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Derby, Conn., has a most inconsider-
ate ghost. It went calling the other
night and made all sorts of trouble,
Among other things it waked up John
Connors and told Lim that his aunt was
dying and wanted to see him. Then
It hustied him six miles through the
snow, clad only in his night robe. From

andpoint of the ghost this v

been all right, but it Is not re-
garded L proper proceeding by oth-
ers. No ghost of standing in the com
munity would call for a man under
such elreumstances without providing
him with furs and good warm boo
It is an Imposition to do anything else,
and it 1oay as well be understood now
that any man Is justified in refusing

that does not display «
tion. Should one call it is per 3
proper to tell it to get some clothies and |
o carriage.
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Somebody Is to blame for it and for the
Inadequate means for resisting its pro
gress, and It would have a very whole-
some effect if an example could be
made of him.

The Japanese are vicious little beasts
and their civilization is a gloss, but
some one of them must have bry
would be exceeding
know just who the
Troops do not lead thems
with Krupp guns need t

s with the te
es  above zero 1
Who 1s the little brown
all this good fighting®
not the cl
It cannot be
of those who used a short time
wear a Vantine sword and
It must new
somie young man with a mod.
ern tic That you man {8
worth watching, Of cou it is quite
probable that he is not a yat all, but
some wise, speetacled German,
ling the Mikado's little ting brown
fes like chessmen, ose Mo 3
with little black of whiskews,
would be attract
———

is pr )
pagne-drinking Mikado.
1e of the older Japs

be

hand
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ministers, opposition leader
bers engage in mutual e
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was sufficiently startling to justitiy be
lief that Russian Intrigue is at work
agaln to involve Turkey, to which Bul
garia I8 tributary, with the Berlin trea
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THE LITTLE VALENTINE,

Chough 'tis faded now and yellow
With the dust of many years,
And its verses float before me
In the mists of unshel tears,
Yet of all the tender treasures
That around my hoart entwine,
Fhere is none I love so fonlly
As tLis little v

For around it ¢!
Mem'cies of t > §
Of the sunny ¢ hool,
s I used toknow ;
shed dreams and youthful faneics,
so old days wero mino
o breath of roses,

Lound this little valentine,

And like sh flitting softly,

me and go—

and the snow ;
ave vaulshed,

So, although ‘tls dim and faded
With the dust of many
:rses float before me

d s nons I love so fondly

As this little valentia~,

—Julia T. Riordan,
———
WA 1
A VALENTINE ROMANCE.
DY J. L. HARBOUR,
'D just like to
know who in the
2. laud of the livin®
~ ever sent me that
thing! T just
would like to
know!"
Lucinda Dyke
sat in her big
wooden rocki shair, with her bon-
net and shawl still on, although ghe
was one of the most methodical of
epinsters and mado it a rale to put
her gloves, bonnet and shawl away,
neatly aud earefully, the moment she
entered her ho But on this oc-
casion she had sunk hastily into the
rocking-chnir with even her gloves
on.

She had been to the village post-
oflice, and, to her unspeakable amaze-
ment, had received a valentine.

She had not even remembered that
it was St. Valentine’s Day until she
had passed one of the village shop-
windows, hanging full of valentines,
and she had said to herself when ghe
saw them:

“Dearme! T thought that silly and
redikilous custom of sending valen-
tines had about died out. Such non-
sense ag it is] But I guess only cuil-
dren and fools do it."”

T'ive minutes later, Mr. Moses Moss,
the village postmaster, handed Miss
Dyke a square, highly embossed white
envelope through the little postoflice
window,

I guesssomebody’s sent youa val-
entine, Miss ‘Cindy,” he said

‘“Idon’t think anybody’s
silly,” she replied, a little tartly,

$ho was rarely given to joking, nnd
she always resented jokes having even
remote reference to affairs of the
She acknowledged herself to
be ““tonchy” on this point, and she
telt offonded when sho knew that it
was really a valentine that she heldin
ber hands.

She dropped it quickly into the

been so

| blagk-cloth hand-bag she carried, her
| face flushing crimson with indigna-

tion, Bhe was so disconcerted by re-

| ceiving the valentine that she forgot

to ask for the postage stamps and en-
velopes ehie had come to the office for,
but marched out very primly and
stiflly, giving the door of the post-
ofiice a sharp little bang behind her,

She felt quito surethat Moses Moss
was watching her through the one lit-
tle front window of the postoffice, and
sho held Ler head very high and
ewung her black alpaca skirts scorn-
tully us she walked away.

“I wich to the land I'd torn the
thing into a thousand pieces right be-
fore him !"” she said, as she turned the
corner. ‘‘He likely knows who sent
it, as he's the postmaster and familiar
with ev'rybody’s writia’.  An’ Moge
is such an old gossip he’d be sure to
tell the person who sent it if he'd seen
wo tear it up, Wish I had.”

Her brown eyes were none the less
beantiful because of the angry sparkle

| in them, and the flush of crimson on

either check was very becoming to
Miss Lueinda,

She found her scissors, the moment
she entered her house, and cut off an
end of the cuvelope with a snap.
Then she drew out o dainty littlo cre-
ation in pink and blue and gold on a
foundation of white, eatiny paper,
with an edgo of paper lace. She held

h, in her gloved

Her eyes fairly glittered now,

and the crimson flush ou her checks
deepened.

**Whoever
fool!” she &

Then she Leld the valentine a little

nt me that thing is a

| mearer, and said, scornfully:

“Humph! Hearts with arrers run
throngh 'em, an’ nasty little Cupids
an’ weddin'-bells—the idea of it! Tt's
o perfect in-sult! When a woman

i gets to be forty-three years old, as T

am, the less she thinks of Cupids an’
weddin'-bells an’ such nonsesnse, the
better off he is. I've a good mind to
into the fire, and—
whot's this? Poctry, ns I’'m a sinner!”

The valentine had suddenly opened
in her hands, and, in gilt letters, with
a gold heart above and below it, was
this verse:

*‘Oh, lonely, lonely is my heart,

So lonely, love, for theo,

I'in happlest when I'm where thou art,
Ob, wilt thou como to me?

Ob, wilt thou come to me for aye,
And be forever mine,

To gladden all th ure years?
Bay:‘Yes!" Ba Yes ! My valentine.”

““Merecies!" cried Miss Dyke, as she
let the valentine fall into herlap, while
her arms fell limply to her sides and
she almost gasped for breath. Pres-
ently she said slowly, nodding her
bonneted head to and fro: “I—just
—wonder —who — did — send — me —
that—silly—thing? Some mischiey-
ous echool-boy, likely., Baut, no; he'd
sent me one o' them nasty comics with
a picture of an old maid on it with a
nose a yard long and a sassy verse
printed on it. I never saw that writ-
ing before, that I know of.”

ke took up the envelopo and seru-
tinized the address carefully.
“No,” ghe said, ‘I never saw that
writing before. Now, if I knsw who
sent me that thing, I'd send it right
back with a note, telling 'em just
whet X thought of ’em. I vow I
would!”

She put tho valentine back into the
envelope and gave it a spiteful little
toss over to a small stand near her.
Then she rose briskly, took off her
bonnet and shawl, exchanged her black
alpaca for a gray mohair house-dress
and a crisp white apron with wide-
crocheted lace on it, and eat down by
the little stand with a piece of half-
finished sewing in her hands.

The valentine fell to the floor at her
feet, when she took up her sewing.
She let it lay where it had fallen for
several minutes, while she stitched
away in silence, drawing tho thread
through the cloth with quick, short
jerks. Suddenly she stooped and
picked up the valentine,

““‘How did that silly verse go?” she
said, as she drew the valentine from
its envelope. “‘Such stuff as it is
anyhow I

She read it again and agein, heed-
less of the fact that the cat was snarl-
ing up dreadfully the contents of her
workbasket,

“l know what I'm going to do,”
she gaid, suddenly, “I'm going back
to the postofiice and make Moses Moss
tell me whose handwritin' that is on
the envelope.  He'll know, and he'll
tell me, too. Mose always was a good-
natured fellow, and he'll tell me if he
knows. T've just the faintest s’picion
that old Jasper Hoyt may have sent
me this. They say he's half eracked
to marry again, and his first wife not
six mouths in ner grave. La! I want
it flying back to him with as sassy o
letter us ever he got, if I find Jasper
Hoyt did send it.

“‘Or it may bo that it came from
Silas Lawson. Some think he wants
to marry 'cause he's painted and fixed
up his place so, and got himself some
decent duds,  He'll never marry me.
It may have come from Judson Sparks,
and there ain’t no one I'd sooner send
it flying buck {o than him. He
worried his first wife into her grave,
and he'd never get the chunceto worry
me there, not if he'd get down on his
bended knees and begged me to have
him. John Gleeson may have sent it
for—but I'll just go and find out of
the postmaster who did send it.  I'm
just curious to know.”

But thera was eomething more than
merecuriosity in Miss Lucinda’s lonely
heart as she walked back to the post-
office. Not for the world would she
have admitted it even to herself, but
there was a fecling of pleasure as well
as of curiosity in her breast now. She
could not dismiss the doggerel lines
of that verse from her mind!

s!" Bay: “Yes!” My Valen-

she repeated, reproaching and scorn-
ing hersolf for her weakness in doing
€0, and saying stoutly to herself:

“Tho man don't live that I'd say;
‘Yos' to; mo, he don’t., Whata big
goose 1 am anyhow.”

She reached the postoffico. The
postmaster was alone in the neatly
kept little room.

He was a short, stout, kindly-look-
ing man of almost fifty years. Ho had
childish-blue eyes and a round, honest
face, a little inclined toward cffemin-
acy in some of its outlines.

‘T'he softnees and sweetness of his
voice were surprising when oue looked
at his swelling chest and broad shoul-
ders.  Everybody knew and every-
body liked Moses Moss,

Lucinda Dyke had known him all
of her life, and she had never called
him anything but ‘‘Moses” or “‘Mose."”
Now she said quickly, eager to do her
errand before any one came in:

“‘Seo here, Moses, I want to ask o
favor of you.”

“All right, 'Cindy. Ask away.”

‘‘You know that some great goose
had no more sense than to send me a
valentine ?”

Moses’s smooth, round cheeks crim-
soned.

“I knew you got oue a while ago,”
he said.

“Think of it! The idea! Well,
now Moscg, I want yon to tell me
whose handwritin’ that is.”

She laid the envelope before him.
He looked at it and then at her, the
womanish  blush deepening in his
cheeks,

“You know, don’t you?"’ asked Miss
Lucinda. “I felt sure yon would,
you being postmaster and secing ev’ry-
body’s handwriting so much. Youn
know that, don’t yon?”

“What you want to
'Cindy 2’

“Well, becauso I do,” sho sanid,
quite sharply. “If it come from the
person I &'pect it come from, he'll get
it beck in short order.”

“Whom do you suspect, 'Cindy ?”

““I ain’t going to say.”

“It may be ag'in tho Gov’'ment
Postoffice laws for me to tell without
# written order from the Postoffice
Gen'ral.”

“‘3tuff, Moses! Moses, how’s he go-
ing to know anything about it? And,
do you s’pose the Postoflice Gen'ral
and the President and his Cabinet is

know for,

going to hang you if you should hap-
pen to tell an old maid who sent hera
silly valentine? You know better than
that! Did Jas Hoyt send it ?”

“No, he didn’t.”

“It ain't Sile Lawson's handwrit-

“No,”

““Nor Judson Sparks’s?”’

“‘No, 'Cindy.”

“Did John Gleeson send it?”

“It ain't his writing.”

““‘Well, who in erestion didsend it?”

“You’ll get mad if I tell you.”

“Well, 1 won't get mad at you, any-
how, Moses.”

‘‘Sure not, "Cindy?"

He was leaning over a little counter,
now looking up into her face with an
oager, pleading, searching look.

““You eure not, 'Cindy?” he asked
again,

‘“No, of course not,” she said.
“Why should I? I—1l—why, Mases
Moss !”

She stepped back with a wild, fright-
ened look. Something in his face and
manner startled her.

‘“Cindy,” he said.

““Why, I—weli?”

“‘I gent it, 'Cindy.”

“Good Lor’! Mose Moss!”

“I did, ’Cindy., I— Waita mo-
ment, *Cindy 1"

She would have fled from the post-
office, but he reached across the
counter and caught both her hands in
his, saying eagerly :

“I did, 'Cindy! Idid! I sent it.”

“‘Let me go, Moses Moss!”

““You won't send it back, 'Cindy ?”

“I—I--why, Moses Moss!”

““You won't—dear?”

¢“Oh, mercy!”

“‘Say you won't.”

“Well, I-~-I—won't ~there.”

“‘Oh, 'Cindy, 1've wanted for months
and months to say what that poetry
verse eaid, but I ain’t dared to say it
myself. I am lonely, and you must
be, too, 'Cindy. You'll eay ‘yes’ to
that verse, won't you, 'Cindy?”

“I—I—let mo thinlk, Oh, there
comes old Mre. Dulke into the oflice.
Let go my hands.  She'll tell it all
over town before sunset, if she saw
you holding my hands, Imust go. I
must go."

She jerked her hands away; and
Moses called out after her:

‘“If it's ‘yes,” ’Cindy, when I go by
to supper, you be settin’ by your
front winder, with thatred ribbon bow
in your hair, that you had on to the
church social last night. Please,
'Cindy.”

She made no reply, but hurried ont
with crimson cheeks and shining eyes.

t five o'clock that evening Miss
Dylke's nearest mneighbor, Mrs. Price,
eame home from a walk to the village
storeand said to her daughter, Martha :

‘“*Cindy Dyke seems mighty happy
to-night.  8he was screechin’ ouf a
silly love eong when I came by her
house a minute ago, and she came to
the door as I passed, and sho had on
ber brown sillt dress and best white
apron and a red ribbon bowia her
hair.”

“Maybe somebody sent her a valen-
tine,” said Martha, with a little titter-
ing laugh, never dreaming that sbe
had guessed aright.—New York Led-
ger.

—_——
A Crew ol Deat Mutes,

The schooner Mary and Belle is
probably the only vessel in the world
that is manned by a crew that is deaf
and Juwb., The schooner is not a
large vessel by any means, beicg
about coventy feet long, but ehe is a
neat-looking craft and Ler decks, spar
end rigging look in much better con-
dition than those of many other ves-
sels whose crews can speak the lan-
guage to the Queen’s taste, says the
Providence (R. I.) Journal. Thoe cap-
tain of this eraft, Georgo Benuett, isa
most intelligent-looking man, ap-
parently fifty years old. He 18 alive
to all that is going on uronnd him and
seems to enjoy his silent and speechless
life.

The “‘crew,” Charlie Malone, is also
deaf and dumb,  These two deaf and
dumb men manage thestanch echooner
Mary and Belle almirably. They are
always on the lookout and sleep with
one eyo open, #3 good sailors always
should. When they are caught in
heavy squalls the Captain canuot
shrick out his commaunds, bat simply
attracts his man’'s attention by a
whistle and then tells him what ho
wants by signs, while he sticks to tho
wheel.

e T
The First Methodist Chuvel,

The 128th anniversary of the Meth-
odist Chareh in America has recently
been celebrated.  Tho first Methodist
church in this country was organized
in a sail loft at 120 William street,
New York. When the congregation
had outgrown its qaarters tho edifico
in Johu street was built, In 1818,
when the church was erceted, there
were 400 members of that denomina-
tion in America; now there are more
than 5,000,000, Sowe of the old relies
owned by the present congragation are

ginal pulpit chair, the altar
railing of the Willinm street church,
the subscription book, which coutaius
the rums given by the charter mem:
bers and entered in their own hand
writing, and other interesting articles,
—New Qrleans Picayune.

o
Curions Experiments,
A curious series of experiments on
the hereditary transmission of mutila.
tions has been made by Dz C. G.
Lockwood. By the in-anl-in breed.
ing of whito mico for nincty-six gene-
rations he obtained a larger and tiner
animal than the original pair. In or.
der to breed their tails off, ho selectod
a pair, and, putting them in a cage by
themselves aud elipping their tails, he
got a breed of teilless mico in the
seventh goneration. Then, by taking
one with a tail and one without a tail,
and alternating the sexes in each gen-
eration, he finally again got a breed
of all-tail mice.—New York Adver-
tiser,

Dr, Lockwooi’s

THE BLOODTHIRSTY SERL

THE MOST INTERESTING TRIBE ON
THE CONTINENT.

They Kill a White Man on Sight—So
Fleet-Footed That They Outrun
Deer and Rabbits,

HE killing of two Americans
; by the Seri Indians of Sonora
last epring has given occasion
for recent diplomatic corre-
spondence between the United States
and Mexico. It will be remembered
that the victims belonged to an ex-
ploring expedition headed by a news-
paper wman named Robinson., The
latter and one of his three companions
were murdered. Tho deed had no
other motive than pure fiendishness.
Small as is the tribe of the Seris—they
number omly about 250 souls—these
savages are the most bloodthirsty in
North America. For a long timethey
have terrorized Sonora, but the Mexi-
can Government seems powerless to
control them,

The tribe was visited recently by an
expedition from the Bureau of Ethnol-
ogy, which has just returned to Wash-
imgton with some very interesting in-
formation. Professor W. J. McGee,
who led the party, said:

“It is understood that the Seris are
cannibals—at all events, that they eat
every white man they canslay. They
aro cruel and treacherous beyond de-
scription,  Toward the whito man
their attitude is exactly the same as
that of the white man toward a rattle-
snake--they kill him as a matter of
course, unless restrained by fenr.
Never do they fight in open warfare,
but always lie in ambush. They are
coppér-colored Ishmaelites, It is their
custom to murder cverybody, white,
red or Mexican (I employ the terms
commonly used in that country) who
ventures to enter the territory they
call their own.

““In many respects the Seris are the
most interesting tribe of savages in
North America. They are decidedly
more primitive in their ways than
other Indians, having soarcely any
arts worth mentioning. In fact, they
have not yet advanced as far as the
stone age. The only stone implement
in common use among them is a rude
hammer of that material, which they
employ for beating cluy to make a
fragile and peculiar kind of pottery.
‘When one of the squaws wishes to
make a meal of mesquite beans she has
no utensils for the purpose. She looks
about until she finds a rock with an
upper surface conveniently hollow,
and on this she places the beans,
pounding them with uwn ordinary
stone.

“‘The Seris live on the Island of Ti-
buron, in the Gulf of California. They
also claim 5000 square miles of the
mainland in Sonora. Their dwellings
are the rudest imaginable. A chaunce
rock commonly eerves for one wall of
tho habitation ; stones are piled up so
as to make a small inclosure, and the
shell of a single great turtle does for
a roof. The house is always open on
ono side and is not intended as a shel-
ter from etorms, but chiefly to keep
off the eun. The men and women
wear a single garment, like a petti-
coat, made of pelican skin. Not far
from Triburon, which is about thirty
miles long by fifteen miles wide, there
is a smaller island where pelicans
roost in vast numbers, The Seris go
at night, and with sticks knock over
as many of the birds as they require.

“‘Physically speaking, the Seris aro
most remarkable. They are of great
stature, the men averaging nearly six
feet in height, with splendid chests,
But the most noticeable point about
them is their legs, which are very slen-
der and sinewy, resembling the legs
of the deer. Since the first coming
of the Spaniards they have been
known to other tribes as the runners.
It is said that they can run from 150
to 200 miles a day, not pausing for
rest. Isuppose you are aware that
tho jack rabbit is considered a very
fleet animal, Yet these lndians are
accustomed to catch jack rabbits by
outrunning them.

“For this purpose three men or
boys go together. If the rabbit ran
straight away from its pursuer, it
could not be taken; but its instinet is
to make 1ts flight by zig-zags. Tho
hunters arrange themselves at short
distances apart. As quickly as one of
them starts a rabbit, a second Indian
runs as fast as Le can along a line
parallel with the course taken by the
animal, Presently the rabbit sees the
sccond Indian and dashes off at a tan-
gent. By this time the third hunter
has come up and gives tho quarry an-
other turn. After the third or fourth
zigzag the rabbit is surrounded, and
the hunters quickly close in upon him
and grab him.

“Itis an odd fact that this method
of catohing jack-rabbits is preciscly
the same as that adopted by coyotes,
which work gimilarly by threes. By
this strategy these wild dogs capturo
the rabbits, though the lutter are more
fleet by far. I believe that no other
human beings appronch the Seris in
celerity of movement. A favorite
sport of the boys is lassoing dogs.
Mongrel curs are the ouly animals
domesticated by these wild people.
For amusement’s suke the boys take
their dogs to a clear pleco and drive
them in all directions. Then they
capture tho frightened animals by
running and throwing lassos, which
are made out of human hair. They
bave no difliculty in overtaking the
dogs.

“No other poople in North Amer-
ica have so few conceptions of eiviliz-
tion as the Seris, T'hey have abso-
lutely no agriculture. As well as I
could ascertain, they never put a seed
into the ground or cultivate a plant.
They live almost wholly on fish, water
fowl and such game as thay kill on the
mainland. The game includes large
deer, like our blacktails, an exquisite-
ly graceful species of dwarf deer,

about the size of a three-months’ fawn,
pecearies, wild turkeys, prairie dogs,
rabbits and quail. They take very
large green turtles in the Gulf of Cal-
iforma. Mesquite beans they et
both cooked and raw. The mesquite
is o small, spreading tree, that Lears
seeds in pods.— b

“These Indians ere fond of car-
rion. It makes no difference to them
whether o horse has died & natural
death a week or a month ago, they de-
vour the flesh greedily. The feet of
the enimal they boil uutil those parts
are tender cnough to bite. The Seris
are among the very dirticst of sav-
ages, Their habits in all respects aro
filthy. They seem to have almost no
amusements, though the children play
with very rude dolls. Before tho
whites came they used pieces of shell
for cutting instruments. I ought not
to forget to say that they are accus-
tumed to catch deer by running and
surrounding the animals. No tradi-
tions worth mentioning appear to ex-
ist among them. 'The most interests
ing ornnuaent I saw worn by any of
them wus a necklace of human hair,
adorned with the rattles of rattle-
snakes, -—Washington Star.

—— e
WISE WORDS,

Nine out of ten peoplo you talk
with have some sort of a tale of woe to
tell.

The best sweets, like tho greatest
joys, should be sipped, not gulped

own,

Fame is cheap in a small town ; it is
50 easy to get your name in the news-
paper.

If yon have a good thing stick to it
until you are certain of something
superior.

Tho publieWwill always suspeect any
institution that is a particle averse to
wnvestigation.

Thero are few speeches and few
books that would not be improved by
judicious pruning.

So many wicked spiders down town
are regarded as innocent flies by their
women folks at home,

No woman should ever worry over
the loss of a man who hadn’t the
courage to ask for her.

A woman’s iden of a perfectly awlul
thing is to have a visitor call while
she is washing her hair.

A lie isoften told without eaying a
a word, by putting the rotten apples
in the bottom of the Lasket.

If you don’t want to subsist upon
bitter husks of retr bi don't

HEAHNT-COIN,

Onoday I gave my hedrt's best dower
To one whose tears were flowing,

My sympathy in that dark hour
Her poor, grieved heart was knowlng.

To me she gave a rose, to-day,
From out her love and sorrow §

"Tls ever thus along lifs's way,
‘We lend, or elso we borrow.

Did we remember ‘‘love or hato
‘The like to us will render,”
Maybe, sometimer, bafore too late,
Our words would bo mors tenlur!
—Margaret May, in New York Obsecrver,
e iy 1 S

HUMOR OF THE DAY,

A men who is erooked usually fol-
lows his own bent.

You can usnally tell an ass by his
lack of horse-sense,—Puclk,

Miss Elderly— ‘I fainted last night.”
Maude—*“Who proposed 2"’-~Life.

A man would be surprisedif he wero
what a woman thinks ke is,—Detroit
Free Press.

She—*‘And wkat would you be now
if it weren't for my money?” He—

‘A bachelor.”—Pall Mall Badget.
* Elsic—*Sho says she is twenty.

Ethel—‘‘Then she must have
ted her timeallow . —Puclk,
Let a play houss be bulit
‘Which no others may uso
Than the girls with bixz hats
And the men with big shooe,
—Wushington Star,

He—*Darling, will yon love me
when I'm gone?” She—‘Yes, if you
are not too far gone.”—London Tid-
Bits.

Miss Olds-~*‘Yes; hosaid yesterday
that to him my face was like a book.”
Miss Frend - “‘As plain as that?"—-
Puck.

The first setback in many s man’s
life occurred at school when he was
set back among ths girls, —Rockland
(Me.) Tribune.

“‘But what earthly uso is it to dis-
cover the North Pole? I can't see.”
“It will save future expediticns,’—
Harper’s Buzar.

“How can there bo such a thing as
o whole day, you kunow,” mused
Fweddy, ‘‘when it bweaks evewy
mawning ?”’—~Chicago Tribune.

“You'll please look over this small biil,”

Exclaimed the dun, Tae dobtor took it ;

And then sald he, with weary smile,

“I'd rather overloak it.”
—Philndelphia Record.

Pertly—*‘There is ono thing I have
to say in favor of the wind when it

A

two.”
ded

buck up sgainst & put-up job.

Men who imagine that they ore
thoroughbreds, discover finally that
they are only plain work ammals,

Some women talk of owing other
women a call in the same way that
men soy they owe some one elsea
grudge.

A great many people do not learn
until they are forty-five or fifty that it
is dangerous to become coufidential
with people. *

It must be very discouraging to a
man to be very gallant to his wife in
publie, and have Ler look as if she
wasn't used to it.

Never undertake to satisfy all of
the whims of your neighborhood,
rather satisfy yoursell that you aro
doing right by not meddling; then
you will have more friends.—The
Great Woest.

A VWise Dog,

Coming downtown on a Lincoln-
avenue grip car the other morning
was a man who had teught something
like wisdom to o dog. The animal is
o fine specimen of the greyhound
breed and he knows when ho is tired.
He always accompanies his master to
the store, in the region of Division
street, and ho rides most of the way
on the grip car. He gallops along-
side for o while, looking up occasion-
ally at his master, and making ro-
marks with lus eyes about the scencry
end passing teams and whatever elso
may occur to amuse him. And when
he gets tired he runs a littlo eloser to
the grip car and leups up on the foot.
board where the conductor runs along
when he blows the whistle in your ear,

He stands there steadily on his four
feet—tho dog; not the conductor,
panting slightly, and exposing a por-
tion of & moist red tongue. And,
when he thinks he has ridden as far as
his weariness renders necessary, ho
leaps to the ground, not waiting for
the car to stop, eatches his feet all
right, and goes on with the merriest
possible lope.

Ho is a fumiliar figure, and his prof-
erence for riding above walking hag
won him many admirers,—Chicago
Herald.

————
To See Your Own Eye,

“‘Did yon ever see your own eyo?”
asked an unscientific person. ‘It is
o very simple matter. 'Cho most wt-
isfactory view isobwainel by shutting,
sny, the left oye, and pressing geuntly
upon the right side of the right eye.
You will then see, apparently at the
right side of the nose, a ronnd dark
object about the size of tho apple of
the eye. That is what I take it to be,
and I suppose the retina is made iu
some way to reflect the outer portion
of the eye, though the phenomena
may be only aun optical illusion."”—
New York Sun.

e ———
A Long-Delayed Letter,

I J. Rolle reccived o letter a fow
days sgo which was dated January
14th, 1878. Tt was written at San
Juan and was of importance, and ro-
quested an immediate answer. In
somo manner it was misluid, and it
has lain all those years hidden in soma
recess of the furniture in the post-
office. In moving the furniture Mon-
day it dropped out and was delivered

les.” Dallheal—**What's that?"
Pertly—*“It never whistles popular
airs.”—Harper’s Bazar.

No matter how good the deacon is,
he will always look wiso and pleased
if anybody suggests that ho wusa
pretty lively young fellow when he
was & boy.—Somerville Journal, s

“I thonght you told mo that Miss
Brown had spent a great deal of money
oun her voice?” “Well, so I did.”
“‘But she can’t sing.” ““‘Well, Ididu’t
say that she could, did I?”—Truth.

Little Rich Girl—“Don’t you wish
you had a pair of lovely red gloves
like me?” Little Poor Girl—“Don’t
you wish you had a pair of lovely red
hands, like me?"—South Boston News,

Bronson—‘‘Have the deteetives
found out anything abont that burg-
lary yet?”’ Johnson—‘‘Yes; thoy've
come to tho conclusion that the mo-
tive for the crime was money, " —Bos-
ton Herald.

There is & woman in Georgin weigh-
ing 600 pounds who makes moonshine
whisky. Hus_u't a woman who weighs
600 pounds got trouble enough of her
own without making it for other
people?—Rockland (Me.) Tribune.

She (at the dinner) —‘‘I think onur
bostess is the most perfect lnly I ever
saw,” He—'Yes, but I notico that
she made ono break early in tho even-
ing.” She—‘‘She always does that.
It puts her gnosts more at their case.”
New York Herald.

Rambling Raggsy —“Will yer plonso
give me a dime, sir, to get sumthin’
to eat?” Citizen-—*“What can you get
for a dime?” R. R.—“I kin get o
plate of hash for a nickel, sir.” C.—
““‘What do you waut with tho other five
conts?” R, R.—*“{hat, sir, is fur o tip
far the waiter,” —New Yoric Pross.

Sir George—*‘Liook here, John! My
lady complains that when you ece her
in the street you never salute her.
What do you mean by it?”" Joun—
“Beggin’ your pardin, Sir George, but
in a book on ettyketty whioh I pos-
sess it is set down that tho lndy ought
to bow first.” —Household Words.

The neighbor who borrows your
wheelbarrow and rake and sprinkling
hose and lawn-mower and one thing
and another in tho summer never
comes to borrow your snow shovel in
the winter. Aund when ho shovels ol
his own walk it is tonching to noto
with what exactuess ho works up to
the lino where your lots divide, with-
ont infringing the smallest fraction of
an inch upon the snow that lies on your
part of the sidewall, —Rozkland (Me.)
Tribune.

—————
The Toal’s Queer Way.

Paternal affoction is not perhaps the
precise emotion that we should be dis-
osed to look for in the cold-blooded
tog. But the Surivam tond—of which
1o fewer than ten specimons have jast
arrived at the Zoo -appear to exhibit
this praiseworthy attitude of mind to
ward his numerous progeny. When
his mate lays her egus the eolicitons
father places thom carefully upon her
back, where in “dus timo their pres-
ence eauses an irritation that producey
numerous smull holes, into which the
eggs forthwith drop. 'n these colls,
which, from mutual pressuro, gots to
be hexagonal, like honeycomb, the
young frogs are finally hutehed, and
for a bit ble about their moth-

to Mr. Rolfe, The lotter was writt
by O. B. Swan, who was at tho time
foutmmu at San Juan. —Nevada City
Nev.) Herald,

er's back, biding in their nueseries
when  danger throateus, —Loaden
News.




