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wr unto Him owvr
vows unto the

Twentleth Y. P8 € B Conventlon

Tho eonvention of the Oil City and  Vi-
pinity Loeal Unlon Christian Eodesvor
Sotletios, held in OI1 Oty Friday after-
noon aud eveniog of last woek, at the
Feat Prosbiyteriom Chureh, wan ons of
thiy largest nmd most entertaining  meet-
jingw over old by the Unlon, saye the
Tilagaid  Delogates from il tho
tlew wore (noattendanee at he altorosan

provi. o

The poople of the United States read
and support ss mMADY DOWSPAPErs a4
Fngland, Franoce and Germany com-
ey —_————e

Official reporis to the Kansas Board
of Agriculture show that Lhe farmers
of the Btala received §37,780,078 for
meat animals killed or sold during the
yonr whioh closed March 1, 1607, This
wan an inorease of §1,197,021 over the
preoading yenr,

Acoording to the annusl report of
" Oaptain Young of the Fourth Cavalry,
who is noting as superintondeut of the
Yosomite National Park, there is less
trospassing thore now than in pant
yoars., Bheep and their herders are
the worst ovils,
s ___ ]

New York Oity maistainns a free-leo-
thre burean under the Board of Edu.
oation, and now it in proposed to open
thoatres in the crowded tenoment dis-
triots of all Greater New York, to be
supported by appro ona from the
ity government nud neted nnder
s nuspioes of some bonrd kindred in
aature tothe Department of Educa-

R A new way of advertising has ap-
peared in Paris. Ladies along the
boulevards are surprised to ses & mag-
aificently dresased man walk up to
them, make o profound bow, and de-
part withont saying & word. The
mysterious cavalier woara a wig with
a bald spot on top, on whiol is painted
In big, black lotters an advertising an-
souncement of some kind.

S —————
According to the Census Bureau’s
figures, there aro now in the United
States 4557 women physioians, with-
“oub connting 887 women dentists and
2 women veterinary surgeons. There
dre 2725 literary and scientiflc women,
1148 women clergymen, 808 women

fawyors, 47 women engineers and fire-
non, 19 women hunters, guides and
soouts, 28 women sextons, 270 women
watchmen and  dotectives, 2 women
auotioneers, 510 women bankers and
brokers, 611 women commereinl trav-
slers, 234 women draymen, hackmen
and teamsters, 22 women hostlers,
2009 women errand and offive boys, 17
women sailors, 88 women undertakers,
117 women butchers, 180 women oar-
penters, 48 women coopers, 80 womep
miths, 130 women machinists, 68
‘women marble cutters, 40 women
‘masons, 44 women plumbers, 1 womau
well-vorer, and 1 woman pilot.

———

There are only two places in the
world where men are scarce, In the
Shaker communities of this country
ihe men are gradually dying out, and
the “*families," as thay are called, are
largely made up of females. And
Baster Island, a detached spot in the
Pacifio, ouly thirty miles in eirenw-
ference, is described as an Adawmless
Eden where men are searce and women
plentiful, In May last the bark No-
gsutum, which had a cargo of coal for
Panvama, was wrecked off this island
and the crew Innded in safety, but in-
{ormation has reached the Btate De-
partment in Washington that the con-
ditions of the island are such as to
promise o happy sud prosperous ca-
roer to those men who wish to marry
and settle down, It is not very long
ago that & gray-bearded old man aud a
erew of young men intercepted n ship
off Easter Island andl invited its sail-
ors-to oast in their lot onu this inter-
esting island, whieh bas been cele-
brated for Oyoclopean masonry which
has boen regurded as a relio of & sab-
merged contivent,

The rupee is coined na freely in In.
dia to-day e it was before the Govern.
ment closed the miunts, When the
mints were open, more rupess were
soined by private eoiners than by the
(tovernment, The savings of the ua-
ljyes are made into silver braocelets,
rings and other ornaments, When it
boonme necessary for them to turn o
part of their resources into money,
they did it by employing a native
soiner to turn the metal into rupees,
[t in a conntry of vest distances, and
thio natives could not send their orua-
ments to & Government mint, perhiaps
one thousand miles away, The uative
poiner travelud from pluce to place and
tiut to but, just like & country tinker.
Ho wan glad to work all day turning
bangles iuto rupees, weight for weight,
tor perhaps one rupee #s his reward,
Aud very good rapees they turned out
foo. They sro obrreut everywhers,
and nobody questions them. Of
conrse, the practics is fllegitimate, and
when the mints were flrsl cloaed the
Government tried to pul a stop to il,
but not with mach success. Now it is
winked at by the suthorities, for the
situation in India to-day is too threat-
ening for muy interference which is
uot shsolutely necossary. It in proly
ably the first case on record where
counterfeitiug bas besn lacitly sanc-

toned by s (hn-m‘ml.
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Do you wist for o kindness? Be kind,
Do you wish tors truth? Be truoe,

What you give of yourse if you find;
Tour world Is n rellox of you,

For lte is o mirror. You amile,

And nsmile In yonur sure return,
Daoar tinte in your hearst, and arowhiio
All your worlid with batred will tarn.

~ THE MIRROR OF LIFE.

Set Jove againat love, every deod
Bhall, armed as s fate, eocolly

You shnil gather your tralt from the seed
You east yoursell In the soll,

Each act fs n mto iink
In the chaln of your weal or your wob,
Uu&yo offer another to drink
tasto of their dregs yo shall know,

SHERE BRI
HER NEIGH

N some landscapes
the straight lines
and the nuglos of
fences are conspic.
nous featnres, but
the bare Nobraska
prairie was, fiot
ANy years ngo, &
couniry all of giant
carves und mag-
nificent eciroles.
:’ho;mg h'dbl“d

ot July dast t
e to the {Llrmony of
nature, and wavered to and fro like a
river, A bird rising from the sear
buffalo grass wheeled a wide orbit up
and up, and out of sight. In cne vast
ourve God had drawn the mighty
sweop of the far.-reac Lorizon, and
had archied above it the limitless vanlt
of anure.

It wos & lonely land of vague dis-
tanoe, unbroken silence, oppressive
staguation, The one sound was the
faint whimper of the wind among the
grasses, whose bending blades gave
the one sign of motion. Over all this
wide desolation the sun wns scorching
relentlessly, when o yonng girl came
riding slowly down the dusty trail.

No featurs of the Ilandscape im-
pressed her; it was too familiar. Nor
did the heat seem intense; she took it
as o matter of course that the air
aho:l.l‘l ble awulilat:lugiln July, and she
sat calmly npright, singing jo Iyas
she went an old hymn tﬁnt {m‘
mother loved:

“How firm= n foundation, ye salnts of the
Lont.*

-

Where her trail joined that which
led to Hammerville, she met old Daddy
Dolan. The eucounter was no sur-
prise, for they had seen ench other as
mere dots in the distance. Their
greetings were very cordisl, for com-
panionship is mwost appreciated in
widely seattered communities,

“'Pears like yer mighty pert to-
day,” chirped old Daddy.

“Pert is, no name for it," laughed
back the girl. “Why, Daddy, I'in
eighteen to-day, and I'm on my way to
take up o homestead.”

“Well, well" ho  drawled, smiling
down into the girl's glad face. *“You
don't look more'n Hfteen. An' what
do you want a homestead fer?”

“0Ohb, I ain't getting it for myself,
really, It's for father, He clerks
down ot € ve. Of course he
couldn’t throw away his job to come
out sud got one for himself."

“Does yer dad know abont yer tak-
ing this claim?" broke in the eager
listenar.

‘‘He know?" she answered, happily.
“Of course not. That's the best of 1t,
He'd never dream I was well enough.
1 was sick last winter, i“ s00, and so
they sent we out to Aunt Mirandy's
¢lnim to get better.”

“Does yor dad like farming?" quer-
ied the old man.

“Oh, he just longs to got back;" an-
swered the girl, "but be vever could
get money enocugh .  He has
worked hard, too; mt we children cost
#so wmuclh, Onee there were five be-
sides me, but they took sick one after
another aud died. That's expensive.
Ulerking ot Cosgrove doesn’t make a
princely living. Father is na patient
ns he ean be, but bhe ocan't elerk for-
ever, Now you soe why I'm taking a
homestead,

“But you'll huve to live on it, Boss,"
waorried the old man, “an' that ain’t
an easy job."

“Nonseuse," she answered, con-
temptuously, “‘that's nothing! Be-
tween me aud you, Daddy, the olaim
uext to Aunt Bfinmiy'u n't been
taken. Aunt had it in mind when she
built ler bouss right on the live, I'm
golng to put a lean-to against her
house, but on my own land, We will
live together, don't you see? Tsn't it
jolly?"

HWell, that sin't so bad," admitted
Daddy, with relief.

They went to the land offico togetlier.
The sgont locked np with a swile us
they enleved, *'Daddy, you wrelch,
what makes yon always bring such
wenther?” he jeered, affactionately.
Then he turnod to the girl, Do you
wint a homestoad, Misa Bessin?"

‘“You guessad it!" sho answered,
joyously,  “I'm sighleen to-day, and
I want the claim next ecast of Auut
Mivandy's. "

The ageut's face fell. “It's too
bad, Miss Bessie,” he sald, regret-
iultﬂ “but that olaim was taken yes-
tor

"“,"hu took it?" she asked, breath-
lesaly.

“A boy named Watson, He came
of age just one day abead of you."

“I thought-—it was mine," she fal-
tered, turning white. *'I—I—wantad
it po—had)”

The agent looked st Daddy unensily,

“Don't ory, sissy!” said the old
man, thumping her kindly, but heavi-
ly, on the back. “I reckon we kin

find ye somothing belter. There,
there, now!”
“But then I can't live with Aunt

Mirandy. "

#(0h, hush now!" parred ald Daddy.
“What you want ie n froe farm fer yor
dad.  You min't afeard to lve slone
out bhery; there's always good neigh.
bore. ™

The girl swallowed a lump ia bee

thront, and smiled dismally st her
Leomforter, while the agent Lunted
earefnlly throngh the records,

“I've got it!" he anncunced, chear-
fully, **Next enst of the one you
wanted! You will ba near your anut,
and if yon want auything sndden, you
can run up b signal.”

“Thank yon,” snswered the girl
bravely, ‘I only wish I hadn't set
my henrt on the other. I gness you
had bettar make out the papers.”

“That's grit!" sighed old Daddy,
with relief. ‘“When ye can't get first
pick, be thankful for second chofoe.™

“‘Miss Bessie in lucky to get any-
thing,” broke in the ngent. “‘There
is talk of a railroad runniog through
hor part of the country, and land is
snin%likn hot enkes.”

“Well, I am thankfunl,” auswered
Bensie, “and I sm real grateful to
both of you for your kinduness,” Hhe
smiled back upon them as she left
with sneh a ULright face that both felt
satinfied. Btill, she was slow to get
over her disappointment,

“I ean't ha}p it, Aunt Mirandy,"
she said, months afterward, *'I feel
real ugly townard that Watson boy. It
just seewms bo me a3 if Le had jumped
my claim. "

“I know how yon feel,” answered
the aunt, wearily, “‘and it ain't Chris-
tinn. He didn't goto do you auy un-
kindness. 1 was sogry, that you got
mad becsuse ho built o close to us.
Probably ho badu’t been from home
before und was lonesome."

“He needn’t have left home at all
if he didu't waut to," retorted Bessie,
looking away from her aunt out
through the tiny window at her neigh-
bor's claim. What she saw was not
comforting. John Wamson was ivo
groqmrouo. Instead of o sod hut, he

ad actually built ope of lumber.

She understood, farther, that he
had seoured a chnnee to teach for six
months a sohool beyond Hammerville.
Soon he could be paying ou his home-
stend, while she must wait through
long years for her title,

Aunt Miranda noticed the girl's
discontented face, and broke the si-
lence, “I don't believe yon deserve
it, Bessie,” she said, guietly, ‘‘but
I'm going to move aecross and live
with you in your new home to-mor-
row." .

“You?" gasped the girl. "But yon
oan't, auntie? It won't be safe to
leave your own homestend."

“Yon sce, dear,” she answered
slowly ‘to her impatient nicce, “this
sin't a olaim soy more. I proved up
last fall!™

0 Aunt Mirandy, you never told
me!"

*No. I waunted you to act for your-
self, I thought it would make you
more womauly., I must say you have
been real brave sbout the work and
living alone.™

“It's too good to be true," said
Bessie, tremulously, “Ii—if I had
only known, 1 wouldn't have bated
that horrid Watson boy quite so bad,
I couldn't bear to leave you, nuntie.”

The next day *‘that horrid Watson
boy" came over und helped themn move,
He was very quiet and obliging, and
never seemad to notice Bessie's cool-
ness. Aunt Miranda was gracious
enough for both. When he was about
to leave, she thanked him profusely
for his kindness,

“0h, that's nothing," he answered,
good-nataredly. **Yovu can keepan eye
on my claim while I'm gone. 1 start
for my sohool to-morrow, sud if I am
abMeut o day or so more than the six
months allowed by law, you keep off
the flumpern.”

They partod In good (ellowship,
laughing at the idea of “jumpera.” It
gpoomed absurd then that auy one
wonld think of taking his homestead-
they were in such an out-of-the-way
place, Birangers were scarce, and
farther ou lund was still plentiful.

During}the next six wonths, how-
ever, the growiog rumor of the rail-
road atteacted people to the wicinity,
The last olaim in the neighborhood was
taken, Now aud then the two lonely
womsen besrd of distant elaims that
were being jumped.

“1 do wish to the land's sake thal
Jolin Watson would come home," oom-
plained  Aunt  Miranda,  *‘His six
wonths was up yesterday, and I'm
gotting awful auxious,”

“He will look out for himself,” re-
torted Bessie, *“He never lost a min-
ute after be come of age to get that
homestead. "

““Heets to me you're awlul unjust,
Bessie. Uan't you forgive him for be-
ing sucoessful? It beats ull how yon
eats bold s grudge for nothing. Boems
like you onght to understand him bet-
ter when you kuow thal heis working
for his mother."

Her voice died out wearily. She
lovked amross the praivie that lay,
blauk aud litoless, nuder the morning
sunshine. A wistfal look eane into
ber eyes ns her glapee vested om the
two little huomsos huddled so closely
togethor iu their desertion aud deso
tation. For moanihs their ouly visitors
Laed been supw,; rain and wind, Some-
timaen their padlocks banged all night

peaso their Jouslines:,

“Jes' look st them two houwes!" ex-
claimed Annt Miraoda, »t last
“Ponrs Hke they ocouldn’t get along
withont ench other, no way. An'sup-
pose they soled as unn
u do to John Watson? It'sa shame,
essia, and yon have both got to live
heroside by side year inand year ont,”
*“If you have finieheod your sermon,”

mail.”
An honr later whe wns slow)
ging down the trail, as she had
year before,
the ochnugeless lnnd g
mood of the [ormer

agnin.
was singing:

Lord,

When she rode into town, ghe sud-
denly forgot the musio,

was glad,
told herself.
was ashamed,

‘hristian,”
She stood still in frontof the post-
office sud thought of Jolin Watson.

mother. ‘I dou't know what I can

not going to bo mean any more.”

mounted her horse and rode acroes the
prairie at sach & headlong gait that
those who saw watched bher with real
conecern, and prophesied a sunstroke.
As if some fate were playing & game

again whero their trails joined,

“Oh," gasped Bessie, “‘yon nre the
very man I wanted!” ‘Then she made
an excited explanation, ““Now you
start right away after him," she con-
cluded, *“'and 1'll tend to the rest.,"
Daddy looked down at her with ad-
miring eyes.
brick, you airl" he insisted, with rongh
gallautry.

“0h, go wlong!" langhed-the girl,
with a prod at his horse that sent the
old mun hustily on his mission,

Aunt Miranda looked up as the girl

n jug with milk,
trail,” explained Bessio, *“I'll be back
fo-morrow,"

jarred shut behind her nisce. *“Well,

toward that Watson boy."
back to' her backing.

companionable houses. Her glance

Jolin Watson's house!

fawily washing was already hanging on
the hne.
lean horses, still
strangerd’ emigrant wagon,

“Oh dear!
Miranda, “Hin olaim is jumped, aud
I can't do anything!" She sat down,
limp and lifeless, and began to ery.
“1 conld stand it better if Bessie was
bome!" moaned the poor woman,

But Bessie had more importent work

than comforting Aunt Mirands. When
she climbed into John Watson's
through a window, she took & brief
sarvey. “‘I've got to make 'em think
soma one is living heve,” she thought,
rapidly. *‘I wonder what would seem
most ustural?”
She hastily built « fire, and then
took every cloth that she sould find
and bhung it on the line, for it was
washidsy, Mondoy. When she added
her own apron ani sunbonnet, to give
the line o domestio air, she allowed
herself one Lrief moment to grin at the
displuy.

amigrant wugon. She knew her hour
hud come, and drew a long breath,
Then she watchod, and

Louse.

A [rowsy,
cover, '"'I4 that Watson's place?' he
growled, with a jerk of his thumb
toward Aunt Mirandu's deserted sod
houne.

lnmp inher throal, “ihat belongs to
Misgs King."

“King? he sparled. “They told
meé down to Hswmmerville that the
emply ous belonged to Watson,
guess you're w-lyiug to pertect him,
We are going to move in, uny way."

ing to hide her relief.

wagon, followed by & sharp-faced wo-
children.

frame,” suapped the woman.

the viher.

to the gaod land awil gobbdos it up.’
The !irl'n eyus flushod,

was taken for s permaunent

long, as il the housen had fonuwd toys |
which thoy ool vatile turough the | mude an insolent auswer as she went
Jotkg wintee honrs of davkuers aud ap. 0 Belp ber hasbawl kick fo Auut
Thus they were uot

apos it wnd woney, ool

sten! it bovanse you sould do itlegally.”
The sallow,

| Ml irsansta's disor,

sighborly as

the girl snswered, oromsly, ‘I gness
I'll go down to Hammerville for the

jog-
ne n
Nothing had altered in
Even the
me eame back
Befora she realized it Bessie

“How firm rloundatlon, yo #alnta of the

On a corner
shio overheard two men talking, "'Yes"
one was saying, *‘le is golng to jump
Johin Wataon's claim this afternoon.”
For one brief, mean minute Bessie
“It serves him right,” she
The next minute she

“Aunt Mirandy was
right,” she thonght, soberly; '‘it isn't

Her heart wan touched with pity as
she thought of his hard work and his

do,” she thonght, woefully, “*but I am

After a moment's consideration, she

of coincidence, she met old Daddy

“You're a regular ole

burst into the house, and snatohed a
loaf of bread from the table amd filled
“I'm needed up the

The good sunt gasped s the door

that beats all! Ole-Mis’ Simpson must
be sick again, Bessie's got s good
heart, an awful good heart—except
Aunt Mi-
randa shook her head sadly, and went

An hour later, in passing the win-
dow, she stopped to glance at the two

again. Yes, somebody had moved into
Smoke cawe
out of the chimney, and n long row of

Before the door stood two
hitohied to the

oh dear!” wailed Aunnt

She lnd almest finished dusting
when she first caught sight of the

it seemed
hours before the wagon resched the

Lrntish-looking man
thrust his head beyond the wagon

“Oh, no," answered Bessie, with a

1 inches broml.

“Al vight," asuswered Bessie, iry-
The man elpmberad down from the
wman and seversl disagreeable-looking
*“Thought they said his honse was

The man looked from ous honse to
“They did sy #0,"” Lo
suarled back, ‘‘but you ocan see for

the woman, “*when secli 88 you gits on

“This lnod
bowme, "
whie auswared, with digaity, “long be-
fore the railrond made it of any value.
Look at the work that bas boen spent
I saupposs
you thoight it wonld be all right 1o

hard-featnred woman

on Whatson's land, but on that ot
which Aunt Miranda had complate
ownership, The family moved in and
took possession. The law would make
ahort work of ejecting them, nud for o
time Bespte's worries ware over.

“Oh," she thought, wearily, *“‘if
that troublesome Watson boy wounld
only come home and look after his own
p ’.I

Bg:a longed for the society of her
aunt as she had never done before, but
there was no way to get to her. Each
must stay snd protect her adopted
olodm. essie bad not made a confl-
donte of her aunt for fear that the
gnileless sonl would betray the seoret,

Annt Miranda's] light shone clear
from the home window, and that was
some comfort, Bessle drew a chair to
the door, and prepared for a night's
vigil. She fenred that hor neighbors
might suspect the truth at uny mo-
ment. If they did, they wonld move
upon Watson's land and nasert posses-
gion, ‘and there could be nsthing left for
her bt surrender.

It was s hot, thick night, The
doors and windows of the two houses
atood wide open. Bessie heard her
disagraeable neighbors grumbling and
guarrelling. When at last they went
to bed, the silence was refreshing.

Perhnps the heat and stillness made
the tired girl drowsy. Before she
knew it sho was dozing at her post,
thongh it was still carly. A sudden
rap at the door recalled her to duty.
Her heart rose in ber throat as she sat
listening in the darkness. The rap
wns repeated. =

“Who's there?” she asked, faintly.

For s moment no one answered;
then s woman's voice replied in a po-
lite “company” tone, “‘It's me, Miss
Mirandy King."

Bessie threw the door wide open,
“0 auntie!” she gasped; then stopped
abruptly, nnd looked at the fwo peo-
ple beyond.

All of the little group were potrified
with astonishment, Anut AMiranda
was the first to find her voioo, ‘*“What
are you doing here, Dessie?” she de-
manded.

*“I—I'm just holding down John
Watson's claim,” falterod the nisce,
“Those people in your liouse eame to
jump it.”

“God bless yon, dear!” said a gentle
voice, *I'm Joln's wother."

The young man was last to speak,
Even then his voice was husky. “T
thought we were homeless,” he said,
slowly, “but you have heen otur salva-
tion.  You see that man made out the
papers before he left town. All he
needed was possession.”

They were so relieved that they all
tried to explain at once why Johin was
late, what Daddy Lad done, and how
Aunt Mirands hisd escorted the Wat-
sons over to get the furniture from the
strangers.  Probably no happier gath-
ering ever assembled.

At daybresk next morning the little
party at Watson's looked out for their

l;:::]‘é';‘;t ‘b;t':::a uitm:u:;-?smm:l’m E:'_}:: disagreeable .nnigblmrn. They weére
on her eysgiasses Sxd leoked nowhers in sight. Perhaps they had

at Inst become convineced of the real
gitnation. At all events they had dis-
appeared. With them had gone John's
plow and the family washing that Bes-
sie hiad hung ont to dry.

“Good riddance!” commented John,
gratefully, ‘I think we have come
out of this mighty cheap, And you
saved us, Bessie. Say, that was heap-
ing coals of five on my head. T al-
ways felt as if T'd kind of jumped your
elaim, "

“You needn't feel that way any
more. I've got all that ont of my
heart at last,” said Dessie,

“You, yes!” cried Aunt Miranda,
“That's what folks always gain by
forgiving aud being generous—their
own hearta feel good and light inside
‘em. " —Youth's Compauion,

A Voteran Hattlesnuko,

A hnge rattlesnake lias for Afty years
bean known to live in the eliffs of Jen.
nle’s creek, Jolinson County, and mauy
attempts have boen made to caplure
it. One day lust week a cow belong-
ing to Dan Davis, who lives in the
mlzghlmrhmnl, waa bitten by a sunke,
and by marks in the sand and weeds
in the pasture field Mr. Davis conelu-
ded at once thst the cow was bitten by
this huge rattler, and offered 835 to
auy ene who wounld kill at. One of
Mr, Davis's farm hands armed himsall
with two 88 culiber pistols and followed
the trail about 4 mile to u cuve in the
olife, Clisbing a sapling overlook-
ing the mouth of the cave, he remained
there between three aud four hours,
when the monster sppeared. The
buuter fired nine shots into the suske
before e killed it, and on measuring
it it was found to be ecighteen feeb
long. Ity body in oireumference mea:
gured twenty-uine inehies. Therattles
on its teil were two feet long sud vight
Citizeus of wixty snd
seventy years of age who live in the
vicinily suy thut when they were young
they heard people talk of s monster
suake inhabiting those eliffs, nud signs
of the reptile have been seon every fow
vonrs, — Lonisville-Courier Jowrnal,

A Manunoth Marvesting Machine.

Out in Rodlands, Cal,, they have
been entling grain this senson with o
harvester that is traly & maninoth of
|lt« kind. Tt has s cotblug-bar over
tifty feot in width, cuts the gruin,
threshes it, ties it up in sacks, and

yourself" turns out bundreds of these sacks wn
“Seas to ba n mistake,” ventured ‘ hour, lu going s mile this wachine
Bossie, thuidly ) reaps nonrly ton weres, sud does more
“Rechon thers is, sissy,” retorted | work than aur grandyira, with Lis era-

dle, seythe and tlail, eonld in a whole
Baason —l!lilitll]ulluli'l Noewn

Drussaners on e Polloe Furee,
Drummears sro to be u part of the
polive foroe in Paris beroufter. When
|:iuln aro feared, a dewmmer or draw-
mars ure to bo placed at the eoumund
of ench police commissioner aad
inspectay, Tho besting of the drmw
by auy of the won will be conpidered
equivalent to the reuding of the “'Rint
Acl™ or what owrrespotida fo iV in
Frauce.

clona=HebmTed=Spronintion=Slighily
Different Mnlvr=Vanity Reproved=To.
mombrances — Getting Talkative, Bto,

When firet T kissed swsot Margnret
Alie blushied rose-rod,
And sternly sail
“You mustn't! Btop!™
Tost night I kissod swoet Margaeet;
She bluslied rose.rml,
It only said
“You mustn't stop!”
~TLila,

A Soeinl Dictator,

Mrs. Zoozelbanm sooms o be a
great power in this neighbortiood,

Ta she #o intellootunl 2"
*No, bnt she owna three proserving
kettles. "—Chioazo Record.

Susplelons.

Governess—“Why don't yon eat
yonr ponsomme, Bertie?”
Bertie—'"""Canse I askod Harry

what became of the cook papa dis-
charged, aud he said sho was in the
sonp."—Puck,

ol iled.

Marin—"“What did your father say
when Lord De Liverns asked him for
your hand?"

Miss Speoie—"I believe papa re-
forrad him to o charitable association
of which he is 0 member,"—Brooklyn
Life.

Enow Her Wonknenss,

“The trouble with your wife, Mr,
Spudds,” safd the physician, “'is lnck
of exersise.”

“What can I do for it?"

“T would put in s telephone, and
then she will be kept busy delivering
messages for the neighborhood."—

Life,

Vanlty Haproved,

“You see, my dear,” sail Mr,
Younghunsbaud to hia wife, trinm-
phantly, at 3 o'clock the other morn-
ing, “the moment I begin to sing to
baby she is quite quiet.”

“Yeu,” #aid his wife; “'she is easily
frighteved, poor little thing,"—Tit-
Bita.

speculatlon,
“Mother,” sald she, in the careless
language of o dying world, “doesn’t
fike you a little bit."

4“1 wonder,” pondered the young
man all privately, “whether she dia-
likes me enongh to abstain from call-
ing nt the honse nfter we are wod?'—
Indianapolis Journal,

Slightly Different Only,

“Now, really,” said the Thoughtfal
Man, ““did you ever soo a woman who
wis homely enongl to stop o clovk
by looking at it?"

“No,"” said the Nonsensical Chap,
“‘Lat I have seen o woman stop a cur
by looking st the conductor.”—Cin-
cinnati Commereinl-Tribune,

A Wise FProfowsor,

“Now, Professor,” said the young
man with mnsical aspirations, *'1 want
you to tell me exaotly what you think
of my voice."”

“No, #ir," was the emphatic reply.
o1 aee through yon. Yon were sent
Liere by my enemies to got me arrested
for profunity."—Washington Star.

Hemembrancos,

Wife (revisiting the scens of her
betrotlinl}—*'1 remewmber, Algernon,
so well when you proposed to me, how
painfully embarmssed you were."

Algernon—*'Yes, dear; and 1T re-
wewber so well how kind and encour-
aging you were, aud how edasy you
made it for me, after all.”—Harlem
Life.

What e Wanted,

Hobkins—*My brother bought o
wheel here lust weelk, and rnu said if
snything broke you would supply &
new part,"”

Denler—""That's right.
you want?"

1 want two deltoid muscles, 8 new
set of koucklos aud a knoepan,'—

Life.

What do

Gietilng "l.'niknl.ln-.
“Phere’'s just one thing about a

waved, the | menting, the prograom of whlth wis 8
vo been | grom bolp to all mombers oF thie soeisty.
HOmes The ovening session st 745 was Inrgely
A mile President T, K it fl
$1.00 PER ANNUM, |vr |aendet. Prosaent T. & Arintrong of
win. | Thonesta Fndanvor, prosided, The i sio
wite f #pinl ntare of the moeeting, von=
misting of a solecting by the archestrn, woe-
5 » 5 ] M 3 < wtilo, ¥ s Maria,” M= 1
THE MERRY SIDE OF LIFE, | BAVEL AN, TE e
| Tam thesogts *Torry With Me,! Mr. and Mrs,
——— An one holds lox Smith s violin solo, Warren H.
STORIES THAT ARE TOLD BY THE {‘l{-‘l‘-! tl}'l l'u-itt!\ril- fov. Lawranos Selser of Titoss
4 o s
FUNNY MEN OF THE PRESS, Out of 1y bosom (WA the delegats wont by the
- — “.'“‘" to m{.l-n the v o the State cssnvention at
Lovely Frogross=A 8 etal Dictatortuepl- | 1 onrth ls n Welplen o vopy Ipterosting repurt of

the
180 6 “he adddross by Hev. ). W,
1am thosen, Whea I dre o Deoponing tho Spieit-
NMossoms and verdurs ol i .
And tho Innd T lonve grows g
For ths wonderful rnos of man0f most exosllent
And tho winds of hoaven wall Abuvorkers, AL the
While tho nutions eiso and rofgn & 00O ang
Living and dyiog tn folly and paln, i
Whilethe laws of the aniverse thunmehoon in the
Wt ;'nln. tolip of Wi tisbe-
‘hat 18 Lhe tolly of man to me? :
ety ragad ' st

append o the

llll'l'l'ﬁ
I am the sva, ‘Theearth 1 sway; " it
Gratite to mo Is potter’s elay;
Undbr the touch of my onrelegs wavea wk
1t rises in tureots nnd sinks in caves; @

The fron oliffs that adge the lnnd
1 grind to pehibles and sift to sand,
And bensh-grass bloweth and ehildron play
In what wero the rooks of yestenday;
It Is but & moment of gport ty_wo—
1 am the sea,

I am the sen.  To my bosom deap
Wenlth and wonder and beauty sleop;
Woealth and wonder and benaty rise
In ohanging splendor of sunset skies,
Andeomlort the onrth with ralns and snows,
Till waves the harvest and langhs Ltho ross,
Flowerand forest and ehibl of breath
With me have Hfe, without me, doath,
What If the shilps go down in me?
I am the sea.

—Uharlotts Porkins Stetson, fu the Happy

Thought,

HUMOR OF THE DAY,

No invention, we think, ever eaunsed
quite so mnch talk ns the telephone.
—Yonkers Statesman.

Tencher—*What snimal attaches
himsolf to may the most?” Johnny—
Phe—or—er  bulldog, mo'sw,"'—

Pittaburg Bulletin, 9

“What ix this telography withou®
wires?" “Weall, when I was young
they onlled it ‘muking eyos at the
girls." " —Chiongo Reocord.

“Little pitchors bave long ears.™
“True; but it wouldn’t matter so much
it the big pitehers hadn't such very
long tongnes.'—Hurper's Bazar.
“Drlok ta me only with tiine eyesd”’

The poet wis o sugo, T wist,
The things one drinks with bt one's eyon
Aro lonst exponsivae ou the Hat!
~Hnrper's Doagar,

Fair Visitor—*'I suppose, Mr. Pa-
lette, that true art is very diffioult to
nuderstand?’  Mr, Palette—"*About
as difflenlt to understand, ma'am, ns it
is to #ell."—Deétroit Free Press,

Watte—**Can yon furnish me n par-
rot that uses pure English?”  Dealer
—*'1 ean't exactly guarautes the purity
of this one's Engliah, but I can nssare
yon that he is perfectly grammatical.”
—QCleveland Lender.

Little Clarence (after thinking deap-
Iy}—""Pal" My, Callipers (woarily}—
“Well, my son?’ Little Clarence—
“Pa, why is it two-headed girls are so
searee when two-fieed men nre so com-
mon?"'—Huarper's Dazar.

S ain't goin' out on w tandem with
dal Busie Mollon girl again, no, sah."
SWhaffer?”  “Kase when ber toes
wn't eollidin® with the handle bak, her
hoels is plowin’ gutters in de grouud!”
—Cloveland Plain Dealer.

She—*Tell me traly, now, is your
heoart wholly mine?"  He—"As uearly
as it is possible, 1 being a loyal pa-
ielot,  George Washington, you know,
s fivst in the hoarts of his country-
men, "—Boston Trauseript,

Mother (in  horror)—*''0  John!
Don't you see what baby is doing?
He is sueking ull the paint oft that
monkey on the stick!”  Father (deep
in his paper)—"'Oh, that's all right!
It only eost two cents,"—Puck.

Smythe—*'1 wonder what idiot orig-

N

ingted the phrase, ‘There's no ae-
connting for taste?' ™  Tompkins—
SWhyt' Bmythe—“Boanse 1'd like

to get at him! I've just boet seconnt-
ing to the milliner and wodiste for my
wife's taste!"—Brooklyn Life.

“Say, old man, just suppose T had
the choico, would you advise me to
marry an ugly girl with money or a
pretty girl  withont money?®'  *A
pretty girl without money, by wll
menns,  That would give you the
pame of having money yourself,'—
Detroit Jourual,

Visitor—**What! He isthree mouths
old, and you haven't usmed bim yet®"
Mrs, Wheeler—*“No. You seo it's
this way: I want to name him ufter

banguet,” said Browniug, as the fifth
eonrse was brought on, “‘that T don't
likeo."

CWhat's thet?” asked a man across
the table.

“Afterit'sall over, you know, you've
got to go home."—Chicago Daily |
News,

After the Wedding.
“Why so thoughtful?' asked the
biride.
“Well," replied the groom, “‘I've
just been thanking how I worried for |
two yoars for fear 1 wouldn't get

you. " |
“And now¥"
“Why, now, when I think it all

aver, 1 cnu't help kicking wyself for
being saoh u fool us to worry,"—Cli-
cilgo Post."

The Olilest Ship.

The oldest ship in the world on-
gaged in active service is the bark
True Love, now usod as & cosl hulk
on the Theues, nesr Loudon. Bhe
waa built gt Philadelphia in 1764 and |
is 183 years old. When launched the
True Love wis the largest boat the |
Delaware River had ever floated, be
ing ninety-six fest eight inokes long,
She sailed away from Philadelphia snd
did not return for 109 years, when she
agnin rveached her birthplace from
Greonland with a oargo of kryolite.
Soon after sho resched London, aud
wis sold 10 o man who made s conl
barge of Ler,

A Unigrpilinr's Appetite,

A caterpillar in the course of s month
will devour 6000 times its weight in
food. It takes & muu sescly three
wonths to eat » guantity of food equal
to his own welglt,

4

| mine, |

my bigyele and John insists on naming
Lig after his, T guess wa will have to
gompromise aud vame him after thoe
wheel mother rides. " —Puoek,

“Sao T have wou the wager,' he sald,
joyfally, “and the ton liskes wre
will take thom at onoe.”
Uporge,” said the beantiful girl,
with 8 noble, geuerous light in her
eve, I awm not the one to drive s ard
h‘un:uin with yon. Lel us oall it nine
pinety-mine.” At ten o'closk the
seore was past the bundred mark.—
Detroit Freo Press,

First Buarglar—""It's no use trymn’
dut place V'-night De mau an’ his
wile went in 'bout an hour ago, au' 1
leard him tell her be'd boy her o di'-
monil neckluse tomorrer,”  Second
Burglar—*"*What's dat got ¢' do witit?”
First Borglur—*'Plouty! She wou't
be #wble t' sloep fer t'inkin' "hout it,
an’ he won't sleep fer t'inkin'how Le's
got v' pay for it,"—Fuok.

A Cylipder Stenmor,

The new steauwwr fuveuted by o
Caoadinn lawyer, with which he ex-
peots to revolutionize luke wud ocenn
travel, in composed of an inner wnd
outer steel oylinder. Provided with
150 horse-power tho outer cylinder is
rolled across the water with grest
spend, whils the inuer eylinder, whioh
gurries the passengers, remnins pon.
dant. Iy two days the inventor ex.
pocta 1o revelve his oralt from New
York to Liverpool

Wates sl Tobaees,
If a tin of wator is placed at uight
in the voom where people have been
smokiag, the usaal smell of stale to-

bagau =i}l bo gone in the woruing,



