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JOAQUIN MILLER ON ASIATIC 
PROSELYTISM.

fashionable set, on the ground that 
it bad become “too common,” lead 
to its disuse by tbe far greater 
number 
makers?

who ape the fashion-

THE TIME I'VE LOST IN WOOINO.

LOG CABINS TO ORDER.
Joaquin Miller is in Asia as the 

corres|»oudent of the San Francisco 
Examiner. We give a few extract« 
from a Nagasaki, Japan, letter of 
July 3 on the subject ot Asiatic 
proselytism:

• • • “Many missionaries are
leaving for Northern Japan, some 
for America. Some have come 
here to go home. They are worn 
and worr.id, aud all need rest.

“What adds to their discomfort
they are not, as a rule, looked on do^^wnVi’nsUudions" for setting 
with favor here by anybody except 
their own members. It makes a 
man out of patience to hear what is 
said. Even well-bred men, and 
men who ought to know tetter, aie 
all the time blaming them for ths 
trouble with the Chinese. ‘They 
are not wanted here; let them go 
home and go to work.’ You hear 
this always, not in tbe same words, 
but the same idea is heard a dozen 
limes a day from one end of Japat. 
to the other.

♦

Log cabins might seem an odd 
sort of thing to be an article of 
manufacture and eale, but such 
they are, nevertheless, and they are 
made right in New York city, says 
the Sun. The log cabins are made 
of cedar, and they are built in dif­
ferent sizes and styles. The cabin 
most commonly sold is 12x12 feet, 
and log cabins of this kind are 
likely to be found in Block.

The log cabin is shipped knocked

The tin»’ I ve lost la voolng, 
lo wmI intf and puranng

The light iFaMC liea
in " onun'i eyaa 

flu be« my heart's undoinj 
IhoiiK1 Join oft has sought me, 
I acorn« I th« lore aba taught m«,

My only books
War? wornan'a looka, 

And f4 jTs al! they've taugfet o»<

Her »mile when beauty granted 
1 hung with gaze enchanted.

Like him, the sprite. 
Whom maids by night

Oft meet in glen that's haunt«*!. 
Like him, too, beauty won me. 
But while her eyes were on me.

If once their ray 
turned away.

Oh, winds could not outrun me!

▲nd are these follies going?
And is my proud heart growing

Too cold or wise
For brilliant eyes

Again to set it glowing T
Ko, vain, alas, the endeavor
From bonds so sw«et to sever;

Poor wisdom's chance
Against t glance

Is now as wiak as ever.
—Thomas Mo->re.

up. In cases where it is desired a 
man is sent to set them up. They 
are veritable log cabins in con 
otruction and appearance, with 
slab roofs and Btick chimneys ami 
all that. Some are sold to be set 
up on estates and country places; 
perhaps to be put to actual use fo' 
« walchniHn or for other person! 
e nployed on the place. On a big 
place it might be that a cabin 
would be set up io a clearing on n 

down in some glade
settler would oaturallv 
0 .bin.“ t hey all humbly admit that 

ini have not don« .’real Only 
5 OU* 1 Chri »liana a 1 t >'d ini«“ion- 
ainee ami all, in a population ci 
fifty-five million in Japan. While 
she has more than one hundred 
thousand active Buddhist priests 
now. The work of the m ssionanet 
Heerningly has aroused them to 
greater activity in the last twelve 
years.

“The uh iwing is still lens en­
couraging in China. The astonish 
ing prosperity of Japan, the con 
t *nt Hinl haopinesH that look down 
from every hillside anil up iron, 
every village argue strongly tha1 
their present negative form of re­
ligion is not bad; hut I’aul did not 
cone to preach Christ because 
Rome had prosperity and power.

"Ah for the gloomy outlook in 
China, what of It? Peter crucified, 
Paul lieheaded, yet right there 
Christianity look root. The mighty 
trie grew and grew from the blood 
of the true and lesser martyrs until 
its branches wave over the entire 
civilised world at this hour. Mere 
fancies of today argue not one thing 
Hgainst the missionary refugees 
here or elsewhere. Say anything 
against their courage, anything 
against their morals, their Chris­
tianity if you can, but you 1 
For all their work in either 
or Japan will bear the pale 
light.

cannot.
China 

i white

*

“The Chinese wall is the Chinese 
character. You had as well try to 
change the one as the other. For 
fifty years we of California havt 
been close observers of this strange 
little man. And, if any one of 
these old Californians has seen any 
change in his character of any 
kind, he has seen more than I have 
teen able to see. lie is a Chinamai 
and always will be a Chinaman to 
the end. We have to accept him, 
if we accepf him al all, as he is."

THE DECLINE Oh THE “BIKE.”
X«w YorX World.

Whatever the reason may be, 
bicycles ami their riders are 
pearlv »0 numerous this year a« 
»be neat.

i

hil'side or
whort a 
bu h;

IX 1HE NAME OF RELIGION.

had a flag consecration

pas- 
witl 
is n 
beet

Berlin
the other day, the flags for Chine 
regiments being included. A 
tor of the church is credited 
saying: “It is a cruBade. It 
holy war.” Crimes have
committed in the name of liberty, 
and now territorial robbery is beinj 
accomplished in the name of re 
ligion. Among other things th» 
Nineteenth century has produce» 
an abundant crop of hypocrisy 
that is made serviceable by flatter­
ers about the thrones ol riyalty.

Christ scourged the hypocritical 
Pharisees from the temple. Their 
places h ive bet n re-tilled.

The Cottage Grove Nugget in­
vitee iiadelinquent sutecriters t< 
pay up by September 30. Doubt­
less the Nuggett tditor lolls back it 
his chair, with closed eyes, and ir 
his mind sees a procession of de­
linquents depositing their shekel» 
with him on the appointed date 
Anticipation is next to realization 
And he may be rewarded Septem­
ber 1st with enough money to but 
tho probably much needed office 
towel. Really he expects nothing 
(.Inly force of habit prompts th» 
earnest appetl.

Futurity stakes race 
Sheepsliea i Bay New York, Thurs­
day, was won by William C Whit 
ney’s Ballvhoo Bey. Whitney 
paid $12,000 lor him as a yearling 
When the lucky rider cantered 
his horse back to "weigh in” th» 
band played "Hail to the Chief,’ 
the and lucky winners pushed 
wildly into tbe ring to cash theii

DOI

Th« A!

winnings. The racetrack is 
entirely elevating.

Janies Bi n­
manager of the 
this city for tbe 
retired from th» 
Jack Merriman it*

not 
in j 

This in espectwllv notice­
able at the )w>pular summer resorts. 
Asbury I’ai k's famous bicycle boule 
vard, foi example, which in pre­
vious years has swarmed with 
wheelmen and wheel women, can be 
» rotred hy the [»edrwtrian at any 
hour of the day or evening without 
haste or caution. It is almost de­
serted. Large hotel kee|>era who 
last year found it newssary to pro­
vide basement accommodations for 
a hundred wheels or more, say that 
twenty wheels is a large number 
this reason in a house of two or 
three hundred guests.

l’he coming of the automobile 
does not account for this decline of 
tbe “bike," for the automobile is 
loo expensive for general use. Can 
it be that golf, which is everywhere 
in evidence, has temporarily 
eclipsed tbe wheel? Or did the 
discarding ot tbe “bike” by the.

CottHge Grove Nugget: 
sou who ha« been 
Benson Drug Co of 
past two yean», | has 
firm, and at piesent
in charge of tbe tlrlu’a business.

D-lI«» Observer: Carey F Martin, • 
member >>( the Halsin law firm of Bon 
Irani A .Marti», ws, transacting busi­
ness «1 the courth' u-'e Saturday. Mt 
Martlu was private secretary to Har­
rison R Kincaid, »luring the latter'« 
term as «ecretary of state, and las 
clever and talented gentleman.

Cottage drove Nugget: Darwin 
Bristow is in Fort land this week, a' 
tbe residence of his brother-ln law. 
Fred Keenan, rei-ently returned from 
Alaska, and whose re»«>very la consul 
eivd doubtful. An operation was per 
formed on the Invalid Wedteaday, 
and a letter from Mr Bristow announ­
ce» that lie stood the operation nice* 
and thus far no bad result« are

Cottage (Icve Nugget: The Messrs 
I'homas, who have tbe »«»ntract for the 
new M E church, now under <-00811x10 
tlon, have linen delayed of late on 
account of a failure on th* part of the 
planing mill to get out the finishing 
material on time. The outside work 
1» practically , inplo-ted, and work on 
the inside Is now under way. The 
coin rectors expect to be able lo turn 
tbe property over to the proper church 
anthorillee by September JO.

'y. 
noted

Q*0-0*-0-0*0:-00“-0'>0-0-0-0*C 
| fl Mosculine Ewnmenl | 

Mjooo-o-oo'oiooo« o
Blakey it» a born housekeeper. What 

he doesn’t know about the care of the 
kitchen sink isn’t written H the books, 
and a person who tries to teach him 
how to make good coffee Is simply con 
veylng anthracite to a well filled bin. 
It’s a grief to Blakey that he can’t get 
11 proper substitute in his office, so that 
Ite can stay at home all day and see to 
things.

And yet. In spite of all these inter­
ests in common with them. Blakey 
Isn’t popular with women. There are 
days when he isn’t even popular with 
Ills wife, and she Is one of tbe most 
devoted spouses that ever made an ef­
fort to keep up with the procession 
Some good friend ought to tell Blakey 
bow women feel about these things 
He ought to be Informed that tbe man 
who Is a winner tells his w’lfe how it 
fills him with admiration to behold her 
as if by magic creating a feast from 
the materials lu the pantry. That's 
the talk that semis a woman Into the 
kitchen to fashion the puff paste with 
her own hands lu order to have It just 
as "he” likes it. I’.’ikey doesn’t know 
this, though, aud there are more things 
that he ought to know—and doesn't 
Perhaps life will teach him some of 
them lu time. It lias looked just a 
tie that way of late.

They had beeu dining out, and 
the way borne Blakey commented 
tiie serving of the dinner.

"Did you notice that Mrs. Gillespie 
didn't Issue one order to her maid?" he 
asked. "She had her stationed behind 
that screen. where she could command 
a view of the table In the sideboard 
mirror, and there was such a perfect 
understanding between them that Mrs. 
Gillespie only had to raise her eyes to 
tl.at mirror and th»« thing she wanted 
w as done. That's tbe way I’d like to 
h< e you have it. my dear. This ring- 
li g a lull nnd telling what 
rather mar a »tinner. Don’t 
H<»?’*

Mrs. Blakey murmured 
word to the effect flint much depend»-»! 
on having an expert waitress and 
thought the matter dropped. But next 
morning she was roused by her hus­
band's vohx-.

"I hav»> It all planntd out.” he said. 
“I've been lying awake for two hours 
L- t ting up 1» »»»de of signals for you to 
us» In calling Nora to Nerve the table. 
I ll write It »low»» for you. This is the 
l»l»-a 1 Mu- pressure of your foot on the 
i-lwtrlc button In the floor will mean 
'»’lear the table for next course,' two 
pressures might call for repasslng of 
th»- bread, three would Indicate that 
th»’ glasses ne»-»le«l refilling, and so 
forth. I think I can make It cover the 
wbol<> ground ”

"But. Dm id. It Is Nora's duty to 
watch tbe glasses and kee|> them filled 
without any telling her at all.”

"1 know, but does shi- do It? She 
gets busy with something else nnd very 
naturally forgets that. Now, by this 
plan she won't haw to tax her mem­
ory at all. and you can remind her 
without anybody's knowing you've 
done a thing ”

"But she'd have to remember what 
the signal stool for.”

"Leave that to me.” he answered. "I 
shall make It very plain and easy, and 
I'll take It down to the office and have 
two typewritten copies made-one for 
you an,l one for Nora.”

“1 hope Nora will Ilk»* it.” venture»! 
Mrs. Blakey anxiously. "She's a little 
particular, you know.”

"She's sure to Ilk»» It! You women 
never h-< iu to understand what a sense 
of satlsfnct:»u: It Is to the einployw 
when he feels a systematic hand on 
th«» helm. Why. th,- people who work 
fot you would rather bar»» things run 
pretty strict than not to feel system In 
the m^agement. They want to know 
there's a head planning things for 
them. I've found that out lu business. 
I tell you. all that housekeeping ne»sls 
to uuike Jt run ea«y Is the application 
of masculine brains nnd business ui--th- 
o»*sl Nora will
rnong’.i.”

But Nora didn't 
l-r»se:.te-t the plan 
were her own pet project, but her ef­
fort to catch an,I Impart her husband's 
entbnsfasni aliotit It was a dea l fail 
ura. Norn look«-»! very glum as she 
planed the typewritten c...fe of signals 
up by the kitchen elock, an,! Mrs 
Blakey felt glnaimcr »: 11 «1« she fa» 
tened her own copy nr the edge of l»> r 
mirror and «to»*! mumbling over Its 
wonts.

“ ‘Oas long r aa and two short 
flngar bowin’- «Be re(»-ated “‘On, 
s’-ort an,’ two long . |>.i«« rg artl- 
last serve.» *Twn I. ng ring«—eh-nr 
table for next c ur«--’ Three abort 
rtagn refill water glasses.' Oh,dear!"

lft-

on 
on

you want 
you think

n weary

like It, all right

T-oy-tl Mn. Blakey 
as Joyfully as If It

¿,s’bisks off suddenly "I somstlwes 
wish David wouldn't t: ks so ranch in­
terest in making my work easy. ’

But David’s interest kept right up. 
He urged the use of the code with un- 
tlrlug zeal. aud ons day when pretty, 
bln. k eyed Nora actually came and 
filled tbe water glasses in answer to 
"three short rings ’ be glowed with un- 
speakable pride and declared that they 
must really give a dinner.

"Eight Is the proper number for our 
table.” be told his wife. And then he 
began to plan the 1 -euu.

Mrs. Blakey w: a cheerful, gay lit­
tle body at the lime of her marriage, 
and the apart J isn't entirely gone. 
She looked very pretty on the night of 
the dinner. The table was perfect; the 
cut glass blazed with rainbow hues, 
the silver dazzled and tbe floral cen­
terpiece was a credit to Mr. Blakey's 
taste. Tbe feast was to be rather more 
pretentious than anything Mr. Blakey 
had heretofore planned, but he had no 
fears about the service. lie relied on 
the code. Mrs. Blakey, on her part, 
was determined to please David by ap­
pearing quite unconscious whenever 
she signaled Nora. The consequence 
was that her smiles and attention to 
the man on her left during the soup 
course half turned his head.

"How delightfully clever; do tell me 
another!” Mrs. Blakey was saying to 
him, brightly, as her small foot pressed 
the button and telegraphed Nora to 
“clear table for next course.”

Nora appeared a dream of delight In 
a black dress, an exquisite apron and 
a bran»! new butterfly cap that Mr. 
Blakey himself bad 
brought home for the occasion. She 
waited for the cue. She never so much 
as glanced at Mrs. Blakey, who in her 
turn kept her eyes determinedly away 
from the maid as she chatted on with 
the man at her left. Nora flitted about, 
deftly removing soup plates.

Suddenly Mrs. Blakey felt 
pierced by her husband's gaze. Great 
heavens! What was the girl doing? 
Finger ImjwIs after the soup! Had she 
given her the wrong signal? The 
guests were looking puzzle»! and 
watching their hostess. Mrs. Blakey 
rose to the occasion and desperately 
dipped her fingers, while she peremp­
torily gave the signal for next course. 
Away went the finger bowls, and Nora, 
with a wild look In her pretty eyes, 
began to bring in black coffee.

"Horrible!” ejaculated Mrs. Blakey 
to the man on her left, who had just 
finished quoting her a little quatrain of 
his own. Then she apologized, with 
one eye on him and another on Nora, 
who was floating past her, all uncon­
scious of appealing glances and furtive 
clutches at her sleeve. The code of 
signals was eddying like a whirlpool 
In Mm. Blakey's mind. The coffee was 
finished and something must be done. 
She gave one long, continuous ring, 
and watched breathlessly to see what 
would turn up. A cold persp'ratlon 
started upon her forehead. Another 
round of finger bowls! And while they 
were using them. Nora, with a face 
like a lobster, passed the bread.

It was a long dinner—the largest and 
most indigestible that either he or Mrs. 
Blakey had ever eaten but It came to 
an end at last. The guests had de­
parted. anil Mr. Binkey stood with his 
hands lu his pockets looking reproach­
fully at his wife as she sobbed it out 
on a sofa pillow.

Suddenly she sat up and gave a 
shriek of laughter. Then another and 
another.

“Eluanor! Elennor!” cried Mr. Bia 
key, In alarm. “What's the matter? Is 
It—hysterics?”

"Hysterics—no!” she echoed, with 
another burst of laughter. “It’s—It's 
masculine, brains aud business meth­
ods!"

And that was one time when Mr. 
Blakey spelled out a new page In 
primer of life.—Chicago Record.

selected and

herself

doing?

his

it through after days, 
with every year, that 

his bravery might ever

Then lie Felt Better.
In a certain skirmish a Colonel -----

(general he came to call himself) got a 
alight scratch on the leg. The wound 
was a matter of great glory to him. 
and he nursed 
growing lamer 
the memory of 
be near hitu.

One day late In his life, as he sat 
nuising Ida leg and ¡tendering the glo­
rious past it young man, visiting the 
family for the first time, approached 
and sympathetically remarked:

“Larne. general?”
"Yes. sir.” after a pause and with 

Inexpressible solemnity, "I am lame.”
“Been riding, sir?”
“No!” with rebuked sternness. “I 

have not been riding.”
"Ah. sllpp«*d on the Ice, general?”
“No. air!” with actual ferocity.
"Perhaps, then, you have sprained 

your ankle, sir?"
With painful slowness the old man 

lifted his pet leg in both hands, set it 
carefully on the floor, rose slowly from 
his chair and. looking down upon the 
unfortunate youth with mingled pity 
aud wrath, burst forth in the sublimity 
of rage:

"Go read tbe history of your coun­
try, you puppy!"- New York Press.

O»e ot Xatnre'« Wonder«.
At tbe sacred village of Totatrl. 

about 4»» miles from Ttnoevelly, India, 
there Is one of tbe most wonderful nat­
ural curiosities tn the world. It is an 
oil well containing inexhaustible qunn 
titles of tbe liquid. Tbe well or spring 
Is situated within the celebrated tern 
pie of Narayan, said to be about tbe 
largest sacred edifice In India. At 
Baku, tn the southeastern part of Cau­
casia. there are also wonderful oil 
wells that spout petroleum high Into 
the ai« In September. 19M a well 
tapped tn the ordinary manner began 
to spout with such extraordinary for.-e 
that It deluged the whole district. For 
eight days tbe outflow continued, final 
ly reaching an output of 11.000 tons 
Another fountain broke out in March. 
1SS7. and rose to a height of MO fe«/ 
leaving an enormous petroleum lake. I

NAfU«t^8 MI«lACUt.

He vbo loie» »-J» • nubi» ”*•
Xj l. iKwx ip Slay riso« “»■

rv»p • r»r*h It« great root» sprucl.
II.,, he»ven , • • •> blu» «urr-und» In h»s<l.

I» h .)• t - M »' »uttimer mom.
The »trendh of »-inter'» wilde«t bora.

Gel'» bird» Snd »belter In it» -rm». 
Se.-ure »turn everythin» that harm».

It be»» »hen » uth »rind» win.let p»»t.
Bat Lera» • uaharmed tbe Bere*»t biaaL

’T1» nature'» miracle to me.
Her laire»t work—a noble tree

—Ninette M. Lowater in New York Sun.
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IN THE LITTLE 
HOSPITAL

A Touchin« Sketch of 
Two Patients Who Sailed 
Together.

BY P. T. BLACK. =------

+0+0+0-j-o+o-ro-H-o+o+o+o+o+o+

In the little country hospital the 
young nurses were very goo»l and at­
tentive to everybody, not having been 
In the business long enough to have 
grown callous. They were nice girls, 
mostly In theL first year’s course, ami 
their lips would twitch and their faces 
whiten very often lu the operating 
room or when they held a patient’s 
hand while he died in the night. But 
they were brave and went about the 
pretty hospital 
cool corridors, 
clothed trays to 
Ing the test of 
by reason of 
bright eyes and their kind voices.

Now, one beautiful bright spring aft 
ernoon at tbe railroad junction In the 
town two trains filled with pleasure 
seekers smashed together, and tbe doc­
tors nml the matron ami the nurses 
were plunged into a world of work, for 
ambulance after ambulance came driv­
ing up from tbe scene of the accident 
and left to the care of the girls many 
people sorely hurt. And among them 
was a very little boy about 6 years old 
whom nobody knew anything about be­
cause his father and mother were both 
killed In the collision, aud there was 
nothing on them to show who or what 
they were except that they were very 
poor. It is comprehensible that a very 
great deal of attention was paid to this 
little fellow. an»l he would have teen 
placed In th»- women’s ward, as the 
hospital was too small for a children’s 
ward, but the women’s ward was full. 
So the boy, »¡uite Insensible, was laid 
on a cot In the men's ward, and next to 
him was laid a big brown bearded man. 
also insensible, from whose clotheB 
hail been gathered »¡ulte a sum of mon­
ey and whose few papers went to show 
he lia»l been a sailor. He was a very 
rough looking man indeed.

The mail came to Ills senses first nnd 
it was night. The nurse ou watch was 
quite frightened at the tnan. II»* was 
in pain, and great allowance must be 
mail,- for that, but never in all her life 
had th«* little nurse to listen to such 
words as came front the big brown 
beard»-,l man’s lips. He wanted to get 
up aud go right away, but he found he 
could not move his great massive legs. 
So h»* tegan to abuse his fat»* and the 
railway ami the hospital an»! tbe nurse 
nnd mankind in general. He was a 
very bitter mouthed man Indeed. The 
little nurse by the light of the night 
lamp did her best to soothe him be­
cause he roused other patients, and 
there was a terrible groaning and wall­
ing lu the small ward. Ami all at once 
the little boy came to his senses, too, 
just for a minute, and his face was 
turned to th»* sailor's face. an»l his eyes 
fell ui»on th»* sailor's eyes. He was not 
quite sensible yet. for it seemed he mis­
took the sailor for his dead papa, and 
he said very prettily:

“Good morning, »lad. How are you
I this morning?”

The sailor, kjoking Into the little fel­
low's eyes, was abashed and stoi’jied 
his swearing ami was silent for a mo­
ment and then muttered clumsily:

"I'm all right”
“That’s nice.” said the boy and lie­

cam»* unconscious again.
The sailor did not abuse anything 

any more just then, but lay groaning, 
and every now ami again when the lit­
tle nurse slipped by In the shallows he 
calle,! tu her softly, and the first time 
he said:

“Pretty little chap.”
The nurse nod,h*,l nnd smiled, and 

the sailor smiltxl back, and until morn­
ing came nt last lie only groane»l and 
watche,! tbe child and did not curse at 
all. but every time tbe nurse came to 
wipe his brow or give him a drink he 
whispered to her to look at the boy.

Dretty boy! He thought I was his 
dad.” he said and would have laughed 
only his pain made him groan instead. 
Again he caught the nurse's hand.

"Said It was nice, he did. Cute, ain't 
he?” And then bis face 
pain.

But neither could the sailor rise 
from his back, and neither could the 
sailor hope to sail tbe sea again, for be 
was In the same case with the child, 
and both were slowly dying. At first 
sometimes tbe big brown man would 
forget himself tn his pain, and the 
nurses would shut their ears, terriflcl. 
an»l the matron would threaten to 
move him to a room by himself, and 
that frightencl him to silence, for ever 
since the accident he had a great love 
ft>r the child. The child would look at 
b:s huge friend in surprls«* when lie 
fell Into one of his rages and say:

“Oli. Job», that's not nice!”
And John would bite his Ups at once 

»nd be patient. Then the child would 
•ay:

"How do you feel. John?” /
And the sailor would answer: 
"First rate. Joe.” 
"That’s nice.” little Joe would say 

And they wouM lie quiet and look out 
of the window nt the river and beyond 
where the big hilU",undc1 to tbe skies 
»nd were aiway« looking u;«j

ft wa» lu tbs mornings, wbeu Joe

singing softly in the 
carrying little white 
the sickrooms and be- 
medlcines themselves 
their neatness, their

twisted in

•Mmsd always first awake »nd
to bars his hands and face washed by 
the nurse. He could not turn about t, 
see the other patients, but he learned 
all their names, and as soon as tIB 
beard them moving he always ask.-.j 
very politely:

“And how do you feel, Mr Smithy-
And Mr. Smith would always an 

swer becausfe It pleased the child
“First rate, Joe.”
“That’s nice,” said Joe. Aud so he 

would ask each in turn, and to each an 
• w,*r. always the same, he would reply 
cheerfully. "That’s nice.”

And when they askcl hint how It 
went with him he always said, though 
sometimes with an effort. "I’m prettv 
well, thank you.” Then everybody 
would say with real pleasure, “That'» 
nice, Joe.”

So the summer went on, and very 
few patients came to the hospital, au<l 
John and Joe were all alone, save for 
the nurses who grew to dread the time 
that was soon to part the friends.

At last they told the sailor that there 
was no hope at nil for him. A elergy. 
man came to prepare him. He took the 
news very calmly, but Instantly whis­
pered:

“And the little fellow, Joe?”
"Don’t tell him,” said the minister. 

"He is so Innocent he nc*ds no prepa­
ration. But you?”

For days the poor sailor was In much 
trouble, and one night be whispered to 
his little companion:

“Joe. say you was rich as Vanderbilt 
and he was going a long sail, would 
you leave me behind?”

"No, John.” said the child very ear 
neatly; “I would want you to come 
too.”

"Would you feel sorry, Joe. to sail 
away and leave me 011 the wharf, or— 
or If you was safe In a line big ship, 
see me bustd to pieces on th*- rocks?'

"John." said the child, "I would jump 
out and pull you to my ship. 1 would."

“Good old Joe,” said the sailor, and 
said nothing more uni 11 prayer time, 
when he squeez» <1 Joe's hnntl anil wills 
pered:

“Pray hard, Jo, . P.ay hard f ,r in ­
to come along. Pr >y for two. J s*.”

And llttla Joe pr: yed for tw
The tw > :i«c.l to watch for the 

searchllg.it of th.- big uigl.t l»«-.tt tvlil-h 
ran betwts-n two great cities on the riv­
er. When the steamer turned a p ilnt. 
Its light flashed for an instant fuil on 
the front of tbe little hospital loeand 
John, hand In hand. very, very weak 
now, would lie and w, t, h fur it. Joe 
had made a story thin It knew they 
were there an-1 st::il,-,l in ou purpose to 
say "Good n't" Always I.,- piped 
“good night” ia ; t . a u.td ., u also. 
Then Joe. squeezing th«- otn-e powerful 
hairy hand, would feebly ask:

“How do you feel, John, toniglit?”
“I- lrst rate. Joe.” poor J, iiu would 

answer, with a smothered groan.
‘That's nice.”
And they would lie very still or grad­

ually go to sleep.
Aud so one night the steamlo it ,-ame 

tip tbe river and turned the point and 
cast Its light upou the little hospital.

“Gootl night.” said the sailor In a 
very low. husky whisper, while Joe'» 
little hand rested on his. Bui tin- lioy'» 
eyes were v. ide with a strait-- ■ light

“It didn't say 'good night.' John.” he 
whispered and tried to squ»*eze his 
friend's bund. "I said‘goodby.’”

The sailor trie, > ris«* In bed. but 
was unable even call out. He saw 
th»* river, but he ..1»1 not s,-e the oth­
er Bide. It was ,' rk. He w::- afraid. 
I|ls fingers dosed round the i-hil.l's fee­
bly.

"How—do—you—feel tonight, dear 
John?" said little Joe's voice very soft­
ly and tenderly.

There was a moment's pause. The 
sailor's voice rang out with a glad cry:

"First rate. Joe.”
“That’s nice,” said the child.
And the little nurses, running la 

found tin* friends had gone together.- 
Ims Angeles Times.

ChlnMf DreNNniakrrn.
The sewing as well as dressmaking 

Is all done by men tailors in »'Ilina 
There are ninny amusing stories told 
of them as copyists of the American'» 
way of making up garments A friend 
had need of a dozen u.d, rgai'nenta 
As she came over on shipboard a but­
ton was lost, and an exce»*diug’y clum­
sy nnd ugly one repla«n*»l the lost one. 
which was of p«*arl. <>n reaching 
Shanghai she desired a tail- t to coil 
front this garment, which was placed 
in his hands as a model. He brought 
back the gnrments, exquisite cn-atlow 
in lace and tucked muslin and » a» !» 
the dozen adorned with a button ’’»■ 
actly like the one on the sample gar­
ment.

Upon having his attention called to 
the ugly button his reply was. “Like* 
missy," aud be was greatly disappoint­
ed that his efforts to pleas«* w ere net 
appreciated. He had spent many b--urs 
In search for "like«*’’ buttons aud no 
doubt was greatly disgusted with the 
unreasonableness of th»* foreign lady." 
Alice Ilnmilton Rich In Woman» 
Home Companion.

Appropriate.
People who have the mistaken bl** 

that poets ¡fl-ofer to be adfir-•<«<- 3
what is conitqonly calletl "high f '■ 
language” sometimes say stranu 
things.

One such misguided Individual «[► 
to Colonel John Hay In a h • 1 / 
s»w>n after the great fire In Ch1-

“Well, , -:i. I H i«
ran,-Ing with outstretched h * 
her sweetest smile, “I supp- 
soon have the pleasure of »e- 
gTvat fire embalm,xl In your 
verse, shall we not ?”

Mere Ftt.
“Jaysmith I« n sharp men

Bloobttmper
"1 shonld use th«- compara*

Instead of tbe positive.” r* 1 *■ Q
• H<-<s that!
“I should call hlui a sharper -l*

trolt Fres Press.
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