MOTHERHN0D.
T cht throls on; but Jet me pray.
r Lord?!
Crost 1 Lis same a momwent from Ly
(i 1 .11:!5.
1 w Wy eyes would turn, bot they
bsck.
Be v my arm beside me whepe he
¥
st Lord, so little anil s warm!
| wwoot think that Thou hadst need of
nim
fle + so little, Lotd, he cannot sing,
He ansot praise Tiwe; all his lite had
aroedd
W e to bold fast my kisees in the night,
't bim o me—he iy Bot happy there!

He aad got felt his life; his lovely eyes
Jussmnew uie for his motber, and be

diedd,

Hlus: Thon an angel there to mother him ¥

I say he loves me best—if he forgets,

It Thow allow it thar my child forgets

And runs nol out fo mes: me wheg |
oHe—

Whut nre my curses to Thee® Thoo hast

Ths I.I.l-:.:li.): Abel's mother, and since

e ;-t:nn-q ceased to threaten at Thy

it .i_..,'.,.:].l.:;-i_I:wrur Thee thur Thou hold
hem st

Ip miuury of os,

Ses Thou tend him well.
Thou God of nil the mothers! 1f he Inck
(e of his kisses—Ah, my heurt, my

kiss in Heaven? Give him

Forg: . ‘Lord, but I am sick with
Anid tired of tweurs and cold o comfor:s-
bE.
Thet uzt wise, 1 know, and teader, aya,
il o,
Tuot hast my child and he is safe in
i nee,
And | believie—
Ah, God, my child shall go
C=phaned among the angels! Al alope,
So liitle snd alonel  He knows not Thee,
P ¥y knows his mother—give Lim

i3 + |

=SS
T wag lnte when George Atwood
arrived ut Mrs. Halleck’s party.
There was guite a brilliant cow-

puny present, and Mr, Atwood stwod

near the door to sean the throug.

Evidently bhe was looking for some-
body —yes, for bis eves rested now ou
a ywung girl.

A girl with a beautiful face upturn-
ed o u fair, handsowe man, Lbending
over the buck of her chinlr, She seem-
#il in & truoee of delight, and wholly
unransclous of anybody’s presence o
the brilllanty lighted parlors but the
mian bending over her.

Aud the girl was George Atwood's
Promised wite,

When Lis eyes rested on her an nw-
ful change came over Lis face, the
richy, durk eolor fled. leaving it white
#nd righl, nod bis lips formed a tense
toe under his heavy, dark beard.

For duys pust George Atwood watch-

vd 1da Challis, bis intended wife, He |

enew that Ida loved him devotedly,
and be tried not to wateh her; he tried
not to notles Alfred May's attentlon to
lier, but mus he caught slght of her
face when he entered Mrs, Hulleck's
parlor he knew that he ooght to bave
Eepd 4 better watch over her than be
didl Alfred May possessed the Tasel-
Hation of a serpent, and be bad druwn
Idn into the meshes.

(eorge Atwood turtned away with an
inward groan He loved Ida passion-
dtely; Her jove seewed lost 1o bim, yet
e eould not think of giving her up

Mro Atwood |s bere,” Alfred May
sl looking down nt Ida Challis.

The rudinnt face grew pale, and 1da
“hivaced us she looked around her, She
had fullen from her world of bliss and
she won once more In Mrs. Halleok's
crowded salun,

Dig you say Mr. Atwood was here?

Wheee |s he?" she usked, o & low
v aben
Yeu! e was here a moment ngo. 1

W m looking savagely in this di-
Fton, but he has disappeard: 1o do
HOL sve Lim aopywhere pnow,” aod Mr.
May  lnughed  bis  musieal  lnugh.
“hakged the conversation. and in an
other winute Ido's face was upturned

QI Fosy olies fnore.

A quadrille was forming, and a gen- |

Hemnn enme to elatm lda  for  the
e, Away from Alfred May aod
e glamor Lis presence cast over lLer
lirtly  vanlshed—she thought of her
lover, Jf\l'lmn» was he* Did he no-
fiee anything wrong lo ber conduet to-
Ward Alfred May® If he was in the
fmom why didu’t he come to her?

These thoughts Hashed through lda’s
ind as she walted for the first figure
10 be called, and Lappeniug to tury ber
bird, she saw her lover stunding ou
the opposite side of the room, Lis eyes
faitened upon her. One glance at his
livid fuce angd everything in the Hlum-
:ﬂuus(l parlors seewed whicliog round
Ler,

The dance was over. Ida never could
=l how she go tthrough it. The heat
of the room was suffocating ber, aud
When her partoer left her, after leading
bier buck to her seat, she rose and stag-
Réred over to one of the windows that
“pened out npon the baleouy.

Ak shie stepped into the deep recess
of the window she let the curtains gall
fwhind her, shuttiog in the lightfiad
heat and whirl. How delightful jod
00l It was gut here. The shiuing stars
looked down at her from thelr deep
blue setting through the open window.
Hat 1da did not sbut berself out lo the
darkness to gaze nt the stars. She
threw Lerself into a chalr which veeu-

'ANCHORED TO A WHALE,

FISHERMAN IS TOWED OUT TO SEA.

GLOUCESTER

which suddenly took a notion to tow hi
dreamed of In dory navigation,

threw [t overboard, und whil

and Jigger far bhehind.,
a lirtle fright.

last cruise of his fishing schouner, the Maxine Eiliott

Startling was the experience of Charles Decker of Gloucester, Mass., on the

Decker, while tshing

peacefully in the waters of Sheepscott bay, found himself anchored to a whalk,

m out to sea at a rate herctofore un-

The Maxine Blllott lay anchored under the lee
of Lower Murk Isiend. The fish were running freely in the mouth of the Bheep-
scott and.Diecker, with the other men from the boat, was engaged in band lining
over the sides of dories stretohed betwesn the Cranbierey ledges and
rocks, each covering a favorite locality for cod. Decker let down his anchor when
About midway betwesn Lower Mark snd Grifith's head, on a spot known to be
shoal—about rwenty-five fathoms being charted there,

Nister

He baited a jigger and

it was Tununine out set to work on snother, He
had ler his anchor run eusily, and when it brought up he had lifted and low-
ered it several feet to make sure it was on bottom.
whirled half around, and started ahead at & =ate that was dragging his cod line
Decker was nlmost paralyzed with pstonishment aod not
His bair was beginning to stand on end and his fesh was creepy

Suddenly bis dory careened,

| ali over as he thonght of aonie mysterious “sea devil”™ dragging him out to sea.
Just then & big whale came 1o the top to blow, just ahead of the dory, and

Decker waz relieved to
nething that he was used 1o, H

see his anchor fast in rhe monster's blow hole.

A whale

e is fright vanished snd he promptly cut
the tow line and released himself from peril,

When he came on hoard his mates

refused to believe the yarn, aud asserted he had cut the line because he was

too lagy to lift the sanchor,

pled the recess and burled her face in
her hands.

“Oh, what a wretch 1 am?' she
moaned.  “George suspects 1 think
more of apother wan than 1 do of hlm,
Heaven help me! How Is this golog
| to end ¥
‘ Lirtie 1da dreamed that before many |

minutes she would know how it was
going to end. As she usked herself |
‘ thar question volees came to ber from
| the baleony without,

Ida's bead was erecy in ap instant, A |
lady and gentleman were speaking on
the baleony, Ida did not wish to sit
and lsten to whiat was not Intended
for her ears, but the man's voice held
Ler spellbound, and she leaned forward
to catch every word that fell from his
lips.

“What absurd idess, to be sure!” the
man was sayving, lo his lightest tones,

“Absurd! How can you sy so?
said the lady's voice, hotly. “Anybody il
can see that you are trying to mmw]
between George Atwood and bis io-
tended wife,”

“Trying to come between thew!™” and
Alfred May Inughed derisively,

“Al, you mean that you have dlrendy
aceomplished it! Yes, everybody says
that you must have (ascinated Miss
Clhallls—that sbe loves you ls vo long-
er 4 secret,”

“She loves me! Then wore fool she |
for bher paius, for, my dear, 1 nve o
affection to waste oo anybody but your
| own sweet self.”

Ida lstened to no more, For duys
£he bad been under a gpell, bot it was
| shattered at last. She fell back in her
|4-hair. burled her head In her bhaonds
once more and groaned alpud.

At that moment the heavy curtains
parted and George Atwood  stepped
lnto the recess,

“Iidg, what ails you?" and he rested
his hand Hegbtly on ber shoulder.

“Oh, don't touch mwe—don't speak to
me!” she eried, drawlng away from
him with a shiver, “George, I'm oot
worthy 4 kind word from your lips."”

“Heaven forbid, lda. that a word
should full from my lips but in kind-
pness to you, Lt Is too late to censure,'
and the strong man's volee gquivered—
“it l# &0 bhard to give you up. 1If Al-
fred May was a good man—"

“Alfted May Is a seoundrel) and |
hete him—1 hnte wyselfl Ob, George,
Ir you knew Lhow wretched | sm!™ and
Ida burst oo 1ears,

=1dn!™ eried George, in joyful as-
toplshment 1 thought you loved Al-
frod Moy

viieprge, 've waeted foolishly—1've

done wrepg, but o, I'm so sorry”
snld 1da, berwesn her sobs,
[ oMy durling!” and George clasped
her in his strong arms. “Let us for-
get the past few weeks of onr exist-
| spee."—New York News,

HIS BETTING CLOTHES.

‘ Superstitions Young Mon Explains
Cause of His Losses,

There is & new boarder at the board-
ing house He wenrs 4 new pair of
scoteh tweed trousers, n mile oo wide
across the beam, and an embryonle
wixed mustuche, which he loves to
traiv foto the form of & grapevine ten-
dril. When be |s pot twirling his ten-
drilons mustuche or taking another
hiteh In bis trousers he plasters down
with his hund hls straggly growth of
tow colored balr aud contines it as best
fie eqn behiud the rims of his smull
CAars,

“Do you know," said the sewcomer,
“that I am the most superstitious fel-
Jow you ever suw? Now, really, 1 am."

o think that we are all superui~|
tions.” sild the autress, who sit across
from Lim at the table, snd who was
one of the bullet in “Beauty and the
Beast.”

vPerhiaps,’’ was the languid reply.
“But do you know, some of us sporting
wen are very superstitious, Don’teher
think so?"

“You n sporting man!" (oterrupted
the netress.  “Why," sbe sald, “I took

I morrah.’

you for a musiclan, Den’t you play "
“Only the mees”” answered the new
poarder. *“Neow, for instance," contlu-

ud the new boarder. “to show you how

P superstitious | am, 1 never play a hoss

on Friday. 1 lost $13 the first Friduy
that 1 ever bet on the races, and 1
made up my mind that 1 never wounld
bet on Pridny again.  And you notice,

| too, that it was $13 that | lost.”

“and do you know,” began the young
man sgain, “1 have learned that a man
should never play the hosses in clothes
that be lins lost in. Now, for [nstance,
I always used to lose in a sult of green
plild. I lost on hoss after hoss in those
clothes, and finally a friend told me
that they were hoo-doo clothes and that
I ought to wear something else, Well,
do you know, | wore an old suit of
black cheviot and 1 made $4% on a
10-to1 shot"

“Color mnkes all the difference in the
world In betting. Then, too, 8 mun
wil always lose If he bets (b o poolroom
In the same street with an undertaker's
estublishment. [ used to lose right
along at a poolroom In 6th avenue untll
I found out that there was a under-
tuker two doors up the street

“A white hoss 18 luckier than a black
hoss. Whenever there Is 4 black hoss
up I always bet on b, especially If 1
huve on 8 lght suit.

The fut boarder wus ahout to legve
the tuble, says the New York Tribune,
when he turned and sald;

“I dou’t think 1 will do much betting
at that rate. 1 haven't enough clothes
to go around, and 1 doobt very much If
yYou will have, young wan, If you keop
on."

The winxened mustached young man
agnin plustered down a curl, Lut sald
nothing,

The Wit of the Little Ones.
Dr, Macnamara, M. P, has a fund
of good stories of chlldren's wittielsms,

I“Last Chrisunas,” he says, 1 was at

a meeting of school children In Key-
nington. Before golng away 1 sald to
them: “Now, boys, mind you don't get
into mischief or trouble betweon now
and pext Chelstmas,” w which the chil-
dren replied: ‘Sawe to you. sir!® To n
question as to where the Nile rose, one
answer was: ‘ln Mungo Park.” Anotl-
er chilil was nsked: ‘Where are the
Mokt tamous voleanoes in Europe? 1o
which be replied: “In Sodom and Go-
Detinitions glven by some
of the Hittle ones were well wWorth pre-
serving. Here dare some: *A vicuum I8
nothlng shut up lo o box.” A pessimist
I8 nowan thot attends to your fest, and
np opthnist a man that attends to your
eyes.” This is what a ltile girl wrote
of the Salie law: ‘Edward 111, would
have Deoy King If his mother bad beey
aman’ Asuin: ‘King Henry Vi1 lked

plenty of money and plenty of wives, |

and died of uleers on the legs.” ‘Grass'
apswered one  little child, ‘is what
you've got 1o keep off.” Aunotlier wrote:

“The marringe custom of the anclent |
(irecks was this, that a man muarried |

only oue wife, which was called a4 mo-
notony.' "—London Answers,

A Litde Dense.

“Sousa's band played Lefore King
Edwurd.”

“Iudeed? That wasn't court etiquette,
was [t?”

“What do you wean?”

“You sald Sousa played before the
King. The King should have played
first, shouldo't he?"—Cleveland Plalu
Dealer,

His Idea of a Recluse,

“It seens funny to find a recluse ly-
Ing right here In the heart of 4 great
clty.”

“What do you mean?”

“1 mean Peter B, von Gossler.”

“Why, he's not a recluse,”

“He Isn't, ¢h? Then wliy hasn't he
1 telephone?'—Cleveland Plaln Dealer,

Monuments at Gettysburg,

In Gettysburg Park there are about
500 monuments. Io addition to this pat-
rlotle ornpmentation there wre 295
mounted cannon and over 200 monu-
mentn] tablets.

Times buve changed; when o woman
starts out to eart her living these duys,
she lan't regarded as a herolne, with a
mortgage ou ber Dear Old Home.

'ABOUT THEBIOGRAPH

MACHINE THAT PRODUCES THE
MOVING PICTURES

Great Future for Them in Education—
| Bome of the Uses to Which They

Mauy Be FPut—How the Films Are
‘ Muade.

| There is a great future for moving
pletures In education. To the Insular
fehlld what niore fmpressive method of

Information as t0 what a warship s
like to all it majesty than to shiow bilm
one n motlow-photography ¥ The chll
ldren of the Central  Siates  will  be
'shown waves dashing high upen the
| strand, or rolling fn gentle billows on
the bBathiing beach where children are
at play. There are clty chilidren, too,
who can be shown harvesting and bay-
Ing sceties in the great West; cows,
bhorses, and all animals, wild and tawe.
Aml for both rural and urban young
sters the wutoscope wili dispiny  the
Lodian, the Conmwan, the Zulu—all
races of et and thelr maniers and
customs. Ta the geography class the
mutoscope will display the capes, riy-
ers, citles, bays, towns and historie
buildings that hervtofore have been but
nanies to the book-dazed scholyr. He
will be shown the Mulr glacier in Its
mighty disintegration, Vesuvius o
| eruption, and Niagara's resistless flood.
It will take the scholar up the Dnnubse
or down the Mississippl, or sbow him
the wondrous panoramazs of  Loudon,
New York, Paris, Bombay and Cantoy
life. To the histody class the muto-
scope will show the great personuges
of w-day. as they live und move and
have thelr being, What more vital sug-
gestlon of the war with Spain than the
two views of the Spanlsh warship Vis-
cayva—one showing ber at anchor In
New York harbor, her captaln, n bitter
Jest. training his connoun on the city;
the other a bartersd wreck upon the
beach of Santlago a few weeks latery

Life-motion pletures are made with
one (ype of chmery and projected by
two kinds of wmachines. The moving.
picture cawern |8 arranged so that,
wlhen turned by o erpuk, eltbher by band
or by an electric motor, the sensitized
film passes behind the lens at o rate of
320 feet per minute. Bot, to make each
picture, this fillm must come to o deand
stop for one-seveuteenth part of a sec-
ond, duriung which time the shutter of
the camern opens and closes, Then in
less than the Lundredth part of 4 sec
ond the ilm moves down about two
Inches, and the process s repeated un-
til the picture Is finished. From one-
balf & minute to a minute Is sutficient
time to take ordinary scenes In life.mo-
tion. Five hundred or glx hundred men
marching elght abreoast can puss at a
wanlk a glven polnt in one minute; and
80, In taking life-motion photographs of
4 parade, the operitor of the cumwery
turns on his machine only at the meo-
ment mportaut personages are passing.
Pletures  three  minutes in length or
longer are often taken, but experience
has shown that long pletures on the blo
griph grow tlresome,

A developed biograph film Is gimply a
ribbun of sewml-transparent celluloid
three Inches wide, on which appears n
suceession of pletures. These pletures
are two Inchies high aud cover the film
to its edges. while Letween each pic-
ture there Is a margin of one-sixteenth
|of an Inch. A pleture-film of o Beene
that has lasted a mioute will be three
Inches wide and 420 feet long. On it will
| be 1,800 sepiarate photographs of the
subject. The comern makes oxposures
| at the rate of thirty distinet suap shots
per second, and the biograph or muto.
scope (by which names the two forms
of reproducing appurstus are distin-
guishied) exhibit them to spectators umt
the same rate of spesd. The eye cunnot
detect where one pleture Joins another,
for they pass at the rote of 1,800 ple-
tures per minute.—Everybody’'s Muaga
zine,

USES HE!RLOOM RECIPES.

Lecret of Fine Cookery at u New York
Woman's Hestanrant,

The trio of lunchers that went Into
the Hetle botue restaurant out of curlos-
ity lingered lonz to ent and  pralse.
“Such Huavoring!” “Such seasoning!”
thiey sald (o the proprietress.  “Where
did you get your recipes?”

The smart Hitle wouian similed o ap-
preciation of these Httle compliments,
“You ure right,” she suld, “in attriby
ting my success to the reclpes,  Wihth-
out them 1 shoold bave Leon n rank
fullpre.  With them I bave been alile
to establish o profitable buslness dowo
on this corner.

“My ook book Is slmple. There Isn't
another ke It 1o the whole country, Ir
It should ever be glven to the publie it
would be no mistemer to eall it the
BlueBlood Cook Book, for every reclp
| thereln Is an belrlopm of some old

American family.

“1 never knew untll 1 went luto the
| eatering business bow wany families
own 4 speclal dish that is looked upon
| ax thelr own property. Indeed, the old
I vulonial family that bas not such o pos-
session Is rare, and friends and nelgh-
bors all respect the sanctity of this
recipe, and would as soon rob them of
| valuable chattels a8 to purloln the se
cret of that dish, which wus, perhaps,
invented by some great-great-grand.
mother and solemnly bequeathed to
posterity along with old lace and satin
dancing shippers.

“In one respect these recipes are ke
unto Shakspesre's women—they have
an infinite variety which custom eannot
stale, Some treat of n special way to
fry chicken, others tell how to prepare
roasts and vegetables, and still others
relute to desserts. But no matter what
you want to cook, If you follow the
minute directions given you can't help
but turn out a cullnary musterplece.

“It was through pure luck thut I se-
cured this Invaluable manuscript work.

| -
| In my palmy days 1 was acquainted *

with many Indles who are pow custo-
| dinns of these recipes, and when [ Hest
turned my attention (o s restavrant,
thelr sympathies were enlisted In my
behall, and they Kindly offered to loan
the secret of thelr famous dishes, pro-
Vididd 1 would exerclse proper provaus
tion and divalse nothing to curlous pat-
rous.  Thet they wrole to rricmnds who
wore alsa  cherishing grandmother's
partlcular way of naking pancakes or
conking rabbit, and recommoendel me
as an honorable, sectetive person, to
whotn It was advisable to loan the fam-
Iy treasure.  In almost every instance
this request to accommodnte me was
teomplied with, amd my collection of spe-
clal dishes now neludes tidbits favorad
by the exelusive families of the East,
| West, North and South, not to miention
| 0 few foreign concoctlons, | vonsider
that no grenter honor coold have wen
| bestowed upon me than the loan of wn-
| terial for my cook book, for never b
fore has the mwost  privileged  guest
probed the secret of those chiolee dishes.
"Avvording to agrecment,” sald the
proprietress, acconbing 1o the New
York Tihues, “my knowledge thus ob-
tined Is to be Jealously guarded, but
In the case anything ever should hap-
pen whereby my collection of recipes
conld be put on the market, the house
keepers amd chefs of the lnnd would
have g right lttle gold mine to work
on*

CURB ON INQUISITIVE PEOPLE.

Chicago Man's Way of Getting Rid
of an Impudent Crowd,

“Some people have o grest deal of
curioshty,” sald a Chicago traveling
nun. us he st swapping eXperivnees
with a group of lis fellows ut the elub.
“Oun my last teip South 1 took In n
town that 1 had pever visited belfore,
The town was growing, aml, among
other improvements, wos the estahillshe
ment of a4 publle stenographer In the
ottice of the prineipal hotel, The sten-
ogrupher, o pretty young lndy, secmed
Quite ap atteaction to the young wen of
the town, nmd there was geenrilly o
dozen or more of them hanglog around
her.

“I had quite 4 lot of writing to do
when 1 areived, and 1 eogaged her for
the evening, and after supper 1 sat
down to dictate.  The usual crowd of
youths and wen were around, and when
1 Degan they at first moved back to a
respectful distance.  After n few min-
utes, however, they began o edge
closer, and tunlly formed a ring around
the stenographer and myself—so close
that they could hear every word of my
dictation. This was very annoying,
and 1 determined to put an end to their
Impudence. So 1 began dictating n Jet-
ter to my wife, In which | spoke of my
arrival in the town, of which 1 gave n
brief description, and then continued:

*The people liere are the most socin:
ble I bave met.  As | sit here dictating
a dozen of them are crowded aroaud s
tenlng to every word | say. This Is no
doubt a fine trait, but It I8 somewhat
annoylng to the pretty girl who s do-
Ing my work.'

“In a minute the listeners began to
move away, and after that 1 wus not
bothered with their curlosity." —Chl
cugo Inter Ocenn,

A Poet and the King,

A poet whose Hoes pever would scan
was simmonsd before the king and
commanded to show cause why bhe
should not be put to death,

“If your ear Is lmperfect,” snld the
king, “you could count your syllables
on your tingers, like an honest work-
mnn""

“Muy your mnjesty outlive sour
prime minlster by a% many years ns
remiain to you,” suld the poet reverent-
ly. "1 do count my syllables. DByt ob.
serve, my lefthand licks o Onger—bit
ten off by a eritle”

“Then," snld the klog, “why dont
you count on the right hand?

YAlas'™ was the reply of the poet, nx
Be held up the mutilinted left, “that i
mpossible—there I8 nothing to count
with! It Is the forefinger thiat Is Inck:
ing.*

“Unfortanate man!" exclalmed the
symputhetie mopareh, “We tust mnke
your Hmithtions atd disabilities tnima
terinl. Yoo stnll write for the mnga-
ahnes”San Franclywo Exsnmiloer

An Interesting Investigatlon,

During lils suimer vacation, an Kog
sl professor traveled ghout the cotn
try, asking every tramp that he mel
why be dido’t work, He luteryviewed
two thousand vagrants, nnd, classing
them aecording to the varlous reasons
they gace for not earning thelr dally
bread o an ofthodox wanner, we got
the following: Six hundred and nriy-
three sald they were willlug to work,
but ¢ould not ebtain any; four hundesi
and forty-five could pot glve any reu-
son that would hold water; three hun-
dred and one thought that no ene ought
to have to work, and if seme people
were  foollsh  enough to do so—well,
they Intended living on those suld peo-
ple; four bundred and seven were on
thelr way to procure work at distant
towns, having letrers In thelr posses-
sion promising them employment nat
the sald towns, and the remalning one
hundred and ninety-four were waltiug
for relatlves to dle and leave them
their money.

Expresses a Lot
“Hns s8he an expressive fuce?”
“Well, part of It Is."
“Which part?”
“The tongue."—Phlladelphia Bulletin.

Insurance in Germany.
The Germans are a cautlous people,
There ure 17,000,000 people lnsured In
the emplre.

If & womun ever bad enough pluek
to go out and dig for greens, she would
spoll the effect by saying thut she was
after ferni.

tne thing o bald-beaded mnn ean oot
do—lie avnat wear n pompadour,

“Ioes the conrse of thelr true love
run smooth ™ ey, yes: there are
banks on both shles, ™

“Tow Hiowvwl was the wittlest poer,”
declnved  the  Brlton.  “OL! 1 don't
koow ™ peturned the Yank: “we bave &
Whittler,"

Mr. Souggs—The lenves are leaving
my dear, Mrs. Soaggs-ls there any-
thing odd about that?* Me Sonages—
Yo, o the spring It was the trees that
woerg leaving

My largest item of expense s on ae-
count of advertising.” “1 was not
awire that you wore o bosioess.”  “I

oot But wmy wife reads the nds.
I the paaprers”
Suall  Man—Yes, slr, he's 4 con-

tomptible scoundrel, and | wold him so.
Big Mou-Dhld pe knock you down?
Swall Map-No; 1 wld bleer—
through the telephone,

Tencher—Now, Susle, you may cons
Hiraet n o sentence o which the word
“lierary™ ocenrs. Sosle (nfter mueh
thought—Little  Willle's  bands  were
Hreviry Black with dlet,

TWho el you " asked the Jus-
tee of o colored eltlzon, who had beon
brougnt before bl Cor some domestie
troubile. “You dbld, sub” was the res
piy: “bot 1 ain’t voted fer you sense,”

Her Fathor—Well, sir, what can | do
for you? I1ler Lover—Il-—-er-<¢alled to
gee I you—er—wonld glve assent to my
marringe to your danghter.  Her Fath-

er-Not a cent, sir; wot a cent,  Good
| liy!

Proml  Mother (complncently)— My
danghier 18 studying  the  language

abroml. She speaks Freoel and Il
lun as well us she does Euglish, Vs
Itor tnnocentlyl—Aml does she speak
English well?

Tenchor—What ls meant by “medinn
of exchange?" Willle—=Watmmn ?
Tenchor—What is the mediom of ex-
chonge—-what do you twke to the glore
with you when your motlier sends you
for groceries?  Wilie—"I'lie book,

Mab—Do you think these carnations
ure becoming 1o me?  Fred—0h, yes;
bt theve ore other Bowers which L
woltld rather see you weat. Mab-1'ray
rell e what they are and 1 will wear
them for you,  Fred—oOrmuge blossoms!

“What I8 the nature of (his pew fdne
gled mindady whileh they eall the *golf-
Ing spine’ ™ Thar” pesponded Cyunis
cus, “ls ensy, Giolling sploe’ Is what
the old man used o have after 0 bhnred
duy's plowlpg. but be ealled 1t the
bickache," ’

1 mee Mr. Marlin has put a4 naphtha
engine lute bis ynehit, so that he can
ke It go when there Is oo breege,"
“Yesiand M, Pecfome s putiing sialls
in bis naphithn lnupch, so thag e cpn
ks I ogo when the englne won't
work." = Puck.

Tammany Politielan (arranging  for
musle at politleal meeting - so't thae o
Dlg price? You mway not have to play
Bl n dozen thnes during the whole
evening. Mrass Band Leader- But, my
dedre sle, we ive to sit Lhere aod Osten
to the speeches,

“Why do poets wenr long  hoie?™
nsked the young woman who is woxe.
lous 1o learn My dear,” noswered
the young woman who belleves thers
I« b woely thing as modern lerature,
I they didu't wear long hale bow
would we Koow they are poors s

Mr. Wheatplt—My fallure 1s the ik
of the street, At the mecting of my
ereditors toddny | oreanged to pay 50
coitts on the dollar. Mes. Wheatplt—
wrer o meent’s iguriog— O, Heory,
=t that lovely? Thoen the $20 bat T
b sent bowe todiny will ouly cost
Lalf price,

Mother—Ethel 8 the very lmoage ot
whot | wus at ber age. He—Roally! [
shouldo't  bave  thought Iy possible!
Mother (eoldly) -May | ask why? Lie
isve olg ertor, and striving to rectify
I =0b—er—1 wins Torgeitinog what a
long thine ngo that mwust bave becn—
'unch.

A teneher, eatechising o class out ot
e regular order of schoul exereises,
usked w boy pupll the of Crepented (ues.

tlon:  “Is  malyriage a fallure
UNo'm," be nnswered,  CIts om0 mle
tuke”  The recess bell rang Just then,

wnd he hase't henrd ot sloce o that
sclool,

“Mr. Bunker looks worried thewe
days.'"  “Yes, noother addition to his
fuwlly areived last week” “But he's
enormously wealthy, Why should he
worry over nuother mouth to feed?
“It Isn't that, but the thought that It's
wnother oune . buy golt bulls for
eventually.”

A stalwart Life Gogrdsmnn in Lone-
don strolled lelsurely down the street,
wnd, npprosching an  expectant  boot-
bluck, pompously placed one enormons
foot un the polishiong Mock, For a mo-
went or two the lad gazed In wonder-
went at the expanse of leather spread
before his eyes, and then be bailed o
colleague on the other side of the siret.
“HI, BULY be shouted, “lend us some
polish.  Hl've got a Harmy contract.’

A young wnn, coutemplating matels
monlil felleity, took Wis Falr lotended
to the home of bis parents that she
might be joiredueed tw the old rolks,
“This Is wy roture wife” sald the
young man prowdly, tening to pater
famalias, who was o canny Scot, “Now,
futher, tell me candidly, what you
think of her” The old mau eyed the
blushing bride-elect eritically for fully
two minutes, then answered with el
eration: “Well, John, 1 can ouly say
you have shown much betler taste than
fbe Los"




