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Castoria_promotes Digestion, and
OVerconies l'lmult ney, Constipation, Sour

Stomach,

Diarrhaa,

and Feverishness,

Thus the child is rendered healthy and its

sleep matural. Castoria contains no
Morphine or other narcotic property.
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“ Castoria i< <o vell adapted to children that
I recommend it as super IHI o any proseription

kunown to me ™ 11,
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*1 use Castor’a in my practice, and ﬁn-l it

specially adapted to ur- ctions
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wi h the with the
making by the most perfeet process,
exqmsite reproductions an ol ecolors
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able from the original, we shall print
a coupon Inm our s e of SIH‘. I8 that
wil: et t e all our readers 1o one of
these superb creations free.
ereat work of art, and we have pleas
g1t
Do voi fal to get a
the date men-
ke
Frrom
later than

for
nn
pubiishers,

upright

ure in presenting sieh a valuable
Ty 0ary patirodi.,
copy of this paper for
The JorkrgNayn would

‘fh.'

tioned 1O

el ra I"H}llltﬂ HIOILT

stthsecthers sent et

Doeents ene o cash
 ———elp 4 e—
SEMIELOOOAL NEWS,

Grand Thanksgiving
Wi shall [nillt ‘A
IS

Premiom
COUPOTL TN OUr I8ne
chtitling
\.\'!Iuh’fl\ﬁ ”ll' aper ter 21 N Hllull!l'lillll
the grveat thadd par ol
preture, N Amereanr Goeauty,”
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mous *'Yard of Paimac<™ aol Yard of
Roses ™ This s} rh prrescit,
$9, is copyrighted, cannet
purchase | of pictored alers at any
It 20 high, and
will fit uprighe, spaces wde
mirably, Be sare ard get a eoupon
entithing you to thi= maguilicent gift,
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We @ive  partieniars in another
column of the gr work of art re-
¢ceniby p (blished, a Horal ]lﬂlll'l-llil‘“ll't‘
m ols, whneh we will give to all our
reafers as a Thanksgiving present,
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A Wise Woman.

An exchange tells of 8 womat wao
hought a new fanglad coffee-pot from
n peddier.  In the evening she showed

it to her hushand, a hindware deal. r,
- who toid her he Iu-pt the same thing in
h s store for ha'f the price she paid,
CWelll" osid oshe, twhy don’t yon
dverpse? \ulnulx ever knows \\hilt

BRYul h.n-- for sale ™
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- Fall Fashions for Ladices, Season 18043,
The latest fushion news from Paris all ngree
Cin saying that the “'Go'ets’ styles of circular

Cdrapery, in new and endless variations, will

be most extensively worn thisseason, Skirls,
capes Jackets and collars all parta’.e of this
tendency.,

The overskirt ismee ing, thus far. with very
little favor, and Parisian ladies being adverse
to it it is only seen on rare oceasions,

The old time panier is revivel for vertain

full dress toileftes

The round waist of the Spring an | Summer
is still & favorite, with the wldition of circular,
or “Godets™ hip cross skirts, in varied o .
SIS

These items of news are extracte | from the
McDowell Fashion Journa's, and will 1 e
doubtedly be of interest to our I'uir’l*lhlﬂr.-t,
for the atm of these handsome Parisian
publications is to alwiys pre-ent to their
customers the only

s acknowledged to be the fountain head of
fashions. These magazines include, beside
which are
nvaluable to professionals as well as ama-
teurs.  Moreover, in the Pattern Departinent
connected with these arnstie  publications,
Messrs. MceDowell reproduce all designs from
any source whatever, in the form of made up
Paper Models with additional st patterns,
the usefulness of which cannot be overes-
timated by either dressmakers or those who
wish to dotheirowu dressinaking 1o the most
stvlish and econondeal plan.  La Mode e
Pavis and Paris Ve of Fashion cost IIIII}'
£5.00 a yvear, each, The
French Dressmaker s $300 per annum, or
Sreents a copy ; La Male costs only 1,50 n
vear, or 1D eents a o copy. which makes it the
most cconomical family journal of fashion in
existence. 1 yon are unable to procure any
of these publications at your newsdealers, o
not aceept any substitute, bat apply directly
to Messrs. A MeDowell & Co., 4 West Lith
street, New York,

OF S0 cents a Copy,

s :
“An Amevican Beanty,”

By special arrangement with the publishie
ers, weare enabled to ke
readers o present ol an i*\l|'|i-¢1lE ol |mnpl-
pieture, 20 inches high, entit'ed “An
wean Beanuty,”" which has heen admired by
all who have seen it This saperb pictuze is
from the hrush of the same artist who paint-
el the “Yard nied “Yard of
Roses.”” The reproduction is equal in every
respect to the original, from which it eannot
be distingnish:dy and a comjanying it are
full directior s for framing at home at a cost
of a few cents, thus forming a beautiful orna-
ment for the high, narrow wall-spaces for
which it is so dulienlt to obtain pictnres of
the proper shape. It is a superb Thanks-
giving gift. Send vour name and addre: s to
the publisher, W. Jennings Demorest, 15
Kast 1ith street, New York, with three cents
(either in stamps or pennies) to pay for the
packimg, mailing, ete.. and mention that yon
are n reader of the Jovkxarn and you will
receive by return mail one of these valuable

. works of art,
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Rleep, baby, sleepl
Wave gently, grasses, wave,
Weave a cover for the grave;
While the whispering sephyrs keep
Falthful wateh above, around
Thy smmnll wigwam In the ground;
Wild bees, hum a lullaby

In the spring-time, while I ery;
While f cry. »

Sleep, baby, sleep!
When you hear tne white owl's whirr;
When the winter winds are high,
And the red fox passes by,
Don't stir.
When 1we snow is falling ehill
On my lodge heyond the hill,
When the wolf cubs starve 'and die,
Listen, you shall hear me cry;

l CAr me cry.
in Babyhoodl.

-Ellzabeth Grinnell,
BILL HEMPSEY'S RECITAL.

When Bill Hempsey married
Harwell there was great surprise
the Nubbin Ridge nelghborhood. Bill
wias worthy of respect and was re
spected; he was worthy of confidence
and had been Intrusted with a county
office, yet when he married Tal Har-
well there was heard, at every turn,
murmurs of astonishment.

Tal was a beautiful girl, and was
much younger than BIill; her form, un-
trained by any art, but with a woods-
like wildness of development, was of
exquisite grace, and her hair was of
gentle waviness, like the ripples of a
sun-ray-catching rivulet,

Handsome young fellows--Ned Roys-
ton, whose bottom fleld of corn wius
this year the finest in the neighbor-
hood, and Phil Hightower, who had
just built a new double loghouse, chink-
ed and daubed, pald devoted court to
the beauty, but when old Bill came
along—old Bill with a scar over one
eye where a steer kicked him years
ago—and asked her to marry him, she
shook off the mischievous airs of the
beauty, took up the serious expressian
of a thoughtful woman and consented,

Bill owned a little old log-house,
stuck up on the side of a hill, and
though viewed from the country road
it might have seemed a tlrmry place,
yet standing in the back door, Bill
could look down and see the wild plum
bushes bending over the erystal water
of the creek—could see a green meadow
far down the stream and could hear
the song of the rain-crow.

NSeveral years passed. The gossips
reluctantly agreed that Bill and his
wife were happy, that s, reasonably
happy, for the gossips never submit to
a complete surrender. One day while
Bill was away from home Ned Roys-
ton came to the house, Tal eame in
when she heard footsteps, and upon
seeing the visitor stood wiping her
hands on her apron. She had been
washing, and a bubble of suds on her
hair, ecatching a ray of light, flashed
like n diamond.

“You've about forgot me, hain't you,

Tal
in

| Tal—Miz Hempsey 7"

every one of our |

Amer- |

“No, how could 1 forget you when 1
sce you at church nearly every Sun-
day? 8Sit down."”

“Yer, you see me,'” Ned replied, seat-
ing himself, “*but as you never speak
to me I 'lowed that you had dun fer-
got me.”

“I never forget a friend.”

“Much obliged. You look tired; sit
down yourse'f.”

She sat down, Ned continued:

“You do a good deal of hargd work,
don't you?”

“No more than any other woman, I
reckon.”

4 “You do more than I'd let my wife

ﬂ-"

“Yes, all men talk that way before
they are married.”

“And some of them mean what they
say, Tal—or Miz Hempsey."

“But the majority of them do not.”

“l know one that does. ‘Tal, iIf you
had married me you never would had
to work none.”

“You let your mother work."”

“Yes, but I wouldn't let you work. 1
wish you had married me, Tal, for I
ain’'t been happy a single hour sence
you told me that you wouldn’t, not a
single one. 1 uster be fonder of per-
simmon puddin’ than anybody, but I
ain't eat parry one sense you ’'lowed
that you couldn't marry me. Tell me,
Tal, air you happy?”

“Happy as most women, I reckon.”

“But most women ain't happy.”

“Mebby not.”

A lhort silence followed; Ned twist-
ed his hat round and round. Tal wiped
her hands on her apron.

“Tal—you don't care if I call you
Tal, do you?"

“No, l am not particular.”

“But you wouldn't let everybody call
yuuvhy your first name, would you?”

“1 0."

"Tﬂl-"

“Well -

you know what I've been think-
in' nhout ever sense I saw you at
meetin’ last Sunday ?”’

“How am 1 to know what you've
been thinkin' about? Hardly know
sometimes what I'm thinkin' about
myse'f.”

“Would you like to know what I've
been thinkin' about, Tal?”

She sat twisting her apron; a cat
purred about the legs of her chair. A
chicken, singing the lazy song of “lay-
ing time,” hopped up into the door-
way. “Shoo,” she cried. “The chick-
ens are about to take the place.”

“But that ain't got nothin’

to do

" with what I've been thinkin' nor about

you wantin' to know it. Do you want-
er know?"

“You may tell me if you want to.”

“Sho' 'null.'?"

“Yes, if it ain't bad.”

“Oh, it ain’t bad.” He untwisted his
hat, straightened it out by pulling it
down on his head, took it off, and, be-
ginning to twist it again, said:

“I've been thinkin' that you wa'n't
bapp livin' with a man that don't

weclate you—hold on now, let me get
through.” 8he had moved impatiently.
“Man that don’t 'preciate you; and I've
been thinkin® that I would come over
here and—and ask you to run away
with me. Wait, Tal—please wait.”
She had sprung to her feet, *“Just
listen to me a minit. Folks uster
think you was hn’ip , but they know
you nlut now. al, please wait a
minute. Tal, for God's sake let me
explain myself. Say, wait just a min-
ute, You won't trll Bill, will you?
Oh, you won't do that, I know. We
understand each other, Tal, don't we?
T'al, oh, Tal'"— B8he was bhastening
down the llo towards the wild- »lum

bushes. _“Don’t say saything,

be trouble.”

“What's the matter, little girl?" Bill
asked that evening as he was eatiayg
his supper.

“Nothin'.”

“Youn don’t ‘pear to be as bright as
usual.”

“I thought I was."”

“But you ain't. Thar's some new
cialico in my saddle-bags that'll make
yvou as putty a dress as you ever seced,
Got red and yaller spots on it that
shines like a sunflower. Look here,
little gal, thar's somethin' the matter
with you and you needn’t say thar
ain't,.  Come here now.” He shovedd
his chair back from the table and took
her on his lap. “You know thar's
somethin® wrong, now, and you air
jost Ir,v,in to fool me. 1 haven't done
nothin’ to hurt your feelin's, have 17

“No."

“Then what's the matter? Oh, don't
cry that way."” She sobbed on his
shoulder. “You'll make me think that
[ ain’'t the right sort of a husband, if
vou keep on. Mebbe 1 ain'’t, too. '
gettin® old and grizzly, and 1 ain't
good-lookin' nohow, while you 'pear to
git puttier and puttier every day.”

“Bill,”” she sald, putting her arms
around his neck, “you mustn’'t talk -
vou mustn't think that way. You air
the best man that ever lived, and if
you'll promise not to get mad I'll tell
you what ails me."”

“Law me, child,
if 1 wanted to.”

She told him; he =sat for a few mo-
ments in a silence of deep meditation,
and then, with a brightening counte-
nance, sald cheerfully:

“*Why, that ain't nothin' to git mad
about, chile, 1It's all right; and let me
tell you that any man after seein’ you
a few times is bound to love you and
I reckon he would be willin® to run
away with you. Why, bless my life,
I'd ran away with you in a minit, cr
haw! haw! No, Indeed, honey, yon
kain't blame the pore feller for that.”

“And you won't say anything to him
about it?”

“Law me, child, T'll never mention it
to him; never in the world, so don't
give yourself no uneasiness,”

I couldn’'t git mad

several
were sit-

A chilling rain was falling.
men, including Ned Royston,
ting in Bob Talbot’s store.

“Yander comes Bill Hempsey,” said
Talbot, looking onut, Ned Royston
moved uneasily in his chair.

“Hello, men!” Bill shouted, as he
stepped up into the door and began to
stamp the mud off his feet, “Norter
suft outside. Hi, Bob: glad to see you
lookin' =0 well, i, Ned, and hi, all
hands.”

“We're always glad to see you,” Ned
spoke up, “fur we know that you allus
feteh good humor along  with yon,
Don't make no diffunce how rainy or
how dry—no difunce whuther the
corn’'t clean or in the grass, yvou air
allus the same.”

“Glad vou think so, Ned.”

“We all jine him in thinkin® so,”
Talhot,

“Much obleeged.”  He stood leaning
agninst the counter, and, moving his
hand carclessly, tonched a rasty cheese-
knife. “Bob, what do you Kkeep sich a
onery-lookin® knife as this for?”

“Sharp enough to cut cheese with, I
reckon, Bill™

“Yes, but that's about all. Hand me
that whetrock over thar and let e
whet the point,  Blamed if 1 haven's
got to be doin' somethin® all the time
Wall, fellers, 1 seed suthin® “tother
week while 1T was down in Knoxville
that lald over anything 1 ever did see
before. 1 went to a theatare,  Ever ot
one, Ned?”

“No, don't believe 1 was.”

“Wall, now, if you've ever heen ot
one you'd know it,” RBill replied, indus
triously  whetting the point of. the
knife. “Why, it knocks a school exhi-
bition sillier than a scorched puap. |
pever did see sich a show.”

“Any hosses in it?Y" Bob
askoed,

“Oh, no, it all tucek place in a house,
'l tell you how it was (still whetting
the knife). 1t was playin', regular per-
vml like, but it looked mighty narial
It 'pears that a ruther old feller hadd
m.lrrh-d a ruther yvoung gal e put
the whetstone on the counter): o pow.
erful putty gal, too. Wall, one time
when the old feller wa'n't abont the
house, a young chap that had wanted
to marry her a good while before, he
come in and got to talkin' to her, and
the upshot was that he wanted her to
run away with him.”

“No,” said Bob Talbot,

“Yen, sir,” continued old Bill, “want-
od her to run smack smooth away with
him. Wall, she told her husband, but
he sorter laughed, he did, and ‘lowed
that he didn't blame the feller mueh,
But the fun come after this. ‘The old
feller—stand up here, Ned, and let me
show you. Hang it, stand up: don't
pull back like a shyin' hoss. ‘The ol
feller got him a knife "bout like this,
and he went into a room whar the
voung feller was, Now, you stand
right thar., He walks in this way, an«l
neither one of them says a word, but
stoodd and looked at each other "hout
like we are doin’, but all at once the
old feller lifts up the knife this way
and—Thar, vou damned scoundrel’”

He plllllp: ol the Knife into Ned
Royston's breast—buried the blade in
the fellow's bosom, and, as he pulled
it ont, while Royston lay on the floor,
dead, he turned to his terror-stricken
friends, and exclaimed:

“He wanted my wife
with him, boys!

“If you wanter hang me,
rope.

“You don't?
bless vou,”"—Ople Reid,
Traveler,
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Then good-hy,
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A Powerful Telescope,

The testing of the Bruce photographs-
¢ telescope, just completed tor Har-
vard University, has resulted in a pro-
nounced success, It is the largest, an
therefore most powerful, instrument of
its Kind ever constructed,  Photograph-
i telescopes of eight inches apertare
are not uncommon, but the Bruce tele.
seope has a lens twenty-four inches in
dinmeter. A photograph of the Norih
Star has been successfully taken
this instrument on a 12 by 1oinch
plate, and this illsiglllllmlut looking bit
of glass represents a triumph in astro-
nomical observation,

!I\
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The most certain means not to lose
the good that one does Is to forget it,

WI\NTED. A LI*R.

Uhere was o Fine Opening for a VMan

with Lots of Imagination.

I was sitting on a salt barrel on the
shidy side of the depot while waiting
tor the teain on the other romd, when
A farmer drove ap in his wagomn, e
went aromd and talked with the sia-
tion agent for a few minutes and then
returned to ask:

CWtrangor, do you want to make
0 as easy as rolling off o log?”’
o I T
“Alr vou a religions man ¥
"Not exaetly,”

“Any seruaples ag'in lyin® 7"
“That's acceording to elrcumstances,
e Yonr CHse,

“The case is just this: T own
aeres of land right around here. Ax it
stiandds i's worth about S8 an  nere,
Spdit her up into eity lots and each one
will bring S50,  You ecan figure on
1000 an acre,”’

“But this is no site for a
]ll‘*rli*--ll-ll.

“Thar's whar the lvin® will come
I should ealkerlate on your makin’
site,”

“There's no fuel,
culture.”

‘Got 1o lie about ‘em!”

“"You've got to have natural advan-
tages to make a city,”

“More lyin'."

"You've simply got a railrond june-
tion, one house and 100 aeres of mighty
poor Lind to start on,” 1 said as 1 look-
o around on the lonesome prospect,

“That's whar the lyvin' will come in!™
he answerad, “I've known twenty
towns out here to start on a heap loss,
I< it o bargain or no? You do the
Ivin®' and the advertisin® and 1 do the
sclhin’, and in a year we'll elear up o
carload of money.  Best chanee in the
workl fur a rvisin® young man. Knocks
a silver mine all hollep.”

“I—1'm afraid 1 couldn’t acceept your
liberal proposition,”

Al right; no harm done. I'm look-
in’ ftur a lar.  He's got to be a good
one,  As vou scemed to be out of a
job and dead brokg 1 thought I'a
tackle Vol All the same, howoever,
' hit the rvight man inside of a week
and he'll make his fortune here. Best
of schools, plenty of churches, six rail-
roads, rich country, future Chicago, ten
factories, cultivated society, purest of
witter, public parks, come with a rash,
<old again!  If yon happen to meet n
liar send him down!” — Springtield
{ nion.
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Hinge.
“Yoes," said the big man with the gun
to the little man in spectacles,
“I'm off for a tey at the birds"™

The small man litted his feet out of
the way of the gun ease, amnd made
room in the seat beside him.

“tiot my dog in the baggage ear,”
continued the big man, “He's a dandy,
Bost dog | ever shot over, unless "twas
vour old Bingo., By the way, yon don't
o ont any more vourself, What's the
reason.  Bing goetting old and lazy ¥

The small man opened his penknite
and thoughtfully seratehed at a splash
of muwd on his trouser-leg. “No, 1 don't
Keep any dog now, Okl Bing is dead.”

s, he?  Well, well, he was
getting along in years, « A general
|||'t-;|lii||;.: down, | Hll]lpu:ﬂl'.“ There was
o paase, e the little man seratehad
away industriously, “No, it wasn't
that. 'l tell you about it,” said he
stddenly,

“You s,
it we

— -

LSrse

in

him
You

last time T had
smith's farm.
Just over the county
remember that hig corn-
ekl where the willows grow over the
creck and  the ratlroad cuts  through
one  corner’? Well, we were down
there,  amd  Bing, being thirsty, ran
aeross the teack, in among the willows,
to et to the water., 1 thought there
might be birds there, and T was too far
hehind for a shot, so T ¢alled him baek.
Just then a bird got up beyvond him,
amd 1 shouted to him to charge,

“You know 1 don’t see very well, bhat
| thought that he wasn't minding, so |
shouted again,  The old fellow  hesi-
tted for a moment, then he dropped
down, and just then the train came
arommd the curve and—and” —-—

The small man's voice faltered a
little when he went on, “You see |1
thought that he was farther away, but
he was right on the teack, and he had
obeyed me at the cost of his life. Some-
how | ll.l\l‘llf {'urud much for Iulul~
ing since then!'

The little man shut his knife with a
snap and looked out of the window,
amd the big man exclaimed, *Well,
well, by Jove! Toor old Bing!” Then
the big man blew his noge violently,
muttering that that was the only way
1o dislodge those cursed cinders, while
the little man wiped his glasses upon
A1 chaomols-sKin  polisher and sighed.
Chicago Herald.
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A Helifer Adopta a Young Carvibou,

Some weeks ago a son of J. Francis,
of Moro, saw what he supposed was a
hig rabbit with a heifer in the tiekld,
The cattle was pastured in a back lo:
near the woods,  The boy, as he ape-
proached, saw that it was not a rabbit,
He easily canght the animal, which
proved to be a young caribou, and ear-
riedd it home in his arms. It was ap-
parently a day old, and was weak and
staggering. A nursing bottle was se-
cured, amd the little caribou was fed
on milk. Very soon it followed the boy
anbhout the room. It was allowed to
nurse from a cow for some weeks, till
it grew  so o boisterous, butting and
striking its foster mother with its feet,
that the farmer feared the cow might
injure it, and now feeds It with milk
by hand three times a day.  All this
time it has evineed a fondness for its
first foster mother, the heifer. The
little fellow is flourishing, to all ap-
pearancees, It is very tame, and des
lights to be led into the womls, where
it will run and play. But at the slight-
et unusual noise it will immedintely
sceimper home, It is a buek, and its
horns are just coming through. —1*ort-
land Argus.

Mind Acting on Matger.

He 1 am afrald it will be a great
shock 1o her to find that her flance s
flirting with that handsome blonde.

Shie-Yes!: 1 shouldn't wouder ifr it
nurde her halr tarn light in one night.
—World's Fair Puck.

Man seldom blames himself for his
foliy. He modestly leaves that plece
of wiz'om to his friends,

—
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How He was Driven Out and Wreaked l

Hia Vengence on the Editor,
“Sav!” began the young man as he

sit down to the city editor's desk in |

a chummy way,
to find with this $8 silk hat, this %50
gold-headed cane, this $500 diamond
stnd, this £50 suit of clothes on top
of these patent leather gaiters? How
do these £100 bills strike you? Gaze
on this New York draft for £15,000°
Heft this gold wateh I planked down
£600 for in Chicago the other day!
Anvthing scrubby about me?”

“1 don’'t see anything,” repeated the
city editor, as he laid down page No. &
of a city item he was revising, observes
the Detroit Free PPress,

“You bet you don't! Remember me?”

“Can't say 1 do.”

“Don't you remember one night, about
cighteen months ago, when a long,
lean, hungry-looking chap, who had
his coat buttoned up to hide his shirt-
less condition, eame in and struck you
for a job¥"

“A good many such come in”

“Yes, but 1 told you I hoofed it all
the way from Buffale, and could knock
the socks off'n any chap in these dig-
gings on an obituary notice.”

“Yes, 1 remember now,” replied the
city editor, as he capitalized the word
“"Alderman” in page No. 4.

“But you had no use for me; said
vour paper was devoted to live topics
instead of obituaries. Ha ha! good
joke! Don't you remember of advising
me to give up the journalistic struggle
and go to driving a street car? Kind
of you—very kind. Shall never forget
it. 1 struck you for a quarter and yon
panned out two shingle nails, a bunch
of keys and a poker chip. Felt sorry
for you—"pon my honor 1 did. Would
have let you in later on, but had for-
gotten your name.”

“Well?" wearily queried the clty edi-
tor, as he marked two exclamations
and a comma into a mad dog item.

“Well, 1 went West, Struck Kansas
just in time to boom. Thought of you
wll the way out there. Couldn't strike
o street car job, but I did hit an old
chap who wanted to sell 300 acres of
laind mighty bad, Hit a man in Wich-
ita for fifty cents and struck keno
three times,  Then dropped into faro
and ecame out $£800 ahead. 1'd taken
your advice and given up the journal-
istic struggle. See?”

“Yes,"

"ot a surveyvor—platted the town of
Nilver Clty—got out circulars—adver-
tisedd in GO0 p:nwrn——;.. ive away 200 lots
—sold off 4,200, and here 1 am. Clean-
ed up about $27,000 inside of a vear
and a half—all new greenbacks—and
am now on my way to Europe for a
tour before going into an orange grove
spec, in Florida,  Say, old man—come
along  with me—Liverpool—London -
'anris—Venice—Berlin. You are look-
ing vellow about the gills, and the
ozone will do you good., Just a little
run for six months, you know—art gal-
leries—eathedrals—towers—the Rhine—
the Alps—store clothes and first-class
hotels all the way round. What d'ye
say 7"

“1 ean't afford It,” answered the city
editor, as he marked the comical pro-
ceedings 0. K.” and laid the manu-
seript aside,

“Poor boy—poor boy! How
yvears have you been at jt¥”

*“I'wenty.”

“And still wearing two-shilling ties,
N tweed suit, and looking as if you
hadn’t had a square meal for a1 month!
Nay—give it up—put on your coat and
g0 home."”

“Do you mean my situation?”

“Yes, and journalism, too, You are n
failure. Give up the struggle and drive
n street ear or hiteh on to a buck saw
nidd try and work yourself to the top:!
Norry for you, but you are out of your
clement, All my dollar eclgars are
gone, but here are o {'uu[rh- of fifty-cent
ones, which 1 will leave with my best
wishes, Would like to stay longer, bhut
I sail from New York day after to-
morrow, Bye-bye, old fel, and don't
bhe discouraged! Always a chance for
an ambitious street ecar driver to elimb
up, you know, If you need my infin-
ence eable me, eare of the Roths-
childs.”

And when he had departed the eity
cditor leaned back and stared at the
will for a long five minutes withour
thinking. When the clatter of the copy
box coming down from the composing-
room tinally brought him back to earth
he sighed drearily, put away the cigars
g0 carefully wrapped in tinfoll, gath-
eredd up the sheets lying about, and
whispered to himself:

“Too late! All the booms have bust-
o). Wish I'd thrown the blamed cuss
down stairs for his cheek!”

- — — —
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Dull Novels.

“Why are to-day's novels so very un-
Interesting?”’ asks a writer in one of
the magazines, His own idea is that
the modern novelists are too much
taken up with realism and the “scien-
tifiec spirit,” so that they forget the
“universality of the Iimaginative ap-
peal,”  Perhaps there is some truth in
this, reasons the editor of the I'rovi-
dence Journal, But dulluess is not ex-
actly a matter of choice. You can't
get out of anything more than you put
in it, and a dull man is sure to write a
dull book. Another load which atflicts
current fiction Is the rage for a “prob-
lem."” 1t is no longer the thing to
write a novel in the old artistie spirit,
There must be wrestlings of spirit over
religlon, divoree, or soclalism, or what
not. It wasn't in that way that Field-
ing and Thackeray wrought,

A Vopular Falsehood Nalled.

“Been o deacon in a church for fif-
teen years?' echoed the passenger in
the «check suit,  *That's a long time.
[ dare say you have passed the con-
tribution basket through the congre-
gation a great many times?"’

“Hundreds of times,” replied the pas-
senger in the black alpaea,

“And [ suppose—ha! ha—you have
foundagreat many—eh?—what's this?"

The def®on, with an Intensely weary
look on his face, had drawn from his
pocket and was holding for Inspection
of the map In the check suit a time-
stiained eard, on which was printed in
laurge letters the following Inscription:

“Never found in the contribution bhox

n button of any sort or kind in my

lide" ~Chicago Tribuna,

e —
It comes so much easier to forgive

those who have eaused us suffering,
when we learn that we too have wmade
others to suffer.

“have you any fault |

ing and she has never touched it.”

DOGS GET BORED.

Man's Examplo Has Demoralized
the Falthiful Aanimal

Some domestic animals ean be very
much bored indeed, This capacity
seems to vary with the intelligenee of
the vietim and with the closeness of
his relations to mankind. We may
well blush, for instance, when we
think how man has demoralized the
dog.  We have tanght the dog to e
bored,  We have corrupted him  so
much by our society that he ean no
longer depend on himself, or even on
other dogs for entertainment. A cow,
it may be boldly sakd, never thinks of
being bored.  Give her plenty of grass
andd the company of another cow hy
way of gossip, give her a stream to
stand in, and that cow is happy, as
happy as the Buddha himself.  No
murmur escapes her lips, no ghimee of
discontent shows in her placid eyes.

The dog, on the other hawd, is al-
ways eraving for society. A dog has
heen Known to leave its master's house
and betake itself to that of a richer
neighbor, who saw more company and
cntertained  the great.  To please a
dog something must always be going
on.  To him the whirl of gayety means
lite.  He is notoriously incapable of
cven taking a walk by himself, He de-
tests solitide,  He very seldom even
thkes o walk with another dog: never,
perhaps, exeept where there is a neigh-
boring wood with rabbits in it. The
dog lives for society and sport, the
sure proof of an idle and il oceupied
i,

Nature, landseape, In spite of the
Duke of Argell, is nothing to the dog.
Within doors, he Is always asking to
bhe let into a room and then asking to
be let out of It If he thinks there is
better—that is, more dissipated and
frivolons—company elsewhere. The dog
who is accidentally shut out of his
master's house at night howls till he is
let in again, usually next morning with
the milk. He Kkeeps all the parish
awinke, but never manages to waken
his owner, The eause of all this dis-
turbance is simply ennui and a sense
of social negleet. The dog could be
quite comfortable in the garden, but
he feels that he I8 “out of it,” and
gives as much trouble as a person who

HHow

Is nsking to be asked to a party.

In a state of nature it Is most im-

| probable that the dog had these offen-

sive instinets,
bhorod

hunts,

A fox, a wolf Is never
when not in confinement; he
he sleeps, he plays with his
cubs, 'robably savages are never
bhored; at a corroboree you do not note
men leaning against doors, or, rather,
tree trunks, with an air of unspeakable
tedinm. They waltz in and enjoy
themselves, 1t is elearly civilization
which produces ennui, not only in men,
women and children, but even in dogs,
— London Times,
The Supply ot Frogs.

Thirty thousand frogs a week are
brought into the Buffalo market, Even
the loeal fishermen are devoting much
of their time to colleeting frogs, for
100 of which they are receiving %1 at
the present time, A Buffalo fish com-
pany is the largest buyer. 1t freezes
the legs for quick New York consump-
tion, and also stores large quantities

for protitable sales at other seasons,

r

Fhe business of secearing the frogs is
very remunerative to the man  whe
knows their haunts.  Twelve hundred
were bronght into the city on a recent
evening by a fisherman who had taken

them along the lake shore on the Cana-

dinn side, One of them was a cow
frog that welghed 215 pounds, and sold
for $1.25, its legs being as large as
those of a good-sized spring chicken,
There are three methods of Killing the
frogs—with a stick, by spearing and
by shooting. The best time to hunt
for them is about the middle of the
day, when they come out of their hid-
ing-places and seck the meadows, pas-
tures and fields, where the grain has
bheen eat, in search of insects, Very
few frogs are caught in the marshes
or on the banks of the lakes, as it Is
only at night they gather in those lo-
calities,  In winter they are either
canght with a net, which iIs dipped un-
der the iece, or dug out with a spade
from the side of the banks, and are
invariably caught in clusters, for they
huddle together.—New York Evening
Post.

Getting it Done.

“It's strange I can’t get my wife to
mend my  clothes,” remarked My
Bridie disgustedly. “1I asked her to
sew the buttons on this vest this morn-
Nor-

“You asked her?’' observed Mpr,

ris, with a slight shrug of his shoulders,

“Yes, What else should I do*”

“You haven't been married very long,
and perhaps you'll take a pointer from
me' remarked Mr., Norris, with a
fatherly air, “Never ask a woman to
mend anything. That's fatal.”

"\\ hy, what do you mean?

“o as 1 do. “’hl‘ﬂ I want+to have
n shirt mendad, for instance, . 1 take
it in my hand and hunt up my wife,
‘Where's that rag bag, Mrs: ‘Norris," |
demamd fiereely.,

“*‘What do you want the rag bhag
for? she says HllHjlll‘lullﬂh‘ .

“‘1 want to throw this st away.
It's all worn out,” I rephy, ¢

“‘Let me see it she demands.

“But 1 put the garment behind my
back.

“INo,cmy dear,” T answer., ‘There is
no use of your attempting to. do anye«
thing with it. It needs'— °

“‘Let me see it she reitefafos,

“*But it's all worn.out, 1 tell you!'

*“*Now, John, you glvn me that
shirt!" she says In her most péremptory
OIS,

“I hand over the garment.

“*Why, John Norris! she cries with
womanly triumph, *“This is a perfeet-
Iy good shirt. All it needs is'— And
then she mends 1iL"—Brooklyn Life.

That Wollidn't e

“1 don't want bread,” sald the fastil-
jous tramp, as 2 generous slice was of-
lvrml to him. “Haven't you any cake?”

“Yox, 1 have a cake you see m to
need badly—a cake of soap.

But the tramp wialked away discon-
Ii‘llll‘llh‘

Nothing Surprising.

Mrs., Skidmore (reading) - Philippa
Fawcett, who won such great distine-
tiom as senlor wrangler at Oxford, is
still unmarried.

l Mr. Skidmore - Nv \3'ou|.lur.




