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RATES OF ADVERTISING:

Ono Bquars, one ineh, ond insrtion . .8 100
Ono Bquars, one Inch, ons moath, ,, 80
Onn Bquare. ane inoh, thres monthe, i (X}
Une Sqaars, ous inok, one year,..,, W00
Two Bgunres, ofie ¥Fenr. ... coiioageas 1500

lﬂumr Column, one year. ... ceeneee $I00
I Coluiiin, one ¥8ar...cose soiaine B0
One Column, o608 Fer.. o .ooapes. 10000

Lagal advertisitnants ten conts per line
ench insertion,

Marriages and death notioes gratis.

All blllnforTymly il roriivamnants onllectad
quarterly  Temporary adverlstinents must
e pald tn ndvanos,

Ob wotl—eaall on deliverry,

Five bhinted auh ety milijon
bonhels ixthe oMeinl estimnte of the
United States whoat orop for 1607,

_—

New York olafims to ba growing
The death rate han do-
oronsed six and a half por cent. since
1801,

The Pennuylvania Bankers' Associn-
tion has voted to organize o chapter of
the association, whose purpose shall
bethe eroction in Philadelphia of a
bronge statue of Robert Morria, the
patriotio financier of the Revolution,
nad the fonnder of the first organized
banks in the State of Pennsylvania and
the Unitod States,

Mr. Peary, the Arvelio explorer,
nposking of Lhe gonerons gifi of the
Windward mads to him Ly Mr.
Harmsworth, the Loudon publisher,
oxprosses greal gratitication over this
striking exhibition of English good
“feeling, He considers it another link
injthe long chain of international
conrtesies exchanged in Arelio explor:

ation,
O ————

It is thonght that the influence of
the French language, with its unas-
pirnted b, in the primary esuse of that
lotter being so 1inch ignored by Eng-
lish people. “rench having been
spoken no long in England and the
people near the coast having come in
contact contivually with that lan-
ghage, an indolible impression, it ia
sadd, in loft upon il, increasod now by

usage.
——— e

Aocording to the Chief of the Penn-
sylvanin State  Borsan of Hailronds,
the bicyelo is hurting the business of
the railronds. He says: “In cities
like Harrisbnrg and many others it
eannot he gainsaid that the bicyele
has becomo a most serious competitor
of the rnilway. To reinfores this view
of the caso an observation was made
on Third street in' that eity during
the month of October, 1807, The
observation covered two days, from
soven in the morning to six in the
evening, During that time 6078 per-
sons passod n given point, 1062 in the
ears nud 4116 on bicyeles; 67 7-10 per
cont. on bicyeles and 92 3-10 per cent,
on the ears, or more than two to one
in favor of the wheel.”

e ——

Says (he Philadelphin Record:
Justica Patterson of New York, ina
spoech before the Law Club of that
city recently, deplored the fact that
the law had become so largely o teade
instead of a profession; and on the
following day Dr. Edward Everett
Hale, in an address before an educa-
tional body in the same city on **Mor-
ality in the Pablic Bohools," made the
declaration: “There is deuger of the
manngers of o great machine takiog
more pride in the maochine and its
workings thau in the results it turns
out. Thin is the denger in our publie
sohools.”  These words will, of course,
bo resentod as the views of pessimists;
yot they come from men qualified to
speak as public iteachers, and ocom-

,ing simaltanconsly they gain an em-

phasis which must command atten?
tion, We nre acoustomed to flatter
ourselves with the idea that our devel-
opment along material lines neces-
sarily fnvolves u corresponding de-
volopment along iutellectual wnd
moral lines. However that may be,
the fnct cannolonger be denied that ile
commercial instinet ie begioning to
dominate almost every sotion of our

people,

Anent the agitation in the SBouth lor
mora diversified farming s o partial
romedy for the alleged over-produc.
tion af colton, a correspondent of the
Charloston News nnd Cowrler directs
attention to the fact that many years
ago South Carolina had & place in the
records as an 'exporter of wheat flour
and of gorn, The fonr exporis Legau
sbout 1760 and continued isto the
prasent eontury until  cotton sup-
planted wheat, It is belioved that
much more four was mavufacted in
tho Btate one hundred years ago thau
pow,. although population and re-
sources bave multiplied mauny fold. A
oentury and a half ago corn was "‘an
important avticle of export” frow the
Btate, sud the trade continned for
over fifty years, as there is n record of
about 100,000 bushels exported in

1702, Not long therenfter sorn becsme |

un wrticle of import, and some years
ago was rveporfed as “the lurgest"
nriicle of that charaoter, What way
dope with the soil of the State 100
years ago, the Courvier suys, vun be
done agniv. Tnone country thé grow-
ingand grinding of wheat for looal con-
sumplion lss been underisken, and
otier conuties are adviged to follow
the sxample. “‘We have provad by a
long and stumbling oxperience,” the
Courier says, *‘that cotton does not
take the place of wheat as the ‘stall of
life,” and that 1o community can thrive
whose ouly munufacturiog industry is
that of gionivg the fibre for markel."

A

|
|

THE cASURE OF luae n®

It we bo blithe and warm sl hoarl,
1 wo be sound aml pure within,
Ko sarrow shull ablde with us

Longoer than dwells the sin;
'l'llmu‘n autamn foge the uulimapw fold,
Though antamn tempeasts ronm,

Our summer in nol over yot—
We kéep tha sun at homo,

o Uy

But il our hoart b vold and eold,

_Bo sure no good will live thersin,

But sorrow for the sorrow’s sake,
And gin beanuss of gin:

And ?ra the dropping of the lear,
And aye tho talling of the anow,

Aut) aye tha burron, barren sarth—

Though summer winds do blow,
~Edward Wilbur Mason, In Yuuth"- ?:n::nalnn.

THE RIDDLE

HERE was upon his
facs  an  intonse,
nnd even a eomba-
five look, n= he
stood in the wind-
swopt pinzza, with
his hand upon the
bell-pull, He
seemed about to
ring awgain, when
the door openad
and he od

quickly in, while a graceful form re-

coded timidly before him, A pair of
moist, dark eyes and a tronbled face
wore nvorted from his, and there was

& husky tremor in the voice which said

to him:

“Yon mustn'l come in, JoffL”
“Madeleine,” he bluntly exclaimed,

“what does this mean?"

“Mr. Lapham! Steve Lapham!”
“0ld Jacob Lapham's only your

stopfather. He has no suthority over
you, His son i¢ o frand! Yonr
mother—"

“Oh, Jeff, dear! that is the trouble]
They have mude her forbid me to

eak to you! 1 cannot disobey her!
Bhe is dying! They bave almost made
her make me promise, Ob, Jeff, dear,
' almoxt orazy!”

“T shonld say you were,” he
growled, with a fierce light dancing
across his face. ‘It was time for me
to come¢, Is your mothoer really so
low?"

"'She may lnst m-nz days yet; per-
haps not twenty-four hours. Stephen
Lapham isa't there, but his father
doesn't leave her for a minute, I've
no chnnee to see her alone,  She com-
manded me not to -?uk to yom,"”

‘No, she didn't,” said Jeff. “‘She
oniy repenated something after old Jake
Lapham, What she was foroed to say
was no command of here. Do be
reasonnble. She hasno right to do
it, auyhow; and she really didn't do
it. Oll Jake did.  As for Steve, the
youug—"'

“Don't T know what he is?" said
Madeleine, hysterioally. *“Didn't I
hear what his father ugl tohim? They
didn’t know I heard—"

“What did they say?" demanded
Jelf, as she hesitated, and he closed
the door bebind him and led ber into
the parlor as he added; “What did
you hear? Tell me the whole of it."

“Ob, Jefl, dear,” eaid Madeleine,
“Mr., Lapham saidl to Steve that as
soon as mother died they would re-
oord all the deeds, before proving the
will, aud then they wonld own every
dollar of the properiy. He said they
could make me do what they pleased
theu"i

“What deeds?" Le asked, in & firm
but nnexeited way, that seemed to
help her,

“Desds that mother made,"” she
said  “Deeds and things that give
them everything there is to give.”

“Did yon ever signany papers your-
self?" asked Jeff, “‘She couldn't do
it alone, "

T don'h know what they were,” re-
plied Madeleine. I wigned every
paper they had on the table, the mght
they said she would die before morn-

“When was that?"” he asked.

“More than » month ago,' she said;
“and they put them all into the safe
in the library. ™

“1 know where it is," said Jef
Ivs your own safe pow. It opens
with & combination lock. You know
the unmbere, of eourse, nnd how to
open {4

“No, T don't,"” she replied despair-
ingly. “I never knew how to open it,
1 don't know the numbers, aud I can't
toll yon. They've kept them a secret,
Mother said ones that it was the Dec-
laration of Independence aud the days
of the week.”

“OL!" excluimed Jeff, with almost
o laugh; “that's o riddle. Is anybody
in the library now?"

“No,” said Madeleine,
goos thera '

Jell's fnoe was angry and stormy, in
spite of his calm, vesssuring manner,
a8 hie strode to the library-door and
opsned it, The room had a ehilly,
deserted look, nnd its grate wasempty.
A fireproof safe, of medinw size,
stood in ome corner, and in an in-
stant the young man was kneeling be-
fore it,

“This is your safe, Mudelsine
Laue,” be said,  **Muay 1 open it?"

“You may, but you ean't," she re.
plied; but bis band was on the knob
of the safe-look, and her ocheeks
burned with feverish excitement as
she watobed the quick, thoungh eare-
ful, turns of his wrist,

“Twice thie way,"” she counted.
*Threo times that wey. Once nround
aguin—or was it twice?"

Just theu she beard w faint olick,
and sho saw the door of the sufe swing
wide open. N was as if & fost of
necromancy had been performed be-
fore ber eyes. Those of Jell were
searching the loterior of the safe.

“"Here they ate!” he exclaimed, ns
he pulled out of & pigeon-hole a

gkage of long-folded, legal-looking

uments, aud ross to his feet.
“Pleasy examine thew with me, Made-
leing.”
»This first lot,”’ he maid, tarpin

Shew over, “wre all deeds, of one sost |

““Nobody

By WILLIAM O,

OF A LOCK.

STODDART,

or another, to yonr own father, two or
thres to your mother, by which they

owned their entire property. All of
them are recorded, @ have nothing
to do with them. I'll put them back,

There! Mow, Madeleine, just look at
these!  All of them new deads, You
and your mother to Jacoh Lapham,
rl'ﬁ' and she did actuslly sign them
“T didu’t know what 1 was signing, "
gusped Madoleine, *““But there were
withesses and & notary."”
“Each deod acknowled

are the m bonds, notes, that
c;ld Jake Lapham paid that money out
M "

said Madeleine, “‘but those are my
own signatures—all of them,"

“They are dated as if they had been
signed thres yenrs ngo,” he said; *as
soon us you were old enough. TIt's a
vory completely finished piece of roh-
bery. Hellow! What's this?"

*'She signed her will thint very day,”
replisd Madeleine, “Aunt Wickliam
sud Judge Wickbam, aud two other
g:‘tlamen. enme here with Mr, Lap-

, and we were all in mother's
room, but none of them knew what
was in the will,”

“Exactly!" said Jeff. “How they
did work the matter! Here are two
wills, made the sama day. How eonld
they make those stapid witnesses sign
twice?”

“I heard Mr. Lapham say, ‘Si
here, and sign here,' " said Madeleine,
“Indge Wickham was leaning over
mother and saying somothing to her.”

“He was unsuspeecting,” snid Jeff.
*“This is really her will, giving all to
%on and making Judge Wickham and

eacon Morris her executors, This
other thing gives all to Jacob Lap-
ham and makes him sole executor,
giving you only a life estate, Tt says
n great deal more, but it's o fraud.™

At that moment he was lighting »
matoh and removing the blower from
the library-grate.

*0h, Jeft, you dars not!" exelaimed
Madeleine, “‘yon must notk What are
you going to do?”

“Nothing at all, he said, calmly.
“But fire is good for frand, How
woll it all burnsl  There go the deeds,
and the mortgages, and the bonds,
and all the notes. The will went up
like n flash.”

“Dear me!" she gaid; but Jeff was
once more investigating the safe.

“Madeleine," he said, “here's n
stack of greenbacks, and it'syour own
money., Itis right where he can get
it.  Don't yon think it ongbt to be in
o aufer place?”,

“‘It must be mine!" she exclaimed,
“It can’t be his! He basn't anything,
He meant to steal it, surely!”

"Meant to?" replied Jeff, Why,
lie has already stolen it and hidden it
here. 'This is your safe, to be sure,

but it isn't safe enough, You are
going to put your money into the
Compton National Bank, Fifteon

thonsand dollars and more. All that
old Jacob Lapham bhas stolen during
seversl years, except what Bileve Las
wasted; one way or auother,”

“Put it into the bank for me, Joff,"
said Madeleine, “I dare not, and 1
oannot bear to leave the house,
#''T'll put the will right back where
I found it,"" he said, as he did so,
“They all saw it deposited here?"

“Yes,” replied Madeleine. *‘Uncle
Wickham und the witnesses came down
sud saw it put away there,"

“That's where they will flnd it,
then, when they come to look for it,"
said Jeff, and he seemed to ba worry-
ing in & very ecurious way around the

lock of the safe. “There! That'll
do, T gness, Now, Madeleine, 1
must go."

Not many, not very many, seconds
later Jeff walked unconcernedly ont
of the honse, as if uothing extraordin-
ary bad happened, Madeleine, on the
other haund, after olosing tho door be-
hind him, went slowly and thonght-
fally upstairs.

A door at her right opened at that
moment, and a tall, grim-looking
woman stood in it

“How ismother?" ssked Madeleine,
“Is Mr. Lapham there?"

“He v ssleep just now,™ said the
nurse. *“SBhe has mnot stirred or
spoken, "

Madeleine walked past her into the
rooit, and bent above sn emaciated
form lying upon the bad.

The face was placid, bui thero conld
be no wisnnderstanding of the mes-
sage it conveyed.

“Oh, i I gould but s to her!"
thought Madeleine, while her whole
frame shook sud her own fuoe grow as
white ns was that upon whioh she was
guging, and then o faint whisper broke
through her hps:

*“Mother!"

A pair of blue oyes opened languid-
ly, and tho nurss uow at the window,
did not bear as acutely as did Made-
leine: 5

“My daughter! Kiss me!”

Bo quick, so passionate, so agoniz-
ingly iutense was that meeting at the
lips; but Madeleiue could now whis-

Pel el has been hare mother, He
sput Lis love to you."

““There never wero any mortgages,” |

Ve 0y love, qear.  Aly non!
It is easior to leave won with
him—

Tust then the nurse turnod suddens
Iy from the window, and & burly form
whith had Inin npon a sofa near it
sprang vigorously to its feet and strode
to the bodside,

“Mndeleine Lane! how dare yon?
She most not talk! Have L not for-
bidden this sort of thing?"

“She is my mother, Mr, Laphsm,
nnd you are not my father,” said
Madeleiue, resolulely. “‘Bat T think
it best not to spenk to her again, just
now. If 1 did think best I should do
8o,""

There was o motion of a thin band
on the coverlet, nnd it was obeyed,
Madeleine stooped and kissed her
mother, and theu glided out of the
sick-room, closely followed by the
wrathful face of old Jacob Lapham,

As for Jofferson Meredith, his walk
to the village bad been rapid, and his
first visit was made ot the bhank, His
next ertand was to a dingily respect-
able law offico.

|

“Tudge Wickham,' he said to tho
white-hnired gentloman whe wel-
comed him, **Miks Lune is somehow
nware that you sod Deacon Morris
are exeontors of her mother's will

o large “1 bad an idea, from Lerself, that I
sum of mouey nctually paid, and here | wns to ba one of them—-"

"*And the wishes you to be ready to
act at once, Bhe is not upon good
terms with old Jake and Steve.”

“Ugh!” exclaimed the old lawyer.
“Tell hor I'll be ready.”

Perlinps it was as well that Made-
leine watehad at her window, looking
toward the village, and that Jeoff was
not again compelled to ring the door-
bell, for at the moment when she ad-
mitted bim old Jacob Lnpham was in
the library.

‘““Yon take eara of the bank-book,"”
she said, when he had swiftly de-
tailedl his business doings, “Don't

stay. "

His faee had darkened clondily over
what she had herself told him, but it
cloared somewhat as he turned AWAY.
Evon Madeleine did not hear him say
to himself, aloud, as he was going
down the steps: “Oh, but don't 1
wish I ponld see old Juke and Steve at

‘Sign | work on that safe!”

Madeleine reached her room again
unobserved, all the more safely be-
cauns her stepfather was cronching
before that obstinate fireproof safe,
twisting the knob to nnmbers that he
knew, bt which the lock refased to
know anything sbout. He muttered,
too, fleroely, even explosively, and at
last he arose, exclaiming:

“Welll I I can't open it, nobod
else can. Sometimes those things will
work so. I've kuown it happen be-
fore. At avy rate, I've got all those
things fixed so that the property can't
get away from me, I'm sole executor,
and the will just nails and clinches the
deeds,”

Madeleine lingered in her voom
only for a long, deep, silent fit of
thinking. At the end of it she arose
from her chair with o hard-deawn
breath, and once more went over to
the sick-room,

The form upon the bed lay very
still, but the loving blue eyes opened
as Madeleine again grasped the thin
Land in hers,

“T gave your message
mother,
again."

“T wish T could ses him. My son!"
she whispered. *“‘Bay good-by to him
for me, dear, Kiss me, Madelsine,
There—there ~good-by."

There was a heavy hand upon Mad-
eleine’s shoulder, ns she rose, but she
did not turn ber fixed gaze from Ler
mother's fuce.

“What doesa she mean?" he harsh-
Iy, hoarsely demanded. *“Her son?"

There was no answer in words, but
even Jacob Lapham turned pale, sud
the advaneing nurss drew back agnin,
while Madeleine sank upon her knees
—for they were all suddenly aware
that the last messenger had come,

For Mudeleine Lane all esrihly
things were veiled and pnt away. That
honr of sobs snd silence was no time
to consider questious of property,

There were others in the bonse,
however, whose business activities
were hindered, very apparently, less by
the presence of death than by the
struuge perverseness of the look of the
safe in the library, The knob of it was
twisted nnd twisted in the most weari-
s0mé WAy,

“Bteve,"” remarked an anxious
voioe, at last, *‘we must have that
muney out! The deeds and mortgages
must be recorded! Only one will
musl be fonnd (here! This is awfall”

“We've some days yet, father, and
we can blow it opsn,”

“Weo must do it ourselves, then, Tt
won't do to have suybody else open
fhnt safe, We must let Madeleine
alone, too, until after the fuaneral.”

“F don't care," growled Bteve, “so
long as Jef Meredith iv kept out of
the house. Her Aunt Wiekham s up
there with her now."

Annt Wickbam remained with Mad-
¢leine all through the long, derk night
of the flrst mourning. Then followedl
thoe strange days of interval botween u
death and » burinl,  Old Juoob Lap-
haw bad o great deal of walking up
and down in the parlor to do, for he
was & bereaved man, with more than
one grief to carry. The look of the
snfo hud much twisting to endure, but
it still refused Lo remember ils num-
lirs

Judge Wiockbham came in, and Mr.
Lapham be to say something to
bigs about the safe snd its econtents,
uud its oondnot,

“Pooli, pooh, Jecob!" responded the
old lawyer; “‘you sre in no vondition
for business, Tt's no time for it, eith
or, Wait ull sfter the funeral. 'l at-
tonud to everythiog for you just now,
Madeleine, too—she's all  broken

duwn. "'

to  Jeff,
He sent his love to you

Another u"fhlpuud sud another
| dsy came, su

ut the bLour appeinted

loréd werae earrlagon at tae door. 4 Dero
was no ocension for remirk, however,
when the monrners came out of the
hotise, 1 the fact that Madeleine
leanod on the arm of Judge Wickham,
and entered o oarriage with him and
his wife, her mother's sister, and with
her mother’s friend, Mrn, Meredith.
If her stepfather and stepbrother did
not like it, that was not the time for
tliem to say 80, or to employ author«
ity.

The honse was regnioed and was re- |
ontered by the family party, and no-
body elae sesmeoid to notice that Judge
Wickham went in last, and that, as he
ilid so, he took the key out of the door
and put it in his pocket.

“Wiokbaw," raid Mr. Lapham, s
the old lawyer juined the rest in the |
parlor, “come i here a moment. |
ean’t open the safe. Nobody else
knows the combination, bnt it won't
open, Her will is there——""

“Try it again, dncob—iry it again,”
said the judge, placidly. *“Yon've
bean tuo agitated, too nervons——"

“We'll have to have it blown open,™
said Mr. Lapham; “but just to ehow
bow it is——"

And ho did try it, with ostentalions
preeision, in full confidencs that the
loak wonld continne jta obstinney, but
when he remarked, “There!” and gave
o hard pull, open flew the door of the
#afe and its coutents were on publia
exhibition. I

“I declara!” oxclaimod Mr. Lap-
bam, springing to his feet. *‘Remark-
uble!”

“Thure's the will," said Jndge Wick-
ham, calmly, as he sont » long arm in
and pulled ont a paper lying in full
view,

The cyes of Jneob Lopham wero
frautically sesvching the iuterior of
the big iron = 1 for something which
they did not secm to find,

“That is all. All correct,”
Judge Wickbam. ““Denvon Mopriy
and [ are exocntors. Everything goes |
to Madeleine! Tl take possession sl
once, That is, I'll leave her in full
poasession. '

“Give me that paper!" roared Jacob |
Lapham, “Tt isn't tho will!” |
““Yes, it is!” replied the judge, “1
know the signatures, T saw it put
there, I was here. 1It's all right,
Tacob.” ‘
“Therve's another will! The safe
has been robbed! Money missing!

Papers missing! I'm robbed!™

“It isn'l your safe, Jacob; it 18 Miss
Lune's safe.  If there is another will,
produce it."”

“Leave the honse! I'm in control
here! Getout! ['m in possession!

*1 think not,” suswered Judge
Wickham, “Your authority has

continued I

censed, Miss Lane is [in poasession.
She is absolnte, nngnestionable owner.
You and Steve must go!”

It was of little use to storm, but of
course there was a storm, and it was

ull the worse becanse of the bewilder- |

ing couduet of that safe. It con-
tained no other will, and when Judge
Wickham shut it up it almost seemed
to wink at him. The Judge did not
storm, but he was firm, and so was
Madelsine, and she, too, wns enlm,
althongh she remarked:

“If Stephen were a gentleman he
wonld not wish to remain, knowing,
ns he does, how utterly 1 detest him,
After what you bave said and done,
Mr, Lapham, you must go at once.
All that belongs to yon bas been put
into your own room. "

“Come upstairs,"” Steve,"” said hiw
father; and s soon as they were in
Steva's room, ke added: “Wickham
is going ont to find Morris,  As soon
as he is gone we will seavch that safe."”

“Wa'll elean it out, too,” said
Steve,

Hordly had they left the library,
howoever, before Jefferson Meredith
eame in from the dining-room, whers
he had passed most of his time during
the funeral services, and once mors
Lo worried the lock of the safe n little,

“In it all right, Jefi?" asked Judge |

Wickham., *““Am nob T to koow the
new combination? Can't you explain
it to me?"

“Simplest thing in the world,” said
Jefl “‘Lots of people remember their
safo combinatious that way, The rid-
dle was no riddle at allL.”

“Independence. Fourth of July,
snd the days of the week? How was
it? T most say it's o riddle Lo me."”’

“Why," said Jeff, *'don't yon see it?
The year, 1770, The days, 7. D
vide s0—1T7—7—Tii. o get your three
numbers, Twist the knob the nsual
way. That did it

“How is it now?" asked the lawyer,

“'Al independence and freedom,”
said Jeff, “It is 17—21—T76, wnd
that's what'll pugsle old Jacoh when
hie comes down stairs. But it's a good
thing to kuow how to sel and reset o
loek.*

Jeff was io another part of the honse
when the Laphams were puzsled, but
he know how it was, Even the lock |
secmod to enjoy it as they tried to
mnke it once more remember its old
numbers,

“It's an  awlnl  riddle, Stoye,"
grouned old Jusob; “hul we ean't got
7

That, slas for them, meant that
their plot had failed, and that they
must get ont.

Ouly a few weeks later Jefforson
Meredith was slowly, thoughtfully
turning & plain gold ring upon one of
Mrs. Madelwine Moretlith's fugers,

S feel so sale now," shoesadd; “and
it is what wother wonld ave wishad,' |

“Madeleine," he wsnswered her,’
“there are some combiustions of |
which ounly God kvows the seeret

This is one of thew, sl it is locked
faraver, "—Meo(, ‘s Mouthily, |
A FPhyslolan's Parpllae,

A place for plhysicians to emigrate
to is the ity of Huwash, south of
Aleppo. Though it conwine 00,000 in-
habatauts, among whom Jdiseases of
the eye, iu particular, ure rampant,
there is not » single physicisn in the

city,

THEMERRY SIDEOF LIFE,

STORIES TOLD BY THE FUNNY MEN
CF THE PRESS,

Ut of Flace=A Bad Shot=ITe YWas Over-
lanked=The Preclons Innooent—=Naot
Excitodtudging by the Saund=D1dn't
Want to e Harrledalefurming, Ete,

Ho hud fweed some angry mols, he had

gpokon from the Miump;
He bind been upon the platfoem, too;

But b lost his terve nu-[ blushed and reie

lke n silly ehum
When lils wifey took

L)
rllrn tralling through
The

big department storss that wers
erowded to the donrs
With women who appearod to think that

hn
Had pusbed bimeolf Into where sveryhady
know
A modest, menly man shosld never,
tever be,
—Washington Star,

A Dadd Shor,
Ethel—“Why sloes lightning never
strike twice in the same place?”
Diok—*Cuan't find the place,"—
Yellow Book.

The Preclous Innocent.
He—""Do you think there is really
any danger in kissing*"
She—""Wait till T go on the stairs
nnd listen to find ont whether papn is
asleop or not,"

Didn't Want to 1ve Hurerled,

Leon—'"Why are you in such a
hurry for Jack to propose?”

Edith—*1 want to have plenty of
time to think the matter over before
socepting him.”

He Was Overloaked,

Ziggs (slapping his friend on the
back)}—""Well, it's settled, old man;
the cards are out."

Znggs (who didn't get one)—*DId
they run ont?"—Detrait Journal,

Judging by the Sound.
Mrs, Grady—**0, Pat! Ol tink the
babiy ‘s got somethin' in his t'roat!”
Mr, Grady—"8o do 0i, hegoreah!
And Oi'm t'inkin® it's cither n fog-
horn or a locomotive phwhistle|"—
Puack,

Not Excited,
“1 henar,” said the zephyr, *““that
on have been rvaging through the
orthwest.”
“Never was u worse mistake,”
howled the blizzard. ‘I was quite
cool."-~Indianapolis Journal,

How She Tells Timo In the Dark,
“My wife can tell what time it is in
the middle of the night when it is piteh
dark?”
“"How does she do it?"
“*She makes we get up and look at
the clook. "' —Chicago Record.

A Matter of Conjreture,
She—"8he feels hurt beeause she

! hins heard that yon said she was no

ohicken,*

He—""0l! I wonder if the avernge
young lady wounld consider it o com-
pliment to bLe called
Puck,

Nl Necessury.,

T suppose,” said the village deacon
to the minister, “‘that your constant
prayer is that you may ever be poor
and humble$"

"‘Not exactly,” replied the minister,

U 4T pray that 1 may remain bumble,

but my congvegation attends to the
other part of it.”" —Chicago Nows,

Eeforming.
“Your money or your life!" shouted
the footpad,
“1 bave no money,” il the vie-
tim, “‘and wy life will be of no use to

you."”
“1 don’t kvow about that,” re-
plied the footpad, *I Lave Leen

thinking for some timeof trying u new
life,"—Philadelphin North American,

dust Before the Engugement,

“I wee they have a wmachine now
for photographing one’s thonght's,"
he sunid for want of sometliing bettey
to sy,

“1T wish you eould
wine,” she retturned,

“Why?" he asked,

"l'o.‘-l]l])' it would enconrnge you a
little,” shie anuwered

Shortly thereafter it wus  decided
that he should “seo papn’ just assoon
a8 hie pould muster np sutleient sonr-
nge, —Chicngo Post,

plotograph

CalWure,

"“Youn love me not!"
ulantly

“Don't say tast!" he
pained way

“But it is true!’
fantly

“Yes," he adwittaed

“Ala!" shie exelaimed,

“YFen, it's wwue,"” bhe continued, an
bhe earessed the Psyelie arrangement
of ivr Lair,

ST e luve it and it's very becow -
ing to you, bat ‘me koot' is sueh bor
rible grawmar, - you  kuow."—New
York Journal.

sl eried pet-

she retorted de-

Pouplo Who Sover Undieses.
“*Whatever nre yon orying fur now,
Johupy "' asked lhis wother, “d
dou’t ses why a boy should shed tears
beckuse he has to go into 0 warm bod
this cold wonther,"

“IVE w0 cold o oudiess,” blob
berved Johony, “1 wish [ was like
s people ay dou't bave to nndress

I'll join & socioty, ™

“Don't be foolish!  Everybody has

to undiess o go 1o bl You ean't
join o sogiety to oscupe undressing
You don't want to Lo o suvage. du
Fou?"
“You enn join a soeiely wheto yon
| dou't have to undress uometimes,™
porsisted Joluuy.

“I should like to boar aboul thit
soniety, ™ himervesl hin  mobhor,
al.l.llu\a:-i 1 dont know uny weiober
of it."

“Yes, you dlo, " whinpered the boy

—

Wi 1ER.

Morry, thoyuh the moon shines pals
And the wind-tomad branehos wally
Purest erystals font and fall;
There they apoaekie,

’ Hore they darkie,

chicken?'— |

urged now

YEvery tiwe dad goes tothe lodge he |

gets 1n hed withont undressing, ‘cos

I've meod him in the worniong.*’
He had to sleep in the dark o

punishmeut.—Pearsou's Weakly

8

On the pine and lopely wall,

Merey, though tho stranm (s still
'Neath the oald and traeikcdess bl
Thero e roalms of Hesper glow:
Tollbglit lingers,
Bhining Angers
G the slospinge flolds of snow.
| e=litiosss lehardson, 1o Womnn's Home
Compnuoton.

HUMOR OF THE DAY.

It in very soldom thal we serionsly
' regrot nuything we Jdida’t say, — Life,

When & woraan rans it is o mean
man who will nse Lin enmern.—Somer-
ville Journunl,

Jadge—*"Why did yon steal the com-
pliitant’s urkeys®” Prisoner—'""Ha
had no ehickens, your Honor,"'—De-
troit Jonrnal,

| She—""Why is it ealled the ‘silver
P moon? " He--"Bectuse it oomes in
| hnlves and quarters, I soppose.”—
Chiengo News,

Bacon—*""And he's kind-hearted, ia
he?" Egbert—*Kiund-hearted? Why,
I don't believe lie ever said an nukind
word, evan 1o an slavm clock!"”

“What wonld you do if yon had onl
fen conty in the world, Kitty?" ¢
wonld buy enramels with it to raise
my spivits. - Chicago Record.

Doubitiul: Spendlay —""Well, if m

money shonld go, dearest, you'd still
[ bave me!” Mrs, Spondley—'‘Don’s
you b too sure shout that!"—Puock,

Instruction: Johnoy — “And does
the gasmeter measure the quantity of
guy you use?' Pupn—*"No, my son;
the quantity you have to pay for."-
Pueck.

““Ma, is there nny pie left in the
pautiy?'  ““There is one piece, bub
you onn't have it.” “You are mis-
taken, mn, T've had it,"—Cleveland
Plain Dealer,

YHe told me to gel off the earth,
Wit do yon suppose he meant?”
“He seemed to thivk that yon needed
0 bath, evidently." — Louisville
Courier-Jonrnal,

“Yon may felter my body," he
shonted, *‘but my mind will wear no
ohpin!” Tn other words, the wheel
in his head was of the '08 pottern,—
Indianapolis Journal.
| Customer  (in  restanrant) — “This

beeluteak must be ot least three weoelks
old, isu't i12" Waiter—*Don't know,
snh; T'se only boen heal two weeks,
sah.—Chiongo News,

Ragges—*Say, do yon believe that
| story of the goose layivg the golden
ezt Joggs—Well, it would be
just lke n goose to do such o foolish
thing. " —Chicago News.

Sloper fus Miss Lastlake, Lis in-
tended, finishes n solo)—""What a
voive!" Duncan (who bas been re-
jeoted by Misa Eastlake)—""Yes, what
o voiee!"—Harleny Life,

A North of Englaud paper says: **Wa
have mdopted the sight-hour system
in this offiee. We conmonos work at
8 o'clook in the morniug aud close at
8 in the evening."—Tit- Bita.

Matilda—"Have you spoken to

|]m]r.—t‘.’” Bertie—*Yes: 1 asked him
through the telephone and be an-
swered: ‘I don't know who yon are,

but it%s all right,” "—I'iek.Me-Up,
Not  Nesessavily:  Walter — “'So
Bilker vents that forty-dollar-a-month

| house of youvs, does he? He pays
too el reut, " Landlord (sighing)
| —*“¥ou don't know him. " —DPnek.

“Mew's promises,” the young wife
said betwoen sobe, * are Jile pie-crust
""" That's tough, " suid the young
bushand, an'd then she got angry
enongh to ery. — Indisnapolis Journal.

The Kloudiker who returns with
S4000 in gold dust usnally estivuies
the elnim lelt haliiud ut 8500000, Ik
is well to keep theso aniols in a sop-
arnte class, —51 Louis Globeg-Dewmo-
crat

Bride—*“Couuling your change,
George? It has been an expensive
prip, basn't it?  UGoorge — "Thal's
right It looks 4s if this honeymoon
would soon be off ity last gquarter.''—
Puck.

Rapturous  Youth “Debrling, my
salary is 820 a week. Do you think
you eould live on tiat®*"  Hin Af.
fiansad ”“I!'.\'- yus, Usorge, 1 can
get along on thal. PBut what'll you
live on? Chigsgo Tribuue,

Bingham—*"Bounoy iv so aggravit-
ingly  solf-possessed Ruw i
“Yos He conld wonr o chovked golf
auit at a weoililing and eavry himself as
thongh the groom was a wore ciddy.™
— Philudelphin North American

*r1 have bopy oomplimented a groal
many times on wmy stage prosence,™
sakd the nasateur with o <:|n!n- S )
monopolize things, **Yeuw," rophind
the wenry minunger, *‘vou're all mght
on Lt pouat, Wha v want 1o« nl
tivale now iy nn ocensional stdge ab-
LU ] “‘4\'-||1:'I|‘.'.--'| T

Robbins —*"What in the world does
Hardy Uplon mosu by weating o win-
tor overoodt sl B oswmoer s
Dobibios—""Why, a ropart got arou id
that he had to swoule los  wrmemes st
bafure e ok lis wialer overcoat ont,
||.ul'-]_\' s Peying Lo prove that the ro-
pork is usfonuded, Pavk

‘Clalonel Blood, ™ savd tha enrrend
fssue of the Woeokly DBattle Ax, ““has

st &

I sansndad o
remark thnt he was o

ealled ol s o
rotraction of onr

fumons linr We rotract chioerfally
sud fally, aud do w0 by bereby stating
st Ihtll estegmysd oolunel s s n-
FTutnous liay TadinnapelisJouraal,
Olarence ‘Thonevisve, why will
you not hear wie? Can'l vou ese that
I nm dyiug for your love? Tell e,

tall mwe that you will (hotiuvieve

{luterrupting ] ="', pioasd go awey
and voe sas other time when 'm
wit busy Can't you wses thatl'm

pight in the wididls of lhis warder

casot'—Uleveland Loadsat.
i



