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JUST GIVE IT A THOUGHT.

How little it costs if we give it a thought,
To muke happy some heart each day:
Just one kind word or a tender smile, .
As we go on our daily way; \
Perchance a look will suffice to clear
The cloud from a loved one's face;
And the press of a hand in sympathy
A sorrowful tear efface,

Onpe walks in sunlight;

nnother goes

All weary in the shade;
One trends a path that is fair and smooth,
Another must pay for aid.

s It costs so lLittle!

I wonder why

We give it so little thought;
A smile—kind words—n glance—a thought!
What magic with them is wrought.

—New York News.
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TROUBLES OF A GREENHORN STATION AGENT.
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0 no more rallroading In mine,"”
m anid the hungry reporter, as he
tilted his chalr back and ele-

vated his heels on the desk that the
city editor called his when he was

there, *“There are some things In this
world I'm not adapted for. That's
one,

The rest of the “late wateh” gath-
ered around, with exclamations of
amuazement and surprise, and he con-
tinued:

You see, I once applied to a division
superintendent for a Job, and ‘was us-
sured my application would be consid-
ered the very flrst vacancy that oe-
curred. Then I waited. The suspense
was not especially trying to me, but 1
could see 1 was wearing on the friends
with whom I was boarding consider-
ubly.

One day, however, the “ealier,” the
man that rounds up the traln men
when they are wanted to go out on a
special, ¢ame around with a note re-
questing me to ecall at the superintend-
ent's office, Of course, 1 complied with
the request, and was told that they
wanted me to nct as assistunt agent for
a day or two at a place ealled Don-
eril’s, or gomething ke that.

I wanted to know If I would have
time to go and pack my grip, but they
seemed to think such a delay would
materlally prejudice the prospects of
the road, so I grabbed the pass and
made for the traln, which I managed
to cateh, after a brief but exelting
chase. Then my “grief,” as the rail-
road men called it, began.

““T'his train don't stop nt Doneril's,
young feller,” sald the conductor, nsg
he pocketed my pnss and proceeded
ealmly on his rounds. T would have
llked to have asked him what T was
expected to do about it, but his counte-
nance was so stern and forbidding 1
did not dare.

We were rapldly nearing my destl-
nation, and something had to be done,
80 1 Informed a brakeman of my pre-
dicament, and he very kindly volun-

teered to ask “"Fatty Duff™ to aluw|

down a little at Doneril's and let me
off. 1 presume he dld so, but If there
was any reduction In the speed of the
train it was too slight for my unprac-
ticed eye to deteet. The brakeman en-
couraged me, however, and, as there
appeared to be no other alternative,
when we were nearly abreast of the
platform I let go and dropped.

I did not light right away, but when
I did land the concussion was some-
thing awrful, and as I rolled over and
over it geemed to me I must have gath-
ered up about all the splinters there
were In that platform in different por-
tions of my anatomy. 1 was still
gyrating when the last ear whizzed by,
but I heard the “hind man’s” timely
wairning:

“Look out, young man, you'll tear
your clothes!"

It was a rickety old station, the walls
frescoed with mashed tomatoes, Emp-
ty chicken coops, fruit boxes, berry
chests and watermelon rinds, seattored
about the platform, exhaled a faded
and depressing odor, and the only vis-
ible Indieation of life or death was the
swarims of flies mzzing drowslly In the
hot sunshine. 1 picked my way to the
office and presented my eredentials to
the ngent, n tall, lank man, with a long
neck, careworn features, and a stin
hat that looked out of place in the
mildst of guch raral surroundings. He
wis dbsorbed In o newspaper, and |t
was sometime before he noticed me; At
length, however, he threw down the
paper, read my letter, and Invited me
10 make myself at home, Then he un-
bosomed himself':

“1T'm slek nnd tired of this business,™
he snld.  “The work's enough to kil a
mule, but it's the Injustice and lack of
approciation that makes me hot, Yon
cnn't plek up o paper without secing o
lot of rot” about the herolsm of loco-
motive engineers, and the tereible re-
sponsibility that makes train dispateh-
ers hump-shouldered before thelr time:
but never a single, solitary word about
statlon agents. Why, o read the pa-
pers, o person would think an englneer
went through 1fe with his eye glued to
the rail and a death-grip on the re-
versing lever, and that the train dis-

pateher had to put in all his aspare
time sopping his head with halr vigor
to keep from turning gray In a single
night. But look at the facts.

“Any track-walker can tel] you that
an engineer is asleep more than half
the time when out on the line, and
Ll the ouly way to enll his nirention
to a slow flag or a stop slgnal Is to
heave a rock through the eab window;
while, as for the train dispatcher, we
all know what he is—a petty tyrant,
with an eight-hour trick,- whose most
arduous dutles conslst in rawhiding us
poor wretehes out on the line, bulldoz-
ing us Into sending him a regular trib-
ute of fruit, fresh eggs and butter.
Herolsm! Responsibility!  Well, If it
ain't enough to give a person a dis-
taste for strong drink!” And he dis-
appeared In the directlon of a saloon
about half & mile down the road.

When he returned he gave me an
idea of my duties ns asslstant ngent,

"You are familiar with the Inter-
state tariffs and the transcontinents)
clussification, I suppose?* he sald.

I was obliged to confess my ignor-
anee,

“That's bad,"” he replled. “You bet-
ter sit right down and familiarize your-
self with them. You'll ind 'em all In
those flles. Besldes the tariffs, there's
T24 supplements and 1,647 amend-
ments, In addition to 2,288 clreulars
that you should post up on. Then,
there's the special commodity rates,
and the modified rulings as applled to
the different tariffs and the new rul-
Ings—there's 480 of 'em—that have ap-
peared since the last classification was

"“GET OUT OF HERE BEFORE HE HAS
ANOTHER ¥1T."

Issued.  After you get all those down
pat, it wonld be well to devote a little
time to the local classificatlon and
tariffs—learn the terminal points, and
get the routlng Instructions committed
to memory. Hello! there's that frelght
coming at last. Tell 'em there's noth-
Ing for 'em. I've got to go across the
street and collect some bllls—you can
check out any frelght they've got.”
And he again withdrew,

The conductor walked In and sala:
“Ask 'hn if he's got anything for No.
a8."

I put the questlon to the train dis-
pateher over the wire, and he answer-
ed “No," very plainly and distinetly,
After a while the train pulled out,
and [ was looking for the “soup ticket"
to report them, when the traln dis-
pateher began calllng the office,

I answered, and be sald: “Get No.
b

“They're gone

“Stop 'em."

“l say they've gone”

“eteh "em back."

“They're gone, I s—"

"Shut that key and go and bring that
train baek for orders!™

I elosed the key and wandered aim-
lessly out on the plaiform, I the
vague hope of seelng the agent, or that
something might happen. To my eur-
prise, I saw that the frelght bhad stop-
pei at the other end of the yard, about
three-quarters of a mile away. 1 could
still hear the dispateher edalling, and
knew by the vicious sound of the In-
struments that he was mad. Thoughts
of collisions and the possiblllty of be-
ing responsible for a terrible aceldent
flushed across my mind, and 1 started
for that traln on a run. The distance
wus greater than I had lhmaglned, and
I was completely blown when I came
up with It. The conductor was Iying
on hig back, under a ear, fixing some-
thing about the alr-brake. [ managed
to gasp out that the traln dispatcher
wanted him for orders,

“Tell him to go plumb to b—1I"

shouted the conductor, and then calmly
continued his labor. As there seemed
nothing else to be done, I started back
to the station to dellver the message,
and had gone but a short distance |
When the engine passed me, backing up |
to the office. 1t was going too fast for
me to board It, so the conductor and
engineer had been waiting ten minn-
tes or more when I eventually reached
the station.

“If it's all the same to you, part-
ner,” sald the conductor, with freezing
politeness, “we'd just as soon get out
of here. We've got famlilies at the
other end of the run, and 'ud lke to
get there before they grow out of our
remembrance.”

I walked Into the office and told the
dispateher I had stopped the train.

“Why don’t you be all day about 1t?"
he answered. “There's nothing for
them—It's too late to help 'em any
how.”

I was afrald of the econductor when
I told him this, Hlis jaw fell, and for
fully & minute he gazed at me in
round-eyed horror, then rushed from
the office and yelled to the engineer:
“Get a move on yerself! Git out of
here before he has another fit!"

After that It was comparatively
qulet for a while. I made a feeble
effort to understand something of the
clagsificatlons, but soon gave up the
attempt as hopeless. One or two lots
of frelght and express came in, and
a couple of tralns passed without ac-
cldent. 1 was beginning to think 1
was getting on to the business, when
the agent returned. He looked more
careworn than ever as he sank wearily
Into the one chalr the office afforded,

“Well, how you makin' it?' he ask-
ed, and I stated, so far the progress
seemed satisfnctory.

Next he looked at the way-bllls, and
wanted to know If T had unloaded that
cow yet.

“No,” 1 answered; “not yet."

+ “Not yet!" he shrieked. “Great
Scott, man! what does Sectlons 4,380,
B7 and 88 of the Revised Statutes of
the United States, and Sectlon 2, Chap-
ter 3, of the Act of April 3, 1878,
My?ll

I was about to confess my ignorance,
but he stopped me,

“Don't waste any more preclous
time; get that critter unlonded before
any one sees her. She's been in the
ear over thirty-six hours, and we're
linble to $500 fine."

The cow was unloaded Immediate.
ly. When I returned to the office he
called my attentlon to a blll of 98
cents 1 had collected on a washing
machine,

“You corrected that bill before you
collected 1t, I hope?"

“Corrected 1t? No. What's wrong?”

“Oh, a mere trifle; that comes under
the Interstate Commerce Law, and
by overcharging 13 cents you've laid
us liable to a fine of §5,000, or two
years In the penitentiary, or both—
that's all. See what clrcular 2,201
AAYS: ‘Agents who violate any
of the provisions of the Inter-
state Commerce Law will them-
selves be personally llable to the pen-
altles Imposed thereby. Ignorance of
the law I8 no excuse for its violatlon.'
That's soothing, aln't {t? And here's
a case of brandy you've forwarded to
Iowa, a prohlbitlon State. That's an-
other misdemeanor, but, thank God, we
can probably escape to the hills before
the authorities get on to It."

He sprang from his chair and began
pacing the floor, muttering to himself:
“Oh, no; there’s no herolsm required
to run a statlon—no responsibllity at-
tached to the positlon. Fines are laid
up for you, jalls and penitentinries
yawn for you; but that's nothing—
that's merely the every-day routine.’”

He caught slght of the express book
and stopped short.

“Those qualls,” he faltered, looking
at me imploringly. “You examined
each bird, as the law directs, to see
that It had not been captured by a net,
pound, welr or trap? You know rule
86 says agents must acquaint them-
selves with and be governed by the
game laws of thelr State and Terpl-
tory."

I could not speak, but he read the
answer In my downcast face. He ex-

‘xor vET!" HE BHRIEKFD.

tended his hand to me, while a look of
sublime exaltatlon transfigured his
Lomely countenance,

“As the agent.,” he sald, and his
volee had the terrible ealmness of de-
spalr, “Iam responsible for your erimes
—I1 am forever undone, but 1 bear you
no malice, it was fate, whatever hap-
pens, remember, 1 forgive you, but,"
and he jammed his hat down over his
ears and his eyes glared wildly, “they
will never take me alive.”

Then he strode out of the office and
disappeared.

The sun sank below the western hor-

fzon and twillght and mosquitoes ine
vaded tne melancholy tandscape.

Presently a freight train came along
and halted for water. It so happened
that an empty box-car stopped right
opposite the office, and as I gazed into
the hospltably open door a great home-
sickness and a yearning stole over me.
I'or a moment 1 hesltated, Liut a
seream of mortal angulsh reached my
ears from the direction of the saloon,
and decided me,

Softly closing the office door, 1 crept |

into the untenanted car, and when ths

engineer had “taken up the slack” and |

pulled out of Doneril, my career as an
assistant agent was at an end.—The
Gateway,

HISTORIC HOME OF GEN,
WILLIAM CLARK IS RAZED .

R |
Long since gone to rack and ruln

and standing Isolated and lonely in|

the midst of a wide, open tract of|
land In the northwestern part of St
Louis, Mo., the old country house of
General Wlllinm Clark, famous for his
connectlon with the historic Lewis
and Clark expedition and as belng onv
of the first governors of Missguri Ter- |I
ritory, 18 to be wrecked to make room |

for a race trock. The house |s one | ge
of the oldest bulldings in St. Louls,
The date of its erection I8 not known,

HOME OF GENEKERAL CLARK,

but it was probably bullt In the decade
between 1810 and 1820,

Six miles from the then struggling
village of St. Louls, it was located on
a farm owned by Governor Qlark. In
all the years that have followed the
Clark tract had been unmolested by
the bullder, untll & few months agsy,
when the newly organized Unlon
Jockey Club pleked out the place as
a slte for Its race course and secured
a lease on the greater portion of it
from the Clark heirs in Plttshurg,

General Olark was territorial goy-
ernor of Missourl from 1813 to 1821,
and afterward was superintendent of
Indian affairs at St. Louls up to his
death here In 1888. He becawe a per-
manent resident of Bt. Louls in 1807,
the year after hls return from the fa-
mous exploration expedition Into the
Northwest. It Is eald that it was
there, in the old house which is to be
torn down, that the treaty providing
for the removal of the Osage Indians
from Missour! to Indian Terrltory waa
signed.

CLIMATE NOT CHANGING,

At Least the Weather Records Do Not
Indicate It,

The climate of any place is depend-
ent upon four causes, says J. W. Smith,
government weather forecaster. [Dis-
tance from the equator, distance from |
the sea, elevation above the sea and
the prevalling winds. In the present
epoch of the world's history these con-
ditions have remalned practically un-
changed. True, llke seasons of differ-
ent years show marked fluctuations In
the amount of precipitation and de-
grees of heat, but it Is not safe to par-
tlcularize one season, or one storm, or
one hot or cold day, as being the most
exceptional that has ever occurred, for
In nearly all cases the records will
show that its counterpart has existed
at some time in the past.

Man s prone to magnify any sensa-
tilon that has strongly appealed to
him. The apples of boyhood's days
were more rosy amnd julcy and the tarts
more palatable than those of to-day,
Bo were the winter's snows henvier;
80 18 the summer past the coldest that
ever occurred. A man's personal eqin-
tion enters lnrgely Into his estimate nl']-
matters, and your physleal (-011111110111
may have been such that a oprtnlul
spring season affected you most un. |
pleasantly, while to me its effect was
beneflclal and the recollection of it
plensing. You wonld not, however, be |
Justified in saylng that the winters l'or-l
merly never overlapped spring, and |
that there had been a radieal change In
climate in the past ifty years.

Une who closely follows the weather
from year to year must necessarlly ar-
rive at the parndoxieal concluslon that
extremes and variability in wenther
conditions are the rule, and that a year
that followed the avernges closely
woild be a notable exception. It 1s
unfortunnte that instrumental data are
not available for much over 800 years,
but when there ure ellminated from the
records all probable errars of indlsput-
able fact that there has been no appre.
clable change in the sensons during
that time, and 1t s probably safe to
assume that there will be none until
there occurs some atmospheric or geo-
logieal revolution as that by which the
greater portion of the earth was trans. |
formed from an oy waste into a gar-
den of Eden.—Boston Globe,

An argument Is used to promote un-
necessary conversation,

Mrs. Anderson, a prominent
society woman of Jacksonvillg,
Fla., daughter of Recorder of
Deeds, West, says:

*There are but few wive
mothers who have not at Lim:u .:::!
dured aEnnles and such pain as only
women know of. I wish such wome
knew the value of Lydia E. Pink-
ham’s Vegetable éﬂmpmmd. It
is a remarkable medicine, different in
action from any other I ever knew and
thoroughly reliable,

“I have seen cases where womeq
octored for years without permaneng
nefit who were cured in less than
three months after taking your Vege.
table Compound, while others who
were chronic and incurable came out
cured, happy, and in perfeet health
Aft.tjr Ia. thm;o‘ngh treatment with thig
madistma 1AYC never goad 1t 1
meaicine. A vl LCVET WHOA LU luyse

without gaining great benaﬁt': ::
few doses restores my strength and
appetite, and tones up the entire
system. Your medicine has been tried
acd found true, hence I fully endorse
it.” — Mns, R. A. ANDERSON, 925 Wash.
Ington 8t., Jacksonville, Fla. — gs000
forfalt if arfg{ng: of above testimonlal proving geny.

ot ba pr

The experience and testimony
of some of the most noted women
Amerlea go to prove, beyond
n question, that Lydian E. Pink-
ham’s Yegetable Compound will
correct all such trouble at once
by removing the cause, and res
storing the organs to a healthy
sand normal condition.

“Does your daughter's husband loys
ber as devotedly as ever?’ “He does
when I'm around,” replled her daugh.
ter's husband's mother-ln-law, grimly,
—Houston Post.

It's no sign that stocks are feverish
becanse thev absorb water freely,

If & woman hesitates it must be ow-
lng to an Impediment in her speech.

Very Pleasant Electioneering.

In Bouth Austraila female suffrage
has been in operation for some time.
A member of the Commonwealth Par-
liament, anxiovs to ascertain the best
mode of approaching the woman voters
in his constituency, sought the sdvice
of an experienced South Australisn
legislator. “‘How do yon pleasy them?
Do you kiss the baby?’ ‘‘No, sir,”
was the candid reply, ‘‘we kiss the -
elector.”

The Masculine Theory.
Wife—I wonder why the fashions
for women change go often?
Husband—Probably for the purposs
of enabling them to correspond with
the feminine mind, my dear,

Horrible Thought.

Here's an astrologer who predicta
that King Edward is shortly to pass
throungh a lot of trouble, a dark clond
hanging over the empire. Some hor-
rible calamity, don’t you know.

I'll bet Alfred Austin is writing an-
other ode.—Life.

ABSOLUTE
SECURITY.

Carter’s
Little Liver Pills.

Must Bear Signature of |

e T

Sce Fac-Simile Wrappor Below.

Vexry small and as oany

9o taks an sugar. \ 4
FOR HEADACHE.

FOR DIZZINESS.

FOR BILIOUSRESS:
FOR TORPID LIVER,
FOR CONSTIPATION,
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