she bore herself with an alr
that was not one of ease; seeming to be
& person who was not used to ax much as
her attire signified. At a second glance it
was casy to ste that she was evidently a
person whoze family had lately come into
the #possesaion of money, and when she
gave her order to the walter I was satis-
fled 1 had made a correct surmise.

* "What's yo' order, ma'am? asked the

may bring me a dozen lobsters’
she answered.

“A pusszied look came over the walter's
face,

**Di] you say lobsters, ma‘amT

“Yeu I sald lobsters.”

A dogen?T

“ “Why, certainly!'" with an Injured alr.
‘How dare you ask such an impertinent
question?

“q¢ wuz such a ‘stravagant awduh,
ma'am,’ the walter replied; ‘but I'll git
‘em right away.'

“In a short while four walters came sol-
emly stalking in, all bearing a tray of lob.
sters, which they deposited in front of
the young womnan without the sign of a
smile. When she realised the blunder she
had made she hastily rose and fled from
the place.”—Memphis Beimitar,

MUST HAVE BEEN ROBHED.

Or Maybe It Was Due to Her Way
of Keeping Books,

She decided that the only way to run a
house economically was to keep n set of
books, so she made all necessary pur-
chases, Including a bottly of red Ink, and
started in.

It was a month later when her husband
asked her how she was geiting along.

“Splendidly,” she replied.

“The system is & success, then?"

“Yes, indeed. Why, I'm §80 ahead al-
ready.”

“Sixty dollarm!” he exclaimed. “Heavens!
You'll be rich before long. Have you
started & bank account™

“No-o; not yeL™

“What have you done with the moneyT"

“Ohk, I haven't got the money, you
know. That's only what the books show.
But just think of being $80 ahead!™

“Um, yes. But [ don't exactly see—"

“And all in one month, tro!™

“Of course; but the moneyT What has
become of that?™

“I don't exactly know,” she sald, doubt.
fully. "T've been thinking of that, and 1
think we must have been robbed. What
do you think we had better do about 117"

He puffed his plpe in solemn silence for
a moment, and then suggested:

“We might stop keeping books. That's
easer than complaining to the police.”"—
Woman's Home Companion,
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Announcing the Smith Baby's Arriva)
—Heaponse of Jonesen.

When the first born arrived In the house
of Smith, of Brooklyn, the proud grand-
mother went out and had some small
cards engruved with the name of the in-
fant, after the fashion of the day. Next
she rounded up all the cards of Smith
and Mrs. Smith and, having purchased
many yards of pink ribbon, proceeded to
make up little triple-card packets to send
by mail to all the relatives, by way of
notification. Filrst came the cards of the
perent Smiths, to which was tied with a
bow of the pink ribbon the very tiny card
of Miss Bmith,

Among others to whom this form of no-
tification was sent were the Josiah Q.
Joneses, cousins. Mr. and Mra. Jones
have been married many years, and have
no children. In the course of time ar-
rived the acknowledgments of the Jones
cousins by mall

“Why, they've sent cards,” orfed Mrs,
Smith, In great excitement, when the

she

In big and boldly-inked characters It
thia brief Inscription: *“Nit"—New York

*] was out at the front of an U, T. C.
combine,” related my Iriend, the ex.
theatrieal man. U. T. C. stands for Un-
cle Tom's Cabin. “We wers playing the
jay places, “"Nother fellow and I kept
pretty well ahead posting bills, oceca-
slonally slipping back to help out the
company, when gome one of the talent
wont off on A Bpred.

*One cold day we wore posting bills on

a long board, right where the rake of the |

wind caught us We were hurrying. But,
cold as It was there, an old man, leaning
on his cane, was boring dark brown holes
in the snow with tobacco juice, and watch-
Ing us.

“At the top of our bllls we hung the
banner streamer—a long strip of paper,
with the words:

“ ‘Googer's Grand Consolidated Band.'

“That went above all, and we put It on
the board first. When it was on, the old
man spelled it out slowly.

““Wwal, thar, fellers,” sald he, ‘T'm
darned of I ain't giad to ses ons show
come to town that ain't one of them
blamed “Uncle Tom's Cabin™ things
We've had “Unele Tom's Cabin™ here In
this place for the last four shows, and
we're getting blame alck of that play,
now I tell ye. Have to go to "em, ‘cause
we have to have a leetle fun durin' the
Winter—but it does seem as though these
play actors might git up suthin' clse. So
I'm glad to see that your crowd has got
spunk—'

“While the ol man had been talking.
we were hustling. The next strip was
one plece. *We put it on by sticking one
end and throwing it right ecross the
board. It unrolied a= It went, and these
were the words It bore:

“*‘And Uncle Tom's Cabin Company.”

*The old man gazed on it with his jaw

dropping.
“ Wall, Tl—be—jiggered—tn Jiggerty.’
mid he, and he stumped nway through
the =now like a rolary plow, —Lewiston
Journal.

His Testimonial,

“How do you liks your new typewritee?”
Inquired the agent.

“It's grand,” was the immediate Teply.
“] wonder how I ever got along without
1 A

“Well, would you mind giving me a Ilit-
tle testimonial to that effect?”

“Certainly not! Do it gladly.” So he
rolled up hia sleeves, and In an incredibly
short time pounded out this:

“After Using the amtomating Backac-
tion a type writ, er for thre emonth an 4
Over. 1 unhessittattingly pronounce It
pronoce it to be al even more than the
Manufacturs Clalm? for it During the
time been in possession ¢ L. th ree month
sl |4 has more than pald for itself in the
saving of it an diabor.—John § Gibba"

"*There you are, sir.”

“Thanks,” sald the agent, and most
quickly he went away.—The Columbian,

gloomy. The window of his room looked
upon the pend that washed the walls of
the chat The was clear, and
the surrounding scenery was beautiful;
but the young Lisutenant felt like a pris-
oner. Early one morning while seated at
his window, trying to drive away the bluss
with a cigar, he espled below In the crystal
water an enormous carp, The Instinct
of the angler, strong in Galliffet, uudol

{the young man's eyes snap and set his

heart a-throbbing.

The big fish waa the private property of
the Emperor. Consequently, for Galliffet
it was forbldden flsh., But it was such a
fine fellow! The resistance of the sol-
dier's consclence was umeless. It surren-

dered unconditionally. The remaining part |
of the campalgn sgainst the carp was sim- |

ple enough. Galliffet went to his trunk,
brought out his trusty line, to which he
fastened a hook and an artificial balt
With his accustomed akill he cast the
Une. mm-ummumnn[
through the window.

Here the Lieutenant's fun ended, -.Ml
his trouble began. The fish landed upon
a8 table, overturned a large globe filled
with water, and carrome¢d from that to

ya magnificent vase, which It also upset

and smashed to pleces upon the foor.
Then It began to execute a genuine pas de |
carpa among the smithereens, ‘

The Emperor, hearing the sirange rack-
et overhead and seeing the water dripping
through the celling, was astonished. He
rushed upstalrs to find out what was the
matter. Galliffet heard him coming and
endeavored to grab the carp and throw it
out of the window and thus destroy the '
evidence of his poaching In the Imperial
pond. But the slippery thing was hard to
hold: so he tossed It into the bed and
covered it up with the bedclothes. When
the Emperor entered the room he noticed |
immediately the quivering bedclothes. He |
pulled them down and uncovered the |
floundering fish, His Majesty's face as-
sumed an almost fimjamic expression, |
which gradually faded into a faint smile.
He took In the entire situation, saluted
and left the future War Minister to medi-
tate upon the mysteries of a fisherman's
luck.—New York Sun.

NONE LIKE AN OLD FOOL.

Snow Upwsets the Eguilibrium of a
Detroit Homsehold.

They bad their packing done and thelr
boat enguged for the Bermudas, but the
trip had been deferred for two weeks.
The last day of February "will long be
remembered because of the big storm,
This resident. whose chlef busineas |s
to collect money from wvarfous sources |
and place it to his own credit, remained
at home and was about as complacent
under the confinement as a newly caged
hyena. It finally struck him that thers
was an unusual number of men and boys
working about the premises, and he In-
vestigated.

Having galned information, he began |
to deliver himself, I

“Fine state of affairs! Continual per-

ik

B
it

reduced the pace till two feet

a mile and snow seomed

He Is now swathed In

e pungent odors of all

kinds of linimenta pervade the block. He

vows that It is all the result of his wife's

extravagance and stands without the dan.

ger lines when she tells him that there s

no fool like an old fool when he tries te
get skittish.—Detrolt Free Press.

ONE ON THE GENERAL.

Volunteers Hd Not Have to Walt
for Aridge Flans.

Buller's experience In crossing the Tuge-
la River by fording It and pontooning It
recalls a few Incldents happening during
the Civil War. The Northern armies were

'made up of men belonging to all trades

and professions, and when a bridge was
destroyed by the Confederates, it was an
easy matter to find bridgebullders to re-
bulld It

The Brigade Genera] In command of &

i brignde of regulars once camae (o A Mream

and was forced to stop because the bridge
had been burned by the retreating Con-
federates,. He sent for the Colonel of a
Prgmrlnnu regiment of volunteens and
said:

“l have ordered my engineers to draw
plans for a new bridge. Have you any
men In your regiment who can bulld
bridges?"

I"lr think s0," repiied the Pennsylvanian.
“T'll see.”

Two hours later the Pennsylvanjan re-
turned and sald:

“1 found a lot of bridge bullders m my

| regiment, #r."”

*Well, send them over with orders to re-
port to me. T will put them under the
orders of my engineera and they can re-
build the bridge.”

“Very well, sir,” repl’ed the Pennsylva-
nian. “T'll have to send across the river
for them. They rebullt the bridge last
night and are now In camp with my regl-
ment on the other side.”—Omaha World
Herald.

HER FIRST TERRAPIN.

It Falled to Spenk ns It Passed
Her Uliy.

Earlier in the year an Engl'sh lady came
to make a visit to the capital. On her
way across the water she met a number of
Washingtonians. A certain Benator was

: among them, and knowing that it was the

Englishwoman's first visit to America, he
begeel to ba allowed to show the capitol
to her when she should come to Wash-
ington. When she came he Invited =ev-
eral persons to meet her at a luncheon
in the Senate restaurant. It was an en-
tirely American menu. That same &vens

213IDEECE+

POEMS WORTH READING

0Old Daguerrotypen.

Up in the attle I found them, locked In the
cedar chest,

Where the flowersd gowns lls fold=d, which
onece were brave as the best:

And. like the queer old jackets and the walst-
ooats gay with stripes,

They tell of & worn-out fashioo—these old da-
FusTTOlypes.

Quaint little folding camses, fustened with tiny

ok
Sumln"l; made to tempt one to Lft up the
latch and look;

" Linings of purple and velvet, odd little frames

of pold,
Clreling the faded faces brought from the dayw
of old.

Grandpa and grandma, taken ever so long ago,
Grandma's boanet & marvel, grandpa’s collara

ahow |
Mother, a tiny toddler, with rings on her baby
hands

Painted—iest none should notice—in glittering
gllded bands.

Aunts and uncles and cousins, & starchy sand
atiff array,

Lovers and brides, then blooming, butl now #c
wrinkled and gray.

Out through the misty glasses they gaze at me,
sitting here

Opening the quaint old cases with & mmlile that
o hall a tear.

1 will amile no more, ltile plotures, for heart-
Jesm It was, in truth,

To drag to the cruel daylight these ghosts of &
vanished youth.

Go back to your oedar chamber, your gowns
and your lavender,

And dream, ‘mid their bygone graces, of the
wonderful duye that were.

—~Saturday Evening Post.

Out in One Inning.

He was mather fond of pusing, In his sollege
cap and gown;

| In several universities he'd won superb renown;

He had out one book on physics and one on
hotne economy,
And a trestise on the b hial tubes, h

on astronomy.

He'd theories on everything, from earthquakes
to blology.

He'd talk with you on placer mines, or lace
work or philology;

He could write on |
falence or on history,

For to bim the world of learning beld not a
single myotery.

Hut he met & girl froen Loulsville, who'd never
een to college,

Nor even guhe to boarding school to win a store
of

Sclence, or on

powied him out completely,
And then she calmly tripped away, a-mmiling
very sweelly.

Ah, for that man of theory, It was a sad un~

ng.

He wanders round dejectedly, Mims Loulsville

PuUrsuIng.

*Tis pot because she turns him down—if hear-
ing s belleving—

But he has no rule Lo AL the case, and that is
why he's grieving.

~Chicago Record.

—_—

Type-Sticking.

mmmmmmlnmtu
Out ithe clouds Impriecned lightnings

the prinier’s stick
energetic click,
The ranks of type Into battalions erept,
Whick formed brigades while dreaming labor
wlept:
ere dawn's ord P wers unfuried
columne charged the whking
world.
—E. ¥F.Ware (“lronquill”) in Topeks Capltal

from
Fwept,
Into
With

And
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[

Only a Burnished Hair,

He was going home at night,
And he mt
Down beside o lady—no
Harm in that!
She was rather young and fair,
With a wealth of burnished halr
That was colled in careleis masees Tound her |
head.
Others may have bheen entranced,
Others may have siyly xlanced:
But he merely tock his paper out and read.

They were closely huddied up
In the car;
There were stidden swerves, with now and
Then ajar;
Hends were swayed this way and that,
And sometimes the one Who sat
There besaide him, as they aped upon thelr

war,
Brushed his shoulder with her halr,
But he didn't know or care—
He was reading what had happened through
the day!

There was one who sat at home,
And he
fhe would meet him at t
Happy two!
What were other women's charms
While she mood with walting armas?T
Ah, he loved each raven iress upon her head!
With & true heart and serene
He rusbhed in where she was queen—
But the happinew they had, alsa! la dead!

Oh, be told her all the truth,
And he swore
On the Bible, but she fumed,
And she tore!
£he had found a bumnidhed halr
festing on his shoulder ere
He had stepped acrose the threshold, and to-
day
He can neither say nor do
Aught to make her think him truoe—
Blun the women and the cars that joit and

door—

sway.
—8. E. Kiser in Chlcago Times-Herald

The Call of the Druam.,

Al faint and far away I hear
The calling of the drum.
Tt rhythmic thrumming, drawing near,
Is ever pleading: *'Come!™
The colors are waving—
My heart throbe with craving—
As nearer
And clearer,
And loudaer,
And
Tts melody grows, as the sound comes and goes
“Come! Come!™
Es the call of the drum.

Now brave and grand, and near at hand
I hear the calling drum.
The fiag. by gallant brecze fanned,
Is beckoning: “"Oh, come!
We'll rush to the clamor
Of strife, with ity glamour,™
And swelling,
And telling
The story
Of glory
The drum sings In glee as It passes by me.
“Come! Comae!"
Is the song of the drum.

81l falnt and far awsy I hear

It lures me to follow,
Far awny

me—
Tha Uit of its beating my heart Is repeating.
*“Cugue! Come!™
1s the of the drum.

—Jost ‘Wiok i1n Baltimore American.

Al

“Don't Git No Chance.”

“It's rough,

1 tell you, an’ tough. Five times

I"ve taken rool, this Spring, an’ tried to grow,
But ev'ry time | git a start, aleng

That smarty comes aA-brandishin’ his hoe—
An' chop! An' there 1 am again. They might,

1 think, at least jest let a feller be,
Who wam't doin’ nothin®, but they seem

To have & spile agin me, | can soe,
An' 1 don't git no chanoe,” sald the weed.

O course,

It T was both'rin’ anybody—but I ain't;

Aln't booin” favore an’ aln't makin' any biow.
I'm peaceable an’ quiet an’ jemt try

To git aleng the best | know;
1 wasn't even planted, but jest growed

All by my lonsly—wasn't helped a speck.
As others are: but the !saa 1 ask,

It seems, the more 1 git 12 In the neck—
An' | dos't git no chanee,” sald the weed.

“An' then,
Jest pes that dude, the cornstalk. Coddled tiHl
It makes ore tired to see. Why, do know,
He'd die If he's not babled so! Gee-whia!
If 1 but had that show—or half the show
That he has'! Wouldn't I grow? [ guese yes—
I'd top the fence in no time. Spread? On, my!
An' amile? I'd pay for care, 1 would, an’ be
The pride o' this whole garden “fore [ die—
But | dou't gil po chance,” sald the wesd,
—Clevelund Leader.

To the Chicago River.

O River, urban River, fluwing on your south-
ward way,

What escuss have you for belng? What on
earth have you to say?

You sre flowing, fowing, Oowing. with your
awful suffy stink,

Put you are not good to lok &t, and you are
not Ot to drink.

O River., stockyards Rlver, with your dredging
boats and thingm,

1 would fly from you forever if [ had a pair of
wings'

You will drive us all to madness and to des-
peration’s beink,

Fur you are nol good to Jook at, and you are
not fit to drink!

O River, curssd Hiver, with bacilll, bugs and
Rerms,

Those who turped you locse upon us should to-
day be serving terms! >

Thay have given us the hea-ha; we have got the

Por you are hot peod to look at, and you are
pot fit to drink!

—Et. Louls Post-Dispateh.

.‘m‘. Is He.
I drink to the man who ne'er wWoos—aYye, nor
weods—
The man who sews buttons and mends—
The man who can live without wemen arcund;
Here's Joy to my bachelor friends?

He has none to keap but himself—happy man'
And alwaya smough to pay bllls!
Ha gpives to the grocer & merry ha-ha!
And squanders no sheltels on frills,
He walks not at all in the dark, stilly night,

With cclicky offepring in arms,
Which squalls with a sest that lo dreadful to

hear,
And fills the whole block with alarma

H.mh when be talks to himselfl he won't
ve

To yell s0 that he will be heard:

Heo knows when he talks to himself that he'll

mt
To chuckle the very last word,

So here’s to the bachelor—hiessed is he,
Who has note to keep but himself—
The man who amils grimly while Cupld puts

back
His worn and frayed goods on thelr shelf.
=Otilo State Journal
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I have heard so much of your
and I réally wanled to
ate

t
ing for the terrapin; but theérs was nome.”

“Why," one of the American
friends, “that dark, fat-looking stuff was
terrapin.””

The Englishwoman looked very much

disappointed.

“Really? she sald *“Was it. really?
Was that terrapin? I'm so sorry T didn't
try It. I fancied they’d bring it on whole,

like goose.”—Washington Poat.

GETS BACK AT HIM.

Serves Him With a Dose of His Own
Bitter Medlicine,

AR, yes, yes!” pleaded the young ed-
Itor of the Tombstone Magnzine, as he
knait at the feet of the beautiful helr-
ess, Bromo Moneyton. “Do not so cru-
elly kill the hopes that I have cherished
that you would one day be minet"

The exquisite girl moved slightly away
80 that she could get a good view of his
attitude. Bhe looked coldly, pityingly,
almost mockingly, at him, Then she spoke
In calm, measured tones:

*1 regret,’” she sald, "that, afler o care-
ful examination, I find that you do not
fulfill all the requlsites for acceptance.
In short, you won't do."

A cold chili seemed to strike and clutch
his heart In an Iy grip. Her words
sounded strangely famillar.

“1 wish, however, she went on, “to
thank you for so kindly submitting your-
self, and at the same time to remind you
that the refusal does not necessarily im-
ply & lack of merit.”

“Be merciful, Bromo!" he moaned. He
recognised in what she sald the regular
rejection form of the Tombstone.

“In Judging the acceptability of a hus-
band,” she continued, “many questions
of individual plan and policy must be
econsidered. It frequently happens that
4 man unsulted to the tastes and Inclina-
tions of one girl may come within the
scops of some other. A more careful
stady of my pecullaritles would have in-
forn ¢d you more thoroughly of the gen-
ern' charscter of offers desired. 1 wish,
however, to thank you for the privilege
of cornaldering you, and will promise you
a prompt decision on the value of all fu-
ture—"

“Encugh! Enough! Bromo,” he gasped,
grovellng on the rug. “What is your
nom de plume?’

She glared mercilessly into his eyes,
then drew herself to within an inch of her
full helght.

“Roxine Radiator, the poetess, whase
vorses you have been steadlly refusing for
tho last year and a half!” she hissed in
his ear. as she swept from the room.—
Kate Masterson In Life

COULDN'T FIND LM,

Memphis Janlter Glves Up Job Under
Feculiar Clreumstances.

Some mponths ago cne of the janitors of
a certaln school rang up a member of the
achool board. ) [l

*What do you want?" sald the member.

“This Is Smith, the janitor of the
Street Bechool, and 1 have made up my
mind to quit my job."

“What's the trouble™

“] amh honest, and I won't stand being
slurred. If I find 2 penecll or a handker-
chief when I am sweeping I place it on
the teacher's desk. Ewvery little while,
though, the teachers or some of the pu-
plls, who are too cowardly to face me, give
me a slur.”

The member of the board thought that
something was really wrong, and decided
to find what It was and correct IL

“In what way are you slurred, Smith?”
he asked.

“Why, a lttle while ago I saw writlen
on the board, ‘Find a common multiple”
Well, I don't know what It Is like, buat 1
bave looked from cellar to garret, and 1
can't find IL”

The M. 8. B. had to get away from the
phone to lnugh. When he had recovered
his composure he came back.

“Well, what made you glve up Your
job,” he sald.

“wWell, last night, In blg writing, on the
blackboard, I found this : “Find the great-
est commaon divisor,” and 1 sald to myself,
‘Both of them miserable things are lost,
and | get the blame for ewiping them. So
I am golng to quit. Good-by.""—Memphis
Soimitar.

MUST HAVE THEM.

Nature Prolifile in Red-Haired Girls,
and Art Assists,

The geographical distribution of red-
headed girls Is, fortunately, wide. They
ecan be ftound In every inhabited quarter
of the worid.

The so-called dark races are frequently
glorified by glowing locks. The Bpaniards
are swarthy as a race, but the puresl-
blooded Castlllans froquently show traces
of thelr Visigothic blood by blue eyes and
red halr. The Infanta Eulajfe. who visited
this country in 1893, is red-headed

Red-halred Itallans are falriy numerous
In Italy. They are most numerous in the
porthern provinees, where there s the
greatest Infusion of German blcod. And
there 18 no gir! in the world pretier than
a red-hatred Itallan or Spaniard, except
it be a red-halred American.

In Ireland & red-haired girl I8 made
miserable by belng called a “Dane.” This
epithet Is a legacy of a thousand years or
more—from the time when the Danes
did override the coasts of Britaln,
In a similar manner the Norsémen, who
invaded Biclly centurles ago, and inter-
married with the inhabitants, left descend-
ants with glenming braln thatches,

The Turks are a lght-halred, blue-eyed
race and thelr chlldren are everywhere
seatterad about Asla and Northern Africa,
And where there aren't any red-halred
girls by nature—as among the Moors and
Arnbs—the glowing locks are commonest
of all. The women all dyve thelr jetiy
tresses to a most lovely red with henna.—
St. Loula Republic.

Anties of a Palace Car.

A remarkable accldent happened on the
incoming International passenger train,
when within 10 miles of Laredo, recently.
The train was coming down a pleep grade,
running # miles an hour, when the Pull-
man rear coach, because of spreading of
the ralis, left the track, ran the length of
two telegraph poles outside of the cross-
tles, was jerked back across to the other
side of the track, and ran for some dis-
tance at an angle of 15 degrees on a -
foot embankment. When a cuivert 20 feet
across was reached, the Pullman returned
to the track and crossed on the cross-tles,
cutting nearly every one of them In two
pleces. Four telegraph poies beyond the
culvert was a switch, upon which the
Puliman regained the rails, just as the
engineer succeeded In bringing his train
to a standstill, The Pullman was full of
passengers, and not one of them was hurt.
—Galvestcn Dally News.

A. Carnegle, Philnnthropist.
You my it s a blessing
To be pour, and su you go
Abead and 4o your jevel best
Th have the poor continne bLlest,
While you tote all the wos!
—{"Micago Times Hernl,

TROUBLES OF ONE MONAGHAN,

Barber Chalr Broke Under Him and
He Weanted Hellef.

A very excited litile man, with a week's
growth of beard on his chin, forced his
way up to Magistratle Cornell, in the Jef-
ferson Market Poilee Court.

“OI'm an Olrishman, yer Honor,” he be-
gan, wiping his forehead with o red hand-
kerchle!,

“2o 1 hear"™
with a smile

“My name's Monaghan, yer Honor,
Pathrick Moraghan,'” resumed the Iiile
man, not noticing the smlle.

“Is that so?™ sald the Magistrate, In his
most polite tone. *"Very giad to meet you,
Mr. Monohan*

“Monag-ghan, if ut plense yer Honor,
An' Ol shireedaddled Into a Dago barber
shop this afternoon—"

“You what?’ asked the Magistrate.

“0Ol shtresdnddled Into & Dago shop to
glt me heard cut off, if it pluse yer Honor,
an' blamed sorry Ol am for "t ngw. They
sat me In a chalr and thin drew the back
from unther me, an” Ol fell with the glorl-
our r-result that ther whols thing bruk
down an’ O was fer sittin® an the fure
in the midsht av the rulns™

“Well, well, well,” sald the Magisirate,
sympatheticaily.

*The worrst Is yet to come, If It §
yer Honor,"” the little man resumed.
Dago shuk his fisht in me face and yelie
‘Yer bruk it." ‘You did It yerseif' i
still sittin’ In ther rulns, and yer did It
n purplse.” ‘You pay a dollar fer dam-
ages,’ sez the Dago, an’ Ol replled thal
Ol would be an oyster the day Ol dld it
Thin he was afther takin’® me overcoat,
which was hangin' on the wall. O rose
from ther rulns, av coorse, o defind mo
rolghts as m citizen, but they were four
Dagos In ther shop, If It plase yer Honor,
an’ Ol'm here.”

“He had no right
eoat,” sald the Maglstrate.
you a summons for him.”

“An' what about the pain an' the injury
an’ ther tremenjous diffcuity av sittin’
down which Of be afther havin® just
now?" Inquired the gomplalnant.

“Oh, a summons will do,"" suld the Mag-
Istrate, and one was made out. Monag-
han hurried toward the door with it, but
al the last moment he turned back

“Yor Honot,"” he sauld, "if ut plase yer
Honor, if it be that the Duago returns tho
coat—need O1 come back?

“Certainly not,’” sald the Magistrate,
and Monaghar went away happy. Tha
summons was retornable yesterday, and
all day the court officers lwoked eageriy
for the barber and his Injured customer,
but neither appeared. Some of the police-
men suggested that, In view of the four
Iiallan assistants In the shop, he proba-
biy took friends along when he served the
summans, to help the barber make up his
mind.—~New York Sun.

HEARTLESS WRETCH.

remarked the Magistrate,

1o take your over-
*“I =hail give

And It Was the Only Sister She Had
in the World.

“1 didn’t tell you, did 1, Mildred,” sald
Mr. Cavll to his wife, “that I saw your
sister Jane downtown this day week?”

“No, you didn't, Charlés Augustus Cav-
I, replied Mm. Cavil “Why dldn't you?"

*Well, you see—"

“Yes, 1 see. You meet the only sister I
have in the world, and instead of coming
straght home and telling me about it, as
any respectable husband would have done,
the same day, you keep the matter wecret
& whole week, and then ask, carelessly,
it you have mentioned the fact that you
saw her.”

“But, my dear—"

“Don't but me, Charles Augostus Cavil
I have no doudt that she sent me o mes-
sage by you, and you not only falled to
deliver It, but by this time you have for-
gotten what It was about. Tell me if this
lsn't the case.”

“My dear, it was this way—"

“Don’t tell me It was thut way, Charles
Augustus Cavil. 1 know exa tly how It
wns. You simply didn’'t care a straw
whether 1 knew that you bad seen sistel
Jane or not, or you would not have walted
a whole week to tell me you had eeen
her.”

“But 1 didn't say 1 saw
sald at length.

wrhen I'd llke to know what you daid
say, Charles Augustus Cavil™

1 gsked you !f I toll you that I saw
her.” explained Mr. Cnvil

“YWell, why dldn’t you tefl me?’

“The reason I didn‘'t tell you was bee
canse I didn't see her. That's all”™

Mra, Cavil gosped and was speechlezsa
—Harper's Buazar.

her,” Mr. Cavil

¥rightened Her.

“Ethel,' 'mid Jack Smith, as he placed
his arms around his wife and looked Jown
Into her eyes, 'L have a confession to
make to you, and I want you to promise,
before 1 begin It, that you will forglve
me.""

A wild fear took possesslon of her, She
placed « little white hand upon her heart,
and would have fallen !f her husband had
not held her up. Her face became livid,
and she could only gasp, “Tell me—tell mo
the worst!™

“I 414 a man oot of a cold hundred to-
day,” he said. I confess T took advantago
of him, but I trust my dariing will maks
allownnces In view of the sore templi-
tion."”

The color came back Into her cheeks, her
Hips parted In a glad, sweet smile, she
rested her head against his breest, and,
looking fondly up into hls eyes, sald:
“Oh, Jack dear, how you frightened me!
I thought you were golng to tell me that
you had ki=eed some bhorrld woman'™-
Colller's Weekly.




