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THE S8ERCNE GODDESS,

saliks ealin g imperions vides
shillows eannot stiv the deeps
breathes ) sue neither laughs

f£ho walks in =«
That stir Lif
Whoso air =i

NoY Weel
But, 1} wl's world, wher» her white
Bhe fling + that on the stillness rides
Yike mu gl o who vigil keeps,
Watching: eanty it to cheer us glide
Out of the silenec whila the black e vth sleeps,
0 ¢ her o8 she sings, for in that s:rain
4« the two diviner natares
thein both beneath one erown to
1 radiznee of woman, who bhath
Mo pon bidding by her lover dane,
tile marries to i weekness of a ehild.
=-New York Tribune,

(HANGED SHOES.

Yourg Viscount Petersficld was re-
ganriable for thyee things, his intense
l arhinliess, his indeeis m of character
and Lis sbunormally small hands and

fect, On latter he partienlarly
prided himse

He was the most eligible of bachelors,
Equally, of conrse, he was being cver-
lastingly etalked by husband hungry

r

merngs aud danghters. But they conld
niul nothing of him. Their most
gireuic et o2 ts ghinply frightened him.

tion was impossible, He

He had

But exew
wasy oung, single, a viscount.
51325,000 a year,

One autuien, three or four years ago,
Tord Petersfield went down into Sussex
to stay with his friends the Wentwarps,
at Wentwarp hall, a very fine old coun-
try seat,

For cne thing, they understood his
character and did not worry him with
excessivo  hospitality. And then, for
another, the danghters of the honse,
Mabel and Mapud—very pretty girls,
too, by the way—did not ran after him
or make eyes at him, They were simply
friendly and corainl with him,

New Visconnt Petersfield had con-
tractcd a deplorable habit of casing his
pinched toes by kicking off his pumps
during the progress of dinner and only
yesaming them just before he had to
Jump up in defercnce to the rising of
the ladics,

He wes rather sorry when he saw
Lady Wentwarp preparing to make the
gignal, and be bad to feel for his vacant
pumps, Ho found them and got them
on in time—phew! Certainly they were
abominably tight! They pecmed  to
theow bim forward on his foes in o
wwas to which he was not acenstomed.
Ounly as the last fair diuer swept past
him, on ker vray ount, did he realize that
his tocs were being tortured in o pair of
lady’s shoos,

They were high heeled, ¢ f black eatin,
with large roscttes and silver buckles.
He had no difficulty in  recognizing
them, They were Mabel Wentwarp's.

Then he saw how it was,  An unin
tentional exchange, The young lady
must have kicked off her ghoes also, and,
meaning (o resume  them, have un-
knowingly vesumed his instead.

He decided that his best course was
to slip away, on gome pretext or other,
avhile the gentlemen were still smaok-
ing their cigarettes; then to hurry up
staire to his bedroom and exchange the
gating for o eecond pair of pumps,
which he had fortunately brought with
him,

Having decided on this line of action,
e murmored=—with a very red face—a
fow cxenses and apologics to his host,
and then performed askillful and speedy
exit with so much rapidity as {o make
it imposeible for the black sating to be
BOen.

Now, ns he passed with rapid and
nervous ctealth along the corvidor which
led to his room, he happened to notice
that one of the ledroom doors on the
way stood open.  Ho recogniz d whose
yoom it was. It was Mabel Wentwarp's,
In an ipstant ho had popped them safely
fnside the of her room and was
proceeding with a lighter heart tow ard
hig own apartment at the end of the
pacEnge

On reaching
up the gas and w
Lis pecond pair of
board when his

ar

hit own room he turned
y nbout to hunt out
pumps from
n his In

neap
ey fell upx st
which Mabel Wentwarp
destanding in a con
by his dees=ing table,
Miza Mabel, hav

had had th

pair—tha j
md L)
spicuous position
Heo saw how it was
i',.l:i---\ rod her i
proauptness  eand
themm thuee in his romn, It was
mosk | and conusiderate of her,
When v joined the ladies, Laord
Peter-field «iill, however, felt rather
nerveas of tho fair guests
guight have shared Miss Mabel's «
t \"I! meoe « I l‘il'" i
v |'-_ 11

wny

1
18OV
ery nbout the " Bul
he wis Boon t anxwety on
this point Ly Miss Wentwarp herself,
who, taking the opportunity to app

him us he for
murmured, with a Dblushing,
]1n-k'

1 found ont our little mistake, Lord
Potersfield, aud 1 oneo restored vour
property to your #h! No one
knows anvthing Ah!'"' (tarn-
jng her eyes down upon Lis varnished
toek). ‘'l sdo that you have already re
elaimed your own!"’

At that moment Julin Slanderson
swooped down upon her prey and
his great annoyuncoe foreibly anuexod
Jim for the rest of tho ove g

Next momming after breakfust the nn
fortunate viscount noticed that this pei
plstent young lady was

ool o sioment alone,

uowncast

roanmn

nbout it,

the poune He evaded her at the ex
pense of some vkill, and slipped off into
the dmnpost and most s cluded portion
of the jarden to enjoy his cigar alone.

Mabel Wentwarp startled him by s
denly appenring at his side. Her fues
was white and distre asfal. Her eyes, h
v Aieed, where bright with unshed tears

“QOh, Lord Potersfield, ** sho exclain
gxl, ‘‘forgive wmy intrngion, but I sa
‘on come ont, and I bave followed you,
wenns l——l—have something I—I1

st toll you. "' T
" eleefmirngt there nothing th
-.4'-‘:- _. rod his Jordshfp, leok

e of

S K e S SRR KK

| lust

tuously called

= et

opDS AND ENDS.

k-“b.‘_)

SRR IR AR IR SO

srisen out of mew—our—foolish mistako
night. T —I—have just had a
dr-dreadful  isterview with—that—
that—odicas Lady Slanderson!’

“The de— Oh, I beg your pardon. But
—but—ido you mnean to say that she dis-
covered on—our—mistake?"’

s 8ho—she—-thinks that she has found
oat some—something dr-dreadfal about
ns *

Aud poor Mabel, unable to restrain
her feelings uay longer, began to sob.

“Oh, dear! Proray don't distress
yourself, Miss Wentwarp.”’

“Oh, Locd Petersfield, I—I—don't
kuow how I shall tell you the—the
shameful things Lady Slanderson said
to-me. But-——but—in justice to you, as
well as to myself, I must. It—it seems

| that she was up stairs last night at—
| wt a most unfortunate moment, aud that

—that—she saw me sl-slip out of youar
rocm—without my shoes on!"

t(Good heavens!" gasped his lordship
ina tone of evident dismay. * What
a''—

“And also,” Mabel went on hurried-
ly ag if anxious to finish her painful
disclosure, **she waited up there, spying
in the dark, and saw you slip out of my
room without your ghoes on!"

MBut, surcly,”” began Lord Peters-
field.

tJemI—told her the truth,’’ inter-
posed the girl, ‘‘Iexplained everything.
Sho—she—ecoffed at my version. She
gaid she ywould—would—publish the
seandal to the four winds of heaven.
Oh, Lord Petersfield, what is to be
done?"’

“‘But, gurely,”’ stammered Lord Pe-

tersfield, who was naturally in a great
stare of mind, ‘‘people will accept our
version rather than tha% of this vile
gcandal monger!"’
" gobbed Mabel, “I wish I
thought so! You sce, Lord Petersfield, 1
cunnct help recognizing the very un-
fortunate state of appearances;” She will
say that if—if—we had—any-—any-
thing to conccal we should, of course,
be ready with an explanution, and that
¢ven at that our explanation is lame
and improbable. Besides she will en-
large and cxapgerate and—and tell—
falschoods, nntil—oh, I had rather have
died than have bad this happen!’

The viscount was silent for a minute.
A sudden idea, born of the circum-
stanecs, had flashed across his mind. He
had never thought of Mabel in this
light before. He would not have dono so
now unless the situation had foreed it
on him, but 25 he looked at her pretty,
woeful face he realized that it was not
gnch an nnwelcome light in which to
think of Ler after all.

“My-——my—dedr Miss Mabel, I—I—
might, for all that Lady Slanderson
knows to the contrary, have—have—ac-
quired the right to—to—take yoar—

1«
Alas,

your—slipno e to your reom. "
# Jel—. Lt do you mean, Lord Pe-
terefielu?’”’

“Why,' replicd his lerdship, blash-
ing and stemmering, *'if I were—were
—engaged to be married to you, Miss
Mubel, it w-would make a—a—differ-
cute=—=wouldn't it?"’

“Oh, no, Lord Petersfleld! Not that,
not that,’ she er ed, starting away.

“Couldn’t you gstand me at—at—
wy price, then?’ gasped the viscount,
'[J.I.illfll“_\' mori ified.

“Oh, yes! It—it wae pot that, I
gshould==I mean I ecu’d et let you
g-gacrifice yourself to—to—save my rep-
atation,”’

“1t wouldn't be much of a sacrifice,”
said his lerdship. * ‘Do you know, I am
vather glad now that this—this—unfor-
(unate situation has opened my eyes? It
—it—shows me somoething Ididn't real-
ize Lefore,  I—I=—oh, Mubel, will you?"’

“He is a noble man, mamma, '’ said
the newly engaged girl to her mother a
fow hours later, ‘‘He—he—s.ys he
didn't realize that he loved me till this
morning.  And I did not realize that—
that—1I loved him. If I had, I wduld
n-never have played that horrid practi-
cal joke upon him about his—his pamps,

But when he—he—sn-poke to me 1
kuesr in o moment that—that—I did
love him. Yon will—will—never tell
him that I meant it originally for a

stupid hoax, will you, mimm v dear?*

“PDon't be afraid of that, Mab, Yonr
old mother will not give you away. It
waus o risky sort of joke, wasn't it
though it has had the huppiest results,

scems to have opened both your
eyes?'—London Trath,
Cant Regarding Stage Setting.

Wo hear o great deal of cant talked
by those who iusist that the ideal stage
sotting should be a green baize, whose
ation shomld consist of placards in-
cribed, **This is a street,”’ **1his is a
house,'’ **This is heaven.'' In all this
there seems to me something of affecta-
If Shakespeare's poetry counld be
¢ more reverenily illustrated by
such means, I would say, ‘‘Take away
those b iubles of scenery, of costumeo and
f archwe It was all
very well fu to appear
lered tie wig, a Greorgian coat

e

tion

better «

ical acoessories, ™’
r David Garrick

in 0 pow
and silk stockings when he was imper-
onat ng the Thane of Cawdor, but he

¢ffect (which undounbtedly
) vot by virtue of the in-
his costume, but in spite

ereated th
he did ereate

correetness of

of it. The greater knowledge of historie-
al g ’ s<vased] Uy our theater goers
o f today, the increased sense of humor,
the demand for luxury, require general
and detailed illusion in the appoint-

ments of the stage, and to deny it to
theater goors is to be affectedly superior
to one's nge and belated in the move-
ments of the time, Every artist nses the
material which his generation places at
his disposal. If the painter lacked paint
and canvas, ho wonld content himself
with the fligstone and'a picce of chalk;
if the musician lacked a Stradivarius,
he would still bo returning to the old
tooth comb, Bat why complain of the
canvas, and the paint, and the Stradi-
varins? The increase of picturesqueness
in all the arts, the complete revalution
in taste as regurds house decoration, the
greater cultivation of the eye—all these
have tended (0 what has been contemp-
the millinery of thy
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A Bit of Tris: Wit.

Some time
in & village #tore oue of the clcrks came
to the junior partuer, who was waiting
on me, and said :

“‘Pien-e stop 1o the desk.  Pat Flyon
wants to gettle his account and wants a
receipt.”’

_The merchant was evidently an ved

“Why, what does he wunt cf a re-
ceipt?”’ he sauid. ‘‘We never give one. .
Simply ercs his account off the book. |
That is receipt enough, "’

“8o T told him,” answered the clerk,
“put be is not satisfied. You bhad bet-
ter see him.'' |

o the proprictor atepped to the desk, |
and, after greeting Pat with a “‘Good |
morniug,"" said: !

‘““You want to settle your
you?"'

Pat replied in the affirmative,

““Well, "’ said the merchant, *‘there is
no need of my giving you a receipt. |
Sece, 1 will cross your account off the
book,’’ and, suiting the action to the|
word, he drew his pencil diagonally |
across the account. *‘That is a good re-
ceipt.”’

“And do you wane that shat setu s
it?"’ exclaimed Pat.

«Tu, ¢t settles it,”” said the merchant.

“And you're sure you'll never be|
askin we for it again?"* |

“Wa'll never ask you for it again,’’ |
said the merchant decidedly. |

“Faith, thin,'’ said Pat, *‘'I'ii be after
kapin me money in me pocket, for 1
haven’'t paid it."’ ]

“Oh, well, I can rub that ont.”’

“Faith, now, and I thought Ihe'
gawe, '’ aaid Pat.

It is needless to add that Put got his|
receipt, —Romunece.

bill, do

An Honest Judge,

“One of the most hovest men who
ever lived was Judge Ar:ihur Shields,”" |
gaid C. R. Markham of Cheyenne. *‘He
was on the bench in the early days of |
Kaneas, aud I was one of the lawyers
who praoticed in his court. Upon ore |
occasion I was conducting a case in
which I had perfect confidence when |
the trial began, but before it had pro- |
gressed far the evidence against my |
client's side of the controversy was 80/
strong and so unexpected that I saw the
onse was hopeless. 1 fully belioved the |
witnesses lied, but could not shake them |
by cross examination, and it looked a8
though my client would lose bis prop-
erty. Judge Shields bud decided every
question with perfect fairness, and it
could not be seen that he was in any |
way interested until suddenly be called
to an attorney, ‘Mr. Black, take the
bench for the rest of this case;' then,
turning to me, he said: ‘Have me sworn
a8 a witness, I will not see a man
robbed in t.is court in mattera of which
I am personally cognizant.” He took the
stand, and his testimony saved the case
for me. The other side appealed, but
the judge was sustained, the ouly cuse
of the kind in the books. ''— Washington |
Star.

Cremations.

It is nmoteworthy that though in each
of the American crematories more wen
than women have been cremated the |
moveuent abroad was practically besn
by women, Lady Dilke of Eugland snd

a German woman having been ore
mated at Dresden. When efforis v
mate in the years 1878-4 ¢ the e

pent of Euvope, in Engliud and i il
Upiied States in favor of the erom
of the dend, Lady Rose M.~ € el
was one of its promiuent A
pnmber of well known womwa iat
contiry have expressed themselve
ocidedly in favor ¢f cremation. A
themn are Olive Thoine Miller, )
Li, pincott, Mrs, J, C. Croly. Mrs, .
Wheeler Wilcox, Mrs, Alice D Le '
geon, the late Kate Ficld, Rese E5
beth Cievelund and Euith Thomas

a public meeting Mrs. Ballington B
referred to the time when her |
should be carried to the crematory.
to*al number of eremations inthe Ui,
od States from 1876, when the first e
matory was established, to the close « f
1895, was reported to be 4,647, Thi
pumber of men cremated in New Yorlk
is more than double the nomber of woui-
en.—Noew York Tribuue.
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“1 Love Youl™

“I love you!"'

Oh, what musio there was in those
words as they flowed mellifluously—
which means something about honey—
from her parted lips. Her lips were
parted in the middle,

“I love you!"

The songs of the birds in the trees
overhead seemed jangling and out of
tune in compariscn with these words of
her.

“I love you!"

Aye, for such a one as she kings, and
even actors, would have given up their
all and fallen captive at her feet.

*1 love you!"

And be? Did his bheart leap within
him? Did kis panting breath denote the
ardor of his longing to clasp ber in his
armws? _Did he fall on bended knee and

ory:

*And 1 love thee!"

No. He gave a blithe bark and wagged
his tail, for he knew he was her favorite
poodle.—New York Journal.

When You See It In Print.

A senditive wan is never so humiliated
as when he is obliged to read his own
proofs. Type mocks the writer. The
sentence that in manuseript moved
with the stride of an armed man or
danced as a swooning strain of Strauss
is now limp aud lame. The phrase that
glowed with color is now pallid  Spar-
kling wit is flat. Sage reflection is
jejune, The thought, *‘Shall T ever get
the money for this® " is jostled by, ** Who
would be fool enough to pay for it?'—
Boston Journal.

The Good and Beanutifal !

To see the good and the beautiful and
to have po strength to live it is ouly to
be Mosea on the mountain of Nebo,
with the land at your feet aud no power |
to enter, It woald be better . pot to see

r " A Ei

ago while I was trading .

- adelphia Ledgoer.

ABSOLUTELY GUARANTEED

to cure any case of constipation.
tive, never grip or gripe.bul cause easy

ALL

are the ldeal Laxa-§
patural results, Sam-

|
DRUGGISTS \
i

ple and booklet free. Ad. STERLING REMEDY (0. Chicago, Montreal. Can.. or New York,  #1%
BT Ty —
ANTED—FAITHFUL MEN
ING PINE e s |
T e T or women to travel [for re-|
Quiek Work Done Ia [Tandling the Fruid ,.;p,r.n“ihm estublished house in Oregon. |
on the New Yoik Wharf. Salary $780 and expenses. Position
The pineapple scascn 1:sts fr_nm about permanent. Reference. Enclose self- |
March 1 about Acg. 1. New York addressed stamped envelope. The

gets pincuppies from the Florida keys,
from the West Indies and from the Ba-
humas. Scme come in stenmers, sone
in sailing vessels. Pineapples from Ha-

vana by steamer are brought in barrels |

and crates. Pineapples brought in sail-
ing vessels are brought mostly in bulk
—not thrown in loosely, however, bat
snugly stowed, so that as many &8 pos-
gible may be got into a vessel

On the wharfs here pineapples
brought in bulk are handled with great
celerity. Men in the kold of the vessel
fill bushel baskets wgith them and hand
the baskets up on deck, where they ure
passed along and sct np on the string-
piece of the wharf. The trucks in which
they are to be carted away are backed

down handy. A box of suitable height, |
and which is as long as tho truck is|
| wide, is placed at the end of the truck.

A man standing near on the wharf lifts

| the baskets from the stringpicce and

gets them up on this box. Two men
stand at the box, each with a basket of
pineapples in front of him, to count the
pines and throw them into the truck,
which has racks at the siccs; lengths of
board are placed across the end s the
load rises. Two men stand in the trmck
to level the fruit as it comes to them.
The two counters are experts, and they
work with great rapidity and steadiness,
keeping pineapples going all the time.

Each man picks up two pineapples at a |

time, one with each hand, and gives
them a toes into the truck, both men
counting as they go along, one after an-
Mher. “ODB,” “two," “thm,“ ltfour'”
‘‘five,’’ and so on up, each count mean-
ing two pineapples. When they strike
“one hundred,’’ the tallyman makcs &
straight chalk mark on the end of the

truck; that stands for 200 pineapples. |

While he is making the chalk mark the
other counter keeps right on, and he may

have got up to *‘two’’ or “three’’ again, |
for it takes a second or two to make the |
chalk mark, but by that time the tally- |

man is at it sgain chiming in with
“four,”’ and away they go together
again, counting up rapidly toward an-
other hundred. If a man on the load
finds a specked pine, he drops it over
the side of the truck into a basket that
stands there, and says: ‘‘Oneout.”’ The
tallyman tosses in ome without count-
ing, to keep the count good.

As fast as the counters empty the
baskets they push them off the Lox, and
the man at the stringpiece sets up a full
one in its place aud the counters keep

| the pineapples going without cessation.

At the fifth hundred the tallyman makes
a mark diagonally across the four be
has already made, in the commonly
nsed method cof tallying freight; but
these five marks here stand for 1,000
pineapples. On a double truck there are
usually carried from 4,500 to 5,500
pineapples; on a single trnck, frow
2,000 to 8,500.—New York Sun.

LAUGHTER.

Has It Evoluted From the Brutal ¥Yell
Over a Tortured Enemy?

Just as the hoof of the horse is the
remnant of an original five toes, just ne
the pineal gland in man is now said to
be the survival of a prehistoric eye on
the top of the head, so, perhaps, this
levity in regard to particular ailments
(in others) way be the descendant of an
aboriginal ferocity in man. It is a well
known theory that what we call humor
arose from the eame source; that the
first human langh that ever woke the
astonished echoes of gloomy primeval
forests was not an expression of mirth,
but exultation over the misery of a
tortured enemy.

There is to this day something ter-
rible in laughter. The laugh of madness
or of cruelty is asound more awful than
that of the bitterest lamentations.

" By means of that strange phonograph
that w2 call literature we can listen
even now to the laughter of the dead,
to the hearty guffaws or cynical titter-
ings of generation after generation of
bygoue men and women, and if we are
curious in such matters we can probe
into the nature of the changes that have

over the fashion of men’s humor.
For it has been said, not without the
support of weighty cumulative evidence,

that, as we penetrate further into the |

past, we find the sense of humor de-
pending always more obviously and
solely upon the enjoyment of the paiu,
misfortune, mortification or embgrrass-

ment of others. The sense of supericrity |

was the sense of humor in our ancestors ;
or, in other words, vanity lay at the
=oot of this, as of most other attributes
of our bumptions species!

Putting ear to our phonograph, we |

catch the cchoes of a strange and merry
tumult; boisterous, oruel, often brutal,
yet with here and there a tender cadenco

from some solitary voice; and presently |

this lonely note grows stronger and
sweeter, a8 we travel slowly toward our
time, until at length, through all the
merriment, we can hear the soft under-
murmur of pity. Does the pioture not
seize the imagination—the loug Linghter
of the ages which begins in cruclty and
ends in I rr Review.
e ——————
ah i barly.

After the gucsts bidden to a garden
party given by the queen have with
drawn, the police, with a staff of men,
go carcfully through the grounds exam
ining the interior of the marquees and

| serutinizing nooks and retreats insearch

of lost jewels. Everything that is found
in the way of trinkets, sticks, lace hand-
kerchiefs and love letters is forwarded
to the lord chamberlain’s oflice. —Phil

It is believed by some paturalists that
wasps, like bees, establish”sentinels at
the door of the nest to preveut the en-
trunce of intruders

The lne_h Nc-\;n l-l;d_k_'atm submis-
sien, though why nobody has been able
Y e

National, Star Insurance Bldg., Ohicago.

Protecting an Atlantle Cable. l
The *‘core’’ is now fnished. But a8 |
ands it is in no wise fitted to|
shocks that await it at the bot- |

tom of the sea. It must be protected |
against the chafing of sands and rocks
| and the possible wrenches of anchors.
This protection lies in a sheath of steel
wires, separated from the soft gutta
percha of the core by a packing of jute. |
The jute is spun about the core exactly
as the 11 copper wires of the conductor
| are spun aboat acentral w ire, and u.bont|
all, finally, is spun the steel sheathing
| in the same fashion.
| Asone goes about among the spinning |
machines he notices that the sections of |
stecl sheathing vary much in thickness. |
Here is one woven of 24 wires, oneof 13
and one of 12. And the wires also vary,
| o that the section of fewcst wires is the
| largest in diameter., Here is a section
made not of single wires at all, but of
| stands of three wires. In fact, one sced
geven different varieties. The occasion
| for such diversity is this: In the middle
I of the Atlantio a cable is dropped to a
| depth of two or three statute miles, and
| asitis payed out to such a depth it
| must have a great burden to sustain in
| its own weight. To malke the weight as
| little as possible consistent with need-

| it now st
meet the

| ful gnality and sirength becomes, there-
| fore, important. The decper a cable is
| 1aid the less its liability to disturbance,
| and the deep water sections, therefore,
| may be made much lighter than the
| ghallow water sections. As the cable
| draws neaver the shore, where the dan-
| gers grow greater, a heavier and heavier
sheathing is adopted, until, in what is
| known os the *‘shore end,”” comes the|
| heaviest of all.—McClure’s Magazine.

Modern FPilgrims,

| “‘Yes, Dusty,” declared Weary Wag-|
| gles reflectively as he regretfully luid[
| down the tomato can which he had|
| drained of its contents to the last drop, |
*p genius must be dead many years to|
| be appreciated.’’ |
““Huh," replied Dusty, who was
waniing in the ability to express his
i thoughts with the elegant grace of his

| fellow wanderer.
| “Now, there's them pilgrim fathers
that you hear pecple meking so much
| fuss about. Do you kuow what they |

| are?"’

l “Dunno as I does.”’
| ““No, of course not.

1

You ece, you
| haven’t such a good education as this|
| here gent. Well, then, you just look in|
| the dictionary, and you will find that|
| pilgrim means a wanderer who journeye
| on foot. Now, ain’t that just what yoo
| and me are?"’ ‘
L i".a "

i ““Well, I guess it was just the same |
| with them as with ns. Nobody made
any fuss over them until they were
dead for lLundreds of years. When we
are dead hundreds of years, people will
be making a fuss over us. We will be|
pilgrim fathers sure, if the dictionary |
is right and we get married. We strug- |
gle now, but our posterity will be mak- |
ing a big fuss over us. I'd rather some
fuss was made over us now. Bat, Dusty, |
‘such is life,’ as the immortal poet r|.|
marks. "’

But Dusty had fallen asleep. —Chicaga
Times-Herald.

Occupation and Health, |
“There are occupations which men
do not shun as they do work in a gas- |
house, '’ said a life insurance examiner, |
**which we consider far more hazardous. |
You will be more likely to find old men|
in a gashouse—men who have worked
in the business for many years—than in'l
a brewery. In the brewery men look|
robust and strong. They have every ex- |
ternal appearance of health and would |
be looked upon by the average man as |
‘good risks.’' But the fact that one rare-
ly sees an old man in the business s.hows!
that the calling, coupled with the hab- |
its which it creates, has a tendency to
ghorten life. The iron worker is anoth-
er who is a less good risk than the gas-
man if all other things are equal. The
fine particles of metal which find their
| way into his breathing apparatus have
| an effect on his lungs, and strong men
in that calling frequently develop pul-
monary consumption. In faet, all trades
and occupations which require working
in dust are detrimental to longevity and
| will kill much more quickly than work-
| ing in a well regulated gashouse.''—
New York Tribune.

Pictures »f Ronssean and Hume,

*“The portraits of Roussean and Hume
are historic. Both were executed in
1766, the year of that absurd misander-
standing between the self tormentor and
| his guide, philosopher and friend, over
which so much cighteenth century ink
wasspilled. They must have been plaint-
ed shortly after ihe arrival of the pair

in England in Janunary, and that of |

Rousseau was apparently interrupted
by the quarrcl, since it is asserted that
he refused to continue the sittings, and
| the portrait, in which he wears the
| American dress he had recently adopt-
ed, is sapposcd to have been finished
| from soch fartive glimpses of him as
could be obtained in publicc. That of
Huwe exhibits thwe historian in his
charge d'uflaires period, when, as the
apestle of deism, he divided with whist
the admiration of the Parisiana —Aus
tin Dobsou’s **Eighteenth Century Vi.

puettes. ™’

| Strategic Mr. Chaffle,

Mrs, Ohaffie—I don't know how I |
can get Juknunie to take his medicine, |

if1tell him what it is, he won's take
it, and if I don't tell bhim be won's

take it .

Mr. Chaffie—I"11 tell you what to do.
Just put it on the table and forbid him

to touch it, and then be will take it |

sure, —Loudop Tit-Bita

*
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LITERATURE
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ARTS and SCIENCES.,

Sold With

2 TEHE WEST-K

Scientific American. ——s-

None who are engaged in any of the mechanici.
pursuits can succeed without reading anv
gtudying this standard Magazine of Scicued
and mechanical Arts. Tt is illustrated with

all modern cuts of latest inventions in all

the branches of mechanism, and its fund of
knowledge is inseparably connected with in-

Sold with Ter

ventors and mechanics,

West at clubbing rates,

THE COSMOPOLITAN,

This monthly magazine is one of the vé
best printed in this country, and is sol
to all subscribers at rates withinth
ability of all to pay. It is finely illw

trated and presents the names of famos

Tur W

and the Cosmopolitan are sold af

authors as contributors.

duced rates at this office.

THE ARENA -

““We do not take possession of our ideas but are possessed by them,
They master us and force us into the arena,
: Where like gladiators, we must fight for them.”
Such is the exalted motto of the Arena, and the

entire contents of this monthly magazine

| are upon a plane and in keeping with its

motto.  The Arena’s gallery of eminent
thinkers is a group of interesting men and
women, and their thoughts are worthy the

consideration of all people, The Arena is

sold with Tae Wegsr, :
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