WHEN BAEBY FELL.

The time our baby falled an' breaked
His little arm right straight in two,
He bollsred so 1 guess he maked
'Hm hear him clear t' town, don't you?

An" father, he Ist couldn't bear
T* hear him cry an' went ontslde
An' down bahind the barn an’ there
My pa lat cried an' eried an' cried.
]
An' Polus, he's our hired man,
Ist couldn’t husk another shock,
But set behind the milkhouss an'
He most forgot t' feed the stock.

An' 'Ligabeth, she llves with us
Bacause ghe's orful pore,
Ist couldn’t stand the baby's fuse
An' runned upstairs an' locked the
door.

The time our baby breaked his arm
My ma an’ me, she's always thuok,
Was only folks around the farm
At showed a weenty bit o' spunk.
—Johu- D, Wells.
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Berthn and her elder sister Ella
were talking it over. Bertha, with an
open baok In her lap, was rocklng her-
self In the chalr by the window with
suppressed emotlon, and Klla was cov-
eriug o plece of canvas with streaks of
very highly colored wool,

“I nlways sald,” Bertha remarked nat
length, “that we shouldn't get on well
together. | knew this would happen.”

“And so you have really broken off
your engagement for good?' sald Hlin,
quletly, as she gnzed at her work to
see It a streak of bright green and
bright yellow would harmonize with a
sloline streak of larld blue,

“Abgolutely,” sald Bertha, irmly. I
walted tlil yesterday to give him the
chance to call and apologize, and then
I wrote and told him that sll was over
between us, and that 1 should return
his prosents, and that 1 didn’t want to
eed him oagaln.  And,' she added, rock-
ing herself furlously with the exelte-
ment of the recollection, “I'm very glad
I dld, beennse T waos able to get my
latter off fivst, and to show him that I
can Le ax Independent as he I8, amd |
always sald we should never sult each
othe®, and I don't care for hlm a bit
uow, nud he's a horrld, hateful thing !"

“Denar, dear!"” commented Elln, as
her sleter paused from sheer want of
brenth,

“Well," persisted Bertha, “it's his
fanlt. He began it. I shouldu't have
eald anything If he hadn't danced with
that Jessle Ilamilton twice running.
He couldn’t dance with me all the aven-
ing, T know, hut he needn't have gone
out of his way to danee with her a sec.
ond time when he knew my name was
on s progrom."

“But perhaps he made a mistake,
dear. You told me he trled to explain
the rantter afterwards.”

“I'm glad you sald ‘tried'"™ sald
Bertha derisively. “It was all arranged
boforehand. [ told him 4o at the first
opportuntty.”

“And then he snld you had better
eome buck home, eh?"

“There you ure agdln!" crled Bertha
excltedly, ns he turned on her sister
with what she evidently consldered a
trlumphant vindleatlon of her rlghis
“Fancy wanting to come away In the
middle of the evenlng, fust as the renl
fun was commenelng ! Would yon huve
your eveulng broken up Just ont of
spite, and be taken honie In a cab be-
fore supper Hl!t‘ A child In the nurs
ery ™

Ella  shrogged  her shoulders nnd
looked as If she were consldering the
position ecarefully before committing
herself to a doflulte reply.

“1 told him about it In the hansom,"
pursned Bertha, remorselessly, “And
It all upset me so 1 couldn't help crying
a little, und that made him worse than
ever. And then he sald If I Kept on
Itke that he would stop the eab and
eend me home alone, 1 told him 1t was
the best thing he conld do. And 8o It
was! DBut what annoyed me most was
bl waking all that scene before the
cpbmnn, 1 think that was mean above
everything. 1 shall never forgive him
for that. The wretehed cabman was
Ustening through the trap-door all the
tany, He must have bheen, because
when Freddle was paying him the 1m-
pudent fellow sald It was a plty sweet-
Learts should fall out, and If it was
his young Iady he should go back and
iry and make It op again®

“And what did Freddle say?
fquired curlously,

“Froddle,”
mbd— "

Ella

&nld  Bertha, "oh, he
She stopped suddenly, and
there was a  slightly embarrassing
povse,  “Well, T can't tell you exactly
what he sald, because 1 dido't under
standd at all, But he sald it very lond:
Iy, nond there was & great deal of it
And I shan't forglve him for that dis-
graceful seene, elther. T wonder whether
he'll have the manuers to Acknowledge
my letter.”

“I'hen you do want to hear from Lln
agaln? suggested Ella, quletly, as she
looked out of the corners of her eyes
riyly.

“Oh, dear, no!” retortet Bertha, with
n haughty pout. “If he likes to con-
slder auy letter the last word 1o bo sald
on the subject, he's welcome to, for ull
I care!™

And she resumed her seat and re-
opened her book, which she continaed
ti redid comblncent!y for several min-
utes, In spite of the fact that she was
boidivg it upside down.

Presently the muld came fnto the
yooin withh & card o n tray. Bertha

“acknowledged his bow,

e of 1t

sakl

contents ony

usal rather roughly,

suguned at It with a singular eager-
neas, nnd then tossing It carelessly back
on the tray, reinarked emphatically :

“Pleage say I'm not at home."

“Is that Freddie?" asked Ella, lovk-
ing up suddenly and stopping the mald
by a gesture. And as her slater replled
with a sullen ned, she contloued, "I
think you'd better see him, dear.”

“Oh, I'm not afrald to see him, If 1t
comes to that!" suld Bertha, deflantly.

“Show Mr., Markham up, Mary,” sald
Hlla, to the matd.

“You'll do the explaluing, dear, wou't
you?" pleaded Bertha, when they were
alone, as she darted to the pler-gluse
and criticlzed herself anxfously. “You
enn talk to him, you know. How do 'l
look? Tell him that I have uothilog to
ndd to my letter, and all that, Is wmy
hale all right? Hush, here he 1"

Mr. Markham bowed guletly ns he
entered the room with bls hat in one
hand and & large brown paper parcel in
the other. Bertha, with her foot on the
fender aml her artn on the mantelplece,
with a frigld
inelination of her hend, while Ella hur-
rled forward and shook hands cordlal-
ly, and hoped that Mr. Markbham would
be sented, Then she volunteered the
suggeetion that It was a nlce day.

My, Murkham pgreed that It was n
very nice day, lodeed. Then he added,
studiously addressing himself to Ella
all the tlme:

“I have brought a few things with
me which I must ask your slster to let
me return, 1 thought 1 ought to call
personally, as 1 guite understand you
may reasonnbly expect some apology
from me for sending your slster home

nlone on Tuesday, and 1 beg you
will—-"
“Oh, It's too late now!" luterrupted

Bertha, with rather flerce emphasis,

“Ob, I quite understand that,” sald
Mr, Markham, still addressing Ella.
“But I hope you will belleve that I am
very sorry about It all. If you will
accept my upology, I—er, I think that Is
all, There is nothing more to be sald."
And he rose from his chair.

“Nothing," sald Hertha,
fiercely Into the fire stove,

“Ohy, Mr. Markham, do plense excuse
me," cried Ella, startlug up from her
chalr snddenly and rannlng to the win-
dow. “Hut there’s Harry coming down
the lnwn, and he's brovght me such a
lovely bonguet.  Bertha, you'll show
Me. Markham out, won't you?" And
she wis gone in a moment,

The sltnation had becume somewhat
Mequieting. Bertha tirned rather red
and begun to contemplate minutely the
shape of her dainty boot which wis
resting on the fender. Mr. Markham
brushed his hat pensively oo hig elbow,
amd seemed to be troubled with a slight
cough.

“I—er, I think that I5 all”
nt length,

"Oh, yes'" sald Bertha, deliberately.
“After what has happened It 1s easy
to see that we can be nothing more to
each other.”

"“Hr—yes, | suppose that Is #0," sald
Mr. Markham, reflectively, as he con-
tiInued to brush his hat with extraor
dinary diligence,

“And 1 dare sny you're very glad to
be out of it,” =nld Bertha, stifilng a
hig sigh of resignntion, as she left the
mantelplece and walked to the win-
donw,

“Oh, no,
Markhan.
way,

looking

he sald

not at all” [nsisted Mr.
“I'm rother sorry lo one
you know, becanse 1 thought——"

"1 see yoi've brought hack my pres-
ents” she sald coldly. “"But you need
not have botherad, 'y sure. 1 was go-
g to semd yours back to-night. I've
got themw all packed up."

“Oh, they don't mutter, 1 nssure
you," Mr. Markham bastened to nssure
her,

There was an awkwuard pause, and
then to relleve (he stealn he crossed to
the table and lald the brown paper
parcel gingerly on the extreme edge
By that thwe he had thought of some
thing to say.

“I'm atwald I've tled up rather an
awkward bundie; but 1 wanted to get
the pareel done up In a hurey, because
Jack Hingston surprised me in the mid-
He came In to know If |
wir galng to the Tomlinsons' dance,
nid

Rertha wheeled around suddenly, as
If she had qulte forgotten the puinful
nnture of the Interview,

“Are the Tomlinxong golng to glve
a dance? she asked eagerly. “1 won
der who's golng. Wil Jessle Hamllton
be therey”

Then the sad formuality of the oe
caslon dawned upon her, and she glghed
and turned to the window agaln,

“I-—1 really don’t koow." sald Mr.
Markham. “1'm not golng™

“Ohs pray don’t stay away on my
account,” urgwl Rertha. sarcastioally,

“1 — er wasn't golug to —— 1
menn

“Thank you for the compliment,” she
tronteally, at the same
time with mock emphasls,

“I—1 mean—1 haven't been nsked to
go,” stnmmersd Mr. Markbam, wiping
his forehead with his bhandkerchief.

howing

“Oh, | beg your pardon,” sald
Bertha, coldly,
There was another pauss.  BRertha

guzed disconsolately ont of the window,
while Mr. Markham. In order to bhreak
the intolerable silénce, desperately cut
the striug of his parcel and spread the
on the table. Pertha,
heatring the nolse, furned, gnd coming
nearer the table, watehed the proceed.
lug with a badiy-affected Indifference.

“1 think you'll And they're all there™

sald Mr, Markhawm, {odlcating the “pres.

"

ents,
workad for me

“There's the smoklug cap you
I'm afrald it has been
but, you see, |
had 1t all ready to pack up yesterday,
when my llitle fox terrier got hold of
it and beean esting the brald, and as |

was getting It away from bim we
pulled the tassel off between ps. There
wus nobody else In the way just then,
s0 1 had to sew It on again myself,
and—"

Bertha lost her head completely for
the moment, Bhe burst out laughing
88 she sunatched the cap out of his
hand.

“Why," she cried, glancing at his
workmanship, “you've sewn it on with
white cotton, and"—dangling It by the
tassel before Lim, derlsively—"It Isu't
In the widdle!” Then,she recollected
herself at once and seemed augry at
having been momentarily betraved Into
i show of Interest In the proceedings.
"But really,” she added, tossing the ep
un the table and returping to the win-
dow, "I don't know why you should
expect me to trouble m; head about
these things now.

“Oh, quite go," suld Mr. Murkham:
“I'm sorry I mentioned it. Only, you
see, this Is the first time 1 have had
to perform a melancholy duty of thls
kind, and T thought——*

“Ob, you do think It melancholy,
then? And whose fuult is it, 1 should
llke to know?' And Bertha turued
and advanced s step toward the table.

“I—I dou't say you are altogether
to blame, because——"

“Oh, I'm glad you don't think I am
altogether to blame!"” she crled sar-
castleally. “Of course you've done
nothiug to he ashamed of!"

“I don't say that at all. 1 mean——"

“Well," sald Bertha, coldly, *I don't
think we can discuss the matter with
advantage now, thank you. 1 under-
stand you desire to leave these”—and
she indicated the “presents” wlith a
majestle sweep of the hand—"and that
ls all”

“Quite 80,” sald Mr. Markham, plck-
ing up his bat and resuming the brush-
Ing operation with a vigor that amount-
efl almost to brutality. “Ouly, as I
say, I felt T ought to explaln——"

“Oh, 1t doesn’t matter, thank you,”
gald Bertha, with tremendous dignity.
“You shall bave yours back by to-
night.,"

“I really don’t waunt them.” Insisted
Mr, Murklbam, backing a lttle towuards
the door,

“Oh, yes, you may want them for
Jessle," ghe sald In a tone of wither-
Ing sarcasm,

Mr. Markham paused In his retreat
and eame back to the table prepared
to argue the mntter.

“Jemsle who?" he asked, with a be-
wlldered look. *“I don't understand
you."

“Oh, yes, you d0.” she retorted. “Do
you think I sat out that dauce with
my eyes shut? And all the time she
wag pretending to be my friend. 1'l)
never spesk to her agnln as long as 1
live, the horrid Ilttle eat!”

Mr, Markham put his hat down on
the table with dellberation.

“1 really can't lmagine why you
should think Miss Hamllton 18 any-
thing to me,” he sald. “Why, she lsn't
even good-looking.”

“Yes, she I8 ugly, lsn't she?' snid
Bertha, betrayved Into a confidential
tone. “And her balr I8 red, Isn't it?
She trles to say It's a fashlonable shade
of art brown; but everybody knows
It's red. Of course, we've been friends,
and all that, you know; but you can't
always choose your friends just where
you want them, and she never did come
up to my Idea of a true friend, and she
couldn't have been or she wouldn't
have schemed to get you nway from me
at the dance-—"

“Oh, but," sald Mr. Markham, lean-
Ing comfortably on tha table and un-
conaclously  achnowledging the confl-
dentinl development of the lnterview,
“that was gunite an aceldent; It was,
reanlly, I mixed up the dances’™

“And T kept that one for you spe-
elnlly."

“Yes; that's what I'm so sorry ahout.
But [ should have thought there would
have heen plenty of fellows who would
have jumped at the chance of asking
you the moment they saw you weren't
clnimed for that dance. There is al-
wiays & ran on the prettiest girl In the
room, and——"

Bertha so far forgot the solemnity of
the occeaglon as to look up at Mr. Mark-
ham and smile, :

“1 did look nlee, didn't 17" she sug-
gested,  “Bverybody tells me [ look
very nlee In pink."

“1 think you look nlee In anything'
argertedd Mr. Markham, with a pleas-
Ing eandor. a8 by the merest aceldent
hls right hand. which was traveling
wimlessly across the table, ran Ioto
Bertha's which was procesding appar-
ently with a similar Indec lnl-m of pur-

Jrise,

About an hour nfter Mr. Markham's
last  observation, Sister Ella darted
suddenly Into the room, ealling for

Bertha to come out Into the garden.
Bertha was standing nenr the window,
ad Mr, Markham was standing vety
near to Bertha with hls arm unmis
tkably round her,

"1 beg your pardon Bertha, dear™
protested Ella, ns she retreated In con-
fuclon; “1 4!d not know you were—
vngnged "—DPennsylvania Grit.

A Substitute tne “urk.

“Physical culture, father, 1s perfectly
lovely i exclalmed an  enthusiastie
young miss just home rrom college.
“Look! To develop the arms | grasp
this rod by one end and move It slowly
from right to left."

“Well, well!” exclalmed the father;
“what woun't sclence discover! [If that
rod had straw at the other end you'd
be sweeping."—S8uccess Magazine,

When a widow tells a man he .is
“different.” that's his coe to sit up
rixl take notice.

Blessed are they who expect llltlo.

for they usually get IL

mummmg
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How Detsy and I Made Up.

Give me your haund, Mr. Lawyer: how do
you do to-day?

You drew up that ngrm-menl-—l &' pose
Fou want vour pay;

Don't cut down your figures; make it an
Xora V;

‘For that 'ere written agreement was just

the makin® of me,

Goln" home that evenin’, T tell you I was
blue,

Thinkin' of all my troubles, and what I
was goin to do:

And, if my hosses hadn't been the stead-
fest team alive,

They'd *ve tipp'd me over, certain, for I
couldn't see where to drive.

No—for 1 was laborin'
lond ;

No—for I was travelin' an entirely differ-
ent road;

For I was a-tracin' over the path of our
Hves ag'in,

And seein’ where we miss'd the way, and

© where we might hnve been,

under a heavy

And many a corner we'd turn'd that just
to a quarrel led,

When 1 ought ta've held my temper, and
driven straight ahead;

And the more I thought it over the more
these memories came,

And the more I struck the opinlon that I
was the most to blama,

And things I had long forgottem |kept
risin’ In my mind,

Of Ifttle matters betwixt ug, where Betay
was good and kind;

And thess things they flash'd all through
me, a8 you know things sometimes
will,

When a feller's alone in the darkness,
and evarything is still

“But,” says I, “we're too far along to
take another track,

And when I put my band to the plough
I do not oft turn back;

And 'tain't An poecommon thing now for
couples to smash in two,”

And so 1 set my teeth together,
vow'd I'd sea it through.

and

When I came In sight o' the house "twas
some'at in the night,

And just as I turn'd a hill-top I see the
kltchen's light:

Which often a 'ban’some pictur' to a
hungry person makes,

But It don't interest a feller much that's
goin' to pull up stakes,

And when I went in the house.the table
was set for me—

As good a supper's I ever saw, or ever
want to see;

And T cramm'd the agreemant down In
my pocket as well as I could,

And fell to eatin’ my victnals, which
somehow didn't taste good.

And Betsy she pretended to look about
the house,

But she wateh'd my szide coat pocket like
a cat would wateh a monse;

And then she went to foolin' a little with
her cup,

And intently readin' a newspaper, a-hold-
In’ it wrong side np.

And when I'd done my supper I draw'd
the agreament out,

And give it to her without a word, for
ghe know'd what 'twas about,

And then | humm'd a iittle tuns, but now
ond then a note

Was busted by some animal that hopp'd
up in my throat,

Then Retsy she got hor specs from off
the mantel shelf,

And read the article over quite softly to
hersall ;

RRead it little and little, for her eyes s
gettin® old,

And lawyers' writin' aln't no print, ea-
pecially when it's cold.

1)

Aud after she'd read a little she give my
arm a touch,

And kindly said she was afraid I was
"Towin' her too much ;

But when she was through she went for
me, her face a-streamin’ with
tears,

And kissed me for the first time in over
twenty years,

I don't know what you'll think, Sir—I
dido’t come to inguire—

lut 1 picked up that agreement
stuff’d it in the fire;

And I told her we'd bury the hatchet
nlongside of the cow:

And we struck an agrecment never to
have another row.

and

And I told her in the future I wouldn't
spenk cross or rash,

If balf. the crockery in the house was
broken all to smash;

And she =aid in regard to Heaven, we'd
try and learn its worth

By startin® a branch establishment and
vannin' it hére on earth,

And so we sat s'talkin’ three-quarters of
the night,

And open'd our hiearts to each other until
they both grew light; i

And the days when | was winnin’ her
away from g0 many men

Was nothin’ to that evenin® I courted her
over again.

mornin® an ancieat virgin took

palns to call on us,

Her lamp all trlmm'd and s-burnin’ te
kindle another fusy;

But, when sha went to pryin’ and openin’
of old sores,

My Betsy rose politely, and show'd ber

out-of-doors.

Next

Bince then I don't deny but there’s been
a word or two;

But “‘ve;o:onromwidnmm
know just what to do;

When one speaks cross the other just
meets it with a laugh,

And the first one's ready to give up con-
alderable more than balf.

Maybe you'll think me soft, Str, a'talkin’
in this syyle,

But somehow it does me lots of good to
1211 it onee in a while:
And 1 do it for a complimenl—'tls so
that you can sce
That that there written agreement of
. yours wos just the makin' of me.

S0 make ont your bill, Mr, Lawyer;
don’t stop short of an X;
Make it more if you want to, for I have
got the checks;

I'm richer than a National bank, with
all its treasures told,

For I've got a wife at home now that's
worth her waight in gold.

—Will Carleton.

ETRENGTH OF SILE.

How the Yarn Is Weakened by the
Modern Method of Treatment,

Silk selence 18 changing. 1If the silk
dressea of fifty years ngo are compared
with many of the sllk articles manu-
factured at the present day it requires
no elaborate tes(s to show the superlo-
rity in strength of the older materlals.

This usually.is due to the faet that
sllk yarns now are frequently treated
with metallle salts, such as tin chio-
ride, which are readlly absorbed, form-
fng Insoluble compounds and thus in-
ereasing the weight of the fiher. 8o
prevalent did this practice become some
years ago that even the manufacturers
recognized the necessity- of putting
some llmlit to It.

Apart from the fact that one Is buy-
ing a compound of gilk with a metal
Instead of pure sllk this treatment fre.
quently causes the flbers to become ten-
der, especially after exposure to direct
sunlight.

F'rom Herr Strehlenert's experiments
It was found that taking the strength
of genulne silk as 50 to 53 the strength
of a sample of londed French silk con-
taining 140 per cent of added material
was only 7.9. Not only does the welght-
Ing process reduce the tenaclty of the
fiber and often destroy the dye stuff
but also is a frequent canse of the ap-
pearance of mysterions spots,

Often bright red spots appear on a
fabric after exposure to the sunlight.
It has been found that even a diluted
solution of common salt acts npon load-
ed sllic in the presence of alr and mols-
ture and produces stalns and complete
disintegration of fiber within twelve
months. The actlon of stronger solu-
tions of salt is still more rapld, and
the “tendency” of the fiber I8 marked
after treatment for seven days with a
2 per cent solution.

The presence of salt In stalned and
weakened silk may be accounted for
readily by the fact that salt is a con-
stituent of human perspiration and
thus may have been Introduced during
the handling of the ynrns by the work-
men.

8peclal precautlons are now taken to
ellminate this source of Injury, and the
disintegrating actlon of the tin salts
upon the fibers also Is reduced by a
subsequent chemical treatment of the
yarn. So the welghted silks of to-day
are stronger than thelr predecessors of
a few years back.—Ohicago Tribune.

THE CHEROKEE ROSE.

Romantle JIndian Legend of This

Benutiful Flower,
There Is a beantiful romance *con-
nected with the Cherokee rose. A

young Indlan chlef of the Seminole
tribe was taken prisoner by his ene-
mies, the Cherokees, amd doomed to
torture, but fell so serlously il that It
became necessary to walt for his resto-
ratlon to health before committing him
to the fire.

As he lay prostrated hy dlsease In
the cabin of the Cherokee wartior the
daughter of the Intter, a young, dark
faced mald. was his nurse, She fell in
love with the young chieftaln and,
wishing to save his Tife, urged him to
escape. But he would not do 8o unless
ghe would flee with him. !

8he consented, Refore they had gone
far, lmpelled by regret at leaving
home, she asked permission of her
lover to return for the purpose of
bearing away some memento of it So,
retracing her footsteps, she broke a
sprig from the white rose which climi-
ed up the poles of her father's tent
and, preserving It durlng her flight
through the wilderness, planted It by
the door of her new home fn the land
of the Seminoles. And from that day
this beautiful flower has always been
known throughout theé southern states
by the name of the Cherokee rose.—
Philadelphia North American.

- A London Term.,

“Where will 1T find the bloozes?”
asked the womwan who had just re-
turned from Tondon,

“De bloozes!” exclaimed the eleva-
tor man, staring pop-eved and vague.
“De bloozes—w'y, dey mus’ bs on de
—'scuse me, madam, you'd better ask
de floorwalker.”

“Certalnly, madam, second floor.
James, take the lady to the second
floor—blowses—lawngery  walists, y'
know.”

The Most Dangerouns Capltal.

London, which used to boast of being
the quletest and safest capital of the
world, has become noisler than Parls
and more dangerous than New York
Nearly 300 persous are now killed an-
nually by street accidents, and how
many more just escape with thelr livea
cannot be computed.—Outiook,

A Heal Straim,

A land agent in the great Northwest
had just described the Incredible rich.
es of the region. Some one protested,
and he defended himself, says a writer
in the Outlook, with a paradox:

“The truth s so wouderful that it
takes a whopper to express t|*

Don't feel wrry for & man becauss

be Is cheap. He doesn't kuow he is
chesp; be thinks he s superion,

!
I

TRUMPET CALLS.

Ram's Horn Sonnds a Warnilng Note
1o the Unredeemeid.

The profane inan is everywhere the
devil goes.
. No tears are ever shed for the chick.
that dles In the shell.

The man who Is willing to be carrled

"might #s well have no legs.

If every man lived in the right way,
no boy would live In the wrong way.

The devil ean't plek the lock that
gunrds the treansures of the righteons

The man who 1s walting to do a blg
lot of good all ut once will' never do
any.

The sinner on the avears is just as
muech @ siuner gs the sinuer in the
slums.

Some people spend so wuch time In
counting the mileposts Lhey miss all
the scenery.

When the snail mokes a mile it s
a mile just the smne as when made by
the automobile.

There Is blessing in belpg rich, and
strong awmd gifted, but there {8 more
in beiug none of these and yet dolng
betrer than they,

The man who pays his debts and
lets booze alone is lelphig to bring
the world to the place where the lion
and the lnmb will lie dowu togpther,

The mun who looks to the Lord for
his dally bread will not be found saw-
Ing off the end of his yardstick to
make It easler for the dollars to find
his pocket.

Travelers In Afrfca find the standard
of living somewhat different from what
they are accustomed to at home, One
of the latest to report upon this mat-
ter Is Mary Hall Iy her book, “A Wom-

an's Trek frow the Cape to COairo”
The following paragraphs refleet a
strong light upon the econdition of mar-
ket and kitchey In  British Central
Afrlea

When the natlve butcher proposes to
kil an ox, notice to that efeet la sent
round to the white people on the prey-
fous day. Once they were apprised of
the fuct by the following startling an-
nuunr:em%: +A bule will be murdered
LOTOLTOW ng at 6 4. m'

This cold wled erime, so carefully
premeditated—even to the exact hour—
was, however, not commiited, as the
following morning a secoud notlce was
Issued, as follows: “The bule ran away
this morning, so was not murdered.”
But this was an exceptionn] case,

I heard one story which (s so char
acteristic of the native thut I repeat
It. The man who related It told me
that the incident occurred when he
was on & journey, and was suffering
from a bad attuck of fever. One even-
ing he fancled he would like some eggs,
and told his boy to get two and boil
them lghtly.

After a time they were brought to
him as hard as bullets, 1le told the
boy he must get some more and boll
them less ; but alas! these were brought
to him in the same condition, and the
poor fellow wished he had never or-
dered them at all.

Belng unwilling to glve In, he made
another attempt, and told his boy,
“Come to me when the water bolls.”
The boy did so.

“Now," said his master, “put the eggs
In, and when you have counted fifvy,
take them out.”

The uative method of reckouing is to
count up to ten, and then Legin agaln,
arriving at the total by the number of
tens counted. The sick mun heard the
boy start fair and get as fur as four
tens, when a second boy lnterfered, apd
questioned whether it were the third or
fourth ten.

This started n discusslon; and as
they could not agree, it was decided to
begin all over agaln. Meanwhlle the
eggs were still boiling, and getting
harder and harder. This was about
the last straw, and {ll as the man felt,
he was compelled to get out of bed and
put a summary end to the cooking ope
erations,

A Curious Vane,

One of the most curlous vaneg to be
seen on any church in Great Britain is
at Great Gonerby, a parish sdjoluing
Grantham,

It Is In the form of a fiddle and a
bow and Is unusually large. Its his-
tory 1s curious. Many years ago a
peasant resided In Great Gonerby.who
eked out a modest livelihood by per-
forming on an old violin which was
almost a part of his life. At last he
declded to emigrate, and out in the fap
wesk prospered and becnma a rich
man.

One day he sent to the clergyman at
Great Gonerby a sum sufficlent to bulld
a church, and attached to the gift the
curlous condition that a metal replics
of his old fiddle and bow should be on
the summit of the edifice. The gift
was accepted and the vane may be seen
on the church.

A Cawe of Urgent Need,

It was In the lLotel of a Western min-
Ing town that the New England guest,
registering in the office, heard a succes-
sion of loud yells, “What in the world
is that—a murder going on upstairs?”
he demanded.

“No," sald the clerk, as he slammed
the book and lounged toward the
“It's the spring bed up In Number Five,
That tenderfoot up there don't

to go up,
I can do

:

T% npasind

s




