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The oharches of the United States
and Cannda are endeavoring to look
after the religious interests of miners
in the gold-flelds of the Klondike ané
on thei: way to them,

—

Professor Bryco has made a bad
slip in his book on South Africa. Hi
nocuses the Boers of abusing the
English by speaking of them usually
as “‘rotten eggs," whereas the Trans.
vael phrase is root nek, “‘red neok,"”
and applies to the British complexion,

——

A striking admission of the isolated
position of Englandamong the Burope-
an powars,amd an indication of themany
international rroblems that press upon
the attention of the English people, is
to be found in the two declarations
that were made recently befora Parlia
ment by members of the eabinet, both
indicative of the steadily growing pres.
sure which foreign powers are exert-
ing upon British territory.

Baron von Richtkoven says that at
the present rate of consumption the
world conld draw ita sapplies of con
from southern Bliensi alone for over »
thousand years; and yet, in the very
place referred to, it is not nncommon
to find the Ohinese storing up wood
and millet-stalks for their fl in
winter, while conl in untold quantitics

+ wlies ready for use beneath their feet.

Hubner's Statistical and Ceo
graphioal tables, asarasult of the lutest
investigations, give the population of
the world at 1,5635,000,000. This ir
an increase over the fignres of 1806 of
23,000,000, To this increase Enrope
is eredited with ocontributing 5,700,
200; Asin, 6,200,000; Afries, 7,500,000;
America, 3,200,000, The United
States, with its groat growth, esti-
mated by this authority at 2,800,000,
aud its present population, placed at
72,800,000, 1 epresents more than fifty-
three per cont. of the entire popnla-
tion of North and South America—a
sivoumstance adduced as highly signifi-
=ant, and oecurring in no other part of
the earth: The population of Europe
wasd inoreased to 378,600,000, which is
about n quarter of the entire popula-
tion of the earth.

" Speaking of the work of the Red
Oross Soviety in Caba, the Washiung-
ton Pathfinder says: *‘No one denies
that the situation of the reconcentra-
dos all over the island is simply appall-
ing. Red COross bLeadquarters have
boen established at Cerro, a suburb
wost of Havana, where forty orphans
of reconcentrados are now domiciled
Applications have been filed for aly
the remaining spaoe at headquarters
The total of dependents “adults and
shildren, is rapidly iucreasing, but
he condition of thuse remaiving is
permanently improved. The muniei-
oality of Havogn has donated an ex-
sellent warehouse on the harbor, and
 will furnish a sufficient number of la.
porers to handle all arriving relief
supplies. There is a favorable out
ook for the proseeution of the Red
Jross work within its limited means.
Pen thousand dollars remain in Con-
dal General Lee's hands of the fund
provided by Congress for the relief of
Americans in Caba. Tkis sum is de
sidedly inadequata.”

The Louisville Conrier-Journal says
We have heard a great deal recently
sbout the pride of Spain. Wa know
{hat the Spaniards are a proud people,
or they tell us so themselves on every
oocasion. But what are they prond
of? There is no nation in Europe
which is so illiterate as Spain, witl
the single exception of Italy., Of
Spain's entire population sizty-eight
per cent can neither read nor write,
Says a writer: /‘Befors the age ol
steam engines and telegraphs, when
Euarope was semi ecivilized, Spain was
a great nation. She was a strong
savage among savages. Dat this s
the age not of cruelty (and how cruel
Spain has been and ial), It isthe age
when amity not enmiiy rules or i
making to rule, For the wmke of
romause 1 wonlfl not like to ses Spain
die. Bhe is so full of color, so anom-
alous, so alone in Enrope, so nobly
fierce, 8o proud among Nations that
bave almost given np the savage pride
wo had from theold times! S8he is
like dresm glimpses of Haroun-al-
Baschid. And yet, with all, there is
oo more pathotic thing in all the
worid. We are impressed when wo
seothe death of o man. How much
more should we be impressed as we
look thoughtfully snd attentively at
the quick respiration of a dying na-
tion!"

That is the most charitable view the
outside world takes of Spain. She
has a few scholars, a few siatesmen, o
lew gentlemen, but they are a very
small leayen in a very large Inmp, and
the decadent Bpain of to-day shonld
be more an object of self-pity than of
sell-pride,

MEN OF THE MAINE.

Man of the Maine, O men of the Maine,
Flower of the people's life,
Vallant your death was, nor suffered [n
valn:
You perished for peace, not strife.

Men of the Malne, O men of the Maloe,
Sad though your fate beyond words,
Btill your true souls 'mid the fire and the

Bmmh with the winds and the birds,

Mon of the Maine, O man of the Maine,
Your forms in the deap water slept;
Yot the thought of your Iaithfulness never
shill wane,
And our memory's faith shail be kept.

Man of the Maine, O men of the Maine,
You aro part of the carth and the sky.
Grandly you've shown us poor fellows

n
How bravely to live and to die.

And, men of the Malne, O men of the
Maine,
When our great guns shout aloud,
Inipmo or war, they will thunder again
o the world your Ioyalty proud,

Men of the Malne, O men of the Mains,
The sound of the sea’s deap roar,
As it rolls on tho econst, In an endless ro-
frain
Bhall chant your fame avermore,

—George I. Lathrop, In New York Times,

A HE letter carrier
was coming up the
street. In a mo-
ment he would be
at the door. Bertha
Wayne pressed her
forehead against
the pane and stood
on tiptoe, to see if
he were going to
stop. Yes; he dis-
appeared at the
entrance. She
crossed the room,
and opened her
door a crack. She
oonld hear his slow, even tread on the
stairs. Perhaps he was only going to
leave Mrs, Warren’s mail, on the floor
below. But, no he was coming on—
up the second flight, The girl's heart
beat violently. He must not find her
waiting there, and she sped noiseless-
ly to the window,

Rap-—tap!

With a sinking heart Bertha saw the
large envelops in the carrier’s out-
stretohed hand; but she smiled as
brightly and said, *‘Oh, thauk you!"
a8 heartily as if she had not known
that the brown wrapper covered the
story on which she had builded so
mauy hopus, ?

The eorners of her month drooped
with the shutting of the door. 8o it
had come back—aftor these weeks of
weary suspense! I did think they
would take it!" she said to herself,
tearing open the envelope, She
glanced at the printed declination
blank, and there was a slight envl of
the pretty lips. With an impatient
gestare she tossed the pncluﬁa from
her, *There in no use!” she said,
“If they won't take that, they won't
take anything—from me!” She gazed
stolidly out of the window. For six
weeks this story had been her forlorn
hope. Never had the future looked so
dark us now, Alone in the world,
with fourteen dollavs in her purse,
and no visible way of obtaining more
—that was he rpresent sitnation,

Bertha Wayne's first attempts in
writing had been fairly successfal,
That was three years ago. Then had
come the financial depression whioh
had been so far-reaching, and for the
last twalvemonth the only market she
had found for her literary wares had
been most uneatisfactory. The man
whom she had connted ss her best
oditorial friend had died, and the new
editor had his own corps of contribn-
tors, Btorivs and poems which a
year ago wonld have brought liberal
ohecks were now returned to her with
politely-worded virculars, Publishing
firms that were her debtors collapsed
withont warning, aud for two months
she bad not had u single article nc-
copted, It wounld have reqnired s
stouter heart than hers to have met
these days without quailing. TFor
weeks she bad felt physically and
mentally inoapable of continning the
fight, Now she told herself, **T might
as well give it np firet as last!”
Thinking her bitter thonghts, she
looked down on the hurrying throngs,
**All with something to do!"” she said,
““But for me there is nothing—noth-
ing! There's that ugly little doctor
again!”

Her eyea rested on & young man
alighting from a carriage. He was be-
low the medinm height, slender and
boyish, with s face that was unde-
niably plain. Having fastened his
horse, he swung a ({ellow bag from tha
vahicle, and passed within a doorway.
““He is a success,” muttered Bertha
jealonsly, “Only a little while ago
he was footing it all over town! Now
he drives everywhere, Well, he's a
man—and smart, Tsuppose; he isugly
enough to be! I am only a girl
What's the use of living anyhow!"

At last she went to her writing; but
her mind was distraught, and the
story lagged. It is not easy to bmild
# happy romance when oune's heart is
aching.

Day after diy Bertha Wayne wasted
her precions pennies on paper and
postage, hoping sgainst ho Days
of work and worry were su ed by
wakeful, weary nights, until nature
had her revenge., One evening the
girl dragged herself home from the

t office and crawled up the long
H(i);htu of stairs, only to fuint at the
door of her room. Miss Winslow, the
little dressmaker noross the hall,
found her on the floor,

“Tt is nothing," Bertha said, trying
to reassure both herself and her
frightened neighbor, “I am ounly
tired. T shall be better in the morn-
g

But she was not better in the morn-
ing. On attempting to arise, she
barely escaped another faint; and Miss
Winslow insisted on summoning a
physician,

Dr. Halberta was of splendid pro-
portions,—tall, ersct, broad shonl-
dered. Ashestood in the doorway, his
strikingly handsome features lighted

-

by a smile, his patient was swept by &
thrill of admiration. But at his
words her face whitened.

"0Oh, you have heart dissase!”

She looked at him appealingly.

“How —do yon—know?" she falter-
ed.
The doctor hud abandoned his
smile, and stood considering her
gravely.

A very casy matter,” he replied
nonchalantly. ““I could tell the mo-
ment I saw you, Batthers is no use
in being alarmed; that only heightens
the danger and retards recovery.”

Y“Do yon think I can getwell, then?"
she asked eagerly.

“Possibly—possibly. T cannot tell
yet. IfTcan see yon every day, T
presume I can help yon.™

A few questions followed, which
Bertha answered lamely. Her heart
beat wildly, and her brain was con-
fased. There was a piteous look in
her tender blue eyes. It seemed to
arouse the dootor to something akin
to sympathy, for he said:

“You must not allow this to worry
you nndaly. It is a bhard thing to tell
a patient what T have told you; but I
eonsider the truth to be best nnder
all cironmstances, There is a chance
that I may be able to oure yon—a
chance—ouly that; but a chance is
gometimes worth much in thisworld."”

Ho left some medicine, and rose to
go.
Berilia drew Ler purse from under
her pillow.

“How much?"

“Ten dollars,” carelessly,

The face on the pillow grew whiter,
With trembling lingers the girl handed
out one of the two bills the purse con-
tained, The doctor glanced at it, and
tucked it into his vest pocket,

*Po-morrow I will see yon,"he be-
gan.

“No," she interrnpted, “‘I—eannot
afford—I shall not be able to pay
’on. "

“Ah, well, a8 you please,” said the
doctor, somewhat stifily. *““But I tell
you this muoh; if you have a home
you better get to it as quick as you
can!" He bowed himsell ont, shut-
ting the door with noiseless preeision.

The siok girl stared at the wall. It
was covered with a paper showing im-
possible blue and brown flowers in im-
possible garlands. One wreath had al-
ways seemed to ropresent a winged
chernb in a smart bonnet. Now, as
Bertha looked at it, the face of the
cherub appeared to be that of a demon
leering at har despair. When Miss
Winslow came she found her with the
blanket over her head, to shut ont the
evil face.

The little dressmaker was shocked
at the news. .

“T'm dreadfal sorry,” she eaid, her
oyes fnll of tears; “but perhaps it
isn't so bad as the dootor thinks.
Thongh folks do say he's awful smurt.
A man must be, to tell thivgs by just
looking at you, I've heard that abont
him before. Isn't he handsome,
thongh? But now, don't you go to
worrying! My sunthad heart disease
fifteen years before it killed her; so
you ara not going to die yet.”

For four days Bertha Wayne lay in
her stuffy little room, exhausted and
despairing, with only Miss Winslow's
visits to break the long, monotonous
nightmare. “If I am no better,” she
liad said, *I shall have to go to the
hospital.” But Miss Winslow's an-
awer had been emphatio:

“Indeed, you shall not! Ttis more
genteel to stay hers, and I will take
care of yon, As long as you lie abed
you don't need much bnt toast and
tea, and that's easy enough got. Noth-
ing wounld tempt me inside a hospital,
and yon are not goingt"

But Bertha did not improve on the
toast and tea diet and Dr. Halberta's
medicine. Every day brought in-
ereased suffering. On the fifth morn-
ing she became desperate, and al-
tempted to dress; but she was seized
with an overpowering weakness, and
wns forcad to lie down again, Her
heart mcted strangely, now beating
violently, now seeming to stop. Per-
spiration stood on her face; breathing
was difionlt. Tt seomed fo her that
her last hour had come. An awfal
numbness was creeping over her. She
tried to frame a prayer.

A light knock sounded st the door.
Tt aroused the sick girl, and she sum-
moned all her sirength for the neaded
wori.

The door opened.

“Is this where a physician
reeded?”

It was “‘that ugly lLittle doctor?"

Bertha was too near unconseiouns-
ness to answer; but the young man
did not wait. In a moment he was
holding a stimulant to her lips, His
fingers were on her pnlse.

*There, yon feel better?" he said.

She smiled faintly. *I thonght T
was dying.”

“Were yon frightened? I

18

tuink

there was no need,”
bis ear to her heart,

It was slower now, and Bertha lay
very siill, breathing easily.

“Tt s all right,” he said, *“'a little
weak, that's all.”

The girl stared. Suddenly she found
her voice,

“Do you mean I haveu't any heart
disease!” Joy snd ineredulity were
in the tone.

“Certainly,” he smiled. Then tak-
ing a stethoscope from his bag, he
made a thorongh examination. *““There
is not the least organie trouble, Did
you think there was?"

In a few minutes the story was told.
An odd smile played about the plysi-
cian's mouth, but he said only:

“Y am glad you sent for me, if I
have relieved your fears.

“T didn't send for yon."

The two looked wonderingly ateach
other, |

“Aren’t you Mrs, Taylor?”

“Why, no! Mrs. Taylor has the
room over this,™

The young man langhed. *“I think
'll go up and see her,” he said. *I
beg your pardon. I supposed I was
attending the right patient.”

“I'm so0 glad you came,” said
Bertha. ‘*No one knows what T have
sufferad for the last four days. Please
stay and tell me how I can get well.”

Dr. Maleolm atlended firat to Mrs,
Taylor. Then he spent another
quarter-hour iw the room below, ask-
ing questions, arrauging medicines,
and giving directions and advice.

Berthn did not refer to his fea.
Only thirly cents remained in her
purse, She half hoped, she half
feared, that he would not come again.
He told her that ehe had overworked,
that her nerves were exhausted, and
that she would prabably be obliged to
keep atill for several wecks. There
was no doubt of her being well in
time. He bade her eat beefsteak twioce
n day, He did not inguire into her
household arrangements, She was
grateful for the omission, When he
went oat, he said, *'I'll see you again
to-morrow,” and shut the door,

Berthu's eyes fastened themselves
on the wall paper, The demon had
been transformed into a chernb,

Miss Winslow bronght her a slice of
toast with a poached egg for tea, She
Lad added theegg on her own account.
“I didn't know as toast was quite
nonrishing enough by itself, even if
yon are abed,” she said.

Bertha was thankful for the luxury.
She did not mention the ordered
steak.

“I don’t know but what this little
doetor is good enough, as far as he
goes,"Miss Winslow remarked, watch-
ing Bertha eat her egg; ‘‘but he's
dreadfnl short and spindling, I al-
ways did like a big man.” She sat for
a time in dreamy meditation, evident-
ly lost in her dead past.

Bertha gazed at hertenderly. When
she looked np, *‘Tt was so kind of yon
to bring me this egg,' she sad; I
feel better for it already.”

The little dressmaker came back to
herself, and resumed:

“Yes, I guess Dr. Malcolm's well
enongh, and yon do look brighter; hat
it seems as if such a big,splendid man
as Dr. Halberta onght to k now more
about hearts and things than a mite of
a feller like him. Though I don't say
but that I'mglad if you haven't got
it—if you haven't!” 8he shook her
head dubiously.

Bertha smiled. “I'd rather frust
Dr, Maleolm and his stethoscope than
Dr. Halberta's eyes.”

“Well, T don’t know! He's awful
stylish, and he's got pretiy convincing
eyes! Miss Do Peyster says he's
highly connected. But I don’t know!"

Dr. Maleolm did not sppear until
nearly noon. He was glad to find that
his patient had slept well,

“What did youn have for breakfast?”
he asked.

Bertha blushed. She had not an-
ticipated such direct questioning, But
she was honest,

“Toast and coffee.”

“Don't yon like beefsteak? '

“Yes."

“Why didn’t you have it?"

Bhe looked into his face. It was
grave, but kind,

“‘Becanse [ conld not afford it. Dr.
Halberta earried off most of my
money,” she added, smiling. “'T ex-
pect mors every,day"” (which was
striotly true), “*but it hasn't come.”

“How much did that mau charge
yon?"

She told Lim,

He scowled, and muttered some-
thing about '‘quacks” and ‘‘fancy
prices,” Then he inquired into her
mode of living.

“You must have nutritions food. It
i# imperative, T think I'd betfer take
you over to the hospital this after-
noon. "

“But—how can T go?”’

“In my earringe. It is easy.”

“[—haven't enough to pay my
board,”

“8t. James' Churoch has established
a free bed there, and it is nunoceupied
jnst uow. The rector is a friend of
mine, and I will arrange it. T am sure
you will be better at the hospital,” he
added, seeing ber flushed hesitation,

“Yon are very kind, doctor; but I
don't know whether T can ever pay
you." Her eyes filled.

“That's all right!"” The young man
tossad off the words with an impatient
L motion ot the head. He looked st his
wateli. *'T will come for yon at three,”
he maid. “There will be plenty of
time,” musingly. He turned to his
patient, I do not want yon to get
up before one o'clock,
still titl then?"

“Certainly, if yon wish.” There
was the himt of a question in her
voice; but the doctor did not appear
to head,

Hall an hour later fomnd Bertha
still pondering the physician’s last or-
der. She had begun to hava sus-
picions eoncerning it.  Sha heard
footsteps on the stmirs, then fragmen-

The dector put

tary talk near her door. A moment

You will keep’

more, and a knock was followed by the
entrance of a young woman with a
basket.

“Dr. Maleolm sent me with your
dinuer,” she announced, proceeding to
set the dishes upon the table.

Did ever beef tea and steak taste so
good! After ahe had eaten, the woman
made her rest a little while while she
arranged her clothing and the few |
articles which shewounld need to take. |

“Doctor said 1 was to wait and help
you," she said, in answer to Bertha's
protestations, and she gavo such efli-
cient aid that when the sick girl was |
fully equipped for her little journey,
she was not mueh the worse for the
slight exertion.

“How good Maleolm
ventnred Bertha, o

“Good!" echoed the other, “why,
he is just lovely! I don't know where
r'd be, if it hado't been for him—in |
my grave, maybe, I broke my hip,
and was a long time at the hospital.
Ho earried me through that all right,
and then got me n place with his |
aunt. She isa nice lady. I've lived
thera ever since, Bat I must go,
You'll like it at the hospital, and 1
hope you'll get well fast,”

The doctor was on time,

“Yon will be back in a little while,
better than you have been in a year,"
he said, as he steadied her mcross the
room, =

Exertion made her conscions of her
weaknoss, She stood trembling while
he shut the door and locked it, |

““You must not walk,” he said, and
before she realized his purpose he
had her comfortably in his arms and
was oarrying ber down the stairs, It
seemed useless to remonstrate, so the
only thanked him quietly when he set
ber on her feet at the street entrance,

At the hospital she made fair pro-
gress towards lealth; but it was five
weeks before she went back to her lit-
tle room in the apartment house.

“It does seem so gooil to have yon |
hera again,” said Miss Winslow, |
establishing herself for a comfortable
chat. *“T've been so lonesome 1 |
conldn't set myself about anything |
evenings. Queer, how Dr. Halberta |
petered ont, isn't it? Haven't you
heard? Why, he raked in the money
right and left, and finally cleared out
one night, leaving lots of debts, and
taking ever so many things he hadn't
paid for! Btrange! when he was such
a good-looking mau! T think some-
times yon can't trust anybody. Seems
ns if you conldn't.”

Bertha took up her writing again,
and worked as hard as she dared, in
hopes of earning enough to pay some-

|
{

Dr.

- "
is!

thing of ber indebtedness to Dr. |

Maleolm, He had treated the matter
very lightly when she had mentioned
it; but that did not lessen her feeling

of responsibility. She had been home |

but a few days when the doctor came
to take her for a drive,
wonld do her good, he snid, Thoy
drove into the country, and talked
of maoy things, They had grown to
know each other well daring these
weeks of Bertha's illness.
morning she had received a ten-dollar
check for a poem. Now she drew it

from her purse, and handed it to the |

doctor, He looked at it, and passed
it back to her,

The girl flushed. “T know it isn't
munch,"” she said; ‘‘but it is a begin-
n{ng__"

“I never did like beginnings,” lie
langhed.

“But I musi begin to pay you for
your onre of me—youn have done so
wunoh, more than can be told in dol-
lars and cents!” |

“The worst of a physician's life is |
the dollarz-and-cents part,” he said.
“T wish the doctors were paid by the
Governmant, and I might never have
to present another bill to a patient. ‘
Bat T shall let you pay me, if you
will.”

She held the oheck towards him.

“No." gently putting her hand
aside, “‘if you really wish to pay me,
there is only way in which you can do
it |

“How?"

“Tarn about and take care of me.
I have no home; int T shall have one,
It will be small and plain, for I am
not rich; but I think we ean be happy, |
if you will come and eare for me, |
Will you?"

Had the wealth of the world besn |
dropped at Bertha's feet sho conld |
gearcely have been more duzad, Thers |
bad never been the least hint of the
lover in Dr. Malcolm, She eat like
one stupefied,

“*Are yon not so anxious to pay me,
if it be not in paper or silver?”

“Oh, no, no!—I mean -yes!" she
stammered, coverad with confasion.

The doctor lifted his hat to n pmly
of ladies in n smart strap. Then he
drew a deep breath.

Bertha tarned quickly towards him.

1 was thinking,” sail he, “what of |
T hadn't knocked at the wrong door!”
—The Honsewifa,

Moving Pictures.

Sinocs the days of the old-fashionad |
stereoplicon, the improvement of pro-
jecting and woving pictures has been
one of the surprising advances of the
age. From that erude and imperfect
beginning, the evolution of the pres- |
ent marvelons efoots has boen stenly,
and, eonsidering what has  been
nchisved, exeesdingly rapid. It is
now possible to throw upon eauves
the most perfect delineations of life—
a street with everything in motion,
and with all as clear and distinot as
thongh actually seen by the nonided
vision, Among the latest improve-
ments in this line is one by mesats of
which the operator may introduoe |
other figures into piotures already
shown, It is possible to do this with |
ordinary lantern slides, and change |
and shift « the pictare in such o
way that the realistic offeet is vn—‘
banced, rather thay Jdiminished. The
same lantern will permit of tho use
of kineoptoscops secessories, whioch
add &0 mnch to the succoss of enter.

tainment

| figuring.

The fresh aic |

That |

|apon his return from avisit to the

| a—er—er—party just now, and all the

THE MERRY SIDEOF LIFE, |

| STORIES TOLD BY THE FUNNY MEN |

OF THE PRESS,

Lave’s Martyrdom=A Pointed Ingniry—
Appreprinte—Bosiness With Pleasure
A Living Torture=—Time, 2.30 A, M,

Natural—Easly Ascertalned, Ete., Ete, |

He stood beneath her onsement,
linee-deep In snow and les,

And tuned bis harp snd sang of love
With avery solt deviee.

Of love he sang and gladness—
All joys his heart eould hold;
He thought to enteh her faucy,
But only canght acold,
—Ohiengo Record,

Appropriate. i
Prohibitionist—*T1 attended the
dinner of the Cold Water Society last
night.”

Friend.—“Yes? T sappose all the |

toasts were dry toasts?'—Puck.

Easlly Asvertained.
He—""Do you know when you get o
bad coin?"
She—*“Why, certainly, I do.”
“How do you know?"”

take it.”

A Polnted luguiry,

Stern Father —'‘Henry, have you |

and yonr new watch parted company
already?"
Henry (laconically)—*"Broke.”
Father — "Which?" — Jewelers'
Weekly. \
Might ¥Finve Been Better Expreased,
The Widow (weepingly)—*Wonld

| it be too much trouble to you to ssk

| you to call in the undertaker?”

Cholly (sympathetically)—“No in-
deed, dslightet}: I assush you!"—New
York Journal,

Costing Enough. |
‘Do yon think that your son's eol- |
lege aducation will amount to much, |
Mr. Flashly?"
“I've just bhad my bookkeener
It mwonnts to about $6000
& year, so far.”

Dusiness With Pleasure,
Zim—""The dootor prescribed a five
mile walk for me everyday."”
Zam—"'0f conrse yon enjoy it?" |
Zim—*"'0Oh, yes. Yon see, 1 do the |

{ walking around a billiard table.”—

New York Journal.

A Modern Neoossiiy, |
“So gyou're broke,” said the indul-
gent father to the son he had started
in business, “but I'll put you on your
feet onoe more.”
“On my feet? The first thing I
want is a '98 wheel.”

Time, 2.30 A. M. '
Admirer—''Has yonr father any ob-
jection to my paying you visits, Miss
Maud?"
Miss Mand—*“Oh, no—but -er--1
| think that he'd rather you paid them
| in instalments."-—Brooklyn Life,

A Living Tortare.
Attendant—""This patient imagines
heis at a comic opera all the time.”
Visitor—You have him pretty well
| tied up.”
' If

Attendant—**Oh, yes! he got |

loose he would kill himsell.”—Puck, | Y
| eript,

“Our Consin John, who lives next . -

Willlng to Conslder,

She—*'If yon weore worth the mill- |

ion and I was poor, would you marry |
wme?"

He—"1f you feel like transferring
the fortune to me and taking chances,
[ will give the matter my serious con-
sideration,”

Natural,
“Wuere has Freddy gone to,
Aunty?" |

“Gione back to the country, dear."” |
“What for, Aunty?"’
“Why, his health, dear!" |
“Why! Didheleaveit bebind him?"
—New York Journal.

A Hidden Mine. |
Mrs. Biggs—*‘Yon eall a ship ‘she,’
lon't yon, Ferdinand?"
Biggs—*''Yes, love,"
Mra, Biggs—'‘Well, then, why do
you call them ‘men-of-war?" '
Biggs—''Um—Dbecanse they
blown up."—New York Proass,

get

Good Bleeping.

Littie Oscar had received a train of |
cars for his birthday, and he insisted |
on taking them to bed with him. His |
mother protested.  *““You shonld not

| take the cars to bed with yon," she

said,
“Why not?" asked Osear,
weo sleeping cars. "

“Theso

Pinches the Milkman, i
“Oh, mamma, cried Willie excitedly
sonntry, ‘I know now where grandpa I
gets his milk. He just pinches the
cow,"
““Where do you suppose we get our
milk?"” asked mamma, mischievously.
“Why," returned Willie, thonght- ‘

Inlly, “T 'sposas Bridget just pinches
‘he milkman,"—New York Journal. |
The Causo of the Trouhle. ‘
““Hello, Central,” said young Tiddi- |
oum, ‘“‘what is the matter with the '

line? I was trying to converse with

time she was talking to me T was both-
ered by a perpetual, monotonous [
‘ohug-chng' sound in my ears.”

“Tell the young lady,” was the re- |
ply, “nol to chew her gum so vigor-
pusly while she talks to you over the
wire, (tood-ky.”—New York Journal.

March of Sclence. |

““Alfred, you sre late this evening.
What detained yon?"

"Hnmething{ ate sl & downtown
restanrant dissgreed with me, [made
s bet with the proprietor that he was
using unwholesome chemicals in his |
tooking, and in order to prove it on
him I had te leave my storamcl ot a
shemist's shop nearly all the after-
poon. I won the bet, but 1 am fear-
fully hungry. Have you aoything
good to eat, dear?’—Chicago Tribune,

TO-MORROW'S PINS.

Wihiere is the thrill of lnst night's fear?

Wiiere is the stanin of Inst nlght's tear?

Where i the tooth that nched last year?
Gone where the lost pins go to,

For last night's riddlo is all made plain,

o sunshine Inughs nt thelong past raln,

The tooth that achied has lost its pain—
That's what our troubles grow to.

| We enn stand the smort of yesterdny;
To-day's worse ills wo can drive away:

| What was and what is bring no dismays
For pust and present sorrows,

But the burdens that make us groan and

Swoeat,

‘The troubles that make us fume nnd frat

Are the things that havon't happensd yet,
The plns that we'll ind to-morrow.

~Hobert Burdetto,

HUMOR OF THE DAY.

Ho—*Is she really so curions?
She—*'Curions? Why, she'd listen to
advice,"—Brooklyn Life,

**Two souls with but a single thought,"

The posm says, nor orrs—
I1is thought is all of her, you see,
[ Aud so, itkewlse, s hers,
~—Chicago News.

Fwoddie—**Aw, I conldn't gat along
withont my watch.” She—*“Howmuch
| do they let you have on it?""—Harlem
Life.

Suitor—*‘Sir, I love your daughter.”
Bluut Father—""Well, sir. What does
that prove? ' —Philadelphia North
American.

The Boy—''1 guess sister's bean
| must be engageid to her at last.” The

Girl—""Why?" The Boy—‘'He has

“Why, theman I offer it to refusesto |

! quit giving me money."—Up-to-Date.

Helen—'*Don't you think my new

{ bonnet is a perfect dveam?” Mattie—

“It's more than a dream, dear; it's s

genuine nightmare," —Chicago News.

“You've voted here once to-day,”

gaid the election officer, *‘Nounsense,”

| replied the repeator, unabashed; “you

see, I'm twins,"—Philadelphia Amer-
icnn,

“Parker always exaggerates every-
thing so.” **Yes; he can't even start
an account at the bank without over-
drawing it.""—Columbus (Ohio) State
Journal,

“Do you think it is like me,"” she
asked as she showed him her Iatest
photograph, *'Like youn?" he repeat-
ed. “I ean slmost hear it.""—Indian-
apolis Journal.

“This mandolin cost only 10, and
it will last yonr danghter a lifetime."
YA lifetime? Gracions! Show me
one that will last Lier about ten days.”
—Chicago Nows,

Jones—"1 started to ask Newlywad
whether two could live on what oue
conld, but " Brown—*‘But what?"
Jomes—"‘But he strnck me for o ten
before I could finish,"—Puek.

| Traveler—*"Don't you ever get tired

auswering so many fool questions?”
Tiocket Agent—"*Yes." Traveler—
““Which ono tives yon most?' Ticket
| Agent—*'That one.,""—Chicago News,
“Pride," said Unele Eben, “am er
| good Ving in it place.  Bat er coun-
| try or er citizen is in hahd Inck when
lie ain’ got nuffin' much 'eeppin’ kis
pride ter be prond of," —Washington

| Star.

| Bntters—*“‘Come, you owe me an
apology. T liear you said there wos
| nothing in my head.” Chesley—"'1
hope yon will forgive me,

about the wheels,”—Boston

I forgot
Traus-

door to us, has gone to the Klondike,"
“Weren't you sorry to ses him go?"
*‘Not ro awlally sorry, He took his
six dogs with him."—Chicago Tri-

| bune,

“Joes is looking all over town for
yoi." ““So T understand; bot I'm
keeping under cover, It must be that
I owe bim money or that he wants lo
owe me some.—Philadelphia North
American

“Young Mr. Enjee is quite statn.
esque,” remarked one young woman,
“Yen," wns the answer, *‘He strikes

| attitudes all the time he is awake, All

ho does is to pose and repose."—

| Washington Star,

He—"The tronble with too many
people in this world is that they never
atop to think.” She—*Yes, but 1 no-
tice that the most successful people
are the ones that don’t have to stop to
think."—Chicago News,

Conelusion: Sportsman (who has
baggel nothing and is bargaining for
a hare)—*‘Seven-and-sixpence? That's
rather high, isu’t it?" Shopkeeper—
“Ab, but see what asplendid place ite
been hit,"—Pick-Me-Up.

“Really, my dear, you are not blind

| anongh to think that the connt has a

real love for you?" *Tt does seem in
cradible, does it not? Bot he has
offerad to let me keep half the dowry
for mysell.” —Cincinnati Enquirer.

Profeasor—""Too bad! One of my
pupils, to whom 1 have given two
courses of instruction in the enltiva
tion of the memory, hias forgotton to
pay me, and the worst of it is, T ean't
remember his  name!"—Fliegeude
Blaetter,

Pletures of Leaves in Natural Colors.

Oune of the most interesting experi-
mentsin photography 1s the photo-
graphie reprodnction of a green leaf
in its nataral colors, To do this,
take n copper plate, such as 15 used
for process work, and have it sitvered
Pat it face up in a developing or ton
ing tray, and on it plage the green
leaf of which a copy is desired, To
hold the leaf in position lay over a
picco of glass, A spoiled negative
not larger than 4x5—unless the leaf is
quite large—may be used for thie
purpose, Turn over the plate a so
lution of hydriodate of potash comtrin
ing n fow graius of iodide to each
ounceof solutiin, Cover the plate
completely, #o that it is af least a half
inch honeath the surfnce of the |I'1|l'l¢|.

| Sot the tray in the bright sunshine

and leave it exposued for about half an
hour, when, on removing from ithe
troy, a most beantifal photographie
improssion of the green leal will be
fonnd on the plate,—Harper's Bonud
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