#IN THE QUICKSANDS.

LI TAYLOR was a typleal
Efronllursmnu. His father had

been a ploneer and his grand-
father had bheen killed by Indians
“away back when Missour! an' Arkan-
saw belonged to the Freoeh,” to use
his own language.

Whenever Ell Taylor could see the
smoke of a nelghbor's cablnu he beeame
possessed with the ldea that the coun-
try was getting to be too thickly sei-
tled and correspondingly unhealthy,
and he bundled his family Into one of
those huge wagons known as “a pralrle
schooner” and moved further west,

This he persisted In dolng until onas
day he found himself under the shadow
of the Rocky Mouutnlng, and he woke
up to the fact that his wife was a
broken-down old woman and his
daughter Lena and his son Tom “about
as big as they was ever goln' to get to
be."”

Young Tom Taylor had not inher-
fted the gypsy love of change that had
distinguished his ancestors, He was a
sturdy, sensible fellow and wanted to
getile down on & farm, where his moth-
er could live better than she had been
doing, and where Lena could have a
chance to know more about books,
which she had learned to read in some
nnaccountable way, and of which she
was very fond.

And so EH Taylor In his 50th year
settled down to the cultivation of a
farm not far from what is now Canyon
City, but which was then a cluster of
eabina where prospectors rested before
golng over the mountains to South
Park,

Here Ell Taylor and young Tom
worked with so much success that
within a few years they had a comfort-
able house and outbulldings, a dozen
cows and as many horses, and, great-
est of all evidences of prosperity,
money Inid by for a rainy day.

Lena Taylor, though mlles away
from the nearest nelghbor, was not
destined to remaln unknown and un-
appreclated. The fame of her thrift
and her beauty was discussed about
the eampflres of prospectors In the
mountains. Many of them had gone a
day’s journey out of thelr way to see
her, and the general opinfon was that
the man who made a suceessful
“clalm" to her hand would have, by all
odds, the finest piece of property in the
territory.

It has been sald that poverty and suf-
ferlng are the greatest tests of charace-
ter, but we are loclined to think that
It requires a stronger, nobler nature to
withstand a change In the face of sud-
den prosperity than to meet reversals
with philosophy.

Ell Taylor, was prosperous, and wlith
his prosperity vanished his Inborn dls-
llke for settled communities, It was
he who earried all the farm produce to
QCanyon Clty and purchased there such
supplles as were needed by hils thrifty
famlily.

Had be confined his porchases to
these supplies all would have been
well, but, unfortunately, he had a
chance to gratify his taste for strong
drink, and be ylelded to it till the pas-
slon beeame his master.

The saloons of the frontler at that
time were open gambling dens, “run”
by sharpers who plundered without re-
morse the men they had first made
drunlc.

One of these places was kept hy a
man named “Mart” Estel, who had the
coveted reputaticn of wealth and the
unenviable reputation of a desperado
who had killed & number of men, He
always denled being tich, and when
questioned about his shooting explolts
he would lay his hand pn his hip and
say, with a chilling lnugh:

“You can bet that when Mart Estel
finds himself in a tight box he kuows
how to fix the lock that will let him
out.”

Est¥'s saloon become a favorite re-
sort with Eli Taylor, and he not only
got drunk there, but the news reached
hig famlly that he had fallen Into the
habit of gambling. The latter report
was coufirmed by the fact that he no
longer accounted for the money he had
got from the sale of hia produce,

Lena and her brother begged thelr
father to keep away from Canyon Clty,
but, unheeding them and bhod to the
tears of his luvalld wife, he persisted
in the course.

And now the son and dauvghter, who
bad been go eager to secure a perman-
ent home, expressed an anxlety to move
further Into the wilderness, but thelr
father became stubborn, saying:

“You made me settle down here and
here 1'1 stay.”

When matters were nearing thelr
worst a young man, dressed In the
garb of a hunter, but with a refinement
of manner that convineced Lena that
he was not “an originnl mountaineer,”
came to the valley in which the Taylor
farm was situated and asked to board
there while be hunted and prospected
in the neighboring mountains. He gave
his name as “George Herron,” and as
he offered §8 a week for the accommo-
datlon and showed a willlugness to pay
in advance, Mrs. Taylor and Lena
agreed to take him in.

George Herron was a handsome and
rather a melancholy young man—such
a one as most appedl powerfully to the
virgin heart and lofty imagination of
tlie frontler girl

He was away a great deal—often for
nights at a tiwe, and when he returoed
be but seldom brought game, though
he always had strange wild flowers for
Lena and corlons specimens of ores,
which be examined with his micre-
scope and aclds,

Love is largely n matter of assocla-
tion; it ls not, therefore, to be wonder-
ed at that Lena grew to wateh the
mountaln trall for the coming of the
yonng honter, nor that the lght of
gladness left her expressive face
whenever she saw him disappearing In
the rocky helghis above the valley.

I late Mart Estel had taken to vislt-

*

Ing the valley, but it chanced that he
never came there except when George
Herron was away.

Ell Taylor had ceased golng to Can-
yon City; Indeed, he seemed to have
lost all Interest In the farm, In his
fumily, and In himself,

Lena and her mother tried to cheer
him, and Tom worked harder than ever
to make up for his father's logses, but
still Ell went about llke a man whose
heart was broken,

The reason for this melancholy was
at length made manifest. One day
Mart Estel, accompanied by a stout,
florld man of 40 who looked much like
himself, came to the farm and held a
long consultation with Ell Taylor.

“I have kept It all from my children,”
sald EN Taylor to Estel and his com-
panion, who was known ns “Lawyer
Roggs," “but 1 reckon the best way is
to have them in and mnke a clean
breast of It.”

“Yes; they might as well know it first
a8 last," said Bstel, “and more par-
tleularly Lena, for she's got it in her
power to square the account.”

“IHow 807" asked EIL

“Didn't I tell you how when last you
was down, and didn't you promise to
speak to her about it?' asked HEstel

“I wasn't myself then. I've forgot
all about It, and I wish I could forget
that I ever came to this settlement,”
sald the distracted man,

“Have your family In and let us talk
It over,” sald Lawyer Roggs, as he
drew some papers from his pocket.

Mrs. Taylor, Lenn and Tom were
called In, and Mart Estel, without any
preliminaries, went on to tell how for
o year or more Ell Taylor bad been
getting deeper and deeper into his
debt.

“1 loaned money and did all I conld
for Mr. Taylor,” sald Estel, “and at
last, seclng that he could not pay me,
I took a wmortgage on the farm and the
stock. The mortgage Is due, and if
Mr. Taylor or none of the famlly ain't
able to take It up I'll sell the place or
I'll take It for what's due me.”

“I don't know anything nbout law,”
sald Tom Taylor, “and I don't want to
know, but I've tried, and so have
mother and Lena, to work hard and

“YOU HAVE MY ANSWER," SBAID LENA.

make a living up to this time. Father
had no right to mortgage the farm
and the stock, for they are more of my
making than of his, and I do not pro-
pose to let any man Interfere with my
rights.”

“Ah, my young friend," sald Lawyer
Roggs. opening one of the papers ho
lield in his hand, “your father has here
sworn that he owns this farm and the
stock; If he hns sworn to what alo't
true, why, all Mr. Estel has to do Is to
apply to the officers of the law In Den-
ver and have him arrested for swin-
diing and perjury.”

On hearing this Ell Taylor groaned
and his wife covered her face with her
thig hands,

“] have no more to say about It,” sald
Tom, golng to the door, “only this—
that the man who arrests my father
will undertake a life job, and the man
who carrles out our lttle property
must do so by foree.”

After Tom had gone Lena asked:

“Mr. Estel, ean't you glve us time to
pay you? Father got only arm at your
place, IHe was pnot a drunkard nor a
gambler before we eame here,”

“And I dido't make him one or the
other,” sald Estel. “But I told him be-
fore what I tell you now—that s, that
you can say one word that'll free bim
from debt and make yourself rich.”

“What Is that?' asked Lena, with
forced calmness,

“Be my wife,” sald Estel, reaching
out his hand.

Lena drew back and the ecolor fled
her face. Her simple life had made her
unconventlonal, so that ghe spoke her
mind without any thought of the con-
sequences,

“Marry you?" she sald., “How ecould
1 do 80 when 1 do not love you?

“But you will learn to love me,” #aid
Estel.

“That is Impossible.”

“Why so?"

“Because I love another.”

“Who Is he?"

“That matters not,” she sald, with
gpirit, “you have my answer."

“But | will not take ‘no' for an an-
swer, Think over what I have sald,
and In one week I shall return; should
you then refuse me I shall take what
Is mine."

With this oltimatom Estel and his
friend left.

Ell Taylor and his wife tried to make
Lena see that It would be to the ad-
vantage of all If she accepted Estel's
proposal, but she Grmly replied:

*1 am ready to die to save either my
father or my mother, but It Is too much
to ask me to sell my soul.”

Tom stoutly took his slster’s slde,
and when George Herron returned,
whick he did that evening, they told

him all that had happened and asked
his advice.

“I can help you by giving you the
money,” replled the young hunter, “but
my bellef is that these (fellows are
thleves and are playing a bluff game;
iIf so, I think Tom and 1 can match
them."

“It's this young Flerron that Lena's
In love with," sald Ell Taylor to his
wife. “If It wasn't for him she'd have
Estel and we could keep the place. 1
won't have him about here no longer,”

In his blunt way the old man told
George Herron to leave, frankly ex-
plaining the reason, and George said
In reply:

“If I eannot help you, Mr, Taylor, I
will not stay In your way.”

The next evening, after a long talk
with Lena and her brother, the young
hunter shouldered his rifie and went
away, and Ell Taylor felt that hls
property would be now secure, In which
event he compromised with his selfish-
vess by promising himself that he
would never get dronk nor gamble
ngaln.

At length the dreaded day eame, and
with it Estel, Roggs and a namber of
men they had brought to take posses-
slon of the plaece,

They found Lena even more deter-
mined than before, for she positively
refused to speak to Estel in the house,

“Will you speak to me outslde?' he
asked,

“Yes; on the bridge over Qulcksand
Creek,"” she replled. This was the
bridge on the road leading from the
farm to Canyon City, and the siream
which It spanned was filled with the
quicksand that makes traveling fn that
reglon such a terror,

Fearing some harm, Estel's friends
followed at a distance, and the moment
he stood on the bridge with Lena they
saw a young man In hunter's garb ap-
pear at the other end. They heard
this young man ery out: “We meet at
last, Belman!"

Estel seemed frozen with terror;
after a few seconds he lald hls hand
on the bridge ralling and leaped over,
his object being escape, but he found
himself In the remorseless grasp of the
guicksands.

Roggs and others ran up only to see
Estel or “Belman,” for these were
only a few of his names, disappearing.

“That wretch,” sald George Herron,
pointing to the stream, “murdered and
robbed my father two years ago in
Salt Lake Clity. 1 have been looking
for him ever since, but 1 hold you to
witness that he dled by his own aet.”
With their champlon gone Roggs and
his companlons lind no further Inter-
est In his case. El Taylor was never
troubled again. He changed hls hab-
fts and made over his farm to his son,
though he thinks that his son-in-law,
George Herron, Is quite ns fine a fel-
low as Tom.—New York Ledger.

Anclent Symbollsm of the Glove,

In the history of dress the position of
the glove Is unique, There was a time
when the glove was an emblem of con-
fldlence. Forming a part of the regal
hablt, it became a badge of rank. In
the Mlddle Ages the ceremony of In-
vestiture In conferring dignities or be-
stowing lands was consummated by the
giving of a glove. Likewise, the deprl-
vation of gloves was a ceremony of
degradation. ~Then, too, It was the ens-
tom to glve gloves In payment of rent,
the gloves belug accepted as a gnaran-
tee of a retalner's service, which was
the chlef condition of tenure, On the
Scoteh border the glove held a high
place as o gage, Here a glove borne on
the polnt of a lance procinimed an aet
of perfidy. Blting the glove was a slgn
of hostile intent and the rsoal prelude
to a quarrel. Throughont the history
of dress they are found symbolical of
pledges, gages, gifis or favors, Gloves
nlso form part of burial rites, and were
carrled In funeral processions untll the
middle of the eighteenth century, When
a malden died It was the eustom to
place In the center of the garland which
was borne on her coffin a pnir of white
gloves—a symbol of virginity and Inno-
cence—Woman's Home Companion,

Cabby's Revinge,

A stipendiary magistrate In a town
In Yorkshire who was not given to err
on the slde of lenlency once had before
him a eab driver who was charged with
furious driving. After some severe
comments on the man's conduct a
heavy fine was Imposed,

A few days after the trial the magis-
trate, who had been detalned rather
longer than usual in the court, was hur-
rylng along to catch his traln, when,
seelpg an empty cab handy, he halled
the driver and direeted him to proceed
to the statlon, telllng him that he was
pressed for time, The driver, however,
heedless of the hint, kept to o very gen-
tle trot.

“I say, I say, my man,” excialmed the
fare, with bis head out of the window,
“drive faster than this."”

“Itean’tbedone, sir,” replied the driv-
er, “Ye see, If we drives faster we're
had up afore the beak, and we gets
fined; so we has to be eareful,”

He did not alter hlg pace and nelther
did the *beak" cateh his train.—London
Tid-Blts.

Feathered SBurgeona,

Some Interesting observations on the
treatment of wounds of birds have
been made by a writer who tells of a
snipe both of whose legs he had un-
fortunately broken by a misdirected
shot. He recovered the bird only the
next day, when he discovered that the
poor thing had contrived to apply a
dressiog of down and a sort of splint to
each leg. A ligature of grass had been
ueed to wind many times around the
wounded parts, and was securely fas-
tened by coagulated blood. Twice the

writer has brought home solpe with In-'

terwoven feathers strapped on one or
the other leg, which undoubtedly bad
been broken.

Btrunge,

Mr. Crimsonbeak—Did you ever think
what a funny thing a lemon Is?

Mr, Orimsonbeak—Why funny?

“You know how sour It |s?"’

“Ohb, yes."

“Well, people take them to make "em
sing sweetly."—Yonkers Statesmnn,

A Very Clever Young Lady,
Governess—Come, Etbel; It's time for
good little girls to be o bed.

Prince of Liechtenstein Has Been In-
visilile for Forty Years.

Hidden away In the exquisitely ple
turesque and magolficent castle of Els-
grub, in Moravia, an old world ruler
celebrated In solitude the fortleth an-
niversary of bis accession o the
throne. He Is not Insane. Ou the con-
trary, he Is one of the wost intellect-
vally brilliant as well as the most kind-
hearted of European sovereigns. Yet
durlng these forty years he has been
practically lnvisible to the world. No
one save his only brother and bis confl-
dentlal secretaries and servants know
even what he looks like, and his sub-
jects, like the rest of the people on the
continent, ean only form counjectures
a8 to the nature of his appearaunce.

This bermit ruler (s the relgning
Prince of Liechtenstein, an lndepend-
ent soverelgn, who, theoretically. is
stlll In a state of war agalpst Prussia,
For, when, o 1866, the varlous sover
elgn states of Germany were cnlled
upon to array themselves elther on the
side of Austria or of Prussia, the
I'rince of Liechtensteln east In his lot
with Aunstrla, boldly declared war
agalnst Prussia, and put on a war foot-
Ing his army of about 300 men.

After the concluslon of the campalgn
P'russia concluded peace with the va-
rious States that had taken part In
the contlict. But somehow or other the
prinecipality or Liechtenstein was over
looked or forgotten by Blsmarck, and
as If his attention had been drawn to
the matter it would have resulted in a
deand  for Indemuitles, the Prince
naturally forebore to call the attention
of I'russin to the neglect. No peace
haying been concluded, therefore, be-
tween the two countries, thay are theo-
retleally stlll In a state of war,

Few people are aware of the reason
for this mysterious seclusion of the
Prince of Llechienstein, who, In spite
of the smallness of his dominlons, Is
one of the very wealthiest rulers of the
world, The fact of the matter Is that
he Is affiicted with an Intestinal all-
mwent of such a character as debarg him
from the soelety of his fillow creatures,
and to render his 'solutlon uecessary.

He entertains large parties of guests
at his various enstles during the shoot-
ing senson, and likewlse his palace at
Vienna during the ¢ raival weck. But
while his guests are never permifted
to want for anything, and are simply
overwhelmed with delicate attentlons,
they never set eyes on their bhost
throughout the entire time they are
nnderneath his roof, and if they have
anything to communicate to him they
must do so by letter,

It Is a very sad life, and yet that It
has not rendered the Prince a mls-
anthrope 18 shown by his boundless
charity and philaothropy and by the
number of his selentific studies and
works which bave won for him the
honorary membership of the Tmperial
Academy of Sclence of Ausirla, He I8
close upon B0 years of age now,

His next helr 1s his brother, "rancls,
now Ausirian ambassador al 8t Pe-
tersburg, and who will succeed not
only to his vast estates, but likewise
to his soverelgnty of Licchtenstein and
to his dukedom of Troppau.—8t, Louls
Globe-Democral.

Typical Herolsm.

This timely note 1s to be found In the |

Century: It is true that the prepared-
ness for war on the part of the Span-
lards was greater in proportion to the

strength of the two nations than lhl:!|

preparedness of the Unlted Stafes. In
cases where we aetunlly had a stronger
armament, the great disproportlon of
logs, and the comparative lneffective-
ness of the SBpauish arms, of course re-
dound to the credit of this country.
The strength of Awmwerien being, how-
ever, so prepondernnt, and on some oe-
caslons our armament belng so muoch
more powerful, it 1s Tortutste that
there were occaslons for many herole
nets on the part of Amerleins that
were In the nature of “forlorn hopes.”
Among these the most conspleuous I8
the case of the erew of the Merrlmne,
Though the immediate object of the
glnking of the colller was not accom-
plished, no event of the war afforded
greater proof of the high mornle of the
entire navy, officers and men allke. The
desire of officers and seamen to partiel-
pate fn what must have looked like an
inevitable sacrifice of limb or life Is
not the least Intercsting and, Indead,
pathetle part of Licut. Hobson's thrill-
Ing narrative, The faet that so many
gtood ready to engage In the perllous
duty, while it does not fake a single
leaf from the lnurels of those who act-
nally took part In the maneuver, makea
the herolsm of the officer and erew of
the Merrimae slgonlficantly typleal

In Madrid During the War,

An amusing account s glven In the
Century of the experlences of *“An
Ameriean In Madeld Durlng the Wae."
The writer, Mr. Edmond Kelly, was
called from Parls to the Spanlsh eap-
Ial at the outbreak of the war on bus-
Incss of urgent lmporiance, Fortu-

nately, as he thought, he spoke French |

fluently and had a Parls addeess; and
his princlpal disgulse was “a foulard
cravat, which Frenchmen tle In n loose
how llke that In which our grandmoth-
ers tled thelr bonnet-strings fifty years
ago.” The Spanish charge d'affalres at
I'aris gave hlln no encouragement,
There was risk of belng arrested as a
spy. and trented accordingly, Mr, Kelly
found hig Invasion of hustile territory
g0 casy, however, ns to be positively
hnmiliating, IHe spent seven wecks in
Madrid, suffering little or no Anuoye
anoce.

Origin of Cemeterios.

In anclent tmes burinls were always
outslde the walls of a ¢lty or town, 1n-
deed, before the time of Clurlstinnlty it
wis not lawful to bury the dead within
the limiis. About the end of the sixth
century Bt Augustine obtained of King

Ethelbert a temple of ldols—used by

the king before his converslon—and

made a burylng place of It, and 5’-’ Nows.

Cuthibert afterward obtalned leave of

the Pope (A. D. 752) to have ynrds]

made to the churches sultable for the
burial of the dend,

The Cause.
Askins—What has caused the change
in Ma). Stiff's appearance of lnte? He
ueed to look like one born to command,
Grimshaw—He s married now, and

Ethel—Yeth, Mith Morgan; but you has made the discovery that he wasn'y
know 1 have been paughty to-day.—  born for any such purpose.—Puck.

Jeweler's Weekly.

Rome people’'s Idea of hospliality s

Ulsters and roll-top desks bide a great  to give guests an opportunity fo take

many things from the publie

@ chance In a rafle of some kind

|
EUROPE'S HERMIT SOVEREIGN.{ ERRONEQOUS IMPRESSIONS

The Average Man Knows Very Little
About the Truoe Indian,

We cannot deal with the Indian of to-

day unless we know the Indian of yes-

terday. The average man seldom

| thinks about Indians, and when he does

he thinks of them elther with entire
indifference or with contemptuons dis-
like, Ile is moved In part by that nar-
rowness which leads us to despise those
who In appearance or by birth or tra-
dition are different from ourselves—
the feeling which leads many a white
man to speak with contempt of negroog
or Chinamen. More welghty than this
feellng, however, iz the Inherited one
that the Indian Is an enemy, who from
the time he was first known has been
hostile to us.  Even nowadays most
people seem to think of the Indlan only
s a warrlor, who Is chiefly oceupied in
killing women and clhildren, burning
homes and torturing eaptives. From
the days when they fought the Pilgrim
IFathers, and then the settlers of the
Ohlo Valley, and Inter still the emi-
grants crossing the plains, nine-tenths
of all that has appeared In print about
Indians bas treated them from this
poliut of view; and the newspapers
[ Which now eonstitute so great a por-
tion of the reading matter of the Amer-
lean publle, seldom print anything
about the Indinus except In connection
with massaeres and oprisings, The ef-
fect of all this literature on the popus
lar estimation In which the Indian I8
held has been very great.

[ The popular lmpressions are entirely
erroneous. The Indlan was a fighter,
yet war was only an Ineldent of hig life,
Like any other human belng he Is many
sided, and he did not always wear hlg
war paint. If be has a repulsive as
pect, there are other sides of his chiar-
acter, and some of them pleasing, If
from one polnt of view he may appenr
to the civilized man feroclous and hate-
ful, from another he seems kindly and
helpful.  The soldler sees the Indian
from one point of view only, the i
sionary from another, the traveler from
fi third, the agent from a fourth, Dach
of these Is lmpressed by some sallent
| feature of his chaeacter, yet ench sons
that one only or ehlefly and the image
sliown Is imperfeet, l-proportioned
and misleading, —Atlantle,

Humidity on th: Wabash,
“Talking about rainy weather,” sald
the Westerner, “lI remember once out
lln Indianapolls meeting a farmer who
took the most cheerful view of damp-
 ness of anybody 1 ever saw, 1 asked
lilm If they had muceh raln down on the
Wabash that spring.
VeIl It has been a lttle damp,’ he
answerad.  “T'he day before 1 left home
I had to hang up twenty-four of my
| ducks. They hnd got so water sonked
that they couldn't gwim any longer, 1
(planted my corn In two feet of water,
and I don't expect over thirty bushels
I to the aere. My wheat Is looking pret-
ty well, but the sturgeon and catfish
have damaged It conslderable, There
was about fifteen minutes' sunghine one
day, and 1 thought 1 would plant my
, potatoes, so 1 loaded them on a scow
'nml anchored the scow in three feet of
wiater, when It began to raln again,

““I wanted to go down on the bottom
lands next to the Wabagh to see If the
grads was growing for my hay crop,
but my wife said that as we dldn't have
| any diving bell she'd rather I wouldn't.
| 1 should feel kind of discournged with
[ all ratn, but I've spent my odd hours of
lelsure time—and the even ones, tdo, on
account of staylng In out of the wel—
bullding us an ark. If it will only rain
another week or two until 1 get her
ready to sall 'm going to tnke my fam
ily out to Missourl by water for a telp
to visit our folks that moved off out
there beenuse they didn’t know enojgh
to stay In a place where they were com-
fortable, "—Boston  Evenlng  Tran.
seript,

What Two Bullees DId.

On the cot beslde that of Bdwnrds
lay n rough rider, Walter 8. Becbe, nn.
other fever vietim and twlee wound-
e, n cut through the arm on July 1,
and n revolyver bullet fn the Jeft leg on
July 2.

“It's only a couple of weeks,” sald
Beebe, “since they got that bullet out
of me. They located It at lnst with the
X rays. Ilere it Is, Seel It's my opin-
lon that bullet came from one of our
own six-shooters. It was all foollsh-
ness, the reckles way (he boys shot off
their revolvers In the chinrge,

“To show you the queer things some
of those bullets did Ul tell you a thing
I saw In the Las Guasimas fight. There
Wil L Ian near me 08 we went along
who stopped to break off o stick In the
shiruly, 1 guess he wanted to make n
ramrod of It If he hadn't stopped he
might never have been killed, but Just
as he had broken the stick and was
twisting the last Abers apanrt 0 Muuser
bullet went stealght through- his head
und he dropped to his Knees, s hands
still elutehedd the braneh be was brealk-
Ing, nnd, as he koelt there, another
bullet eame and et through the Lrok-
en wond, #o that he held his ramreod
froe. He had got what he stopped for.”
—Leslle's Weekly,

The African's l-:mlu_r::mn.

Two enses notably Mustrative of the
Afriean patlve's power of endurance
are reported from the British Central
Afrlen Protectorate, Lo each lostanee
| mun wias dreagged from bils eanoe by
n ¢rocodile, and had an avin bitten nl
most to 4 pulp.  The men had to be
tuken long destances overland, On
| renching Zomba ench hnd the injured
b nmputated and guickly recovered,
Dir. Douglas Gray, acting chilef medieal
officer there, rewarks further In hig re-
port upon the growlng confidence of
the native in the Huropean medicos,
teports of cutes—more especlally In re-
lation to surgery—spread  raphlly
among the noatives, and the one old
cure—a Ober band tled round a lhioh
abave the seat of discase—Is, he sy,
fast losing s reputation.—London

Widows In the Tressury Departmant

Lots of the treasury girls at Wash-
iugton are widows, Hundreds of them
are old maids, and several thousand are
sweet marringeable girls, with preity
faces, good bearts and & high grade of
culture and edueation. Many of them
had governors and genernls for fath-
org, not a few nre the widows of noted
soldlers and stitesmen and all are far
above the average of thelr sex the Unl
ted States over. Many bave traveled
widely.

A bluck eye Indleates a revengeful
nature-on the part of the other fellow,

-

LET US ALL LAUGH.

JOKES FROM THE PENS OF
VARIOUS HUMORISTS.

flessant Incidents Ocenrring the
World Over—8ayings that ArcCheers
ful to Old or Young — Funny
Belections that You Will Enjoy.

Qunestiona of Value.

He knew that she was a clever busi-
ness woman, and thervefore he thought
his schieme a good one. But he did not
reallze that she was such a good judge
of values,

“I have made a bet that T will marry
you,” he sald,

“Money up? she asked.

“Yes," he answered, pleased at the
businesslike way she took hold of the
proposition.

“How much?®"

“Five hundred dollars,”

8he looked him over evitically,

“Too low," she sald at last, “You'll
have to get It ralsed to $5,000 or you'll
loge,"

And at that, ns she afterward ex-
plajned, she was giving him a bargain.
day price,—Clilengo Post.

Excemsive Politeness,

Customer—1 haven't any chunge with
me this morning: will you trust me for
R postage stamp until to-morrow?

Drug Clerk- Certainly, Mr, Jones.

Customer—But suppose I shonld get
killed, or—"

Drug Clerk—Pray don't speak of It,
Mr. Jones. The loss would be but a
tritle,

The Artist's Model

=Judy.

A Detrimental Crane.

“The doctor says that Aunt Jose.
philne hus o thermometer-cough,”

“Thermometer-cough? What's that?"

“Why, the kind of cough women get
by chasiong out on a cold pluzen, every
hour or so, to see how the thermometer
stands." ek,

The Allment,

“What appears to be the matter with
your father? inguired the doctor, as he
bastily put his clothes on.

“He's got the plumbago,” replied the
boy. *I think that's what maw says
it 8"

“I'aln in the small of the back, I pre-
sume," snld the doctor,

“No, glr, he hain't got vo small of the
back, My paw welghs 284 pounds.”—
Chlvago ost

The Resnlt,
“ITe thought hils plays would elevatoe
the stoge.”
“And they merely depress the pub
e~ Syracuse Star,

Heard in the Kitchen,

“The tea kettle secms to be quite a
ginger,” sald the nutmeg geater, It
beats we, my volee 18 80 rough.”

“Me, too," replied the rolllug ping 1
enn't get beyoud dough"—New York
Evenlong Sun,

Foetical Sult,

“Charlie’s girl seems to be somewhnt
kittenish.

“Well, you know, he alwuys wns n
great fellow for courting the wews."
I'uck.

A Ehaft that Missed the Mark, =

Mrs, Merchant (slyly)—Mr, Smnrt, of
Bmnrt & Howell, has bought Lls wife a
dinmond necklnee,

Mr. Merchant—What do yon suppose
his customers will think of his proten
glons to low prices now?—-Jeweler's
Weekly,

His Enormons Circumference,

“It appears that the nearest Glen,
Bhafter could get to the front wns a
point three miles away."

“Jericho! 1 dldn’t think he was ns
fat ns that!"—Cleveland Plalp Dealer,

Unsophinticated,

“Ray, mnnny!
“Come on, chile!
play wif yo' little brother,”

Puy me dutt"
Come on home an'

headly Weanpon,
Reporter—How did the prisoner pro-
cure the menng of committing sulelide?
Warder—A bride gave him one of her
first mlnee plos and he cut his thromt
with the crust,— New York World,

“DId your girl glve you the glad
b
“Yes, and o mitten with IL"—Life,

It Daoes,

Muabel--Do you think the use of slang

by n young woman could ever lead to
profanityt

Abel—It might on the part of the man

who heard her.—Indlapapolls Journal.

Etated with Precislon,

“I suppose,” sald the admiring friend,
“that you gave a great deal of thovght
to that big case you just won?"

“No," nuswered the lawyer; I never
guve a bit of thought to It. Bul,” he
added, reflectively, “1 sold a lot."--

| Washington Star,

Fickle Man.

Cholly—8See that Miss Dashington
over there? Young Filkins used to be
¢lean out of his mind about her,

Dolly—And now ?

Cholly~And now she's clean out of
his mind.—San Franeisco Examnler,

Romamnce vs. Reality.

“It is my intention,” sald a newly
married man, “to have our pletures
taken with my wife’'s hand on my
shoulder.

“And 1" responded another man of
more experience, “am thinking of hav-
Ing ours taken with my wife's hand on
my pockethook,”

Those Horrid Cabmen,

“What are you puttlng that bag over
the horse's head for?"

"I don’t want him to see what he's
pulling for $1."—New York World,

About the * ize of It,

Bachelor—I  wonder what
men to marey ?

Henwdict—=Why, the

COUTse,

Induces

women, of

Those Loving Girla,

Miss Antiguate—This I8 a portrait of
my great-geandmother by one of the
old masters,

Misg Caustic—Indeed.
one?

Miss Antiquate—The next one Is a
portralt of myself at the age of 7.

Miss Caustic—Also by one of the old
masters, 1 presume.

And the next

Fomething Unnsnal
She—Ilave you noticed < that Mr.
Shortlelgh Is paylng a good deal of at-
tention to Miss Cleverton?
He—Yes, and it's the first time I evep
knew him to pay anything.

Positively Insnlting,

“T know the pumpkin pie was rather
thin as to filllng," sald the landlady,
nlmost crylng, “but 1 don't think he
had any right to say what he did."”

“Whnt dld he sny ¥ asked the second
table hoarder,

“He asked me if T dldn't think that
the pie crust would be hmproved If it
had another cont of palnt."—Washing-
ton Star.

-—

Epenking of Done,

The Doer—Yes, denth stared me In

the fnee, and I thought of all T'd done,

The Done—Noble fellow, to think of

your friemls at such a eritical moment!
—Chleago Post.

Was Heady for Tt
Pastor—IHave you serlously congld-
ered the great question of Uie, Mary ¥
Girl Parighloner—None of the young
men has asked me yet, sir—New Ope
leans Times Democrat,

Dinner for Two.

Misg Dinah—Mrs. Parlor, the grent
cooking cxpert, says one can gel a
splendid dinner for 30 conts,

Jiek (who has Just blown in o week's
gnlnry) - There are others!

Pleasant,

Newly Engaged Flo (to bosom friend)

You don't secm a bit curlous about
my engagement to Frank. Don't you
wunt to know how he |ll‘u|ulm'||'."

Bosom Friemd-No; 1 know how e
propoges.—World's Comie,

Beorn,
“The Bmithy bleycle I8 unquestions
ubly the best.™
“Fough!  Why, I keep n Smilthy ex
pressly o lend to my friends,"— Daetrolt
Journnl

Fussy,
“Miw, Bloks seems ke a very fussy
wornn"
“Fresy ! Bay, If she bullt o Bowse
she'd nslst upon having all the nalle

wanleured, " —Cleveland Plain Dealer,

An Unhappy Hlastration,
Tommy— Whnt's an beltloom, aoantie?
Iis O3 Madd At
) o something that's been o the fum
Iy years nned yonrs,

Tommy —Auntle, I# your engngement
ring an heirloom ?--Jeoweler's Weokly.

Oh, that's u Jew-

Ovorwhelming Dance Favor.

A Connecticat young mian had n favor
conferred vpon bim at o cotilon the
other nlght that uearly paralyzed him,
When the moment came for a fuvor to
Iwe glven bim his hostoss steppndd for
wird and presented bt with the only
glrl of his cholee. “Take nd keep hor,"
she sald, “she 8 yours!” “"Heavens
nlive!” gaspod the happy lover, “1s this
true?” And then this "Ulll) ghel,” whose
ansawer to a4 certaln question he bl
asked o month ago, stealghtway tose
on the tip of her toek, and, In view of
the anssemblod  company, pressd n
dnloty kiss on his wouth, declaring:
“You, It I8 troe”

Then everybody congratulated the
pair, and the dance went on with o
rush,—Boston Herald,

Living on Chocolate,

An Interesting test has just been
made by a Frenchwoman, With a view
to test.ng the sustalulng powers of
chocolate, she lved on that alone for
sixty duys, and lost but Ofteen pounds
in the Interval

Her Iden,
He—Oh, yes, 1 ean quit smokly | elg-
arettes whenever 1 want to,
She—-Why don't you consult a plysi
clan and see If he can't glve you sotles
thing to make you want to}




