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OLD FASHIONED PHILOSOPHY.

Scorn not the homely virtues. We are prone

To search through all the world for something new:;
And yet sometimes old-fashioned things are best—
Old-fashioned. work, old-fashioned rectitude,
Old-fashloned honor and old-fashioned prayer,
Old-fashioned patience that can bide its time,
Old-fashloned firesides sacred from the world,
Old-fashioned satisfaction with enough,
Old-fashioned candor and simplicity,

Old-fashioned folks that practice what they pmgh.
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N my husband took over

he direction of the ‘Gertrudis

Santa Maria mines, near

ico, we brought down from

8" our varlbus goods and

nd began the attempt to

olves as comfortable as pos-

he huge, Spanish-bullt house

the only thing In the way of

that could be secured, for

oney, in the very inconven-
old town of Pinal

1 liked the gueer, rambling

with its wide, heavily pil-

dors walls,

4 dows and enormous carved

It had been bullt, accordlng to

hlomts
sk es

gen the habitat of more than
man in its time. But, even
modern furnishings were put
and vines arranged about,
hing possible done Lo bright-
e house still had a dreary,
alr about It, and one always
gensation that some one else
—sgome one unseen, but felt
gether there was an Inde-
| eerie feeling about the place
g not tend to make one very
However, I consoled myself
mbering that big, old houses
¥ muake one nervous at first;
rent was surprisingly low for
n establishment, with Its fif-
pa, corridors, and corral. And,
n get used to very nearly any-
this world, by trying hard, I
got over the uneasy feeling
had mostly felt, when entirely
d put it down to “nerves.”
was the slight drawback, how-
we could not Keep servants,
of good wages, light work and
tirs, our servants would Inva-
ve after two to five days'
pfusing, under any circum-
'to stop longer. They gave no
for this beyond the fact that
uition was not to their liking.

J d only pay them, und, with

it sorrow, view thelr departing
ghen fare forth In search of fur-
Adas, inwardly consigning Mex-
fFvants to a future which It

unladylike to put into bald

' midst of these turmoils, “So-
[With a big, big 8) began, slowly
fully, to call, and pleasantly
p divers ways, that there was

g wrong about our house.
gnder of Plnal soclety, Mrs.
In, was the last to call. She
Hirst been somewhat dublous
iltlng me. As I have before
“led” Pinal soclety (for her
@ was the princlpal grocer of
, and therefore she could not,
weetly explained to nie, be too
about “beobles she galled

dng, however, discussion of this
lady, for indeed she is “an-
ory,” her statement during her
it our house was sald to be
l by evil splrits, and {hat we
jever be able to keep a servant
was somewhat dlspiriting. In
I inquire particulars. No, she
jothing beyond the fact that ser-
and “trudespeople” gave the
tbnd name; that It was certainly
fl by something, and that no one
fed long In it
f was a pretty mess! And in-
if in confirmation of the wom-
diction, the very next day hoth
left, after they had been with
days, and I was on the point
aning to expect better things of
1 sat down and wept, Then,
¢d with native servants, I hied
h and wired to the “Border”
puple of old and well-tried Chi-
ants, determined that I would
pdon my house, and live in ho-
please ghosts, Mexican servants
one else,
le course the new servants ar-
One, a sturdy, taciturn Celes-
Joleing In the name of Ching,
| act as porter, caretaker and
watchdog—the ghost would
be lively that could get ahead
g. Charley, his cousin, was of
p {lk, belng besldes a splendid
But I explained matters duly
o, and could have warbled for
their derisive smiles and
when I timidly alluded to
y' and hinted that they might
rbed by mysterious sights or

did I begin to be acquaint-

o=

ed once more with peace, with the com-
ing of Ching and Charley, who feared
neither “hog, dog nor devll,” and cer-
tainly seemed able to deal with any-
thing in the way of terrestrial or su-
pernatural belngs.

In faet (for such is the inconsistency
of woman), I rather began to wish that
the ghosts would walk, or otherwlse
make themselves known; or that any-
thing exciting would happen. For, af-
ter the advent of my two Celestlals,
my occupation was entirely gone; no
longer did I dally wrestle with the
witchen Urasero, und barangue the fruit
man and the other purveyors te our in-
ner needs, In other words, matters
wixed deadly dull and borous, so that
I complained bitterly to my other half,
who only laughed uproariously, and
gave me little sympathy. (You see, he
had his work.) And sald he: “My good
wife, you don't know a fine thing when
you see {t. Here you are with plenty
of lelsure and all the chance you want
to shine In the ‘American Colony of
Pinal" yet you let It slip. I'ut on your
gnudiest gown (If you have one); all
the Jewelry you can beg, Lorrow or
steal; go and pay your calls, and I'll
wiager you a Virot hat that you'll have
all the diversion you ecan stand."

Meekly, but without the jewelry, I
did as I was told. I ealled on my la-
dies, and I opeend up a new horizon to
myself in the way of toples of conver-
sation. For In Plnal you nlways dis-
cuss your servants, and other people's
servants; your own, and other people’s
position In soclety; and the fact that
“soclety in Mexico 1s not what It is at
home."” To hear the wives of the gro-
ceryman, cheap clerks and machinists
discussing “social position” gave me
rather a sort of “Allce-in-Wonderland”
feellng, but I held my peace,

Not many weeks passod before so-
elety and I mutually dropped each oth-
er, and I gave my husband no peace
until he declded upon and arranged a
nice, long ducking trip to the lakes,
somo forty miles from Pinal. And, oh
me, how enjoyable it was. But when
we returned, with sunburned faces and
hands showing traces of powder and
hard work, the ladies of the American
colony shook dublous heads over me
and my probable fate. A woman who
actually went hunting with her hus-
band, could ride thirty miles in a day,
and was reported to ghoot as well as o
man, was a paradox to them. For their
parts, they wondered why any man
winted to marry such a woman so un-
It for soclety,

To tell the truth, I rather regretted
the tan and sunburn myself, when 1
found upon our return Invitations to
the usual yearly big balle at the Ca-
sino. 1 hadn’t been to a dance of any
sort since our last country house visits
on Long Island. 1 had a particularly
pretty gown, knew that the floor would
be good and slippery, the native Mex-
lenn bund falr, and that there would
be plenty of presentalile men to dance
with, mostly delegations from the out-
Iying enmps.  But how In the name of
all that was consistent could 1 appear
in an evening gown, topped off by a
fuce, neck and arms that were about
the consistency of color of burned
leather? My husband unfeelingly sug-
gested whitewash, but I applied lemon
Julee, and mourned. 1t really was dis-
appointing, you know.

Three days before the dance, the
partner of my joys and sorrows was
called away to Inspect the installation
of some new machinery. He left with
reluctance; for, while our hig. old
house seemed absolutely sufe, there
had nevertheless been some bhurgliries
of late, and he dreaded leaving me
alone with the servants for u couple of
nights, But 1 urged him to go, saying
that the doors were perfectly robbor-
proof, the servants trustworthy, and
that I would keep a shotgun handy, so
that be need have no fears. In point
of fact, for once I preferred his room
to his company, having a face-bleach-
ing process In view, the which 1 knew
he would never consent to, did he come
to know of It. 8o he departed, and,
feeling relleved and sneaky by turns, I
sot about preparations for the surrep-
titlous whitening of my unlucky coun-
tenance. Most school girls wlll recog-
nize the beautifier which I hastened to
apply, as soon as my light dinner had
been dispatched that night.  With
doors carefully locked, and a revolver
handy, in case of burglars, I experl-
mented with a plece of chamols skin

untll it amply covered my face, con-
ceallng even the ears. Then I cut very
small holes for my eyes, nose and
mouth, so that I could barely breathe
comfortably. Then, sewing on strings
to hold the contrivance in place, I pro-
ceeded to smear it liberally with good,
strong Mexican leeks—find how they
did smell to high heaven!

When ready for bed I carefully ap-
plied this odorous mask, and tied it on
8o that it could not by any possibility
come off. As I put out the candles, I
caught a glimpse of myself, and came
near shrieking at the sight, for I look-
ed more llke a first-class ghost than
anything else. 1 had twisted my hair
back tight, and, to protect it from the
leeks, covered it with an old white
bathing cap. The mask entirely hid
my face, and I looked like some un-
earthly, tall, white thing, with a fiat
nose, and no eyes and mouth. I assure
you that I was as ghastly an object as
one conld well imagine; so hideous, in
fact, that I precipitately shut out the
view, blew out the lights and hastily
sought my couch.

My “beautifier” murdered sleep; I
tossed about for hours, vainly endeav-
oring to doze off. Now and then a
whiff of the fragrance of leeks would
steal up through even the small pin-
holes I had cut to breathe through, and
more often the tightly knotted strings
caused me great discomfort as I moved
my head, vainly seeking that rest in
slumber which seemed denied me. At
last, however, some time after the
nearby bells had chimed midnight, I
dozed off, despite leeks and strings.

The next thing I knew I was sitting
up in bed, my heart beatlng wildly,
while I listened breathlessly for a repe-
tition of the sudden wild cry that had
thrilled through the great, empty
house, waking me from deep sleep. Mo-
tlonless, I walted there In the dark,
not daring to light the candles, and
wondering at the sang frold with
which I had assured my husband that
“no burglars could worry me.” In a
moment, there it wns agnin—a cry for
help, not #o loud as It had been at first,
and half strangled, choking, this time.

Without stopping to put on more
clothes, my feet bare, and my hus-
band's loaded .38 Colt in my hand, I
noiselessly opened my door, passed
through It, and crept down the corrl-
dor toward the back entrance of the
hounse, where Ching and Charley had
their rooms, As I went, [ concluded
that burgiars had got in and had killed
the two Chinamen; next, they would
dlspose of me, and then rob the house.
So furious did the thought make me
that I lost all fear, and fairly ached
to get at the wretches,

Nolselessly stealing along, close to
the wall, my pistol cocked and ready
for work, 1 caught n glimpse of what
was happening before I myself wns
seen. The light of several lanterns set
about showed me poor, old Ching, evl-
dently dead, lylng almost across the
back entrance door, which was wide
open; Charley, bound and still moving,
had been flung over him, while several
men In peon blouses were buslly haul-
Ing up mysterious boxes and cases
through a hole which gaped in the mid-
dle of the paved corrnl. (I gaped my-
self, In my astonlshment, for I had
never geen the hole before., But that
was all 1 dld see just then, for at that
very moment one of the men caught
sight of me, and glared, aghast, as I
advanced upon them, Then he gave a
lond yell .that falrly tervitied me into
standing still for a moment, dropped
his boxes and took to his heels, yelling
that the devil was upon them,

As he fled, the other men stared
nbout, and seeing me, also emitted
sorenms of terror, and made wildly for
the back door, dropping thelr burdens
us they went. I fired twice only, for
thelr terror had somewhat taken me
aback, and had the supreme pleasare
of seeing two of the miscreants clap
thelr hands to thelr legs, and fall, with
grievous grouns, (1 bad fired purpose-
Iy at their legs, for I didn't want to
kil them—Mexican jalls aren't overly
comfortable.) Then, allowing the two
to gronn and pray alternately where
they had fallen, I went over to attend
to the two poor servants, #

Nelther of them was dead; Ching
was badly ent and unconselous, but
Charley wonnded my feelings by shut-
ting his eyes tight and trying to wrig-
gle nway from my touch. “Go 'way,”
he moaned: “me good Chinaman—no
stenlee, like Mexlcan boy—go ‘way,
devil!"

8o they had ali taken me for a ghost,
or the devil. 1 could hardly econtain
my laughter as 1 enlightened and un-
tled Charley, nnd left him to revive
lils unconsclous cousin. Then, having
relleved myself of my ghostly attire,
[ sent out for two gendarmes, to whom
I confided the wounaed burglars, and
told uy tale of woe,

Next morning, as soon ns it was suf-
ficlently light, we inspected the scene
of the night before, and found out that
the burglars had not been burglars at
all, but the members of A famous coun-
terfelting band who had simply flooded
northern Mexico with bad money, and
whom the police had never been able
to locate. It seemed that they had
made unto themselves a secret place
under our old house, with a secret en-
trance coversd by stones just inside
our back patio wall, and there had
stored their contraband goods durlng

many past months. In this way, with
thelr mysterious movings about, it had
gotten out that the house was haunted,
and I myself was pleased to verify my
past feeling that some one, unseen,
WAaSs present.

Well, they all went to prison for
several years, and the secret entrance
to our house was securely stopped, thus
dolng away forever with its reputation
of being haunted by evil splrits,

As for my providential mask, I
threw it away, and went to the ball
regardless, with my brown face and
hands, And the Pinal social leaders,
sitting out, wondered audibly “how any
woman could have the heart to dance
and enjoy herself, after having actu-
ally shot with her own bhands two
poor, helplesse human beings!"—S8an
Franclsco Argonaut.

BOY HAD PLENTY OF NERVE.

Was Not Discouraged by the Mad
Kush of Infuriated Bualles.

There was an accldent shortly after
the close of a novillada at the Plaza
Mexico that came near resulting in the
death of a few young hopefuls who
took it into their heads that they would
like to join In the natlonal sport,

Bhortly after the crowd left the ring
& half dozen young boys of ages rang-
ing from 12 to 15 years got down into
the bull ring to play bull fight. One
of the number thought the game was
too slow, so while the ring attendants
were busy ahout other work he antored
the pen where the bulls were confined
and slyly let one of them Into the
ring.

With a mad rush the big black bull
entered the ring. One of the little
boys had been using his plush linen
cape for a capa in his plays with the
other boys and he was near the door
when the bull entered. Although one
‘of the opposite gates was open the bull
made no effort to get away, but rushed
at the hoy with the cape.

There was but one thing for the boy
to do, and he did it. With all the
knowledge which he had gailned by
wiatehing the matadors in the ring he
let the bull charge the cape, But his
arms8 were too short and the bull

struck him a hard blow, knocking the |

little fellow fully fifty feet and tearing
his shoulder with his horn. The angry
bull then turned his attention to the
red cape,

When the other boys saw the bull
charging them they fled for the fence
and elimbed to safety, where they
watched the bull tearing the cape,
Finally it occurred to one of the older
boys that by all charglng for the bull
he might possibly be scared away
from the prostrate body of the Injured
Ind, So with elubs and boards they
drove the bull from the ring. They
gave thelr attention to the bull none
too quickly, for he had tired of pawing
the cape and was making for the boy.

When the doctors got In their work
on the little fellow, whose name Is
Angel Morelos, they found that the
wound wasd the only thing of conse-
quence, and that although the boy was
senseless from the blow there was
nothing of a really dangerous nature to
fear from the accldent, as the hurt
was a flesh wound.—Mexican Herald.

Witness Was a Puzzler.

In a case heard in a Scotilsh court
some time since a rural witness, anfter
relating how Mel,, the defendant,
came to him and struck him, proceed-
edl:

“Ho, your honor, I julst up and gled
him one, too. Julst then his dog eam’
alang an' 1 hit him again.”

“Hit the dog?"

“No, yer honor, hit MeL, And then
I oops wi' n stane an' thrawed at him
and it rolled him over an’ over.”

“Threw n stone at McL,?"

“At the dog, yer honor. An' he got
oop an' hit me again."

“The dog?"

“No, McL. An" w!' that he gl' a
how!l an' wen aff."

“McL. " a

*No, the dog. An" when he cam'
back at me he pounded me, yer hon-
or."

“The dog came back at you?'

“No, MeL., yer honor., An' he [sns
hairt a bit."

“Who Isn't hort?"

“The dog, yer honor."—TIit-Bits,

Intoxigated Insects,

A dahlin garden where the flowers
are cut at about noon Is n regular pot
house for bees and wasps and ¢ven the
big bungling bumble bees do not refuse
to imblbe, From the cut stem of the
plant on sunny days about noon a
Julee exudes that seoms to be a whole
slde-bonrd of Intoxiennts for the In.
sects, and, for two or three hours after-
wards the won't-go-home-till-morning
state Is apparent The Industrious,
steady-golng bees, misled into tasting
it, will first stagger then drop to the
ground and with bhead down attempt
to drag themselves home, only to final-
Iy roll over and give up to It.  Pret-
ty soon they recover and are ready to
try It again If the temptation remains,
If not, they take up the burden of
work and probably have some excuse
to offer for the time lost and no re-
turns. Bees and wasps and bumble
bees nre not white ribboners If oppor-
tunity offers.

It Is better to escape through a little
hole than not at all.

America’s message to a certaln
South American Republic: “Wall Co-
lombla!"—Punch.

“Your symptoms, madam, indlcate
Jaundice.” “Jaundice? But, doctor, I
haven't a sultable dress for that!"—
Fllegende Blatter,

“What's in here?' asked the tour-
lst. “Remains to be seen,” responded
the gulde, as he led the way lnto the
morgue.—Columbia Jester.

A Dollar Earned: Judge (sarcastic-
ally)—Did you ever earn a dollar in
your life? Vagrant—Oh, yes; I voted
for your honor once!—Puck.

Dolly Swift—He called me his dear
little lamb, Sally Gay—What then?
Dolly Bwift—Oh, then he gathered
me into the fold.—Smart Set.

Tourlst—Some peeople from the
East might not like It out here. West-
erner—Well, stranger, they'd find
tralns runnin’ both ways.—Ex,

“Whar you reckon de happy lan' 1s?"
“It's 'way back yander, at de place you
passed 8o long ago. en Aldn't know von
wuz at it!"—Atlanta Constitution.

Adoring Bride—Jack, darling, 1s this
Wednesday or Thursday? Doting
Groom—I think It's Friday, dearest.
Adoring Bride—Of this week?—Life.

Mama—Bobby, have you heen fight-
ing? Bobby—Only a little bit. Mama
—How did that happen? Bobby—Oh,
the boy I llcked wasn't much of a
flghter.—Chicago News,

“Grace, can you tell me what ia
meant by a cuble yard?' *I don't
know exactly, but I guess it's a yard
that the Cuban children play In''—
Boston Christian Advoecate.

Experience: Mrs, Frienderly—But,
honestly, what was your real reason
for refusing her dloner Invitation?
Mrs. Charplor—Experience. I used to
have her cook.—Brooklyn Life,

Elsle—There's a man at the door,
pa, who says he wants to “see the boss
of the house.” Father—Tell your
mother. Mother (calling down stairs)
—Tell Bridget.—Philadelphia Press.

A COritleal Summary: “What do you
think of that writer's work?' “Oh"
answered Miss Cayenne, “he has sald
two or three clever things. and several
thousand others.”—Washington Star.

Wife—You don't mean to tell me
that Professor Addle has been struck
dumb? Husband—Yes, last night. And
master of seven languages. Wife—Is
It possible that he was struck dumb in
all seven?

Jarrold—What did that dlamond
cost that you gave Dolly for Christ-
mas? Harold—Well, I gave $40 for
the stone, and $10 to the clerk to tell
Dolly it cost $200 If she brought it
back to price it!

“Really,"” sald Mrs. Oldeastle, “your
little dloper last night was quite re-
cherche.” “Oh, dear,” her hostess
groaned, “I just knew that new cook
would make a botch of it some way.”
—Chicago Record-Herald.

Little Amzl (who has an Inquiring
mind)~-Uncle Timrod, what's a bonan-
za? Farmer Neckwhiskers (palnfully
experienced)—A bonanza, durn it, 1s a
hole in the ground, owned by a larl
That's what a bonanza is!—Ex,

Ernle—I saw you automobiling with
Fred yesterdny. You looked as though
your heart was In your mouth. Ida—
No wonder. The automoblle was golng
slxty miles an hour and Fred was pro-
posing at the same time,—Chicago
News,

Unendurable: “Deah boy, ls It true
that you have discharged your valet?”
“Ya-ns, the doosld scoundrel was too
fresh! When I took him out with me
he managed to make people think he
was the mastah and [ was the man,
baw Jove!"—Chleago Tribune,

Perdita—It doesn't matter iIf this is
the third installment of the story. The
synopsis is printed telllng how the
first chapters went; so you can start
reading It from here. Penelope—Yes;
but how stupld of them not to have
the synopsis tell how it ends!—Judge.

“Did you have a plesaant voyage?"
“No,” sighed the beautiful American
helress, “It was one of the saddest
experiences of my life, There were
two counts and a duke aboard, but
the weather was mo rough that they
never came out of thelr rooms."—Chl-
cago Record-Herald,

Reporter—How were you impressed
by the European citles you visited?
Distlnguished Travelgr—They are mar-
vels of cleanliness, slr. To return to
one of our cities after belng abroad Ia
like coming back to a hog-pen. Re-
porter—May I ask what bhog-pen did
you start from ?—Chicago Tribune,

“How I8 it business bas so much Im-
proved In the slde show?"' asked the
man from the maln tent. “I started
the ‘living skeleton’ to smoking clgar.
etten,” replled the hustling manager,
“] don't see why that should draw
people.” “Yes; every mother takes her
boy in and points out the horrible ex-
ample."—Fhiladelphla Record.




