IN A FRIENDLY

When a man ain't got

n' the elonds haug d
t'n a gread thing, oh, my breth
His hand upon your shoul

It makes o man fosl cuvions; it winkes thie fedslrg
An' yon sort o fesl n (lutter in the region of vounr

You ean't ook up snd meet bis o
When his band s on your shoh!
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Vith ita cares and Bittor erissis,

An' a good God must hove made it
When i hand is oy wy shoulder in o frie

A cent, and he's fecling kind o* Llue
ark an' heavy, stt' won't let the
Pen, fur n feller just te
der mon feiendly sobt o' w

o1 In

ponnd, with its haneyr and ity gall,
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SORT OF WAY. burns; the steach of hls burnt hale
was dreadful,

“Then enme anothor of those aws
ful waves of fire, The heat of It
nearly suffocnted us, [ knew the
house must foon eateh dnd turn and
souking a table-cloth for my head, T
wot up to the hole in the roof and
began throwing ont water ngaln ad
st g KElsle and the old Chinsinan
could pass It to me, With every
third or fourth bucketful 1 sonked
thut tablecloth and kept (£ over my

sunshing through,
v liny ;

uy |

W uiart,

ll vart

you don't know whak to say,
o Ietemldly sort o wiy,

Ve

nfter all
lenutwenye thiat is what | say,
ndly sort o' woy

Jdimes Y AW lhiteomb Ritf‘}’.
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head and shoulders, When the gusta
of flame came [ had to draw down
il they passed,

“The gale had been blowing (rom

N g

i :} the west, but now the gusts gecmed

i Just an Iron ROd 8l lo come from every quarter; they
o ] " | were like whirlwinds, sucking this
0 way and that, Most of all, the wind-

© |mil worrted us, It that stopped

' i NG 0 whirling the water would stop com-

" By c' A. STEPHENU' 3 itg into the tank. Then nothing
W%’OOG1}'..',J..IJCODOCODOO‘GCCOOOOOOOOOOCOSCC;--.._.'.'w-'.‘OOOQOO conld save us. The waler was our

When tldinga reached us that In
fhe great conflngration of last August
Pertle and other new towns of the
Crow's Nest Pass reglon in

Columbin had been  destroyed, my

first thought wns of nn old schoopl

mnate, named Murray Barctlett, who
want West from Maine two years ngo
to embark In the lumber businesa in |
that viclnity,

Avcording to the reports Nest Lo
graphed, hundreeds, i not thonsndy
of the people alinut Fernfe bod per :
fahed; and o e time wa fonreqd
that Muprav and his young wife,
whom we hadl also known well, were
among the victima of the fire

I rejoleed] therefm when fws
days lntor o levter onte, wrllten by
Murray hir

“We e ptill alive.,” so hin letier
epena, Yhut it was touch and go with |
ue ona day, | hnd geeon forest flre
before, bot woe never had anyiling !

ke this In Muine, 1 conld give you
no lden of It it 1 tried—the heat, |
mean, and the gront waves of flame
that rolled through the sky! |

“Just one 1ttle thing saved our
fyes and the lives of eight others |
who took refuge in our house— just
one little fron rod. |

“That will sound sn queer to yon
that I shall have to explain it |

“Our house s on the Elk River,
about five miles out of Fernle. 1
bullt it myself, Tt was Just a shack
of squared logs, thirty-two by twenty,
with a shingle roof —wond enoveh in
& mew country for Elale and myself,

I had trouble abont getting a well
thera on necount of ledges, For over
& year 1 need to bring all the water
we used In bunckets from the river
The Elk River comes down a great
valley between the mountalns west
of the Crow's Nest Pass and emplles
into the Kootenny, which 18 a large
tributary of the Columbia.

“But T grew tired of fetching water
#o far, so last May I put up a wind-
mill at the riverbank, one of those
small fron ‘turbines’ such as sell for
fifteen dollars. A slender steel irl-
pod, or tower, thirty feet high, came
with it. The only woodwork about
#t was the long pump-rod, and that
wag broken coming up on the enrs
from Spokane. 8o I roplaced it with
& little iron rod which I pleced to-
gether at the sawmills where I work.
I mention thia becanse 1 suppose we
all owe our lives to that half-lnch
rod. © If the wooden pump-rod had
not happened to get smashed on the
ears, well, vou would not be reading
this letter, that's all!

"The windmill worked all right. 1
fot two hundred feet of pipe, and
then nniled together a wooden tank
in the kitchen, where Elsie found it
& great convenlence to have plenty of
water handy.

“All through the Inat week of July
ft was very smoky. Thix whole Bik
River valley was heavily wooded ;
and since Iumbering began, there
were, miles and miles of dead, dry
trectops and brush. Not a drop an
rain had fallen for weeks. You ean
fmagine how dry all this waste stufr
became. It wns like so much tinder,
Even the forests over the mountains
were very dry,

“On Saturday, August 1, 1 went to
the mill, as usual, at seven o'clock.
T noticed that the wind was blowing
pretty hard. But In the mill we were
all busy with saws and planers. Not
much attention was pald to things
outside till toward noon, when two
Welsh miners ran in and shouted
that. a blg fire was raging on the
other slde of the river, While they
were talking, five Chinese came run-
ming down the river road, thefr plg-
fails streaming out behind them, they
were g0 scared. They yelled to us {n
the mill as they ran by and made ex-
eited gestures up-stream,

“My houge was up in that direc-
tion and without eaying anything
more to any one, I threw the belt off
my machine, grabbed coat and hat
and ran for home, The smoke was
driving down so thick that my eyes
amarted; the air, too, felt very hot,

: I camo In sight of my
Bouse. 1 saw Rlsle out throwing
water on the roof,

“'0 Murray!’ she cried, when she
_ #aw me. ‘Help me wet the house

down. They say there’s n blg fire
Ing this way! I'm afraid we'll
our house!*
* 'Not if we ean both help it,' sald
-and catching' ‘another bucket, I
R0 throwing water,
. "The wind app:;rcd to be rising;
Mhe gusts roared through the woods,
That Itle windmill of ours was just
for all it was worth, and a

I
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| not understand mueh that she gald,

fo conflleting  that the windmill
Ing her atop thore; for In cage our stopped pumping for some minutes,
| housa burned, It wos waaling time The clouds of amoke and fine ashes,
| [or her Lo tarry there with those ton, were now g0 thick that we could
children, not gee down to the river, Blsie (a1
“"While Elsie was talking to hep a plueky girl, as brave ns need Lo,
another woman, a  stranger to  us, but for a moment or two she was In
came runnlng, and with her was a despair,
boy ten or twelve years old. They “It's all over with ws Murray,’
al#o  turned in; and close behind

{ furnaee roaring up its chimney, BDut

only hope.
began
atop

When these countor gusts
to come the windmill would

men came down the road, flding thelr and whiMe round and Risle

teiwm horsos

bt ) L would ery out, ‘It's stopped!  Oh, it's
" ‘The fire's crogaed the river up| oo ohe ™ g o up at the hole T wounld
here in the woods! one of Ll strain my eves (o see If the winde
rhouted to me, “J's 4 Mot - onet i had bown down,
"'."_' .'I better be on Ih--ln_-"\'v- N - "Often I could not sea It for smolke,
What do you  think, Elsie® | 1 expected 1t would blow down, for It
sald 1. . soemed as It nothing could stand thous
Let'a sayn our hotse!' she ex- Lusts, nut every tlme, when the
clalmed,  But neliher of us realized | smoke eleared & bit, 1 snw Lthe falth-
what was coming: If we had, woe

ful thing whirling again. = How ft
stood It T don't know; but it did,
| twirling first this way, then that, 1t

should have run with the oihers,

“Waerwent an goaking the honge and

wotting the ground round it for ey

. ¥ It had been of wood It must have
or fifteen minites more, the smoke | Lyrned with that first wave of fire.
witing ihieker wil .”||- I|.'_'_|‘.._ Wi ! “I kept dipping my hande in the
card AR owoninn oryving up the rond water and splashing my face: but 1

i proftyisoon saw lior eoming, tr¥-" o bistered ahid smarting, although
N8 to rum, enrrying one child i e o the excltoment I hardly noticed
arnid amd pulling another along by iua) - Phe Jogs at the north end of
the land When she saw us thvow-

the shuek took fire three times, bhut
walchitng my chinncs, when the gusis
slackened, 1| rushed out and dashed
witer on them, “White steam rolled
up In clonds off the whole house,

YAt length the counter gusis were

ing water, she turned In and came
to the door. It was one of the Hun-
ghvinn. miners’ wives and we eonld
snve that o grent flre was coming, 1
(id not know what (o do about hav-

them o badly frightensd old Chinsa-
mun made his appearance from over
the river, Ile, too, ran to the door
and  pushed inside, jnbbering ex-
citedly, I gave him Elsle's Lucket
and get him to passing water from the
tank to me,

“Thus far there had been no fire
in sight, merely a storm of thick
smoke and ashes driving past. Then
all at onee flamea appeared PYErY-~
where In the woods, on both sides of
the river and all about us! Such a
fleree wave of heat made [tgelf felt
that we all ran Inslde and shut the
door, It wns so hot that T knew the
house would soon dry and burn un-
less 1 kept ft wet,

Yl set a box on top of a table,
grabbed an ax and ent o hole through
the roof large enongh to put my head
and shoulders out, Bi%le and the
Chinaman passed up buckets of water
to me and 1 slniced the roof, If the
shack had been a large house T could
not have done much, of course, bhut
being so amall, I kept the roof wet
and a shest of water running off the
eaves to the ground.

"Within three minutes It grew s=o
hot that T could not keep my hend
out at the hole. Waves of clear flame
swept overhead, Hot, blazing ein-
ders eame in at the hole: I had to
sonk a blanket and stuff it in to keep
the fire out.

“We heard pitiful erfes at the door
nnd Elsie opened It a crack, There
lay two more Chinese, who had
orawled there throngh the smoke nnd
fire; their clothes were burning, their
very halr was singed! We pulled
them in at the door and threw water
on them,

“The roar of the fire and the wind
outside was now awful—Ilke o great

ng I that the house must burn Il the
windmill stopped,

“Hut Just then T caught stght of 1t
ngain, twirling round in the smoke,
the tall bobbing thls way and that,
It looked lopsided, It was getting such
rongh usage and I could see that it
wabbled ns it started to turn again,
But turn It dld; and a monient later
Elsle came punning from the kitehen
and showed up to me that water woa
coming once more, Hut I ean tell
you thiut those were anslons moments
for us!

"It went on much like that for
nearly two hours; and then I began
to notlee that the fira and emoke were
thinning out—for the very good rea-
gon that everything combustible had
burned up, evergreen trees and old
stumps clear down Into the ground,
with nothing left but ashes. 8o great
had been the heat that when once it
was gone It was all gone, with no
conls nor brands left to smoke or
smolder,

“Miles awny we could gee that the
confiagration wax  stlll raging, but
round us It was over., Terribly deso-
lnte, too, the whole reglon looked,
with nll the green forest gone. The
outside of our shack was actually
charred black.

“What with that burned horse and
all, we were in such bad shape Inside
our shack that 1 gt them all out of
doors ng soon as the ground was cool
enough to gtep on. Two of the Chl-
nese had their elothes nearly burned
oft them, and were In a sad condls
tion, whimpering from thelr burns,
The children, too, were crying and
the women lamenting that they had
no homes left and nowhere to go.

"We soon learned that Fernle had
wholly burned, ns also the lumber-
mills and nearly everything else
along the river. Luckily we had
fAour and other grocerles In  the
kltechen, Rlsie began cooking: and
we fed and did what we could for
our queer refugees for two days, till
the rellef trains begnn to come in
from the outside world,

soon above it all we heard a fright-
ful squealing. Four horses, with
which some teamsters had been draw-
Ing a load of lumber up the river,
came galloping along the road, with
broken harness fiving, The luckloss
beasts elther saw or smelled the

she whispered, for she knew ns well |

By James Andrews, . .
NEVER even guessed that | waa a scer until the spur of poverty
drove me luto prophecy. Then I happened to lght upon the -
vertisemont of & wholesnle denler In prophesying machines at an
" address in Brooklyn—of i1 places!—and he sold me an outlit for
a low price. Advice be gnve free, '

“Look wige,” he sald. “Hand ‘em a line of hot talk full o' blg

h ‘Il fall enny.” -
The mm-h‘!:]{:rnl!::m I:‘;I:vl::,srmu by milllona of Amerieans and trasted Inipml::;:
by hundreds of thousands. I s to be found nt nearly every genside I".’;! |Im:l i
tain resort In the country. What met the aye of the victim was a HII\II |'\ 'fr:?m
low, bodyless hend of papler-mache, mounted on & fall tubo l.hut’n;nnm.m‘”‘d
a podesial. The hend was wrapped in o torban, amd (e dreamy eyes p i 't
afar [nto the future over a scrubby plantation of biack Oriental beard, II;
hend wns my familinr, and T was Abdul Aziz Khan, Had ), too, boen 'lfli]t*.“;’";
and Orfental appearance, that fact might have been some pallation of "u e
of the gabies who flocked around the cheat.  But, far from mgv.vuiinglm m' “,l;a
terlous Mast, I am a blond, bluseyed, thin, nervous Amoerican, imposk : Gl ﬂw’

mistaken for a citizen of any land east of Cape Cod, The stupldity of the duj

6 mrdonnbile.

b5 i\ﬁtlxnuzu;:nt‘l“:all-glilzmml the nickels and dlstributed the binnk sheets of
paper among the dupes, naking each Jolterhead whether he or she -prnl‘c-rrmli l“u'r;
anawer in Engllsh, French, German, Spaniah, or Ttalinn, and giving u_nn [ rrll' :n'r
beuring the prophecy aleeady writton In the lnnguage chosen, My tn)sr'll guu" Ind
never pertinlbted herself the luwury of o smile at the gross eredulity al IIIT‘:{I o
ua. Fach dupe wrote hiainitials with lend pencil on o proper biank ﬁlllI -Iﬂlr‘d
paper handed to him, and when thirty or forty or fifty sheets had hnrllri ('"r' e
I put them In a solld block In the metal box, and mumbled a jumble o :Il(llly
evliables at the erowd, while the invisible words were stewing into visih h}-
This dime, T tapped the box with the wand most majestically, opened It ln‘ 1h:

accompaniment of an Incantation, and distributed the sheots, ench to Its rig
vietim, L
;?.Irm-lm‘,._mlhn gleadm of of gtaring eyee, the hastenlng off 10 a ramote corner,
there to read In ohseurfty the ornoular hodgepodge | had covked for 'rhum'?
SBometimes 1 could have sworn that T heird the piaplermache head Ill'lli-'.llll‘l.l.
Poor old Abt He dld the work and got nona of the nlckels,—Harper's Weekly.
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TheFirstof Living Irishmen.

Water on our house, Instinetively
they rushed to the door and erowdad
their bodles agalnst the dripping
houge. Eisie looked out at the door,

* 'O the poor creatures! "™ she erled,
‘Bhall I let them crowd in*

“'We can't I sald. ‘There’s no
room!’ But one ol them thrust his
head in as she spoke,

“I rushed to push the door to, but

“But that afternoon, as goon as we
were able to stir out of the honse,
Elgie and I went down to the river-
bank to look at that windmill, The
paint was all blistered off the vanes
and the tripod. It ‘limped' and
squoaked as It turned, for the oll had
burned out of the cogs. It was a
wreck, yet it still turned and kept
water golng up to the shack,

the horse pushed barder than I could
hold. He forced his way in among
ug, his mane all afice, hig whole coat
smoking! Wa had to get out of the
way and make room for him. But ]
managed to shut the door. Twao of
the other horses perished just out-
gide; the fourth ran a little way
down the road and fell and died
there,

“"Elsle shed tears over {t.

*‘Oh, you poor dear, brave thing!®
she cried. ‘I know you're nothing
but a plece of iron, but I should like
to pat you!' "—Youth's Companion,

Europeans have discovered that
American sirup barrels, onee used, |
are better than new . ones, They are
used especially for the plekling of

“There was hardly space to stir |meat, and If of hard wood, even in
Ingide our little front room. The|the United States, bring better prices
horse squenled and groaned from his | than new ones,
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a Counterfeit vs. Genuine.

(R}
But the worst enemles of rellgion are not those who turn
Away in disgust from its perversions. “Not they are profane
who reject the gods of the vulgar, but they who accept
thom,” says Lueretius, = Yet it may be partly a question of
words. If men stop thelr ears to shut out harsh and jarring
sounds, it will not do to conclude that they hate music.
ey may love It all too well to llsten, And, if 1 hold up
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Deity, will it be strange if some take me at my word, and
1 ;ubt t:' s .lt!hot ﬂ:: 'i.t 'hmm‘llruﬂr ﬁ
or _the reall nniverse,

: i absurd or inadequite explanations?—Charles

&
.

some theological daub, and tell them that it is a portrait of
ery o
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‘habltants,

By Sydney Brooks,

T s twenty years since Sir florace Plunjett entered Irish publie
life. He entered it with all the advantages of a fresh eye and
mind and & keen, untrammelled outlook sequired by yenrs of
ranching and ronghing it on the Western Amerlean plaing,  In po-
Htical opinion he leaned to the Unlonlgt slde, but he quickly saw
thai the Trish problem was only incldentally one of politics or
of "race” or of religion, and that at bottom It was a human prob
lem, a problem of the Irish mind anl charaeter. He adfmitted u'llm:nihl'r--.ﬂlm
Natlonallst could do go mors compleiely—the results of higtory, of lorg con-
turfes of English persecution and misgovernment, and of the fallure of ‘r-il:t;-lr
poople to undersiand the other. Tual he held that “great as la Hul‘ |"'.‘illnll"|:'5!-’.-’
of England for the state of freland, stil] groater {s the responsibility of Irish
men': that the Irish throngh thelr ghsorption In o |H-f"l[li.'lt']\-‘ rhetorieal I'If?rm of
politics, their habit of living In the past, thelr overconfidence in legislation as
A oure for economie 18, and the defecty of thely charnetor and 1_"1'||1n-1'jmwm
~thelr “lack of moral conrage, initintive, independence and solf-rellance —lhml
aggravited the offects of Engliah fnlgrule; and that thely duty now was 1o
overcome these defects, to cultlvate a galutary Individunlism, ;l[lf] to turn thelr
thoughts 1o the ways and means of practical Improvement, .I'.' do this whnlt
wha needed wag a positiva Irish polley, epringine frowm the people :m:'! depend-
ent for e success upon thelr own powers of application and energy. I‘h.fo farm
such a polley should take was preseribed by that charaeteristic nf the Irish pro-
ple which Bir Horace was the first hoth to appreciate and to utllize—their .--Ium-
nighness, thelr faculty for ncting In common. They had preeminently, he
nrgued, the associatlve qualities: then let them nssoeciale. The Irish problem
on ite economie side was predominantly agricultural; then let them nsdoclata In
agriculture. Such was the central idea, simple as all great ldeds are, of the

Plunkett polley.—Harper's Weekly,

Qur Foolish
Ambassadorial Rank

By Henry M. Hyde,

HE carefully tralned diplomats sent abroad by foreign countries—
where diplomacy 18 a regular profession—are letter perfect as to
the gymnastic and sartorlal detalls of their Jobs. Horn with the
mildew of casta in their veins, they glory in the triplicated kow-
tow and gloat over the backward glide,

Diplomacy, the French say, I8 the art of tying one's nicktie

and, under that definition, forelgn diplomats are Itz masters. But
in handling men, In ndjusting really important affairs ,in promoting Interna-
tional amity and understanding, in dealing with those guick crises which are
the true test of diplomacy, the wider training, the bhroader outlook, and the
more diversified sxperience of the American ministers made them unequaled.
Mepnwhile the stopidity or the cownrdice of Congress—giatesmen are wel
come Lo the cholce—which was responsible for the creation of the ambassa-
dorlal rank without providing funds for Its support, will stand In the way of
applying either possible remedy to the Impossible situatlon. And so the Ame‘r-
fean people must continue to sponge on the private fortunes of ambitious milk

Honalres who are anxious to buy for themselves and their familles some tem-

porary glitter and .glory abroad, until the Natlonal Legisiature elther makes

sultable proviglon for ambagsadorial support or—quickened and Inspired by the
living memory of Abraham Lincoln—returns to the old ldeals of republican

simplicity,—Success Magazine,

Nature’s Stamp ¢f
Approval Ir Sugar

By Dr. Woods Hutchinson
1Y do we alwnys conple “swactness and Jight"—with sweetness In
the lend—as our highest conception of spiritual development?
Why Iz it that In all literaturés and legends “sweet” is invariably
associated with “sound,” wholesome—the scent of flowers, the
gong of birds ,the golden sunlight—with everything that s pure
and frosh and gound? Why {8 a sweethenart the most delightful
il;rllt of cardine motor that can be begged, ]quruwﬁl, (‘:‘r stolen
anywhere? Why don't we say “sour as a May morning, '_."niknllne as the
breath of kine, “pitter” as the nightingale’s song, “nutritious” as the new-mown
hay? Because (decp down, instinetively, in the heart of us, we feel, no matter
whn}. the preachers or philesophers or the health journals may say that, to
hrase Browning's defense of beauty,
s If von get sweetness and naught else beside,
You get aghout the best thing God Invents, p
Swoeetness I8 to the taste what beauty is to the eve—nature’s stamp of ap-
proval and certificate of wholesomeness, It 15 one of the most universal flavory
of foodstuffs known. Over one-half of our reai foods taste sweet or sweetish—
that is, they contaln sugar in some form.—Success.
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Mexican Brigandage.

By Dillon Wallace.
t412 Rurales, or mounted police, have pretty nearly put a stop to
brigandage. Several years ago, during the presidency of Comon-
fort, the government recognized the wisdom of the old adage, “Set
a thief to eateh a thief,” and offered pardon and protection to all
brigands who wounld come in and enlist ns Rurales. Most of them
took advantage of the offer, and with these men on the side of
law and order, holdups soon became infrequent, and the Rurales
developed into a wonderfully efficlent mounted force to hunt down bnudl!i:a.
They nre fearlesa riders, they know every mountain pass and fastness, and
when they once start after a man he Is pretty sure to be caught or killed—gen-
arally killed, ’
exico compare favorably In bravery and reckless daring
wlth'[;.%:.ta:;:c[i?rf?& ::;nnlmtlnn? the Northwest Mounted Police of Canada, ang
are by far the best armed force in Mexico. Their ealling gives them opportun-
ity for wild adventure, and thus satisfies the craving for a life of danzer, which
led many of them to be brigands in the first instance. They are a free and efllay
lot, quite in contrast to the peaceably-inclined policemen of zlte towns, and the
slow-moving, indolent soldiery of the regular army.—From “Beyond the Mex)
can Sierras,” o The Outing &I
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" Taking the average for the world, | A purchase in a German tooacco
there is one newspager for 82,000 s :lﬂﬂﬂﬂm to one telephone

The Confessions of a Fakir,

Bhall 1T ever forget those econes, pnhways dllke, the qulek gasps of |,

To Carry Freight by
. Alr=ship. ;
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Germany. will soon be leading the
world In nir-alip congtrdetion if the
enthusiodm over the sport, or indus-
try nn pome conslder it, continues to
be ny wide-spread nas It Is to-day,
The Zeppelln alr-shilp made several
notable performnnoes belfore ite miss
hap; the Wright Brothera are urged
to glve some exhibitions with thels
aeroplane nt Berlly; a company was
recently organlaed to promote an fne
ter-city aerinl ponssenger service in
Zoppelln machines; and now a dirlgl-
ble balloon for the carrying of frelght
I8 proposed,

Professor Behuette, of the Technls
eal High Behool at Danglg, Prussia, is
the Inventor of the new cargo balloon
soon to be constructed at that place.
The gas bag will e 310 feet long,
with a dinmeter of about fifty feat,
and the shkeloton frame |8 to have
Aouble dingonul wooden ribs Ihstend
of the customary aluminum oned, A
ear 120 long by twelve and a half
feot wide will bhe earrled, and the
power for driving the propeller wil)
ba generdtod by two gns motors of
160 horse power each, By the sube
stitution of wood for aluminum, the
nhility of the machine to enrry walght
ia much Increased, and, In addition to
the equipment and crew, 4000 to
4600 pounds of frelght may be talkon,
It Is estimntod that an average speed
af fAifty mlles per Lour attained by
the new dirligile.—Harpor's Weekly,
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LONG DISTANCE MARKETING.

Rural Telephones n Business Necegs
sity to Eviry Farmer,

Practically every business man in
the city has a telephone, No ane who
deals with his commereinl collengues
wonld think of dolng without the
‘phona—It payvs to have ons,  That's
true in the city—Ubut do von realize
Just how mueh more valunhle the tale
ephone is to the farmer? Those with
whom he denls are often milos away,
To him it Is an absolute necessity,
and to do without would be worse
than uncomfortahle,

For instance, take the stock ralsep
who wants to sell some anlmals,
What a Job it 1a to drive them along
the rond, to find his man, and, it the
bargaln is not made, to drive them all
back again. It he lias a telephone,
nrrangements are made for a meets
Ing, or even n dictker can be made
ovar the long distanees wire,

Whint n rellef it s to the farmer to
he able to find ont how prices are in
town—to watch for a good market
and sell at best advantage to himself,
Yosu, a rellef, hut not only that, a pave
ing of money—real, Jingling coln In
his pocket,

A glanee at the sales reportad this
gepson glves an Ildea of the growing
popularity of thls great medium of
comfort and contenlence. The Wests
erc Electric Company, the largest
manufactirers of teleghones and tele-
phone apparatus in the world, sup-
plying the entire BeM system with ap-
plianees, reports having sold no less
than 50,000 rural telephones in the
past sixty days.

Did Not Like the Tune,

A poor forelgn musician was doge
gedly wrestling with  his  trombone
outslde a village Inn, He knew that
"“The Last Chord” was somewhere in
that Instrument, but the latter
seemed lonth to part with 1t. At
length the landlord appeared at the
door, The poor musician bowed, and,
dofling his cap, saild, *“Musig hath
Jarms,'” and smiled,

“Well, not always,” he sald; "but
try that tune outside that red briek
house and I'll give you slxpence.”

Three minutes later the trombone
Ist was back again, mud bespatiered
and forlorn,

“You vos right,” he sald, slowly
and sadly; “muslg hath jarms not ale
wayz—no., A mad vellow out ov dat
hotise came and me mit a brige he
knocked down—yes. He not like
that tune—nd, no," and he rubbed
the back of his hend,

“I thought he wouldn't,’” sald the
landlord; “‘he’s jus. done a month's
hard labor for = ~iling a clothesline
from a back g. !'n."—Dundee Ad-
vartiser,

1

Needless 1
A county sur.

v of Roads.

T protests agalnst
the habit which ny motorists have
of doing the m=t 'y of their driving
lon the crown or centre of the road,
This method of driviog means that
| one portion of the road takes all the
| wear, and naturally of coufse gets
worn Into ruts and ridges.

It the traffic would spread {tself
and make all that portion of the road
from gutter to the top of the erown
ltake a share of the wear, road sur-
faces would last much longer and
would require less frequent repalr.
In these days when roads are made
almost fiat there |3 no excuee for this
habit of clinging to the crown, but
whers roads are made with a great
deal of camber it I8 perhaps excusa-
ble, as driving on a continuoas siopa
is the reverse of pleasant.—(Gentle-
woman.

How Elephants Sleep,

In captivity elephants stand up
when they sleep, but in the jungle, in
their own land, they lie down. :

The reason glven for the difference
between the elephant in captivity nq
in freedom I8 that the animal never
acquires complete confidence in his
keeper and always longs for lberty.
—The Watchword. .
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The newest department store

New York will have & bank of fi
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