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trout S o c ia l  A d v t u c e m c t t .
Horace Wendall, the well-known 

banker, was on his way to the office of 
Ur. Richards, the even better-known 
physician. It was half past 2 In the 
afteruon—an utterly impossible hour,

THE BIVEB OF LIFE.

The more we live, more brief appear 
Our life's succeeding stages;

A day to childhood seems a year. 
And years like passing ages.

The gladsome current of our youth. 
Ere passion yet disorders,

"Mrs. Barlow will be
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walk from the banker's office to his 
own was part of the treatment; and 
Mr. Wendall had yielded, as people al­
ways did with Dr. Richards.

He walked briskly, to lose as little 
time as possible, yet even so he smiled 
sympathetically at a group on the cor 
ner of Bellevue avenue—a pretty, 
bright-faced schoolgirl with two high- 
school cadets. The girl marie him think 
of Jessica, his own little niece and 
adopted daughter, who was the apple 
of his eye.

The next day, half-unconslcously, he 
looked up as he reached the corner 
The pretty schoolgirl was there again, 
this time with three boys; they had 
the air of having lingered for some 
time; and this afternon Mr. Wendall 
did not smile.

During the next three weeks there 
was scarcely a school-day that the 
girl was not standing upon the corner 
with one or more boys. Once she 
reached up and saucily boxed the ears 
of one of the boys; once, a man, pass­
ing, glanced Insolently at her. The 
hanker, still thinking of his little Jes­
sica. wondered gravely if the girl had 
no mother.

It was the next night that Jessica 
brought home a schoolmate to dinner. 
She had talked a great deal lately of 
Carolyn Edson,—her brightness, her 
popularity, her generosity,—and Uncle 
Horace always wanted to meet her 
friends. As for the girls, they were 
always delighted with him. But this 
evening things seemed to go wrong. 
Uncle Horace was courtesy Itself to 
their guest, but Jessica, knowing him, 
missed something that she never had 
missed before.

After Carolyn had gone, Uncle Ho­
race called Jessica to him.

"Little girl,” he said, "have I always 
been nice to your friends?"

"A dear,” Jessica answered, prompt­
ly. “The girls all adore you so that 
I'm Jealous most of the time."

"Then will you trust a blundering 
old uncle when he asks you not to see 
very much of this particular one— be­
cause he happens to know that she 
isn't quite the kind of girl that he 
wants his little girl to know?”

Jessica was silent a long while; 
then she said, quietly, "You have the 
right, Uncle Horace.”

That was the way It happened that 
Carolyn Edson found herself somehow 
"left out” at the Wendalle. It wu 
harsh Judgment, perhaps, but life has 
a fashion of exacting heavy payment 
—Youth's Companion.

And sorrow’s shafts fly thicker,
Ye etare, that measure life to man. 

Why seem your courses quicker?

When Joys have lost their bloom and 
breath

And life Itself Is vapid.
Why, as we near the Falls of Death, 

Feel we Its tide more rapid?

It may be strange—yet who would 
change

Time's course to slower speeding, 
When one by one our friends have 

gone
And left our bosoms bleeding?

Heaven gives our years of falling
strength

Indemnifying fleetness,
And those of youth, a seeming length, 

Proportioned to their sweetness.
—Thomas Campbell.
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m e n  In  T u n n e ls .
K *U  - srhocker Is 283 years 

•Iren, *  hells still learning things 
Idrett omen. His latest experience 

lue to younger and cal- 
so declares a writer In 

hem.-Ofaskz t n e
tlmo ago William O. McAdoo, 

built up a thriving little 
undsr the Hudson river, run- 
ins between New York and 

Statns, set aside a special 
•xrluslve use of women, 

ile hailed the Innovation with 
re, at last,-women could rids, 

j n  Jostling, seat-grabbing, to- 
ntedfc men. True, some fun 
ed at the “Jane Crow” cars, 
a f t «  sly suggestions about 
^ ^ ^ n ery  and powder boxes, 

less Mr. McAdoo was 
lubllc-splrlted business 
fectly lovely gentleman, 
d attendants at the sta- 

ladles of the special 
■c-m i went beautifully.

was anly one drawback to the 
" ’ Thd women would not use 

the uniformed attend- 
look. the ladles crowd- 
lucatlonal department, 
eclal car half empty, 

mths' trial the gallant 
ordered the ladles'

V a lu e  o f  « S t o o p in g .* ’

Always be civil. Try to treat rich 
and poor alike. Is not the poor man's 
20 shillings as good as the rich man's 
pound? The working man'# wife, with 
her basket on her arm, says Sir Thom­
as Llpton in the Strand, Is entitled to 
as much respect as the lady who comes 
In her carriage. When Benjamin 
Franklin was ambassador at the 
French court, speaking to a young 
man, he said; "The last time I saw 
poor father he received me In his 
study. As I was leaving he showed 
me a short way out of the house 
through a narrow passage crossed by 
a beam overhead. Suddenly he cried; 
'Stoop! Stoop!' I did not understand 
what he meant until I felt my head 
bump against the beam. He was a 
man who never failed to give good ad­
vice. 'You are going,' he said, ‘and 
have got to go through the world. 
Stoop as you go through It, and you 
will miss many hard thumps.' ” I 
have never failed to be Impressed by 
this lesson of humility.

A  C o a t r o  v e r «  y  A v e r ia d .

T r a c k  G a r d a a V

First Old Maid—Sh-h-h, Samantha, 
there's a burglar in the room!

Second Old Maid (with a sigh)— 
Well, Matilda, I suppose he's yours by 
right of discovery.

A D ip lo m a t ic  R e p ly .
An Eastern potentate once asked a 

group of his courtiers which they 
thought the greater man. himself or fact Is, Mr. Busklrk, I have such a

Peter Busklrk was very fond of 
money; not so fond th^t he quite 
starved himself to keep It, or to hide 
It up chimney, or refuse himself lire 
or lights or a pillow; but yet so very 
fond of It as to be on the verge of 
miserhood without quite falling over 
Beggars reaped no harvest from his 
purse nor kitchen, and matchmakers 
could make no Impression on his bach­
elor heart. Peter Busklrk saw through 
the latter as well as the former, and 
buttoned up his pockets as hastily In 
the presence of bewitching woman­
hood as In that of a seedy gentleman 
with a folded document In his breast 
pocket. The men wanted to rob him 
the women to marry him. The last 
Is the worst. Not that Peter hated 
women; on the contrary, even at 50, 
he was remarkably susceptible. A 
bright eye put his heart In a flutter. 
But the fact was, women, as wives or 
daughters, were expensive. They need­
ed clothes and were fond of dainties. 
They were proverbially extravagant. 
Should he marry one ahe would spend 
his money while he lived and squan­
der it after he was dead. And with 
this awful terror before him, Peter 
steered clear of the shoals of matri­
mony.

There was one inconvenience in this 
bachelorhood, however. That was the 
housekeeping; for It Involved a ser­
vant—some one to make beds, wash 
dishes, cook and iron. In short, the 
servant-of-all-work was the bane of 
Peter's life—eating and drinking In a 
manner which kept the master of the 
house in a continual ferment; wast­
ing butter and fuel; and each change 
In the kitchen's encumbrance being 
followed by the mysterious disappear­
ance of towels and napkins and such 
small wares. There was no rest for 
good Mr. Busklrk. He tried Betty 
and Dinah and Mary and Ann, and 
then, In despair, flew to a certain Mrs. 
Brown, the giver of tea parties Innu­
merable, to ask advice.

“Servants are sad plagues," she 
said.

“ Eat you out of house and home,” 
said Peter.

“Not to be relied on for honesty,” 
said Mrs. Brown.

''Thieves, ma'am; thieves,” said Pe­
ter.

"Ah,” said Mrs. Brown, "a gentle­
man has no time to watch them. Now 
I should advise marrying, Mr. Bus­
klrk.”

"Marrying!”
"Yes, sir, a wife can manage such 

things so much better. Besides, If 
you chose a smart, capable woman ahe 
would keep an eye on the servant. It 
would be much more economical to 
marry.”

“Economical!" yelled Peter, "toy 
good lady. Eh!—I—oh, goodness! 
Feathers and flowers, lace and silks, 
and rings and—and Ice cream and 
things—economical! How many yards 
do you take for a dress, ma'am?”

“Well, sir, twelve or fifteen—some­
times, when It's silk, you know, eigh­
teen.”

"Eighteen yards, at five shillings or 
so a yard, and not one dress, but 
twenty. My good .lady, It would be 
enough to ruin a man.”

Mrs. Brown reflected.
“But If you find an economical wom­

an. Mr. Busklrk.”
"Ah! If I could find a mermaid!” 
"One who never wasted a penny.” 
“She does not exist, ma’am."
"Who lives on next to nothing. The

.am for t  i
uote had said
with us.”

But which was that economical 
widow? Probably the lady In green 
silk near the piano. He could not re­
member her face.

Suddenly Mr. Busklrk'a doubts were 
set at rest. Mrs. Brown ejaculated:

"Dear me. where Is Cousin Betsey? 
Mr. Busklrk, you must be Introduced 
to Mrs. Barlow."

At these words something small and 
flat emerged from between two portly 
dames and stood before him. It was 
a short and very slender little woman, 
with a remarkably pretty face. The 
sleeves of her dress were close and 
the skirt had perhaps three breadths 
In It The dress Itself was of very 
plain brown merino, and she wore 
neither brooch nor how, only a whit“ 
linen collar. Peter looked approval. 
Several of the ladles exchanged 
glances, and a faint giggle was heard; 
and, as though by common consent, 
the two were left tete-a-tete In a cor­
ner.

"Pleasant day,” said Peter, to com­
mence the conversation. "Pleasant
day, but cold.”

"Ah, yes. but I dislike cold weath­
er," said the lady.

"Don't agree with you. ma'amr 
“Oh, that's not It; I’m never 111; 

but cold weather Is ao expensive. 
Lights early, and coal dear," proceed­
ed the lady. "Money slips through 
one's fingers, and I never waste 
things.”

“My case exactly," Bald Busklrk. 
"It’s astonishing how things cost. 
Now, there Is butter—say a pound a 
fortnight.”

“Oh, I never eat butter—It costa too 
much,” said the lady.

"Ah! and sugar, and tea and cof­
fee.”

“ If you Indulge In such luxuries, 
what can you expect?” said Mrs. Bar- 
low.

“They are artificial wants, altogeth­
er so, they are," said Mr. Busklrk. 
"But then, habit Is second nature.” 

"Extravagant habits ruin many," 
said Mrs. Barlow. “Oh, I shudder 
when I look at those flounces. Such a 
waste of material.”

''I've often thought so,” said Peter. 
"And you don't wear them.”

"I,” said Mrs. Barlow, “ I have my 
senses, sir. I have no wish to die In

?ir

"W H O  ABE YOU?”

I've had this dress ten

_____ utlful black eye?" ask-
l's friend
spiled Brown, who had unin-

Illustrating the ral/ 
n r«llf" skates. ”1 raised It 
I ' v e r y  body's Magazine.

his father. At first he could elicit no lady in my eye. She's a widow—quite 
reply to so dangerous a question. At a young one—Mrs. Barlow, and i'll 
lest a wily old courtier said. "Your fcave her at Peach House next week."

Peter Busklrk grinned sarcastically. 
“ Economy In gowns and bonnets,”

to

th lid you aver cuitt- father, sire, for, though you are equal

t look as If she were
'e of It.'
an to church on Sun- 
re urge* him to go

to your father In all other respects. In
this he la superior to you, that he had he gaid to hlmseif. "They want 
a greater son than any yo u  have " H« marry me and spend my money." 
was promoted on the spot. And he went home wroth.

Man Is of a forgiving disposition. In However economy forbade him to
some ways; on# good cantaloupe will refu8e an ,nv,utlon to dinner, andwhen, a week after Mrs. Brown sent 

her "compliments,” etc., Mr. Busklrk 
donned his Sunday suit, and went 
over to Peach House at 5 precisely. 
The parlor was full of ladles; ladles 
in silks and muslins, flounces and fur­
belows. Most of them Mr. Busklrk 
knew well, and he looked about In

man Is getting a big aiJH him to forget a dozen bad onea
one present will add:

This Is not a free country for peo­
ple who run newspapers, boarding 
houses and telephone exchanges.

The flower of the family Isn't : 
tarli/ a blooming idiot.

work-house, 
years.”

"Indeed!" said Peter, “and I sup­
pose some ladles buy one every
month.”

"Every ten days,” said Mrs. Barlow. 
‘Oh, I blush for my sex, Mr. Busklrk,

do Indeed.”
Peter was charmed. He began to 

think Mrs. Brown was right. The cost 
of such a wife would be a mere trifle, 
and what an eye she would keep to 
the expenses of a household!

Ere the evening was over he had de­
cided that It would be cheaper to 
marry than to remain single, were 
Mrs. Barlow his helpmate.

"She’d not only be saving herself, 
but she would check me In my little 
extravagances,” said he. "She would 
he Invaluable to me. She wears one 
dress ten years. The fates must have 
sent her to earth for my special bene­
fit.”

So after due deliberation, Peter re­
solved to court the economical widow, 
and that lady being conveniently 
domiciled at Mrs. Brown's he found 
every opportunity, it was a very !n- 
“xpenslve courtship. He gave her not 
a present. She expected none. He 
took her nowhere save to church, 
where neither of them ever saw the 
plate, and both were happy.

At last he proposed. She blushed 
and hesitated, and begged time to con­
sider. At last she said:

"I'm afraid to say yes, Mr. Busklrk. 
I like you; but you are so terribly ex­
travagant. You drink tea and cofTee, 
and eat butter, and really 1 should 
fear coming to want, I should—In­
deed!”

“I! Why, I'm the most economical 
soul living," said Peter.

"Extravagant people always think 
that,” said the lady. "No, I'm afraid 
to say yes, unless, indeed, you were to 
make your property over to me, so 
that I could be sure you would not 
ruin yourself. Of course that Is Im­
possible, and It would be such a care 
tnat really I could scarcely desire It, 
even for a gentleman I so much re­
spect.” And the economical relict 
blushed and hesitated.

It was Peter’s turn to pause and 
consider. He went away to do so, and 
returning suddenly to his house, found 
hts servant-maid selling drippings to 
a man. He dismissed her at once, and 
rushed back to the Widow Barlow's.

"My money would be saier in your 
hands than mine,” he said, with a 
moan. "Marry me, and keep me from 
being ruined!”

What the widow's answer was may 
be Judged from the fact that three

eeka frtttr that day-they were united 
oli-rgiUiao receiving, five- shilling-

from Peter, and the hr Id# wearing her
brown merino. In the pocket of which 
she carefully deposited the deeds 
which made the property exclusively
her own.

"Now for happiness,” said Peter 
“No more thieving servants—no more 
waste—and a lovely wife Into the bar 
gain. He, he, he! Peter Busklrk la 
a man for luck.” And he took his 
bride home to dine on cold meat and 
radishes, being absolutely ashamed 
even to speak of his accustomed mut 
ton chop before so economical a lady 

The next morning he hurried off to 
business.

“Never waste time, love,” said the 
newly married dame. "Besides, I’ve a 
great deal to attend to; so—good-by, 

“Good-by,” responded Poter. "What 
a treasure you are, my dear.. The 
washing I suppose? My mother a! 
ways washed on Monday."

And away he went, content with 
himself and all the world. At 6 he 
returned. Horror of horrors! there 
were ladders against his house, and 
men upon them. Had there been 
fire? He rushed up breathless.

■'What’s the matter? Who are those 
men?” he panted. "Fire, thieves! Oh,
I must be dreaming!”

"Don’t make a noise, love,” said 
voice from the parlor window 
"They're only the house painters.

” House—painters!"
“ 'Yes, dear. Don’t you know the 

Dutch proverb, ‘A coat of paint pay« 
for ltaelff ”

Peter breathed again.
“ But the awful expense!”  he said 

"Dear, dear, you should have consult­
ed me.”

He stumbled Into the house, and 
over the form of a man kneeling Id 
the hall.

"Who are you?” he said.
In reply the person produced a card, 

on which was printed: "Gilt and
Binder, upholsterers.”

"And what are you doing?” gasped 
Peter.

"Measuring the hall for a new oil 
cloth, sir,” Bald the man.

Peter staggered on. A woman was 
making up a carpet In the front par­
lor; another was arranging curtains. 
He rushed upstairs. There sat an­
other woman also at work.

Again he gasped the question;
"Who are you?”
"Mrs. Busklrk'a regular seamstress, 

please, sir,” said the woman.
“And where Is Mrs. Busklrk?” 
“ Here, love," said a voice.
And there entered from an adjoin­

ing room, a lady dressed In silk, with 
bracelets, brooch, ear-rings and a lit­
tle lace cap worth a small fortune.

"The furniture 1« ordered, and the 
painters are here, aud I've engaged all 
the servants, Mr. Busklrk," said the 
lady; “and cook wants to know wheth­
er you like beef under or well done. 
In such things you shall have your 
choice always. There was no time to 
make a pudding to-day, so we must 
have Ices. Strawberries, too, only two 
shillings a basket."

"Mrs. Busklrk, have you gone cra­
zy?” cried Peter; "or am I dream­
ing?"

"I’m wide awake, at all events,” 
cried the lady. "I’ve starved long 
enough, and worn that brown merino 
until I hate It. I always was fond of
dress------”

"Fond of dress!" repeated Peter;
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"and loved good things?”
“Loved good things," repeated the

Big men ’ have 
been mistaken 
about vital things 
about as soften as 
little ones.

If It were not 
for the help he 
gets from the loaf­
er the devil would 
have been ready to 
quit long ago.

We often get to a good place over ■ 
bad road.

A bird with bright plumage often 
has very black feet.

In the school of experience there are 
no vacations or holidays.

Sin Is always a dirty thing, no mat­
ter how clean the sinner may look.

The great test of character la not 
what It can do, but what It can bear.

Nothing can strengthen a man's 
heart like little arms around his neck.

The devil seldom loses anything 
when the preacher gets an easy place.

The man who never grows is very 
small, no matter how big he was at 
birth.

The most of us have had some ex­
perience In straining at a gnat and 
swallowing a camel.

Holding a dollar within an Inch of • 
man's nose will often make him as 
blind as putting his eyes out.

The real purpose of education is to 
make a worm big enough and strong 
enough to thrash a mountain.
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PLOWING W ITH DOGS.

The present rapid taking up of land 
for agricultural purposes in the Cana­
dian Northwest makes interesting 
reading of Rev. Egerton R. Yonug's 
book, "The Battle of the Bears.” Mr. 
Young was missionary to the Indians 
on the west side of Hudson Bay at a 
time when no (arming was done In all 
that territory. His station was at 
Norway House, and it was there that 
he began the raising of wheat and veg­
etables. There were no draft-animals 
except dogs. They were his team.

With the dogs the summer was gen­
erally one long, restful holiday. My 
Indian fisherman with his nets kept 
them well supplied with the daintiest 
of whiteflsh. So I felt perfectly Justi­
fied In breaking In a little on that holi­
day by giving them the opportunity of 
helping me in my summer work.

With the help of my little son, who 
loved the dogs and was loved by them, 
I harnessed up eight Of the biggest 
and strongest fellows, and arranging 
them In four teams, we attached them 
to thb plow as a farmer would his 
horses.

Then the work, or rather, at first, 
the fun began. The dogs had been
trained to go on the jump, and so our 
greatest difficulty was to make them 
go slowly. When the word "Marche!” 

Go!”—was shouted, they sprang to­
gether In such unison and with such 
strength that the weight of the heavy 
steel plow in the stiff soil was as noth­
ing to them.

I prided myself pn being, for a mis­
sionary. a fairly good amateur plow­
man; but In spite of all my skill and 
efforts, those eager dogs would some­
times get the points of the plow up,

be-

spouse; "and now I'm married 1 mean and ^fore t could Ret u ,,own into 
to have them.” the goll again, they, with the pressure

off, were away with a rush, an<' .there 
was no stopping them until we were 
at the tepee pn the oposlte side of the 
field.(

Sometimes we did fairly well by hav­
ing my'llttlfe son walk ahead, or rather 
between'the two dogs of the first team. 
It was Kfti-d Work for the little fellow, 
as he frequently tumbled down, and 
then two or three pairs of dogs would 
run over him before they were stopped. 
But not a whit discouraged, he would 
scramble up out of the furrow and 
from among the dogs and traces, and 
beg to be allowed to try again.

Thus we experimented until we got 
the Intelligent dogs to understand 
what was required of them. Then the 
work, although of course laborious, 
was a great delight.

I plowed up my garden and the few 
little fields which I had, and after sow­
ing my grain, harrowed It in with the 
dogs. They liked dragging the harrow 
better than the plow because I could 
let them go faster with It.

“ But If 1 had—known—I—
gan Peter.

"Wouldn’t have married me, I sup­
pose,” said the bride. "Well, my cous­
in, Mrs. Brown, told me that, you 
know.”

Peter looked at her. The truth was 
plain at last. He tried to speak, but 
could not. He stared at his lady for 
five minutes by the clock, and then 
rushed out of the bouse muttering:

"Taken In! taken In!”
It Is said that Peter Busklrk never 

recovered from the shock. Against 
his will he lived luxuriously ever 
after; and his wife astonished the 
neighborhood by her magnified* at 
tire and grand parties.—Grit.

C o r e a u  W o m a n  «¿rant S w im m e r « .

“The Corean women are the best 
swimmers In the world,” said a life 
guard. "The Corean pearl diving Is In 
their hands

“They swim—they don't boat—they 
swim out to the pearl fisheries of 
Quelpart, lugging baskets with them. 
After this swim of half an hour, they 
dive down 50 feet and fetch up queer, 
one-shelled pearl oysters as big as ba­
bies.

A n  A c c id e n t .
A spinster once who was antique 
Daubed lots of rouge upon her chique  ̂

But by mistake 
She made a brake 

And got a little on her blque."They dive till their baskets are
full—the baskets are corked to keen . _ .._ , . . .  ‘ The people saw the crimson strlque
them afloat and after three or four And laughed until they all grew wlque.
hours’ work they swim 
with their catch

hack home The eplnster saw 
What made them "Haw!"

"The big one-shelled oysters are val And vanished with a fenrful shriqus 
uable as pearl mines and as food, too. —Chicago Chronicle.
A half dozen Coreans will sit down to 
an oyster as gayly as you or 1 sit I 
down to a broiled lobster Sometimes, 
when the great shellfish Is eaten raw, 
it quivers and moans slightly as the 
knife Is plunged Into It.”

Il ce n it  In D o a h ti

“Just one kiss,” he pleaded, "only
one.

"No,” she replied heroically, 
right to kiss until one Is engaged.” 

"Then I'll engage you for one.”— 
Boston Herald.

I 'r r a r k i n s  W i t h o u t  P r a c t ic e .
"Do you Bee that chap over then* 

witn the large and virtuous counten­
ance?”

"Do you mean the fellow who was 
Just advising the boys to pay their 
Christmas bills promptly?"

"That's the one. His grocer told mo 
this morning that he's got a hill 
against him two years old."—Cleveland 

It Isn't Plain Dealer.

It might bo well for married people 
who quarrel to remember that no man 
Is always wrong and no woman Is al
w a v s  rlah *

An Ohio man claims to have saved 
several thousand dollars last year by 
not having any for his friends to bor­
row.

Our Idea of a stingy woman Is on« 
who declines to waste thread sewing 
buttons on her husband’s clothes


