Lot tlepgt U TarITe TPy

VAL S = ot

L L S .

il | - - - -
r be 4

- - T ——_—. .- —

: ot ;?_-'-‘_

BRYAW'S FAMILY AND HOME.

The Wife, Children and Farm Residence of the Democratic Candidate for President.

With the one exception of Theodore Roosevelt, there
18 no man in the United States whose face and person-
allty are familiar to more people than are those of Wil-
The marvelous whirlwind campaigns
which he conducted after recelving on two occaslons
the Democratic nomination for the presidency, together
with his many lecturing tours and his writings, have
made him koown throughout the length and breadth of
A poor man and but lttle known outside
his own State, he sprang twelve years ago Into the lime-
light of publicity when he made his famous free silver
gpeech In the Demacratic natlonal convention—a spesch
which mande him the presidential nominee of his party.
Since that thme he has proved himself a marvel of tire-
lessness on stump and lecture platform.

llam J. Bryan,

the republie.

He has visited

almost every nook and corner of the United States; he
has made an extended tour of the world; he has con-
ducted a newspaper, run a farm, lectured and written.
Aund all the time he has retained his hold upon the admi-
ration and confidence of hundreds of thousands of persons.

For these reasons, aslde from any interest felt in
themselves personally, the members of his family are
of more than ordinary Interest to the publle.
above engraving we present In the npper row Mrs, Bryan,
who was Mliss Mary Elizabeth DBalrd until she married
the coming statesman at Perry, 111, In 1884, W. J. Bryan,
Jr., and Miss Grace Bryan.
Mr. Bryan's elder daughter, Mrs. W. H. Leavitt, wife of
n Paris artist of some merit, and the handsome farm res-
idence of the Bryans, near Lincoln, Neb.

In the

In the lower row are shown

LOVE'S THREADS OF GOLD.

In the night she told a story,
In the night and all night through,
While the moon was In her glory,
And the branches dropped with dew.

*Twas my life she told, and round it
Rose the years ns from & deep;

In tha world's great heart she found it,
Cradled like a ¢hild asleep,

In the night I saw her weaving
By the misty moonbeam cold,
All the weft her shuttle cleaving
With a sacred thread of gold.

Ah ! ghe wept me tears of sorrow,
Lulling tears so mystic sweet;
Then she wove my last to-morrow,

And her web lay at my feet.

Of my life she made the story:
I must weep—=so soon ‘twas told!
But your name did lend it glory,
And your love its thread of gold!
—Jean Ingelow.
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His Social Experiment
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“Wwell, that spolls the evening for
me;” observed Strong, gloomily finger-
ing n note which sald that the grip
wonld prevent a cerinin young lady
from attending the opera that night.
“Sorry Gladys Is slck—no, confound It
if I am! These eleventh hour excuses
are geiting too frequent. 1 won't stand
for It
wil] go" he mused, continuing his
dressing. “No, I'll stay at home to-
night. What right has a girl to make
a fellow migerable, anyhow? I—come
in"”

“And here's your mendin’, Mr, How-
ard,” said the young woman who en-
tered. She addressed him according to
a custom In his family before the
death of his parents had glven him
into an apartment house, where he had
found a position for the faithful ser-
vant.

“Phank yon, Mary,” sald  Strong,
without pausing in his wrestling bout
with a collur button. *“*Mary, 1 have
a couple of extra tlckets for the thea-
ter to-night. Can't you get Pat to tnke
you "

“It’s always Pat you're teazin® me
about, Mr. Howard, and there aln't a
Pat—not for me. I aln't pretty cnough,
and then I'm 85. Sure, it's many a
yeur since I've seen a theater. All
our money goes to the doctor. 1'd have
to go alone,”

“No, .\lnr"y: you must not be neg-
tected In that fashlon,” he sald, turning

abruptly from the mirror. “Let me
be Pat to-night.” A
“Oh, Mr. Howard, I couldn't—It

wouldn't—no, sir. Oh, Mr. Howard,
Was jokin' you are, after all, she ex-

1 wonder if Bllzabeth Miller

claimed, as a smlle spread over hls
face.

“No, Mary, I never was more serlous
in my Hfe. 1 am going to give you,
Mary MceGinnls, the best time of your
life. Put on your best bonnet and be
ready by a quarter to 8 You live
at—1m

“On Third avenue, 2738, back, three
flights up. But, Mr. Howard—"

“No excuses, Mary., Now good-bye,
or we'll both be late”

Throughout dinner at the club that
night Strong's face repeatedly relaxed
at the oddity of the experiment, Its
unconventlonallty did not worry him,
for the wealth and social positlon of
the Strongs put him beyond the sting
of criticism.

“Opera to-nlght, Strong? drawled
young Castlewood, whom he particu-
larly disliked, dropping into a vacant
sont.

“No; had planned to surprise Gladys
Hastings with that new play—>Man-
ton's—for n change, but she's sick.
However ——"

“Well, you needn't waste any time
nsking Elizabeth Miller,” laughed Cuas-
tlewood, “for I'm golng to take her
myself,”

“Oh, don’t worry,” replied Strong,
nettled,

“No offense, olil mant  knew  you
were Inclined In that direction, though

"I THOUGHT YOU WERE GOING TO THE
OrERA"

hetween two fires at present.  Dat, by
the way," he added, alming a parting
thrust, “I beur that Count de Migny
arrived here to-day, en route for San
Francisco. Guess you've heard 6ladys
spenk of him. Keep your eye on him.
He's a clever chap."

“SBmooth might better describe him,
I kuow absolutely that he's bogus," re.
plled Strong.

“Oh, have your way,” drawled Cas-
tlewood, departing. Strong was be

islon for Mary.

tween two fires, and knowing It, re-
sented all the more these Insinuations.
Which disturbed him more, the thonght
of Castlewood'srecent marked attention
to Elizabeth or the arrival of the
count? Ile could not determine,’

At first Mary was i1l ot ease that
night with Strong, the luxurlous car-
ringe, his evening dress and polished
manners being sirange to her, but his
genlality soon put her at ease. On the
way he stopped ot a florist’s,

“These violets are for you, Mary,
and the roses for another nice young
lady who is ill,” he explalned.

“Thanks, Mr. Howard, and It's the
lady with the beautiful eyes that is
slek? Oh, I am so sorry,” she ex-
clalmed, ‘

“Yes, she has beautiful eyes, Mary,
but where did you see her?*

“At the fea you gave in your apart-
ments last year. She thinks everything
of you, Mr. Howard. T conld see that
plain, and It she grows up to be as
fine looking as her mother, why, you'll
___.‘1‘.u'|]__'!

“But her mother was not there,” he
gald, coming to her rescue,

“Oh, yes, she kept saying Ellzaboeth
this and Elizabeth that. She ——

“But 1 am not talking about Bliza-
beth, These flowers nre for Miss Hist-
ings, the girl with the heavy auburn
halr” replisd Strong amused,

“Oh, T remember her,” she said dis-
appointedly. 1 am 80 sorry, 1
thought it wus—I meant—oh. 1 don't
know what I wean. I'm an old goose,
Mr. Howard,” she finally excinimed,
much distressed.

They were now at  the Hastings'
where Strong has ordered the coach-
man to stop,

“How Is Miss Hastings?" Strong in-
quired at the door,

“Why—why—oh, she's better,” re-
plied the svell-drilled man, recovering
himself, Strong left the flowers and
returned to the carrlage with strange
milsgivings.

Strong did not heed the many won-
dering glances his friends east In his
direction that night, for he was dolng
his best to mnke it o red-letter ocen-
Moreover, he wis hav-
Ing a heart-to-heart tnlk with himself,
In’ which two young women prominent-
Iy figured. What Mary sald and what
Mary did In a situption new to her s
another story, but when It was over
she sighed as If waking from a benu-
tiful drenm.

“Hello, Strong, got here after all, 1
aee,'" cume to bis ears as they were en-
tering the foyer. Turning, he saw
Custlewond and Eliznbeth Millor,

“How are you, Blizabeth?” he in
quired. “Miss Miller, let we present
Miss McGinnls: and Mr. Castlewood—
Miss MeGinnis"  Castlewood, gaziug
In wonder, forgot to bow, but Eliza-
beth greeted Mary cordlally, It was a
friend of Btrong’'s. That was suffl-

clent for her. Boon, they pnssed oun.

“Oh, Mr. Howard! That's the girl
with the beautiful eyes,” excialmed
Mary, *“Ain't she handsome, though!
And you don't eare—jyoo—-:"

“1 have pot sald 1 did not care,
Mury,” he said simply, but earnestly,
“An, oh, Mr, Howard, there {8 the
glrl with the auburn halr, too!" she
Interrupted.  “Why, I thought she wus
the sick one”

“Glndys Hastings” Involuntarily
cnme to his lips, as he followed Mary's
gnze, In a moment, he was opposite
her and thelr oyes met.

“0h, Howard—I—I1 thought we—1
thought you were going to the opera,”
she excliulmed In confusion. “You seo,
the count eame and [ wns so much bet-
ter I couldn't disappoint him, us he I8
here in New York for only one even-
Ing. But pardon me—let me present
Mr. Strong—Count de Migny." And
then her eyes wandered haughtily to
Mary.

“"And let me Introduce the Duchess
of Kilkenny—>Miss Hastings and #'ount
de Mingy," gald Strong gravely, though
swiling Inwardly. The count's French
manners hronght forth o low  bow,
while Gladys searcely nodded.

“And wasn’t that the giel? asked
the mystified Mary when they were in
the carrloge. ;

"Yes" Strong replied, but he was si-
lent for a long tlme,

"She was so uppish to me,” Mary
finally ventured, “while Migs Miller
trented me ns If T was a real Indy.”

“Aud you are, Mary: a thousand
times the Iady that some one thinks
ghe 18" he snlil serionsly

“But why did you eall me duchess "

“That wus a little joke on the bo-
gus connt,” he replied, his facee relnx-
Ing. *“That will make both of them
think a bit. But here we are at your
home, And you say your father Is top
il to work, and you support the fnm-
ll¥? Well, you are 4 noble girl, and
[ don't half appreclate the way you
look after me and my spartments,” he
sald, as he assisted her from the ear-
riage and slipped a $50 LUl into her
hand.

“Thanks, Mr. Howard,” she sald
gratefully, thinking It was her monthly
tip of §5. “This will help father a lot.
Mr. Howard, you've given me the hest
time 1 ever had, I——"

“Tut, tut, Mary, It's been a selfish
pleasure with me, I fear. I took you
as an experiment and a lucky one It's
proven. You have helped me open my
eyes to the true woman—the woman
of my heart, I can never forget that.
Good night.”

THE ART OF GARGLING.

Not the Samo Thing as the Process
Usunlly Followed,

The proper wethod of gargling 18
thus deseribed by n writer In the Med-
leal Record:

“The patient (at first under the guld-
aace of a physician) should sit well
back iu a chair, take a swallow of wa-
ter In the mouth and bend the head as
far back as possible,

“Now he must protrude the tongue
from the mouth (the tip of the tongue
muy be grasped with a handkerchler),
and In this posture with protmding
tongue he must try to swallow the
wiuter. The physiclan should eontrol
the patlent's valn efforss, for It 18 im-
possible to swallow under such clream-
stanees,

“The patient has the sensation as if
he netually hoad swallowed the water,
Now he must start to gargle, to exhale
air slowly. One can see pladoly the
fubbling of the fluld In the wide open
pharyns.

“After gargling thus for a while the
patient s ordered to close the mouth
and guickly throw Dhead and body for-
wiard, Thereby all the told is foreed
throngh the choanoe nud nostrils, wash-
ing the throat and nose from bebiod
and expelling all  the aecatmnlallons
that had been present with great foree.

“This  should be repeated  several
times, as the first trial is not always
successful and satisfactory. It 18 an
fiet that must be learned,

“When properly executed the sensa-
tion, as the patlent will nssure you, Is
that of great rellef not had by any
other method. It will be wise for the
practitioner to try the method first on
himself. Even small ebildren who are
at all clever legrn the method readily
and rather enjoy it.”

Fun In Spnee.

I dreamed Inst night that T was pres
ent at a committee meeting of the sun,’
enrth, moon Gl stnrs,

“T'm no coward,” sald the earth,

“No, but you have two great foars,”
sald the sun hotly,

“Aand those nrod"

*The Hemlsphiores,”

“You've forgotten the atmosphere,®
put In the meoon,  And the cometr, who
had no bnslness to be there, wogged
his tall with Joy.

Confidence,
Jackson—Henven  blegs  him! He
ghowed confidence In me when the
clouds were durk amd threatening. Wil
son—In what wny? Jackson—Ile lent
me an umbrella.—London Telegraph,

There are a lot of ways to get rich,
but the adviee of a fortuneteller 1s

not on the llst

SOMETHING FOR EVERYBODY

The Indiang of the Unlted States
own about $35,000,000,

Norway Is to hold a fisherles and
motorboat exposition at Trondhjem
during July nnd August,

When a heavy fall of spow occurs
In Valdez, Alnska, tije fire department
is called out to clear the sidewnlks,
Blind women are now employed as
operators of private telephone swith-
boards and for taking dletation on
shorthand  typewriters,—Popular Me-
chanles,

Compensation belng refused for a cut
finger, an Hford (Eng.) domestle ser-
vant lert her situation and wrote to
her mistress as follows: *“Madam —,
the cut Is worst, The doctor says [
have cut the spinal cord of my lirtle
finger, If you do not Immedlately gend
wie § shillings a week, 1 shall insult my
solicitor.”

Study of wenther charts I8 now gen-
eral in the elementary schools of Han-
over and Schieswlg-Tolsteln with the
object of mnking their value In agrle
culturg better known, These charts are
supplied by telegraph and post to all
schools In Germany, but systematle In-
structlon on meteorology is only gradu-
ully helng introduced,

Jean de Reszke, the famous tenor,
has soverad  his ecoomectlon with the
Parls  Operi-house. De Reszhe wos
winbidous Tol yedds (o have a yolee In
the management of the opern-house,
and was finally tuken In, but after six
months, with the title of singing dl-
rector, during which time his advice
wus lgnored and no  authority given
hit, he resigned o dlegust,

In some parts of Australla the horse
I8 shod with. leather, instead of iromn,
the feet recelving better support; but
this novelty is employed only In reglons
where the ground Is permanently cov-
erel with grass or fineg sand,  Though
the leather shoe Is more expensive than
the iron shoe the higher price is re-
pald by the superior advantages. It is
not Impossible the Innovation will soon
extend to every country where the na-
ture of the soll permits It to be used.—
Britlsh Australlun,

It 1s n disgrace and a shame that in
a clty llke Los Angeles, populated by
200,000 edueated Amerionns, the very
name of the town they live In and are
proud of and have helped to make
should be wife-beaten at thelr dally
hands, FEven If Inte, It 18 time now to
mauke a ecrusade for the ofliclal pro-
nunclation which will be followed by
every self-respecting person with the
fear of God and the love of Callfornin
before his eyes. And that's ensy to set
and easy to get: Loce Ang-el-ess—
Out West,

The announcement that the Hay-
ward's Health Hortlcultural Soclety
was prepared to puy o penny for every
queen wasp brought  to the summer
show has cnused the secretary to be In-
undited with wasps from all parts of
England. Some of the senders have re-
quested that the money they constder
due them should be forwarded hy re-
turn post. The secretary, however,
wishes It to be understood by senders
that only persons living within the
rinlius of  the show will be pald for
their wasps—Loudon Standard.

“ 1t I8 curions,” renurked the grocer
on the corner, *that there I8 no frult in
the world whiell people are such poor
Judges. of as cantalonpes, nnid what 18
e curlous is that they doethelr best
to spoil them after they buy them. The
tirst thing a woman does with a canta-
lloupe Is 1o stick It Into the lee box.
Now, eqantaloupes, like most of our
fruft, are pleked a trifle green, and
when they come from the grocer's they
should be put out In the sun for a whole
day, turning them over every few hours,
aad then putting them Into the ice box
at night."—New York Sun,

While some children were recently
feeding the swang at the lake a pigeon
allghted quite close to them and one
of the boys attempted to eapture it, but
It flew off over the lake toward a swan
amnd apparently was about to settle on
Its back, Instend of which It closed its
wings quite naturally and dropped Into
the water close In front of the swan
and commenced to struggle. The swian
went to assist it, put It head under
the water and lifted the drowning
plgeon Into the alr, The latter then
miide nlmost a eireult of the lnke, event-
willy resting on the  Islpnd.—London
Hleld.

"Fine old Bpanish emeralds” i a
plirase which means something quite
different froin what It seems to Imply.
There never was ao ewerald mined in
Spaln, but after the conquest of Porn
the conquerbrs brought some great
quantities of Joot, of which emoralds
formed an fmportant part, In this
way the finest cmeralds came Into a
possession of old Spanish families and
n8 very few had been seen In Europe
previously to that time, all the best
stones soon became classed s fine old
Spanish emernlds. Today the expres-
slon still applies to the best emeralds
of any source,
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