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L HMAT s the good ¥ said Pa-
i wite, “There s no oue to
iy om0 Bddie, no  musie

What i the gowml ¥
“Truly,” repled Aitoine “Here It
s New Year's day, snow three feet
deep, the Lbouse so hot you oan't
breathe, thirty pair of feet walling,

lots of tobac, of cold pork, plenty of
clder behind the door aimd
Well, It's droll, that! Pshaw!
stund on a tub and whistle!™

Babetie laughed. ~Look at Alphonse.
Wateh bow he shake his black Lead,
and bis eyes dance so. Al poor man!
He would give his head for Marie, bhot
shie sits with a Lalf dozen gallants be
shde ber, amd she Bash bher blg brown
eyes over at Alphouse, and they dreive
hilm mad. Mon Dieu! You think she
care for hlin, with his purty eyes and
black bair? XNo, no. You see? Youn
hiear her feet tap the Aoor. Bhe long to
dance ke us all, and Alphonse he long
for her.”

Y80, rejoloed Auntoine.  “1 do not
understand that Marie, Why (st all
ket un thelr knees to her and she care
for no man®”

“You think that?" asked Babette,
“Ab, you sre only a man, with a man's
eyes! You think becaunse she not care
fur you she care for nolwuly., That's
like 0 man, He |s so valn. When a
wolnan care not for him, he is 5o hap
Iy when she care not for any one else,
Well, I'm glad I'm not & man.™

Antoine bristled up,  “Come, come,
Habette, You thunk 1| eare for Marie?
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No; only for you. You are the one
great womun in the world!™
Babette launglied merrily, her little

white teeth flushing. She tupped him
v Lthe arm

“Oh, you foolish—foollsh! A mancan
never see when it Is a woman, He
thinks her great when she's very little
He thinks bhe understands himsell, and
he knows nothing. There Is Marie
What do you know ? You think bher all
cogquette. You think 'm better. Mon
DPleu! If 1 were In the same way uas
Marle, I'd be ke her.”

Antolne ran his tingers through his
Lalr, knotted his forebead and smiled
In a drull way.

“By the holy, 1 do not understand,”
he sald. “Who is there Marie loves?
You can see she play the game with
them all, but there |8 no one,  She has
them — Jacgues,  Adrien, Al
phonse and the rest—comme ca! They
wre on their shins, and she put ber lit
tle foot on them all. What does she
care? Al, Babette, what cure?
There's no one!™

Babette suddenly became grave, and
her eyes watched Antolne with a won
dering kind of saduness.  She was
youuger than he, yet she was wiser,
for every good woman s wiser than
any man. She wondered why he did
not know that when Jove flrst stirs in
& womau's hieart she begins to be wise,
when o a wan's he beglos to be fool
Ish, for the one becomes unselfish aml
the other valo,

After a woment she sald, with a se-
rlous little twist of the head: “An-
toine, 1 do not know who ‘tis, but
there's sowe one Marle loves, Do you
thiuk 'm a woman aud not know the
look of love in another? ‘There is
sowe one somewhere, and It is all un
Lappy. | kunow that. Do you think if
it was all right she would play with
them like that—so cold, so beartless?

Jules,

she

No, but she wust do somethlng A wo
man will go mad unless. Poor Muorie!
Perbaps the man does not love her.

Perhups he loved her and should not.
Perhaps something prevents.  Well, it
I all the suwe. She 1s as you see”
Autoine was a little nervous, facing
Babette's serlousness, He had not the
care of life, only the shanties in the
winter, the river In summer, the little
farmiug In the autumn and courting
Babette In a happy, irresponsible fash
lon all the time. But take it seriously

~Ilfe—love? Walch how his feet tap
the floor lmpatiently, He is wild for
the dance.

It was New Year's day, the time of
festivity beyond all others In a French
Capadian bowe, and the young people
of the parish were gathered, ready to
dauce uontil the morning, bu* to the
bouse of Marle’s father old Vigord, the
fBddler, bad not come., For the last
bour there had been nothing but Vi

gord! Vigord! Why doesn't Vigord
come?  Every one seemed troobled
save Marie. She did not worry, er

haps that was bLecause she had been
a year at school in Quebec eity and
therefore had got a kind of manner
wias playing the self possessed lady. or
that If sbhe conld not enjoy herself in
sue way she could in apother There
was something in bher different from
the other girls In the room. You felt
that you did not know bLer as you
knew them. All that they thought or
were flashed In their brown eves on

thelr red, careless lips and In the
loose softness of thelr hair, but In
Marie’'s strong chin, dark coguettish

eyes and strong brow there hid some
thing which had little to do with the
life moving at the wmoment. Perbaps,
as Babette had sald, there was n man
somewhere In the world whose
or lack of love had given her wisdom.
but she sald berself that she was only

love

A triffler, that she cared for nothing
save to enjoy herself
Antolpe, to relieve the situation,

which was becoming stralned, started
a song. That did very well for a little
It was a pretty fantasy of lo.e and
wild life, dashed with a spice of devil

tey, bt it soon Jost its efMect, for the
spirits which It raised sent a mad
sprightliness into the feet of all. which

only the ra=p of a fiddle or the breath
of a coucertina could appease or com
maml. At last tall Medallion,
ways were Lhose of the hlessed of this
world and who had his Bugers on all
the little comedies aml of
the parish, stood ap in the middie of
the floor and proposed a game. Every
vne was still for & moment, for Medal
llon Mad great resources and whimsical
ideas. His was the gift of making men

w hose

tragedies

| dly, kindly.
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eoen the cure wostedd b, anel s

e chemist wonsYiped him

Nee, my children” bhe sald, with his
sharp eoves twinkling, “since Vigord le
Inte, let's bave something agen his
combng., Glve him a half Lour longer
tivem i e lsn't Lere Il play the tiddle
ureeif. Jet's have now the dance of
the Lattle Walf. I'il whistle. Well,
whocver at the end shall stand alone
In the center must tell a e
story. It must be of love, It must be
ke a play and It must bhe troe"”

At this every one laugled. *“M’sien
Medallion s so droll” they sald
“The dance of the Little Weolf and
then a true story of love., Certainly
Mslen' Medallion s amusing!™

They all came to their feet, eager
for the dance, keen to on Whow
the mantle of romance fall.

very

nee
would

“I will tell you a wonderiul, beautetul,
dreadiul story."
Hand in band, with tripping step, they
woutsl in aud out of the rooms, Medal
lon standing in the center of the floor,
having changed his whistling to a sing
song kind of chant, The long, waving,
loviug line linking like
ing into circles, parting, joining again,
first slowly, then faster amd faster,
pow suddenly In a pretty column back
nnd forth, the men together, then the
wolnen — Hashing eyes, waving black
lalr, the warm breath of youth filling
the roow with an ecstasy wherein ey
ery little care and alarw of life wus
swallowed up, aud at last there cawe
a sudden moment of the
hurly burly of lsughter and sweet af
fright or contentment, as the hazard
of the dance grew, Presently all part
ed, and Marle stood alone in the cen
ter of the four, with Antoine ou one
side not far and Alphonse on the gther
There were luughter and a storm of

chalns, cuary

confusion,

clapping. “Marie! Marie!™ they ol
eried. "“The stury! The true love|
story !

Antelne ran his fingers through his
bair, shook the little gold rfigs in his
ears and griowed at Marie, then at
Babette., Alplhonse. was nervous, ol
his eyes bad a kind of wild hunger as
he looked at Marie.

Marie glanced round the room, smil-
g guve Alphonse quick
sideiong glance of torturing coquetry
and then cought Medallion's eyves,  Ie
was looking at her with a whimsical,
suggestive smile. She Aashed one back.
All at once sowething defiant
over her face, a wave of emolion
which seemed to lift her all at
luto an atmosphere apart from them
all, Independent of them all. Sowme in
berent dramatic strain in ber master ’
ed her for the moment. She was alive
te her finger tips., She stepped back a |
little frois Alphonse and Auntoine. |
They drew away ou elther side, bt |
Medallion folded his arms and waiched |
hier from under his bushy brows steasd |

nalvely, n

swepl

e

“The story, the swory, Marie!” they l
called

he moment before Marie was lost

to everything aroumnd her. XNow she |
was back agaln, conscious of their |
jresence, bot still in the atmosphier
where her lugpiration was born 3
mile teo brilliant, too alry, playved on |
Ler ilips. Her volce bad a feverizsh
lightness, Herr eyes, though, were

burning with a look hard to read

*1 will tell you a wonderful, beauti
ful, dreadful story,” she sald,

*Once upon a time”—at this they all
langhed —"once upon a time.”
peated very lightly, “there was 1
amd she thought herself beautifal
to dream of a great
would come one day and tell ler
his houses, his lands and all the vl
of his kingdom were for her  Rhe only
lved in a cottage in a village, hnt that
Aldn't matter. She rode in & tiny eari-
ole. and she bad only a little Indlan
pony to take her to wass and to mar
ket, but that didn't watter. She
woman, and a wowan Is like a bird
shie has wings, and she Aies where she
will in the dreams of the night and in
the quick hours of the day, when her
bimds work and ber tongue is busy. A
wan mway stoop, but a woman :l'l“'.-l_!'l
sonrs—till a man breaks her heort

“Amd so this girl for het
prince, aml when the mist was sweel
and flashed In the violet Hght of sum
(TTT river he did oot
that way, and when all the fields were
in winter apd all the
world was walting like the girl he Jdid
not come that

“And since he did neot her
sbie would go to him. %o vne morning
she dlled 8 bag with meat and honey
amd driesl fruiis, and she put on ber |
thickest mittens and her little fur cap |
and bwer great coat of dogskin fur and
under

she re
wirl,
She |
W ho
thnt

hes !

=] IHrinee

WHs A

witehed

upsn the e

white with snow

way
rome to

8 woolen clowd about ber throat :
which was the little gold brooch given |
her by her wother, which wonld
weur Iwlore the prince when she found i
bhim that he should see she was born |
for the fine things of this world. She

sl

aud wowen laugh, vot so much at him-’ had bralded & band with & bow and

’dr_rs_ lifted her eyes and caught Medal-
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twerient In sevnes which were fashing
before her mind, having for the time
Jra s=anl ber audience to the
world where In despalr oue's own soul
flews, wmd the Angel of the Four Cor
uers can show us no right of way as
we travel

Sowe girl In the crowd glggled nerv

oo v eaned

ous!y Avother, she kuew not why,
guve a gulek, gasping sob. Habhette,
who "was next her, said, “"You goose

i's only a story.”
This brought Marie back. She took
up the thread again, Hghtly, but plaio

tively too:
“By and by she ca:ue to a city, It
stoenl high on a great hill. It had

splendid houses, chiurcles and palaces,
atd beneath, at the foot of the moun
tain, there fowed a fine, wide river
Every stone of that eity was made of
gold, and every drop of that river was

a sweel white wine. Whenever the
girl looked at the elty she knew it
wis so; whenever she looked at the

river she knew that it was so, aml
when she looked In the eves of her
prince she knew It was so, for they
were all gold and wine also, and she
could have lived jJust ever and ever,
looking at those eves till the Secarlet |
Hunter blindfolded bher and led her
out on the lonely trail of the White
valley, from which no wan returuos,

Yes, she had found her prince I
does not matter where she saw hlm|
first—in a palace or a house or a clhurch |
—for she saw hiw; that was enough,

“Bhe wuas only a poor peasant girl,
but he was 8 great 1 1L, w0 wise, so/
kplendid, so Kind. Tle said that she|

was beautiful, and she belleved him; |
e sadd that he loved her, and
trusted, but when she threw herself
on his breast and cried that she wonld
never leave him there came into his
fuce a strange, pitifal look. That look
Lroke her heart, for it couldn’t it
conldn’'t be! She was only a foolish
peasant girl or she would have Known
that a privee conld never be her hos
band, Yet she knew that he loved her

“Then there came a sad, terrible day,
when all the great wen of the kKingdom
together amd decided that she
st go away or the prince would lose

she

ciine

iz kingdom as well as lose her. What
could she do?  She could not walt

about the palace gates; she could not |
defy all the great wen, who
stroug and who could make happy or |
destroy, as they wished. What could
" [To But she saw him once again
It was ot the aitar of a great church—
ol & chiarel like none any of yon ever
saw, with a beautiful Caivary above
the altar aml angels with large, fam-
ing wings and a thousand candles
burning and such wonderful, sweet
music! It was so she saw him, aml |
that was thelr goodby. She looked in- |
to his eyves, and they had the same look
when she first heard bhim tell his
love, amd she got up on her feet sl
cialled out to him, but he raised Lis
hand nt her though No;
uever, never!

“Anud that was the end, She left the
great eity, and as sbhe went she saw
that it was only built of stone and not
of gold and that the river was only
cold, dark water and not wine, after
all, Her eyes were pot the same, and
they would pever be the same, unever,

never,"

were so |

us

(01]

L suy,

The strange, searchiog pathos of her
voice filled the room, like the eerie mu-
slc of a violin, and Medallion felt his
face Aush and his fingers tingle, for he
was reading the story of a girl's life in
the allegory. Perhaps ouly be and one
other understvod, and that other was
the slmple Babette. She pinched An-
toine's arm,

“Can't you understand ¥ she said.

Auloine shifted from one leg to the
other, ran his fingers through his hair
andd said only: “It's a good story, very
guwd! Blen, sbe codld go on the stage,
Ab, once when | was in Mootreal 1
saw a play. Volla, that was a gowl
play! Well, she could sect In such a
play, that Marfe.”

Babette smiled, shrugged Ler shoul-

Hon's, and each knew of what the oth- |

| or was thinking.

Marie now almost breathlessly hur-
ried her story: 1

“So the poor girl came back over the |
plains and over the hills to her little '
cottage home, But she was never the
swme again. She laughed when others |
laughed, and she was gay, and she '
danced, and everybody sald that she
had good times In the world, But you,
do you think she had? Because, when
she thought of the cty now it was no
longer of gold, and when she thought

of the river it was black and wicked,
ad when she remembered the man |
el gsaw the great rulers of his king-

dom frowning at ber and the hand of
raised as If it said, ‘No, |
never: "

her prince
never,

When she finished, there was silence |
for a moment, so deep that only the
breathing of her andience was heard
They could not read the thing, They
took her story literally, and it did not
seem so strange to thew, for they were
But they were roman-
tie, too, having in their veins—nor did |

they know this—the feeling of an an
tgue time. So they applanded heartl-
Iy, grandly. They called “Brave!” and

sald there was po one in the parish,
not in ten parishes, who conld tell a
fine true love story like Marie. And
Alphonse looked at her with his hun-
Ery eyes as though to say that were he
that prisce be wonld have followed |

! her from that city and have lost his

kingdom and his soul for her
The dance of the Little Waolf had |

Iwen a success, and now Medallion

| bustled In and out among themw, hreak

lng them up into groups, while they |
kept ealling for another dance. . As he

passed Marie he whispered to her: |
Well done, ma'm'selle, well done. But
you must And another pricce, toute
multe’

young man, still looking rowml.  “V)
gorid Is down at the hotse of Big Ra
biohe. He was taken siek, 1 saw him
there amd told him | would fetch the
fiddie gnd play for you, aod here |
am.” -

He tossed his hand up In & gav. free
Pashion. Just then e saw a face loak
fng out at him from behind half a doz
en others—a pale, half frightensd
wildered face, with the eves full of an
anxious questioning, and a swile, too,
struggle for life about the Just
sich a smile as might falter at the lips
of a condemned man whe thought he
gaw the bearer of & reprieve
glves even the poor, the labwrions and
the foollsh of this world, whose bhrains
are set to shine ander gray skies, e
ments of wisdom and of feeling so
deep that all the rest of thelr lives, in
amd mwonths and years, is
nothing beside thew, a8 o guarantee
that at the end, as at the heginning,
all sunls are the same, and the rest is
according to the Apgel of the Pour
srners, who wards the thousand paths
of life

Ihjas,
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(TO BE CONTINUED, )

WISDOM OF THE WIDOW,

Yiews of a Man Whoe Does Not Axree
With Tony Weller,

The man who marries a girl just out

of school bas need of woach <hrewidpess,

tact and fortituwde, for the Hrst year of

| matrimony will produce a violent revo

her As she learus to
know her housband—she who has never
seen him except when he had his best
shiee will deems bim o brote aond

in il

lution

cont an
will b elisa ppodnted and disgusted, for
she will compare him with that fmpos.
sible ideal of which every
girl bas in ber mind and of which he,
of course, falls short, - But with ex-
perience  will wisdomw. In the
shie will understand that her girlhood's
feal, If she were to have him in the
Hesh, would be an uvubearable prig,
aud that ber husband is about as good
as men go and even  IFf she loves hilm
a little better than the next man

A ls all this knowledge of
wien and of the world, whicvh a spluster
lacks, A wan talks 1o 4 widow freely
us o one who has found him out.  She
Is expert ln the arts of pleasing bim,
and If a bright voung widow Lieer
cap for » man be can escape her ouly
by fight. A widow has uslous
and vo ldeals. She is well trained and
nsed to going double, while the spinster
Is au unbroken Hlly aad Is hound to
kick up a good deal when she st feels
a tug at the snaMe- San Frawcisco
Bulletin,

i n hood

e

widow
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Fashionable Life In linly.

The fasbhionable season in Hinly, says
Luigi Villari in “Italian Life In Town
and Country,” is frowm Christinss to
Easter, the time generally Known as
the carnival. At Naples, Messina and
sonie other places there is also & =um
INer season Commenting on the pe
cullaritles of Jife smwong nppwer
classes, Mr. Villarl says:

“Italilans, even in the grandest estab.
lishmeuts, do not ress
for dinner unless there A
lack cont |s enough tor ordinary pur
poses. A few men who wish to be par
ticularly fashionable a =moking
cout with a black tie, which garment
Is suficient for all save very large din
ner parties amd balls, On the other
hand, there are ocensions when a man

the

Welur evening

is n purty

wWenrn

dons his dress clothes hy dav. It is de
rigueur at court functions, even in
mornings, and st wedding= Taddivs
wenr hats at the theaters cvoept on

gala nights. They display nwre jew
elry by day than English ladies. The
Italian aristocracy have magnificent
Jewels, and even in quite small towns,
where there is no great wealth, the old
families ¢an make a fine display. The
tall bhat is ouly necessary at marriages,
funerals and at court. Young men of
fashion wear it also when paying calls
duriog the season. Among the bour-
geoisie evening clothes are hardly ever
worn at all.”

Falthinl to the Last,

In mauy Scoteh families the old man
servant s a permanent institution. He
enters the service of a family when b
Is & boy, sticks to his place @l re
signs only when the infirmities of age
are upon him. Natarally he grows in
time to claim as rights what were at
first granted him as favors and if ue
ix opposed asserts himself with a spirit
of independence. An English paper
tells a story lllustrative of this

A lady’s coachman, a crusty old fel
low, who had beeu in the service of
the family in her father’'s time, gave
her great trouble and annoyance on
several occasions by not carrying ont
her Instructions. At length his conduet
became unlwarable, and she deterwin
ed to dismiss him. Calling him
her presence, she sald with as
asperity as she conld command:

“1 cannot stand this any louger, John
You must look out for another situa
tlon. You will leave my service ak the
end of the month.™

The old servant looked at her in
amusement for a minute, and then the

Into
mnech

characteristic “loyalty™ came to the
surface,
“Na, na, my Iady,” bhe sald. “1 drove

you to the kirk to be baptized. 1 drove
You to your marriage, and I'll stay to
drive you te vour funeral.”

His Yuestion,

Sister—You've seen Mrs,
baby, haven't you?

Brother—Yes, but I'm afraid Mrs
Newpop must think 1 don't take any
luterest In babies

Sister—Of course, if you don't ask
questions about it she—

Brother—But | did ask a question;
asked If It could sit up on Its hind legs
aud beg vet, and she wouldu't answer,

New s

1 —Phlladelphla Press

for after his first proposal he was
soundly bhorsewhipped by the young
lady's father and ducked In & conven
fent pond:

“1I'll usk her again next yvear,” Jacob
spluttered as be emerged from his
bath, the Are of his passion not & whit
gquenched by his cold douche " Regu
larly once a yvear, on the auniversary
of his first proposal and Immersion,"
Nicholson sayvs in his blography of Mr.
Halliday, “Jacob attired himself o his
finest ralment and presented his peti
tion, always with the same negative re.
sult. When he presented himself, now
a middle sged man, for the twenty-
fourth time, the lady greeted his ap-
pearance with a peal of laughter. ‘It's
no gosl, Jacob, 1 see’ she exclaimed.
‘I may as well give in now as later, but
what a faint hearted creature the Im-
portunate widow was compared with
you! ™"

Sheridan took an equally bold course
when he sought to win the fairest of
the beautiful daughters of Linley, the
composer of Bath, who was strongly
opposed to the suit of the brilllant
voung poet and dramatist. His lady-
love, too, was beset by an army of
sultors, many of them far more eligi-
ble than the penniless law student. The
circumstances called for bold and de-
cislve action. After threatening to de-
stroy himself if the lady refused his
advances and Aghting a couple of duels
with one of his most formidable rivals
Sheridan took the bold step of running
away with Miss Linley and conducting
her to a French nunnery, where she re-
mained in confinement until, succumb
ing to her lover's daring and persist-
ence, she consented to marry him.

An amusing and characteristic story
is told of Lord Beaconstield in the
davs when he was wooing Mrs. Lewis.
to whom in later years of married life
he was so touchingly devoted,

One day Mrs. Lewis, who was then
living in retirement at her seat in Gla-
worganshire, saw a gentleman walking
leisurely up the drive, “Jane” she ex-
claimed to an old servant, “1 really be-
lieve that horrid man Disraell is com-
Ing up the drive. Do, please, run to the
door and say I'm not at howe.” Jane
epened the door to the undesired caller
and gravely apnounced her message.
*1 know,” Disraeli coolly answered,
“but take my bag to a bedroom and
prepare luncheon. 1 will walt until
Mrs., Lewls is ready to come down-
stalrs,” which, of course, Mrs. Lewis
felt compelled to do a few minutes
later.

“Oh, dear, what can 1 do with such
an obstinate, thick skinned man?®’ the
widow asked desperately later in the
day when Disraeli showed no sign of
ralsing the slege. “Marry him, 1 sup-
pose, ma'am,” was Jane's philosophic
answer, and, as the world knows, the
persistent _wooer had his way in the
end in this as in most other things in
life.

A judge, not long deceased, used to
tell a diverting story of his wooing. In
those days he was a siruggling and oh-
scure lawyer without even the prospect
of an income, and the woman on whom
he had set his affections was the
daughter of a purse proud man with a
high sounding name who was strongly
opposed to giving his daughter to =
“penniless lawyer.”

“Do youa know, sir,” the father thun-
dered when he was asked for his
daughter's hand -“do you know, sir,
that my danghter's ancestors have all
been noblemen and that one of them
was a favorite minister of Queen Eliza-
beth ' “Oh, ves, | know all that,” the
yYoung barrister placidly answered,
“amd do you know that Queen Elizs-
beth once slapped your ancestor's face,
and unless yvou are more civil 1 will do
the same for you?" It is scarcely sur-
prising that so bold and daring a lover
had his way in the end, even in the
face of such a barrier of ghostly noble
Ancestors.

The late Prince Bismarck, it is said,
won his wife in much the same way,
Although he had not known the lady of
bis love more than a few days and her
parents were pot even aware of his ex-
istence, he presented himself one day be-
fore them and boldly asked permission
to marry their daughter. In vain the
father fumed and blustered aond threat-
ened to have the young man foreibly
ejected from the house for his imperti-
nence. 1 am sorry to annoy you, sir,”

| the young s ldier said, “but I must re

spectfully declive to leave the house
until I have your consent.” Nor did he,
rlthough the consent was given in these
ungracious words: “Well, | suppose you
must have your way, but I caunot com-
pliment my daughter on her choice of a
wule for a husband.”

He Feels It
“Does a draft give you cold chills
down your back?' asked the philoso-
pher.
“It does,” replied the wise guy, “when
my bank ac ount is overdrawn.”—Cin
clonat]l Commercial Tribune.

Bobby's Comment.

Little Bobly was fuspecting the new
baby for the first time, and his dictum
was as follows:

“1 w'pose it's nice enough, what there

Is of it, but I'm sorry it ain’'t a parrot.” |

=Tit Bits.
The Wary Parchaser,
Mrs. Youngwed -And what are these?
Dealer— Sait mackerel, mum.
Mrs. Y.—Are they quite fresh?—Chi-
CREO News,

Largely Supplied.
“Are youn & man of family, sir?"
“Yen, sir. My third son-in-law moves
in today.”—Detroit Free Press.

There Is no case on record of a man
baving comuiitted & crime with a plpe
or clgar In Lis wey <
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AFN AN AuMIE TN
Won And Wamen Aol Theiry B
fpna Paan LRI T 1
L] ' "RIN ) ' A pangaly
(AT LIl e and snigely Me
wimibay n athers W oot L LT,
"l take 4 Wi Ny el e n he @
rangememt of e ailiemce e o e
apraiers Ao anlien. o seatoll withon
eromiling le sldam cnthnainatb N
ther 1o an andience & hose hands are

ocenpied with bundies o awbrellas an

commprese] of W omen

audionie lnrgely

o an andiences In & ooldd rosan The
easiost audiepnces 1o address e most
Fesjuiisiie mndd  inspiring Are 1 lyowme

comipesedd of men crowded aud g kedd |

tog Uher sl warm

Wnpen naiturally
cheer. They
restranined iu the public expression of
thelr emotlons than men. Every pubili
speabher s complimentesd by their pres
Foguiet word st

do it appland o

are by instinet wore self

enee, knowing that |

home Is oftentimes wore efective o
results than the wost  enthusiasti
shouting on the streel corners by the
other #ex. ln a public meeting. how
ever, the andience gets its cue from
those nearest the speaker. 1 remember
well two aundiences, both  from the
same soclal class, both crowded, bath
In large theaters and both largely at

tended by women. (e happened 1o e
In Colorado, one in Massachosetts. In
one meeting the orchestra was e
served for womwen, 1o the other meet-
ing the men had the orchestrn and the
women had the lower gallery amd all
the boxes. In both cases the andiences
were entirely friendly to the speakers
The second meeting was marked by
wild enthusiasm, the first one by re
speciful attention. In the second case
the mass of men in the orchestra urged
on the speakers by continued applause
la the first case the wen in the galler
fes who started to appland  were
checked becaunse between them  and
the speakers was a muss of absolutely
silent femininity in the orchestra. 1 do
not say that one meeting was less ef
fective than the other, bhut the differ
ence in the strain on the speaker was

marked. - From “The Spellbinder,” by
Colonel Curtls Guild, Jr., in Scril
ner's.

A Supreme Court Colneldence,

While in session the associnte justices
of the United Btutes supreme court are
seated on either side of the chief Jus
tice, In the order of thelr commissions
the oldest n commission on his right,
the next oldest on his left: the third is
second on the right and the fourth sec
ond on the left, and so on alternately,
the youngest in cominission oceupying
the seat on the extreme left

When Jostice Field was
associate, this arravgement
this curious result: The names of
Justices on the right had bt a single
syllable Field, Gray, Brown and White

while the names of those on the left
had two syllables—Harlan, Brewer,
Shiras and Peckham. Al were
ried. but e one of the justives on the
right had ever had any childreen, while
each of those on the left bhad both ohil
dren amd  grandehildren e
were all on the right-—Gray, Brown aml
White—while the left
Youtl's Companion.
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No Influernce Ahove,

In Dr. John Hall's time it

custom In his church UETS

fashloned, simple bymuos, aml The sing
ing was congregational

was the

T the old

On one oceasion Willlam M. Evarts
discovered E. Delatield Smith, then
corporation connsel of New York city
singing with all his heart sl whis
pered to his friend

“Why, there Is Smith =sluging *1
want to be an angel!” 1 knew e want

ed to be district attorney, but T didn’y
konow he wanted to be an angel.”

The remark was repeated to Mr
SBmith, and gquick as a Aush came the
retort:

“No, I have never mentioned the mat
ter to Evarits, knowing that he had no
influence in that i

st iom,™

Loading Satan Down,
“Lightning knocked the church stee
ple down.” some one said to Brother

Dickey. “Yes; Satan's eyes always
flash fire when he sees a church stes
ple gwine up.”  “And here's a colored

brother killed another at a camp meet
Ing.” “Yes; Satan ter  meelin
"long wid de res’ er dem en sowmetime

B

shouts de Joudes™”"  “And a preache
was drowned in the river last week.”
“Oh, yes; Satan’s in de water too, He
'bleege ter go dar ter cool off.” “So
you hlame everything on Sataw. o
you?' “Bless God!” was the reply
“Aln‘'t dat what he's fer® — Atlanta
Constitution.
Conapiruoas Example.
“Women are belittled and made of

no account ln every possible way,” ex
claimed the indignant head of the [
fly. “Even the grographers willfully
and deliberately slight her. How
really Important towmns in this couniry
are pamed in honor of a woman ™

“Well, my dear,” sald her Lhushand
scratehing his chin reflectively, “ther
Janesville, yvou know i
ane.

huny

Chicage T3

A Touch af Sarcasm,
Mr. Skinflint (on reveiving & deputa

tion Crow his employees: - Well, what's
the matter now?

Clerk (spokesman) - We want to le
pald every week instesd of every
month

“Ugh! You get all that's due to yon
don’t you ¥’

“Yes, sir.”

“And promptly toa day?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then why do you want to he pald
weekly Instead of monthly

“Please, sir, it's so we won't he get
tin® the lumbago carryin® home our
wages” —London Answers

The Wisr Deacon.
“Deacon,” began the old colored par
son, “do you ebeh say
Satan¥ "™
“No, bruddah, Ah do not

“Git behind me

" wald Dwea

con Green. “Ef Ab told Satan to git
behind me, he might stick mwe when
AL wa'n't lookin'. Al keeps him right
in froot whah Ah kin see him h
sago Newan,

I wonder why It is we are not all
kinder than we are. How easily it s
done! How lostantanecusly it acis
How lufallibly it is rewewbered!
Drumimoend -
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Six Physicians
Said Diabetes.

Bright's Discesoc
Are Positively Curable.

mnd Dicbeoten

Joha A. Phelps f the Motel Repelier, 7%
Huller streel a San Franciseo
BERs mab, nler ved Iwecen i,

Q. =It Is hard for people 1o belleve Ml ‘s
I.h'\-!'d‘-l' aud 1vat Lk are vurable, Wi ¥u
et us meut ou your case ¥

A —You may. I've told many aboat

LS 1Md physiclians deelare it Lrimt en?

A.~—A half dosen did. For throe jears 1 de

ped steadily till Bually | bad to sell my
bisipess. The lasi doctor the b iwe ¥
wloul six weeks aod advise 0wl
sul my affairs

Q —How soou did you begln 1o mwe
the Fultoo Com pounds

A.—The specine grav ity soon begs
but 1t was pearly & year before | was
st md

Q. —INd any whom you told of it take it ¥

A.—Several cases of Diabetes Hirivht's
Disease, upoa hearing my expericoce, took it
aBd recoversd

Q —Unn you recall the names v

A.—1 don't lilke o meuntion them withoul
their permission. One was & fr end o Colll

woond, Ohilo, who was peusionsd off by bis com
pany as lBourable recoversd Aot her
was that of & well-to-do lady o this ¢lty, w
nAs given up by her physicians =i
now perfectly well

Wt do Lou think wow of the curabllity
of cironie Bright's Disease and I¥abe 4

I have kpown for several vears that

are curnble

g —Hul the books sa

A.—Uertainly
many will not at
graduaslly

L
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Save the Baby.

The mortality Among ba . K
three teething irs
Ihe L] ! W
very ¥ il
The i w .
bones hards the i
skull) up @ K. &
Lhese sl At
bBonie mate t I
systeims  Are
jeevishness, weak w E
rhoea, brain tro =
ve terribly fa
thr T A
the vast numbe e tl €
States alone
W het L g t
it " I
neither i
lLittle symie ) K
materinl =W e
plles |t It ved
of babi [
forty-« L H
think
W
I i K '
he o b i
A
wnd ta L .
& A i # W
tem denm 1 "
wite
with th . ha
heck 1
._;: fata 1
nt . i ¥
the & i It i
L. C. M} El M
P ' i
Dear Sir i ju t hing
L . i in I "
it t nt
I lay the ' £ a
maner i eating = now we | i
) ase Wi kal I w i a
Lo put K r th
s
1 M rno L} M n
Eweeling thing Fix !
s (oly anul tal I gt t da
K mw period of i
ing of the gums r ' It 1
plan and a blessing t baby 1t n
for symploms but ¢ enice gi g it W
fourth or fAflth n th Then
will come heal ally witho |
tresa or lancing It Is an asuxiliary to their
regular « and easily ak I v
ienough six weeks), sent postpaid
celpt of price Pacifiec Coast Agents, Inland
Drug Co., Mills Bullding, 2an Francisco

NESTING WOOD DUCKS.

The (ouriship Perlod Is Followed
by a Very Prosale Married Life. »

When a palr of wood ducks find
water and a hollow tree to sualt, little
time 1g lost in preparing the nest. This
task and the covering of the eggs are
performed by the female, for, to the
best of my knowledge, the male does
Httle more than sit around on handy
Ilmhs and look pretty. During the
period of nest bullding and while the
duck Is laying he is the beau ldeal of a
bandsome and loving cavalier, ever at
tentive nnd seemingly most anxious as

to her whereabouts should she happen
to get out of his sight. But th the
waning of the honeymoon he secims (o
feel rather with the
ness, and gradually he gets clubhy—|
e, wanders from his own fireside and
bunis up another drake or two to help
him loaf away the summer. The busy
little duck keeps her own counsel and
“sits tight” on the dozen or more highly
polished  Ivorylike eggs crowded
gether in a bed of soft decayed wood
and down from her breast.

Quite frequently the nest at the
bottom of a hollow several feet deep,
and no doubt the strong, hooked claws
of the wood duck are a ul pro
vision for the oft repeated climbing out
of the Lollow,. Edwyn Sandys in Out
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A Schoal of FPoisoners,

A merciless school of polsoners once
flourished In Ve Pruring the AOf
teenth century even the govermment of
the state used poison without any «dis
Buise ns a4 weapon A body called “the
couneil of ten” was appointed to deter
mine who should be dispatehed il
they dealt with the lives of princes,
kings and popes as one would deal th
supertiuous trees in oa woasd A curious
document Is still extant In wi t e
provesdings of this council are ord
ed It shows that one John of Raguba
prepared a selection of poisons o
weale of fees Ihe fe ariedd with the
im;-urmrn--ur the vietim and the |
of the journey to be made for b
pateh For poisoning the [l of
an be charged U0 ducats, for phs)

100 ducatx, for the Klug of
ducats, for the “greal
als

sultan dmy due

If you want to win the gratitude of
e dog, feed )Lim

As to wen, the mate
rial difference s the qua ty of the
foud - Baltly ore News




