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Gems In Verse
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The First Snowfall.
The snow had begun In the gloaming
And busily all the night
Had been heaping field and highway
With a sllence deep and white

Every pine and fir and hemlock
Ware ermine too dear for an eard,
And the poorest twig on the elm gree
Was ridged Inch deep with pearl

From sheds new roofed with Carrara
Came chanticleer's muffled arow,
The stiff ralls were softened fo swan's
duwn
And still fluttered down the snow,
—Lowell.

“Johnny on the Spot.”

The world has many golden gifts
enger o bestow

On enterprising mortals who are not too
shy ur slow

To step right up and win thelr share of
prizes when they can,

But, oh, me world's too busy, quite, to
seek the absent man!

And those who mean to do so much next
week or month or year,

Away off in some misty clime Instead of
now and here,

May some duy rouse themselves and find

a score of them have not

much true “get there” as

brisk “Johnny on the spot.”

"L

As has one

When shy Mlles Standlah sought to win
the falr Priscllla's hand

By courting her by proxy,
to understand,

The comely FPlymouth malden
really would prefer

John Alden, who possessed the spunk to
come and speak with her.

That old, oft quoted plece of fudge which
says that “Abs iz makes

The heart grow fonder” must be classed
with those absurd mistakes

Which blunt, slang using fulks would say
are all & bit of “rot"—

The chap that wins the lady I1s the “John-
ny on the spot.*

‘t tsn't hard

sald she

The men who framed our natlon fought
agninst tremendous odds;

They never could have won had they been
slow, weak hearted cloda.

Each mother's son of them seemed glad
to risk his prectous neck;

Wherever duty ealled him, there It found
him, right on deck.

Brave Washington was at the front, his
country’'s course to gulde,

With Adams, Franklin, Jefferson and
Hancock at his side.

No proxles could have done the work for
that Immortal lot

Whose every man was what you'd call a
“Johnny on the spot.”

In love or war or politlics or whatsoe'er
you will

The wiser man Is not the one to send a
boy to mill.

Oh, no, he tukes the grist himself, and,
like & prudent man,

He makes the miller give him back the
best return he can

And “genlus'" properly defined, so sages
all declars,

Means belng at the proper “when” just at
the proper “where.”

Bo, of the muny varled gifts the gods to
men nllot

The rarest ones are sure to fall to “John-
ny on the spot.™

—Buccess.

JONATHAN DORE.

His Transformation to Savagery and
Heturn to Civillzation.

In June, 1740, Jonathan Dore, a boy
of twelve years old, was told by bhis
father, who was at work with gther
men in the feld, to sit on the fence
and keep a sharp lookout for Indians,
who were suspected to be not far away.
This was In or near Rochester, N. H.
The boy sat whistling on the fence.
The Indians all at once came In sight.
He gave the alarm, and the men all
escaped, but before he could get down
from the fence the Indians seized him.
His father saw him eaptured and ear-
rled off, but could do pothing. Eleven
years afterward the Fort William
Henry massacre occurred.  Among the
New Hampshire soldlers who eseaped
was n Dover man, who declared con
fidently that he had seen Jonathan
Dore.  He had often been at Mr, Dore's
house and knew Jonathan well, Ile
was sure he had not been mistaken In
his ldentification.

When the massacre became general
after the surremler of the fort, the Do
ver man ran for the woods amd was
closely pursued by an Indlan. His pur
suer galned upon him so fast that he
turned at last and faced hlm to meet
his unavoldabile fate. The uplifted tom-
ahawk wus just descending upon hils
head when he recognized, amid the
paint and costume of an Indian, the
eves of Jonathan Dore, The recognl
tion seemed to be mutual. The Indlan
dropped his tomahawk at hils side and
witlked slowly back to the fort,

Such was the story of the returned
soldier, but It galned little eredit. Two
years later, Jounathan Dore
siddenly made hLis  appearance In
Rochester after an of more
than thirteen years,

He had been treated kindly by the
8t. Francls tribe, to which his captors
belonged, bad marrled an Indian girl,
had acquired the habits and dlaposition
of an Indlan, and Indeed had almost
forgotten that ke was descended from
another race. e bore o part ta all the
eruelties ot the taking of Fort Willlam
Henry. A white man whom lie was
pursuing turned upon him just in sea-
son to arrest the descending toma
hawk, and then Dore saw a fuce which
had been familiar to him In ellldhood.

Memorles of his tather’s fireside and
the happy scenes of hils boyhood rush
od upon his mind; hils arm fell, and he
wilked back to the fort and took no
further part in that horrible tragedy

From that tire ke

Liowever,

uhsence

¢ thcught continually
of his boyish home, but his wife and
children bound him to the Indians with
ties that could not be severed

Then came Major Hogera and his
rangers, intent upon avenging the Fort
Willlam Heunry butchery. Dore was
absent in the field husking corn. Hear-
Ing a general discharge of muskets and
knowing that an enemy was upon the
village, he kept himself concealed and

from his hLiding place witnessed the
massncre that followed., Then the vil-
lage was set on flre, and after the

flames subsided he ventured forth.
Among the ruins he found the bodies
of his wife and children. He buried
them In one grave and with them his
attachment to the Indlans. A8 soon as
possible he made his way back to Roch
ester. He settled in Lebanon, Me,,
married again and spent there the re
walnder of his days, famous for his
marksmanship, especlally with the bow
and arrow, and known to every one as

“Indian Dore

Shining In Soclety.
Jim—8craggs s shining In soclety.
Jam—8a? Jim—Yes; private boothlack
for the Goulderbllts.—Princeton Tiger.

A little sorrow may teach mope than
many sermons, —Chicago Tribune.

[

=

DCOOOOO’OOOOGJOOOOIOOOCOlg

IN GREEN
AND VIOLET

"By IZOLA FORRESTER

.
3
)
. .
3 2
5 o
.
&
[ ]
2

Copyright, 1w,
by the 5. 5. Mei lure  ampany

gOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOC
)

HAT'S Agnes Florence Lily
belle,” sald Trix, setting an
other of her household gods
up against the wall. “Nero

chewed her poor dear feet all up until

they wasn't anything left but regular
hash, Uncle Archie”

“Terrible,” sald Unele Archle, look
ing over Trix's fluffy curls at a new
Whistler on the wall. What good
taste Eleanor had; for instance, the
ecru tint of the etching against that
background of dark green burlap.

Trix gave Lilybelle a final loving pat
and turned around to survey Mr
Gwynne, her small hands clasped
around her knees, her head on one side,
“You haven't been here for ever and
ever so long, Uncle Archle. Mamma
says she thinks you're 'fraid. What
are you 'fraid of?”

“I've brought you a medicine case
for that battered up family of yours,”
Interposed Gwynne calmly, taking a
tiny blue enameled bonbon box from
bis pocket. “These pllls are to be given
every filve minutes,”

Trix took the box and dosed the
whole row of dolls lined up against the
wall before she returned to the charge.

eoDe

“It's most a whole week. Mr. Ste
phens cowmes up every night with his
vielin, He plays lemonades and
things.”

“Serenades, Trix.”

‘Yes; all soft and lonesome, you

know, and mamma goes over to the
window and looks out and does this.”
Trix sighed heavily.

Gwynne rose and crossed the room
to the corner bhalf encircled by the
low, black bookecase. How dellclously
dainty and homelike it all was—the
great shaggy bear rug, the carved tab-
aret, with its little bronze plpe tray
on it, the little Japanese ash cup and
the low tobacco bowl,

Elcanor haa arranged It all for him
80 he would always feel at home there
and have his own speclal corner,

He could not say even to himself
when he had first loved her, It was all
#0 gradual, so unintentional, on his
part. He had recelved the news of
Bob's death with regret, remembering
many a jolly boyish adventure he had
shared with his cousin years ago in
the Shenandoah, but the Idea of
having to weet his widow and look
after her business Interests was an
other proposition. She would prob-
ably want him to dine with her and
talk things over, he had told himself,
reading Eleanor's letter the second
time., She would ery and tell him poor
Bob's last words and all that sort of
thing. HMe wished she bad remained
In Virginla.

As a matter of fact, he was not asked
to dine. Eleanor had arrived in Chica
go, had secured her apartments, had
furnished them and was serenely set-
tled in her new howme long before Mr,
gwynne was apprised of her presence
there. Then he had merely recelved a
formal businesslike note requesting an
Interview relative to the full settle-
ment of Bob's affalrs. There had been
nelther antemortem messages nor de
spalring tears. Instead be found Elea-
nor serene, noncommittal and fully ea-
pable of managing the afMairs of Bol's
southern estate and western business,

As her legal advlser as well as cousin
by marrlage he had considered It hls
duty to call frequently, and then all
at once the old commonplace world
bad turned topsy turvy, with paradise
on top.

And yet It had all been practical.
While bhe sat and watehed her during
the long winter evenlngs she had
langhed and chatted on with the old
frank, good comradeship that had grown
to be so sweet a tle between them
without venturing on the frontier, even,
of sentiment, It was n week now, a
whole week, and he had recelved no
word from her. If she only knew how
hard It had been for him to write that
letter, to try to make her understand
—she who had understood everything
else in his life so well-how dear she
was to him!

Lo leaned his elbow on top of the
bookcase and stared grimly at a little
bronze satyr that grinned mockingly
back at him. Thirty-six, and she could
not be over twenty-five,

“Mamma says she's awful sorry you
don't come any more, Uncle Archie,”
Trix was saylng. *“She thinks it's be-

canse you don't like Mr. Stephens,
And what do you think?" Trix lean-
ed forward mysteriously. “Mamma

cries about something. The other night
after Mr. Stephens went [ crept out of
bed 'eause 1 wanted to be rocked and
cuddled, and 1 tiptoed In here, and
there she sat right over there at that
desk, with her head bowed down, ery-
Ing dreadful! And I asked her If it
was ‘cause Uncle Archle didn't come
any wmore."

“And then?' exclaimed Gwynne,

“She sald, ‘No,"" replled Trix serene-
Ir. "It wasn't yon at all. She eald her
tooth ached. But she had your pieture
on the desk all the same. And look
here!™
She climbed up on a chalr and took
R photagraph from o Hitle silver rapnk
on top of the desk.

“See those spot#®” she asked, bhand.
Ing It to Gwynne., “Well, that's where
she erled on 1t.  And what do you sup
pose she sald 7

e felt llke a miserable spy, but It
waa 80 good to see the dull blotches on
the smooth gray platinum surface and
kuow that they had fallen from her
nyYes,

“Trix, yon small angel”
eagerly, “what did she say 7

“She sald”"—Trix leaned forward con
| Bdentially. “Don't you tell.”
| “Never!" vowed Gwynne fervently.
i “Well, then, she said, ‘Oh, dear!""
| *Oh, dear, what?"

“That’s all, just ‘Oh, dear.’
| sald It real hard.”
‘ He handed back the plcture. She
shmply pitied him, that was all. That
l was why she had not answered bhils
| letter. That was why she had cried.

“Anyhow, 1 don't like stuffed dolls
very well, Unecle Archie.” Trix had
restored the picture and gone tranquilly
back to ber family. *I just love paper
dolls. Mamma cuts some of them out

he

sald

But she

and paluts them awful pretty, and |
cap cul soloe out oo Want to see
them, Uncle Archile?

“No, Trix Gwyune sald absent
Iy He bad crossed t room to the
winddow He would not go away
There would still be the old frank
friendship gutll perbaps Stephens—

“I've got forty 'leven families, Uncle
Archie, There's the pink family, and
the yellow family, and the blue fam
lly, and here’s the dearest, beautiful-
est of all. It's lilke mamma's flowers
that Mr. Btephens sent her, all green
and viclet. YLook!™

8he spread them out on the window
slll, while he ldly acknowledged each
Introduction. Suddenly, as she lald
the last on hls knee, he caught his

Eleanor stood wnder the porticres smil-
ing at them,

breatlh and bent forward eagerly. They
were cul from doark green paper, with
a tracery of violet llnes running
wise, He glanced at the lines on the
largest and oldest member of the fam
lly. 'They were very familiar.

“As my wife, Eleanor,
right to love and™

Tralling across another's petticoat, he
read:

“Not worthy of you, darling, but 1r
the devotlon of a life”

He crushed the paper in his hand
while Trix erled out agalnst such reck-
less destruction of her favorites. So
this was the fate of the letter on which
bhe had based all his hopes of happi-
ness—ocut up into paper dolls for Trix.

“It was sach lovely paper,” moaned
Trix regretfully. *1 ounly found one
little envelope besides that sheet, and
I've hunted and Lunted all over mam-
ma’'s desk for some more,"”

A tbouglit occurred to Gwynne,
tried to speak unconcernedly.

“Where did you get this plece, Trix?
DIid mamma cut It for you?"’

“No, Uncle Archie. I did it all by my
own self,” Trix assured him proudly.
“Tilly laid the paper on mamma's desk
one day, nand I wanted It 'cause It was
80 pretty.” Warned by hils silence, she
added eagerly: “Mamma won't care a
bit. 1 took four or five pink ones off
her desk, and she dldn't say a word.
They were fromn Mr, Stephens,”

An overwhelming rush of gladness
swept over Gwynne as he raised Trix
In his arms,

“Trix, you dear, small villain,” he
gald, laying his check agninst the goft
fluffy curls, “If 1 promise to bring you
a whole box of this paper may 1 not
have your blessed green and violet fam
{ly for my very own?®"

There was a soft frou frou of sllken
skirts In the hallway, and Eleanor stood
under the portieres smliling at them
over the refractory glove she was coax
log Into place.

“How yon two do quarrel,” she sald
But Trix slipped down from his armes
and rushed to her. It was all told In
helter skelter, unsparing fashion, while
Gwynne turned back to the window,

Presently there was sllence, and thes
two stood alone., He glanced over his
shoulder at her. She stood with the
poor, crumpled fragments of the fate
ful letter In her hands, reading the
broken lines. Iler dress wags green, a
soft, dellclous spring green, and on her
breast was a great cluster of single
petaled violets,

Then Eleanor spoke:

“There has been a mistake, I think
I never saw this letter before.” 8l
ralsed her eyes and met his gaze, full
of utter, hopeless misery, and crossed
'“’inl_" to hils side. “You poor boy,"
she said softly. “You thought”-

“Stephens,” Gwynne blurted out reck
lessly. “I'm old and”

Eleanor looked at him steadily for a
moment, and her dark eyes were ten
der and pitying. Suddenly she raised
Ler hand.

“Won't you fasten my glove for me
dear, please?” she sald in a volee that
trembled slightly. “We are late now
for church.”

He raised the hand to his lips just as
the belis rmug oult a peal of joy aund
gludness,

CToss

give me the

He

Hard on Art,

The storekeeper In a certaln small
tawen wag nn¥nd for his
shrewdness and for Lils contempt of ev-
erything that was not strictly utilita-
rinn. One of his pet averslons was a
young fellow In the town who posed as
an artist and once had taken some les-
sons In painting at the nearest large
city. Finally, however, the old man
was persuaded to put an “art depart-
ment” In his store, not that he bellev-
ed any more in art, but because he de
cided that If there were fools who
wanted to spend thelr money on ple-
tures and chromos, he might as well
get It as any one else. The young palnt-
er heard of It and took down his latest
production, hoping to find in Uncle Jo-

nas a ready market for home talent.

“How much will you give me for it,
Uncle Jonas?' he asked

The old man squinted at it for a min-
ute or two. “About £1.75, I reckon.” he
sald.

“But, Uncle Jonas,” the artist pro-
tested, “the canvas cost more than
that.”

“1 guess It did,” sald the old store-
keeper, “but you must remember, my

oy e

son, that It was clean then.”

FOOLED THE SEARCHERS.

Pelc-k Witted scotehwoman
Saved 8 Fugitive,

Maxwell, a [ 4

John
wl had taken
Rullion Gireen, Nov. 2N
fully the attempts
were made to capture hig
had a very narrow shave, The s$ldiers
traced him to Edinburgh and there
gave him a chase. Bolting down a close,
he dashed Into a tavern and explain-
ed his desperate case to the landlady,

'rotestant,
of
R IRE Bt
that
Upee he

part the battle
PN

detied miny

who locked him Into the chest that
beld the oatmeal. The soldlers then
entered and searched the house from

top to bottom, but could pot find their
man, Vowing they he was on
the premises, they called for drink and
sat down to think over tHe matter.
One of them, seated on the box that
contalned the fugitive, remarked:

“1 wouldn't say but the Whig 1s in
this very kist (chest). Guidwife, gle's
the key and we'll see.”

In no way put about, the landlady
went to the door and crled to her girl
upstalrs:

“Jeanle, rin to the guidman for the
key o' the kist till we see If a Whig
can lie in the meal and no be hoasting
(coughing) wi't.,”

At this the soldlers burst out laugh-
Ing, felt there was truth in the guld
wife's taunt, drained their ecups and
departed, Maxwell at last managed
to escupe to Irelund, where he dled.

MACARONI.

One Story of the Origin of the Nnme
and the Dish,

A great many stories are in existence
about the origin of the word *“macaro
oi” and the loveution of the dish so
designated. According to one author
Ity, n drunken chef employed by one of
the popes was respousible both for the
name and the dish, He was preparing
a souflle for the papal soup, nud, hav
Ing taken considerably more than o
drop too much, he went on stirring the
flour untll the soutlle wus of the con
slstency of hard tack. The
chef, knowing that his holiness
not overpatient about things pertain
Ing to the tuble, ventured to call the
attention of his chef to this fact, and
the latter, being a resourceful man, de
clded to make a of
souille,

He walted the result with some ansx
lety and responded to a call to appea
before his holiness with
perturbation. Vislons of a stay In th
papal dungeon rose before him, wuwd
when the pontlff asked, with a smlling
face, for the name of the wonderful
paste served In the soup he was too
nervous to think of a name. “My caro”
(my favorite)’ he replled at last,
the pontlff, not catching the words ex
actly, sald: “Macaroni? Well, In future
never serve me a meal without a dish
of macaronl.”"—Iodianapolls Sentinel

knew

assistunt
was

paste instead

consideraly)

A BRAVE TOREADOR.

One of the Most Thrilllng Inclidentis
of the Bull Ring.

The famous Spanish toreador Re
verte figured In one of the most thrill-
lug Incidents ever witnessed In the
arenn. It was at Bayonne, After dis-
posing of two bulle Reverte had twice
plunged his sword into a third of great
strength and feroelty, and as the beast
continued careering wildly the specta-
tors began to hiss Reverte for bun-
gling. Wounded to the very quick of
his pride, the Spaniard shouted, “The
bull 1s slaln!" and, throwing aslde his
sword, sank on one knee with folded
arms o the mlddle of the ring. He
was right, but he had not allowed for
the margin of accident. The wounded
beast charged full upon him, but the
matadore, splendld to the last, knelt
motlonless as a statue, while the spec-
tators held thelr breath In horrified
gsuspense. Reaching his vietim, the bull
literally bounded at him, and as he
sprang he sank {n death, with his last
effort glving one fearful lunge of the
head that drove a horn Into the thigh
of the kneeling man and laid bare the
bone from the knee to the joint. Still
Reverte never flinched, but remalned
kneeling, exultant in victory, but calm-
ly contemptuous of applause, till he
was carrled away to heal him of his
grievous wound,

A DBold Man,
A handsome English girl recently re-
turned from Spaln was recounting her

experiences to a cirele of friends,
among whom was a Spaniard. “The
thing that delighted me most,” she

sald, “was that eharming practice they
have In 8pain of offering you Instantly
what you may chance to admire.” *“Do
you approve of the custom?” asked the
Spanish friend, *“Oh, yes!" was the
reply. “Senorita, you bave very beau-
tiful lUps!” exclalmed the Impulsive
Andaluslan.—London Chronicle.

THE BEGGAR TRUST.

A Scheme That For a Time Was a
Snccens In New York.

Several years ago a one legged youth
named Kewmpton, who had left a com-
fortnble home to engage dellberately In
begzing, concelved the Idea o. organiz-
Ing a community of Interest among
panhandlers in the Park row diatrict, in
York. He pliked -out strategic
kpots throughout the ety and selected
kR man to beg In each, These men were
partieularly well adapted to
thelr posts—a blink (blind man) here, a
thrower there, a4 malmed youth
somewhere else. In order that the beg-
gars might not be molested by the po-
lee a lookout was appelnted for each,
and In order that the syndicate’s Inter-
ests might be conserved Kempton em-
plored roundsmen to observe how
falthifully the begegnrs attended to busi-
ness and to eollect hourly the earnings
of encli. In ease of arrest each mem-
ber of the band was assured of legal
resentation, to be pald for out of
the earnings of the pool,

The scheme thrived for many months,
and at one time there were thirty men
In the combination, which became a
close corporation of profit snd pewer.
There Is no knowing to what extent
it might have expanded nor how Influ-
ential It might have become at last had
e the nature of the organization
glven It andue prominence and caused
It to fall directly under the ban of the
mendieant squad. One b# one the mem-
bers were captured and sent to the |s-
land, and In the end the gang was
broken up.—Theodore Waters in Every-
Low!y's Magnzine,

New
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WOMAN AND FASHION

New Siyvie skir,

Walklug skirts made full at their
loweggp portions show variations without
nuber and are constautly appearing
in sowme new sty Ihis one s among

the latest and is eminently graceful sod
attractive at the sume time
juite slmple.

that it Is
In the case of the model

WALKING SKIRT

the material I8 nut brown broadeloth,
but all suiting and skirt materinls are
appropriate. The full plaits below the
pointed straps give fullness and tlare
that mean perfect grace, while the snug
fit of the upper portion preserves the
outlines of the figure,

The quantity of material required for
the mediom sizes 18 nine and three
quarter yards twenty-seven, five and
one-half yards forty-four or four and

three-quarter yards fifty-two Inches
wide,

Tucks In Vogue,
Tucks In a variety of different

widths, from the minutest “pin tucks,”
are very much employed to trim the
gowns of today. The wide religleuse
tuck 18 to be seen on a number of the
taffeta gowns, belng even more popu-
lar than heretofore, and in cases where
the gown is composed of changeable
taffetns the fact that the tucks nre ap
plied to the gown and eut on the cross
gives them a different shade, as it
were, to the rest of the dress, which
has a striking and rather blzarre effect.

Spangle Trimmings,

The new spaugle {8 the pear shaped,
although the oval, round, square, trian-
gular and other forms are shown, All
of the new pendent spangles have fine
wire passed thirough the top, so that
the spangle may move freely Instead
of belng sewed to the garment through
a hole at Its top. The glittering and
also the graceful effect of these pend-
ants s therefore Increased Immeas-
urably.

Cuffs and Collars,

Broad white hand embroidered bands
are sold by the yard for cuffs and col-
lars. The linen is heavy, and there s a
center design and scallop on each edge.
In making it Is only necessary to hem
the ends and finish with tiny buttons
and loops. Half a yard Is big measure
for a thirteen inch collar.

Fashionable Costume,

No model sults the runabout sult so
perfectly as the short coat that allows
of perfect freedom of actlon, This one
I8 exceptionally becoming because of
the seams which extend to the shoul-
ders and give tapering lines to the
figure and 18 combined with one of the
best lHked skirts of the season that is
plain and smooth above the box plalted
flounce. As illustrated, the material 1s

RUNABOUT BUIT.

royal blne cheviot, with collar and cuffs
of velvet, edged with cream broad-
cloth, but innumerable others are equal-
ly appropriate. The touch of velvet is
exceedingly smart this season, but Is

LBllzat
SJuligat

s PNE o
yo LB LUQ CULL

by av means '3
and cuffs can be of the materlal or con
trasting cloth If preferred. The quan
tity of material required for the me
Alum wsize 18 for the coat three and
three-quarter yards twenty-seven, two
and three-elghths yards forty-four, one
and seven-elghths yards Afty-twolnches
wide, with one-half yard of blas vel-
vet; for the skirt. elght and one-half
yards twenty-seven, four and one-half
yards forty-four or three and one-half
yards fifty-two inches wide.

A Thonghtful Empreas,

One evening Catherine 11. of Russia
had dined In one town and was to re
turm to her palace In another some
miles distant. These journeys were
made with much ceremony and mag-
nificence. The great sleighs were ready
to start for home. Catherine sat alone
in the Imperial sleigh. She Inquired If
the drivers and the footmen bad had
dinner. Receiving a negative reply, she
at once left her slelgh. “They have as
much need of dinner as we,” she sald
to her party. And she walted patiently
untll the servants had dined.

HUMOR OF THE HOUR
A Question of Propriety,
“But,” she el
do you think you cught to talk to me

In this way?

Why notd 1 baven't sakd
wrong, have 17

“N-no; oh, no, nothing wrong, only It
Sevins to me that- that—well, that you
might if 1 didn’t stop you™

“Is there anything wrong in a man
telling a girl that she s beautiful ¥

s bd Vil — Vi)

any Upng

‘There! 1 knew you were coming to
that! 1 wustu't remain here with you
uny longer. Please let us go

“Just 4 mowment, 1 can't understand
why yvou"

“1 mustn’'t let you talk to me about
that
e

“Certalnly not. 1 wouldn't do any
thing of that Kind for the world. But
there's no danger, Stay!"” he continued,
catching her by the hand ns she start-
&l o move away. "“You see, my wife
g for a divorce this morning,
nt

Do yon wish to—to compromise

il

N “why didn't you let me know that
Were you golng to say some

love?'—Chicago Record

before?
thing about
Herald

To Get the Good of It

When Eduna, aged seven, saw a fu-
neral procession pass the house she
turned to her mother and asked, “Do
nll funerals have carringes?”

“Yes, dear,” answered her parent,

“Then,” sald Edna, “when I dle and
€0 to my funeral please, mother, may 1
glt on top with the coachman and do
the driving ¥ Lippincott's Magazine

Quite Right,

e was very witty, and one day
when be and | were speaking to each
other he suddenly put the following
query, “What 1s nothing ¥
After several frultless attempts to
golve It he volunteerad an explanation.
Said he, “It 1s a bunghole without a
barrel round t."—Birmingham (Eng-
land) Post.

Her Fault,

“She s always Jumping to conclu-
slons.”

“Yes, I know she is a great reader of
novels.”

¥Foxy Ma and Pa.
They sa¥ Grace's parents are
with Charley

Edith
opposed to her match
Jones,

Gertrude—Yes, that's what they say,
but I guess they only pretend to be op-
posed to It so as to keep Fred from
getting lukewarm in his attentlons to
Grace.—Boston Transcript.

Motherly Wisdom,

Pretty Daughter—Tom says that aft-
er we are marrled he Is golng to try
hls best to make my life one long
dream of bliss.

Practical Mother—In other words, he
Is golng to try to keep your eyes closed
to a lot of the things he does—Cleve-
land Plain Dealer.

Hard Lines.

Ascum—What's the matter with you
this morning? You behave as If your
breakfast had dlsagreed with you,

Gromp—8o It did. The carrier neg-
lected to leave my newspaper this
morning, so 1 had to talk to my wife
through the entire meal.—Philadelphia
P'ress,

A Safe Enterprise,

“Why do so many actors Insist on
playing Shakespeare?”

“1 suspect,” answered Mr. Storming-
ton Barues, “that it's because they can
take all the eredit If they succeed and
blame the public's lack of literary taste
If they fall.”"—Washington Star,

Thelr Only Value.

“Yes," sald Mrs. Wowdby, “the fire
destroyed all our famlly helrlooms.
The loss was quite {rreparable.”

“The Idean!" exclaimed Mrs,
who knew a thing or two.

you have them insured?'—New
Times.

Wise,
“Didn’t
York

Ambition Gratified.

First Bookworm—Well, I'm worklng
on a file of newspapers now and am en-
tirely satisfied.

Becond Ditto—You always did have n
sneaking awmbition to get Into the pa-
pers.—New Orleans Times-Democrat.

Curtaln Lectures,
Her—1 understand Mlss Strongmind

i golng ty glve o soriea of lactures
this winter.

Him—Yes, 1 guess that's right; at
lenst she 1s to be married to young

Mecks next month.—Chleago Newa,

At the White House,
“What Is the matter? Why have we
been kept walting here so long?”
“I'he doorkeeper |8 announcing the
name of a Russian diplomat.”—Col-
Her's Weekly.

A Preference.
“Do you think Brownson has a good
volee for speaking?”
“After hearing him wsing I think he
has.”—Boston Herald.

Might Have Been Worse,
Church—1 had to walk the floor all
night with the baby. Can you think
of anytbing worse than that? Gotham
—~Yes; you might have married out In
Greenland, where the nlghts are six
months long.—Yonkers Statesman.

The Beat Man at His Wedding.
Haskins-By the way, who was the
best man at your wedding? Willowby—
The parson seemed to be feeling the
best. You see, It was all profit for him
and no risk whatever.—Boston Tran-

e -

Oh,"” she exclalmed, with a happy |

| saves repalrs on shoes

e = - —
CHOICE MISCELLANY
The Lsefal Gam Shoe
Bhen the tewperatupe goes up and
a general thaw comes In winter after
big amd a hard freeze
there Is ug standby like the gum shoe
and his big brother, the gum boot. No
trust has yet tanued leather capable
of standing long service in slush and
mud without discomfort to the wearer,
The gum shoe sticketh closer than a
brother and 1s warmer than a sealskin
Not beautiful look at, although
glossy and cozylike, he fills the bill and

snow storms

to

He goes about
sllently al
winys on the side of the drys as against
the wets,

It was an unappreciative man who
manufactured the term “gum shoe pol
fties.” The gum shoe, the origlual ben
efuctor of the race, has nothing to be
ashamed of and Is not afrald of the
Hght of day. He meets his encmies,
slush and the others, and crushes them,
saving doctors’ bills and belping along
the Insurance companles, providing gen
erally against coughs and colds and
staving off the purchase of coffins and
BRaltimore Herald

and unobirusively and is

tombstones

Rivers Do Not Draw Maps.

The supreme court has decided that
A river cannot draw a map I'he
tlon arose from a question whether the
shallow upper Missourl by changing its
bed could transfer a number of cltizens
from Nebraska to Missourl. It cannot,
The boundary follows the old chanuel

This question doesn't matter so much
with states in the same unlon, though
a man hardly llkes to go to sleep In
one state and wake up with his farm
In another. But along the Rio Grande,
between Mexico and the United States,
the shifting of the river channel might
make trouble, Recently the stream got
on the northern side of several thou-
gand Texans, who would have objected
to being made Mexicans thereby, But
the United States and Mexlco always
maintain the old boundary, whatever
the river may do.

If rivers could make maps there
might be trouble almost any time be
tween Argentina and Paraguay or be
tween Bavarla and Austria, not to
mention other cases,

ne

Why a Hotel Clerk Counldn't Hear,

The room clerk In one of the big ho
tels of the city found ditficulty in hear-
ing patrons of the hotel and thought
that he was becoming deaf. Ile con
sulted a speclallst, who told him that
he could detect no defect in his ear. Ile
then declded upon a closer observation
and discovered that his Inability to
hear was most pronounced when he
stood in a certailn place behind the ho
tel desk. Patrons would come up to the
desk to get Information and the clerk
conld eatch only a few scattering
words and would have to lean forward
with his hand to Lis ear to hear his in-
terrogator. A closer Investigation dis
closed the fact that the cold alr coming
through the revolving doors Into the
gteanm heated bullding created a cur-
rent which was deflected by a large
board behind which the clerk worked.
This draft passed between the clerk
and patrons as they stood in front of
the desk and diverted the sound of
thelr volees.—DPhiladelphla Record.

The Poor of Paria.

Depression relgns In Parls owing to
the poor men In soclety who have to
make presents to the rich at the new
year. Bays one unfortunate: “For two
months after New Year's day I hesitate
to buy a palr of gloves or take a ecab
when It ralns. Clgars are forbldden
luxuries, and at home I smoke a pipe,
What has become of my money? It
has been spent on flowers and bonbons
for the wealthy hostesses whose Invita
tlons to dinner my soclal position forces
me to accept, And they are not amus
Ing, those dinners! Observe that I am
Invited by these ladies solely because
they know I shall have to send them
presents, and when their salons look
Itke the sweetstuff shops or the flor
lst's, they have to glve most of the
things away and run the risk of letting
the donor recognlze his gift In another
" Truly Parlslan soclety 1s very

house!
complex.—London Chronicle,

Climnte and Consumption.

We are gradually abandoning the
Idea that the cure of tuberculosls is
dependent on certaln climatle condi

tions. Experlence ls proving that abun
dant food, fresh alr and rest are the
essentinls of such a cure and that they
can be applied In practically all eli-
mates. The Carolinas, California, Colo-
rado, Arlzona and New Mexlco, as any
physician In these states wlll testify,
are filled with pitiful wrecks of human-
ity who should never have been allow
ed, much less encouraged, by thelr phy-
slclans to leave home In the last stages
of tuberculosis, with no prospect of be-
Ing able to obtaln proper treatment aft-
er their arrival at thelr destinations.
Journal of A. M. A.

Honoring an Industrious Hen.

Jandersheim, n German village, some
time since was en fete. The occasion
was the honoring of a hen which had
laid 1ts thousandth egg. Many of the
houses were decornted with flags, while
in the evening the proprletor of the
hen entertnined his friends at sapper
at which the principal dish was a gl
gantiec omelet. The function was a
splendid success, and the bealth of the
hen was drunk with great enthusinsm.

Japaneses and American Generals.

The Japanese have falled to produce
generals of genius, whereas the Amer
feans, though not a martial people,
were conspleuous for their production
during the civil war. The reason, we
belleve, 1s that the America of the for
tles and Afties was a backwoods coun
try, while Japan for over a thousand
years has not been a backwoods land,
but rather a land of ordered clviliza.
tion.— Spectator.

A Waahout Viethm.

“Say, mister,” sald the tattered
tramp, “can’'t youse stake me to er
dime? I'm de vietim uv er wasbout.”

“Vietim of a washout!" echoed the
portly citizen In evident surprise.

“Dat's wot,” rejoined the tramp
“Honest, 1 alo't had nuthin® but water
ter drink fer more'n ten days"—Chi
camo Ngws,

If the magket value of advice were
to take a rise the whole world would
be rolling In riches.—New Orleans Plea
yune.




