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WAITING.

S&tg ia the ocoiner
"F ..iumngmi.e' the old-time lays,hrins in the east and present,Mi•'rg now with yesterdays,

Gramnpa grandma. dear old couple,Lightand esmonrt of our home,'aI th"eir twilight hours serenely,
'Neath our humble cottage dome.

Zew their days' are growing shorter,
Now their years seem not so long,Snd t ed eyes will turn baekward
Wh S their routhful leasures throng;

Stheitr holt on life grows weaker,
Oft the tfalter as they go,

> t their faith an tears subduingt
eavwes no room for selfish woe

N ot abhadow mars the beasuty
Stheir peaceful love-lit sky,

at tL but the gate to Heaven
_ e wrleater by and by.T _ r I ear them talking softy,
la the Brelight's ruddy glow,
tf is happy past and present,
Wa ttn for their time to go.
-$ J. NL Smith. in Christian at Work

LEAVING HOME.

_ Henry's Heart Is Touched
by Fsamiliar Pieture.

'bright and early they arrived at the
grounds, and the first building
entered was the Art palace. It
not be inferred from this fact that

loved art--not at all. They came to
structure simply because it was a
of the exposition they hal not vis-

l•koea. They had come several
red miles to see the fair, and it

weigh heavily on their minds if
y failed to see any portion of it Im-

by a stern sense of duty, they
"done" every building, from the

t of La Rtabida to Horticultural
n though the exhibits in

of them were as unintelligible
them as the inscriptions on an Egypt-

obelisk. The Art palace and the
building alone remained to

visited; and it was to complete their
of sight-seeing that they had

to the fair this morning.
took no close observer to see that
were simple, well-to-do country
. One knew instinctively that
paths had lain in sequestered

through cool, green pastures,
mild-eyed kine grazed contented-

- birds sang through the long sum-
Vs. It was plain to be seen by

honest faces that they were far
versed in the ways of nature

in the wiles of man. This trip to
fair was the supreme event of their

brightest hit of color woven
the dull gray warp and woof of
existence. They had never before
arything more important than a
ty fair and this great carnival of
nations seemed so stupendous and

wering that sometimes a feeling
awe Cahe over them. They realized
hopelessness of seeing and compre-

more than a smail part of the
S t such times, Uncle Henry

sigh and sadly remark that he
ed" it was too big for him.

Unsele ••rmy was the head of the
y. He had a kind, honest face,

a look of simplicity that was re-
hing. Lucy, his wife, was a hearty,

Old lady, who looked at peace
the whole world. Their youngest
weawith them-a pretty, budding

of seventeen or thereabouts Then
was U'ncle Henry's sister, an old
whose patient face gave evidence

her life had been one long sacri-
for the welfare of others.

did care no very great sight
" remarked Uncle Henry,

paised rapidly through the va-

"i kind b' like to see 'em," said his
"Bpt dear me! Here's so many

glt hIamixd up You can't begin
and lookat 'em all close, for It

did you woulda't.git through in all

look here!" called the girl, at-
by a painting of a bouquet of

flowers. "Ain't this beauti-
[Bish I had it. Reockon they'd

ae" answered her father. 1Sell
•ting here for money."

toa you buy it for me?' she
~i d.rr

*' `>?hat's the use beyin' pickehers
you git such nice ones free with

.poem ad of tea you buy?" Uncle
asked.

-'Vat they're not like these here, pa.
are all painted. They're only

h, I see. All done by hand, eh?
• I think some of 'em better been

sat down on one of the sofas to

S gi I want to learn to paint," said
ay. girl. "There's a lady stays at the

; ma ts who teaches folks to make
Can't I learn?'

I• reqkon it's nice to know how to do
A things " said the mother. "What

.~ j think about it, Henry?"
ht- lvk it's nonsense!" said Henry,

E~oalely. "No earthly use. Let Flora
t to paint, and our house would

Ip~q a reg'lar pickeher gallery, like
i i on go into the Johnson's, where

ati r eacher stays, and you see a sun-
here and a cat-tail there, and a
d bird o. some sort over yon

.Jg hwon ws tellin' me his girls
S ~ t the erane so bad they even

the coal-scuttle and the
i. wend wouldn't let him nse 'em.
os wants to learn to paint, I'Il gtt

~blitb lead and oil and let 'er
the front-yard fence."

tpe made any response, and he
"We're seen all this we

t I guej Let's go over to that
where the queer fshes is"

4 ee paing through a gallery
II•nled States section, trying to

sra autiet. The old maid sister,
brought up the rear of the little

stopped to examine a picture

bare, Henry," she sakd.
picture to whieh she called his

was entitled: "Breaking
fles." The scene was a plain,
A•tma in an old-fashioned farm-

A lad, perhaps eighteen. was
is:b boyhood's ipme to go out

4nto the broad, unmaown world
ap iani ty of maternal af-

i her tearful eyes, stood by
haer hands resting on his

The by's father had turned

toward the open door. In his hand-
was a carpetsack like those our grand-
fathers carried; it held the few belong-
ings of the departing lad. The aged
grandmother regardied thescene, a look
of sadness in her patient face. A young
lady sister sat near by, her hand rest-
ing on the head of the family dog-a
great, noble animal, that looked
anxiously into the young man's face as
though striving to fathom the meaning
of the strange solemnity. A younger
sister-s mere child-stood near.
Through the open door could be seen
the driver waiting to convey his pas-
senger to the village.

The boy's face was a study. It
showed the keen regret he felt in leav-
ing mother, friends and home. There
was no bravado or assumed careless-
ness in it. One felt that tears were al-
most ready to start-probably would
when the excitement of separation was
over. But there was no weakness in
the face-itexpressed high purpose and
frm resolotion. It was hard for him
to go like this; but once started he
would never turn back-he would ac-
complish what he set about, quietly
and determinedly. He was one of those
boys you trust instinctively, feeling
that a good mother's influence is strong
within him.

It seemed so real, one could almost
fancy hearing the parting words: "tiod
bless you, my boy. Be true to your-
self, and do not forget your home and
mother."

Uncle Henry regarded the picture for
some time in silence. It evidently ap-
pealed to him strongly, for as he
looked his face took on a retrospective
expression. The passing crowds were
unheeded. The time, the place were
alike forgotten. The memory of the
White City-of forty years of toil and
hardship that came before-faded from
his memory like a dream when one
awakens He forgot everything but a
little New Hampshire homestead and a
weeping mother's last farewell.

Some one in passing brashed rudely
against him. lie started as one who is
aroused from slumber, then turning to
his sister, asked:

"Mighty purty pickcher, ain't it,
Alice?"
"Yes 'tis; right party."
"It 'minds me somehow of that day I

left home. Don't it you, Alice?"
"Yes, it does"
"Must be 'bout forty years ago, ain't

it?"
"Forty year. come next May."
"That chap there's just about my age

then. And you was the size of that
little girl, too. Queer, ain't it? Ali' e,
that day comes back so clear I see it all
-mother tellin' me good-by, and father
bringin' the team 'round to the front
door, and you standin' there cryia'-all
so plain!

"And I 'member her last words, too
-'Henry. it breakt my heart to let you
go, but I guess it's for the best. I know
you'll always be a man, and not do
what you'd be ashamed to tell father
and me about, won't you, my boy?

"That was forty year ago, sand all
that time that scene has stood out in
my mind just as plain as if Ihada foty-
graf of it there. And this pickcher
'minds me of it powerful Somehow it
brings it all back, and for awhile I
sorter forgot and ima gined I was lear-
in' home agin'."

There were tears in Alice's eyes,
while a sort of haze gathered on Uncle
Henry's old-fashioned eye-glasses, and
be found it necessary to wipe them
with his handkerchief

"Say!" he exclaimed, as though
struck by a sudden idea. "I wonder
who made that chromo. If I knew the
man I'd offer 'im two dollars to make
me another jest like it. Yes I would,"
he persisted, in answer to an incredu-
lous glance from his wife. "l't high,'I
reckon, the way pickchers sell now-
days, but I'd be willia' to give it for
this. I'd like to have it in a nice black
walnut frame hung over the organ in
the parlor."

"It's kind of party, but I don't see
nothing very wonderful about it," said
his wife.

"Course not! You wasn't there. You
didn't break no home-ties like I did.
Always lived close to your ma and pa
till they died. But I tell you I know
how it feels to leave a good home and
the best mother in the world, and go
'way off where the probability is you'll
never see 'em ag'in. I know bow a boy
feels about then. for I've been through
the mill Say, Flora, do you reckon if
you was to take paintin' l•esons you
could do such pickechers as that?"

"I reckon so," was the answer.
"Well. Ill tell ye what we'll do.

When we git back home, you may go
to that paintin' teacher and have 'er
learn you to paint, But if I was you I
wouldn't pay no great attention to
makl' sanflowers and cat-tails If I
was a painter 'd make somethin' like
that-somethin' common folks like me
can understand and appreciate. I
wouldn't waste two seeonds drawin'
long-legged storks and posies nobody
never sees growin'. Maybe these are
all well enough, and the reason I can't
appreciate 'em is because 1 aIn't up on,
such things. But what I do like is a
pickcher like this-eomethiin' you can
look at and study, and feel the better
for doin' it."-Walter Hall Jewett. In
Chicago Graphic.

CrtasS the cbek.
The hotel clerk who is lip may be a

prize paekage to his employer, because
some people love the easy famlaity
which blooms without cultivation, and
then again.some don't. One of those
who doesn't recently walked up to the
desk of a hostelry.

"Can you give me a room in this
house: be asked, with the sirof a man
who wanted the best

The clerk spried up at oae.
"I couldn't very well glve yaoneoat

of it," he replied, whirling the regmter
around.

"Well, 1 guees somebody else can,"
retorted the visitor, and he picked up
his bag and walked out.-Detrot Free

-A mounse lately showed great pram-
eaoe of mind on falling into a dish of
eream. It swam round anad round vio-
lently. until it was able to erawl out
on the butter. This was in Aerica.--
Thi-Bits.

MATHEMATICS IN MEDICIN.

A Rabioes New stmem, Nat mte ee Is AU

He was a doctor of the advaneed
schooL He laid his finger on my pulse,
and, with his watch in his hand, gave
it a fair start and observed it carefully
all the way around. "Strong, seventy-
four," he said in a moment. Then he
consulted a card that was covered with
figures and continued: "That equals
sixty-three," and be placed that num-
ber on a slate. "Put out your tongue.
Good! That is fourteen." he said.

"Inches? ' I asked.
"How is your appetite?" he inquired,

Ignoring my question.
"Equal to the supply."
"That makes two hundred and fopr,"

he replied.
"Can't you reduce it a little?' I

asked. but failed to get his attention.
"Cold feet?"
"Yes," I answered.
"Three," he said.
"No two,"'I replied, to correct him.
He set the three under the other

figures. He then placed a thermometer
in my mouth, which he afterward con-
sulted in connection with the card. "A
good one hundred and ninety-eight," he
said.

"Impossible!" I suggested, mildly.
Hle wrote down the one hundred and

ninety-eight, and asked if I had' head-
aches.

"Sometimes in the morning after be.
ing kept late at the office," I answered.

"Four," he said.
"Isn't that rather low?" I asked.
"Do you smoke?"' he inquired.
"Yes."
"Ten." he replied.
"No; two for ten," I said.
He put down the ten.
"Do you sleep well?" he asked.
"That depends upon the baby," I an-

swered.
"We won't consider that." he sa'd.
"You had better call it eight hun-

dred and ninety," I suggested.
He added together the figures thst

he had placed on the slate. "That
makes four hundred and ninety-six,"
he said.

"Is that the famount of the bill?" I
asked.

"Bill:" he replied. '"That is the num-
ber of the prescription. I want you to
know that medicine with me is no
longer an experiment, for I have re-
duced it to a mathematical certainty.
Every 'symptom has its number, and
the sum of these numbers indicates the
medicine that is needed. I have worked
for fifteen years in formulating my
prescriptions and perfecting the treat-
ment, but I have it now. Your bill is
ten dollars"

I understood that number, and left
the office feeling relieved and deeply
impressed by the doctor's learning.-
Harper's Baar.

A TRYING PLACE FOR NERVES.

sows or the Diasrebe Features oft ut
on a Lightt-Sp.

Talk about rolling and pitching! No
vessel rolls, pitches and plunges like a
light-ship. Its anchors hold it firm to
the shock of the waves. There is no
yielding, no graceful swaying to the
swelling of the seas. There are days,
too, when a fierce fog-horn torments
the ear with a noise such as nature in
her angriest moods never invented.
There is always a glare of light at
night. There is no constant expecta-
tion of reaching port, and life soon be-
comes a dreary monotony.

In case the light-ship should be cast
adrift, it has been fitted with sails
which will enable it to hold its own in
storm and stress. The hold is fitted
with spacious store-rooms and sleeiing-
quarters, and a machine for compress-
ing the air which blows the fog-horn.
These fog-horns are what are known in
this country as "siren" whistles. They
are called sirens probably because that
is what they least resemble. They be-
gin their noise with a very thin high
note that distresses the ear. Then
they descend to the low note, and up
and down in rapid succession the
shrieking demonlike noises race. One
French writer has said that the possi-
bilities of this fog-horn are such that
he wonders that some music-leader
has not introduced it in the orchestra
when the Wagner operas are played.
A compressed-air trumpet, he thinks--
and it is just possible that there may
be a little national prejudice in his
opinion-would go well with mytho-
logical echaracters and dragons apd
unearthly storms and noises.
The writer says the fog-horn
is simply a "terrible instrument," and
therefore in time the Wagnerans must
adopt it. A big bell is placed on the
ship for use in case the fog-horn should
break down or scare Itself useless.-
Harper's Young People.

Valid objeUess.
"Have you any attorney?" asked the

judge.
"No, y'r honor." replied'be prisoner,

who was on trial for stealing a hog.,
'"Then the court will appoint Mr.

Kersharp to defend you."
'"I'd rather you'd 'plat some other

lawyer, jedge ef it's all the same to
von," rejoined the prisoner, drawing
the sleeve of bhis coat screes his aose,
"M.r. K'sharp sa' me knows eueh ether
a leetle too welL"-

- Chicago Tribuae.

A Blit to eebasis.
Gus De Smith-You say you write

donning letters to yourself and sign
them with fictitious names. What do
you do that fort

Pete MaterdamYou see my wife
is always after me for money, and
when she reads those letters she be-
comes disaouraged.-Texas Siftings.

Abmsa A .I a,.
Mr. Newrlek-L-nd sakes Mandy.

what you p so many knives an' forks
at each plate fer?

Mrs. Newrieh-lm sura I doea't know,
bat that's the way that new man tixed
'em. I s'pose likely it's ju' to. shew
we've got 'e.-N. Y. Weekly.

rea weeasg Vreseeipeas.
The Physielea-Yeur system is com-

pletely ran down. What yea maeed is a
bug vaasthoom. spent ia the senatry.

Patient--Good heaves, doeto that's
just where I hasve been all smmer.-
Judge

ECHOOL AND CHURCH.

-Harvard university has established
the highest meteorological station in
the world on the Cordilleras in Peru.

-Lord Overtoun, who was recently
elevated to the house of peers, still
continues his evangelistic work. H:
has been elected president of the Glas-
gow (Scotland) United Young Men's
Christian associations.

-After being refused communion by
a church in Columbia, because she
worked three hours every Sunday as a
telephone girl, a decision that was up-
held by the Charleston presbytery,
Miss Sadie Means has won an appeal
to the South Carolina synod, which de-
cides in her favor by a vote of 63 to 40.

-The Baptists of England will add
100 to their army of missionaries now
at work among the heathen. This is
made possible by the 0600,000 fund
gathered during the

l 'centennial year."
A deputation of leading men is now visit-
ing the Baptist churches of England
to sound a call through them for the
men and women for missionaries.-
Christian at Work.

-In the South Pacific islands it is
believed that the spirits of the dead
rule and protect the living. That mys-
terious power "Mana" abides with the
soul after death and he who has been
powerful in life will be powerful in
spirit. This spirit is equally inclined
to be malevolent and beneficent and
against others its aid is invoked for
every kind of hatred and injury.

-Rev. John C. Faville, at the
World's Evangelical congress in Chi-
cago, stated that he had increased his
evening congregation from 200 to more
than 700, revived interest in the morn-
ing service and given new life to the
whole church organization, by follow-
ing four rules, viz: (1) good church
music; (2) printed programmes of the
service; (3) good ushers and a bright
reception committee; (4) a short sermon
of from 13 to 20 minutes.

-In Syria and Palestine there ar
now nine thousand and eighty-one girls
under Protestant instruction, and there
are thousands in the Greek and papal
schools. The effect of female educa-
tion, prosecuted for so many years, has
been a palpable change in the status
and dignity of woman. The light and
comfort, the moral and intellectual
elevation which have resulted are plain
even to the casual observer. The
mother is becoming the primary in-
structor of the children at home, and
by precept and example their moral
and religious guide.--Church at Home
and Abroad.

-Rev. D. H.' I . Wayland tells this
story on himself: "On a recent occa-
sion the Rambler, according to his
feeble light, preached the Gospel in a
village which is enriched, illuminated.
and sanctified by the presenee of a
school of prophets. With such capacity
as he was possessed of he endeavored
to preach to the people about God,
Christ, the immortal soul, and the eter-
nity that spreads around and beyond
us. A local paper of the following
week, wishing to do the handsome
thing, stated that the pulpit was oecu-
pled by So-and-So, and added 'The doc-
tor's remarks were very entertaining. "

-The chief mosque of Damascus,
which was destroyed by fire on the 14th
of last month, was one of the most fa-
mous and interesting in the east. On
a commanding site. its great dome and
tall minarets were the first objectaseen
by travelers to the oldest city in the
world. The mosque was built more
than a thousand years ago on the site
of an early Christian chu.ch. the old
walls and many of the columns of
which were permitted to remain. The
edifice was an object of great venera-
tion by the Maussulmans, for about it
were clustered many sacred traditions,
among which was one that within its
walls rested the head of John the
Baptist-Philadelphia Ledger.

-There are probably one hundred
and fifty schools for cooking in Ger-
many and Austria. the best of which
are at Vienna, Berlin and Leipsic. A
man who wishes to become a chef must
begin at the very bottom of the ladder
-at peeling potatoes-and work up,
round by round, to the top. A course
of schooling as strict as that of any
polytechnic school in this country must
be followed for four years before the
student can get a diploma. Every year
competitive examinations are given, in
which as many as two hundred chefs
take part. The chef who was employed
at the White House by Grover Cleve-
land during his first term has a gold
medal which was presented to him by
the Empress Frederick for excellence
in cooking, a silver medal given by the
king of Saxony, a diploma from the
empress of Austria, and numerous other
marks of approbation and honor won
in competitive contests in cooking.

VerImses frm Rag..
It is astonishing what immensesums

ragpickers receive in the course of a
day. The combings of women's hair
sell at eighty cents a pound; this
means three hundred dollars to the
knights of the hook. "Merinos," as
they ai called, are another source of
proft. They are the scraps of tailors
and dress-makers and bring about
thirty-six thousand dollars a year.
Old bones bring about one hundred
thousand dollars a year. Papers, corks
and crusts of bread all go to different
industries and bring large sums. Elee-
tion bulletins, which to-the number of
one million three hundred and twen-
ty-five thousand are posted on the
walls of Pans. are also much sought
after elections for the making of but-
toans-Chicago News

Vrememal smea.

"Did youhbear about Blaggins' shoot-
lag excursion?" said one member of the
national guard to another.

'You don't mean to say an amateur
marksman like Blaggias had the nerve
to go huntingL

"it sanfthing?"
'Yes He got soen birds."

"WelL There's only one way to ear
plain It."

"flHow's that?"
"Be didn't know the gun was -lead.
"ed.-Wauhiagtm Star.

MEXICAN JOE' WIFEL
mes Found the Irrthm Coarage to l

Her Hs.emad.
Mexican Joe was the most notorious

cattle-stealer in the whole valley and
the wonder was that his handsome
brown neck had escaped the halter.
But times had changed in Texas sines
the days when justiee was admnistered
summarily and to the point-usually a
rope's point. So about the little cabin
across the creek, where Joe and Ninita
kept house, there was always hanging
strings of meat for the sun to dry.
But Joe had always ready a way of

explaining his possession of the meat
strings and the hides and tallow which
kept him in whisky and tobacco, and
the droves that he depleted by his eare.
fnl depredations were so far away that
there was no means of tracing his
roguery.

But, of course, a day of reckoning
did come for Joe, as it comes for us all
sooner or later, though it was not his
cattle-stealing that brought it about

One day during the summer a man
had been found murdered on the other
side of Flat Top, and the most earnest
effort resulted in the discovery of no
clew to the gui.ty party. The district
attorney was a new man, a tall young
fe low, who set his wide-brimmed hat
a little jauntily a-top of his over long
locks, but the evil-doers knew him foe
a "hustler," nevertheless Nobody
was surprised therefore when, the fl-
lowing winter, the murdered man's
watch and knife were found in pawn
at the second-hand store on the corner,
and Mexican Joe was arrested.

The trial created a great stir In quiet
little lampsas, and the courthouse
was crowded with spectators. There
was some difficulty in impaneling a
jury, and the case began to draw itselI
out, but the interest did not waver.

The only listless figure in the whole
crowd was Ninita. Never once, as the
case dragged, and witness after wit-
ness rose for testimony, did she tarn
her big, beautiful eyes toward the
prisoner's box. With the shawl still
pinned up about her pretty brown.
skinned face, she sat not moving, save
now and then to dispense the little
shuck-rolls from her basket to the hun-
gry people about her, slipping the
nickels carefully into her bosom. When
adjournment came she would swing
her basket over her arm, and, moving
with the crowd, call out "Hot tamales.'"
with sweet-voiced indifference.

But finally the last day came. The
district attorney made a strong ease,
telling off a string of Joe's evil deeds.
which were, as he said, "too numerous
to mention." The attorney for the de-
fense, a young fellow whom the court
had appointed, did the best he could
with the material in hand. At the end
of his flowery speech he made an ap-
peal in behalf of Ninita, pointing to
her with a mighty flourish of his long
arm, and calling her a "poor, heart-
broken wife."

But she, the "poor, heartbroken
wife." sat dry-eyed and stolid through
it all, and the solemn-lookldng jury led
out to return almost immediately with
a verdict of guilty.

Then, and not till then, Ninita looked
at Joe, and a glance that puzzled those
who saw it, flashed back at her from
his great dark eyes. It might have
been a challenge; it might have been a
question: was it a command, or was it
a farewell? '

She got up when all was over, slip'
ping out through the crowd, but'
lingered in the square without till the
sherifft came leading the prisoner to the
little stone jail across the way, whence
he was to be taken next day to Austis.
In a little while Joe's face was seen bs~
hind the bars in one of the upper win-
dows, but Ninita seemed sOaree to
notice him. Without speaking she
pulled her shawl close aound her and
passed quickly down the street and
across the bridge.

That night a typesetter going home
late from the offie saw a woman lit
by him in the moonlight and crouech
down in the shadows of the prison's
walL He, too, crossed over and waited,
hidden by the darkness.

By and by the crouching figure arose,
a pebble rattled against the window
overhead, and Joe's face appeared be-
hind the bars, all lit up in the moon-
light

"Is it you, Ninita?" he asid.
"It is I, my Jose," she answered soft-

ly. in her sweet-voiced Spanish "Is
there no other way?"

"No other way,"he said, quietly. "
am ready."

"Holy mother of God intercede for
thee and me," she prayed, kneeling and
crossing herself.

"Amen," came Joe's deep-voiced re-
sponse.

"Pull yourself up by the bars, my
Jose, that I may not touch your beau-
tiful face, and close your beautiful lids
that I s~a not look into your dear

He dld iae had bidden him, hold-
ing on to t bara 'q am ready,"
he said. .,

"Adios, i Jos" -

"Adios; iO~lnita."
She put her hand to her bosom, there

was a little gleamof steel in the moo-
tight, a pistol shot rang out clear and
sharp on the night air, and the woman
turned and fled into the darkness.

The released hands loosed hold of
the bars above, there was a heavy fall
upon the floor within and Mexican Joe
was free.-Philadelphia Times

Ama.sees Women.
The Sudees are a band of African

women who have gone to India in great
numbers, and have found employment
as stokers and sailorson the steam ra
plying locally in the Eat nladian
waters They are noted for their
strength and also for their turbulene,
but they do with spparent eaes work
that often is tpo mac for the hmardeet
amen. They are veritable Amamm ad
submit themselves to Quaees Uehib
and to her only. In the West Indian
islW ds the coling of steamers is us-
ally done by black women, who carry
the coals in great buakef on their
heads up the steep planks to th beak-
ers of the ship.--S Louis Republie.

-- oall--"I don't believe that girl
will ever learn to waltz." Saymu--
"Worsethan that-she will never learn
not to attempt it."-VqPas.

A W1FM8 MOMENT Of I wsNP
Pslh.mlls e ars he one Oa t .

A Chiesso wife and mother had a
proud moment the other day. It was
the sequel to many humiliating oes.
sioms when her husband had remon-
strated with her concerning their In.
fant son James Every mother will
recognise theoanversationswhich toolk
place at these times.

"Mary," her husband would say,
glancing up from his paper, "you
shouldn't put Jlmmie off in that way.
You ought to answer all his questionus
You musa't say 'I dona't know.' It
ought not to seem too mneh trouble to
explain to him the things he asks
about."

"Yes, Alfred," Mary would say
meekly.

Having been at home all day during
the entire four years of the ifant's ex-
IsaMnee, while her husband had seem
the cehild only for an hour now anad
then of an evening, Mary felt that
much might be said on the queastio
but she refrained. Now, it eame to
pmas that one day not long ago Alfred
announced condescendingly that he
was going to take a day of and eseort
Mary and Jimmie to the fair. He felt
that he was doing a prodigious thing,
and be showed what he felt. Mary
was properly impressed. Jimmie, too,
evinced much joy. That moraing Mary
said to her husband:

"Now, Alfred, I'm just going to tarn
Jimmie over to you tosday. You an-
swer his questions and explainthings-
to him."

"All right!" exclaimed Alfred .glow-
ing with coascious virtue.

They were going down to the grounds
on the "whaleback" steamer, and for

rve minutes or so after starting Jim-
mie st perfectly still, petr'ied
by the new experience. Alfred
was aggressively complacent He
said that Jimmie was a model
of rood behavior; no trouble at
all Never sawsaeh a quiet child; it
couldn't be any task at all to take care
of him every day and all day. Mary
bided her time. So did Jimmie, but
not for long. Very soon. he said in
his infantile drawl, and with a man-
ner that was childlike and bland:

"Papa, if we should meet a whale,
how would the whale know that this
boat wasn't another whale?"

Alfred looked blank.
"Why-er--why--" A pease. "Why

-why," then brightening up. "Oh,
he'd see the smokestack on the baek
of this whale, don't you know? That's
it. He'd see the smokestack."

Jimmie waited a minute. Then-
"Papa," he said "how would the

whale know that it didn't have a
iokestack on its own back?'
Alfred hasn't answered thatquestion

yet. and Mary has received no further
advice on bringing up Jinmmie.-N. Y.
Sun.

A WASTEFUL ECONOMY.

The mew-Prmsee seses or wang m.ms
am stesavasme Item.

The irst and greatest of wasteful
economies is low-priced service. Th'id-
by you waste not merely your mabata•.e
but yourseltf. The womas whoseaitd
Is made up that she "will not psaa g
than twelve dollars a moath," a
Sads life a long proceassiom of "jl"'l
the rotuh, who each wing aw ,
soon as drilled into some semb
efciency. No doubtit isr
to reap where you have sowra in
troablos tears, but stop and think
bit You were not wholly disinterest-
ed. You taught and trained, wrsted
with ignorance, fought and ovearame
sloven ways, not as a missionary, but
for your own sake, in the hope that
after awhile you might sit at ease amid
orderly comfort. What though it in
through your effort that your servant
is mese valuable, recognie that cam-
fart and peace of mind are mighty
sauicent returns on the favestmeat
and do not grudge her a few dpl-
Iai more. Honesty, eapaalty, traril
Intelligence have h distinct market
value. At the highest rate they came
much che oper than doctor's bills or
moaths of rumaing away frees the
Send naervo prestration. Resect, too
that by not paying you are sole s-
feer. Plenty of other people wilL To
the girl it is merely a r ange of homes.
She would be something more than
human if she did not feel and obey the
impulse to better her eoadit•m. Put
yourself in her place and see if ya
would be williug to work for les than
you could get by merely eromeing the
street.

In the other ease of a girl who never
outgrows the twelve-doar stage it is
safe to my she is dear at any irice.
When at last she grows intolerable
take stock of her reign. Count tha
east of her In moth ad rust and sloth,
in wear and tear and breakage and

ee it beside it higher wages do net
siak out of sight. Take secount als
of nervous strain, of family jars ad
blekerings whome root was i the
nether homehold regions, and it will
not need the bills of bather sad bakes
sad' maker to eovince you
that cheap servant east yeo a
pretty peay.--lpexa Batr.

-The will of Mrs. Aam . Brows,
widow of Charles Brown, which was
admitted to probate in Quiny IlL, re-
cently, bequeaths 63eM to publi

hearities. Her four nearest relatives
Ianclading her father, reesive legailes
of S1,s each. She gives UU and
her hoaue and fuuritate in Oqiney Sw
a hme for the aged poor o the city.
She gives Wamttotelllnusbumens
sesisty, am to the induatriaswhoee
for girls in Zhavste, IlL; gium to the
woodland Hein forOrpbi t Qunlm
WAW and her disaimodo totrg HQ ny
sdoety for the eratdoa of a-Crsy
to Anshalm Wschtotme Cos emt..louint and th I t aaos s c th te
inmes soe•ty. and die0 to Na M .

!Me aaWg ea.
Eardap-I tried to sell it sse i

monue I baeghtel y 'u, ad an twm-ny we-n not n gebs.'
Jeweler-D-id youa s themt
"Yen for almost neahlag"
"Well, you go beak and try to bay

them, and yea will And out that thee
rmgea "ma x. 1. tWesski.

MOME HINTS AND HELU.

-asdt Sl "iad S• ieold bied base
sand mix with eam s dseurIg mads ad
a teecupfal cc rid measm, a teaspiem.
ful uak•r •apt ape s egr, sd thee-ra u hl d ad as me /,a- rtM s

-Quinee Honey: Three qslcess eut
aO with skins cm, sad boluatil tender,
then prom through s aer. Add
ae sad one-half pvits at thre e
sand three-quarter capi white s-
gar, and boil ifteen misnutes. It will
be a light pink coler.-Goed Hoae-
keepiag.

-Oyster Sqagee Chop a pist of
y naerwith ne quarter pound smesh o

a d suetk Mi triak sa equal
amunt ato bread erumsub pouand all i
a mortar, sad add twobeatemegg amd
suat and pepper to taste. Mould into
balls er fat eakes, roll Ia eggs, thou in
breed crumbs or crasker dust and fry
to a •ime brown a bat ft, likn dough-
nuta -Orsage Judd Farmer.

-Cornstarch Puddig: One quart of
milk, four eggs, four tableepeomfls of
sugar, eon tableepeoful ormstarel.
Beat yeot,, sugar sad Sour together.
]oil the milk and pour p the custard,
pet on the stove andsir eoustitly
until thick as soft ustard, them pour
into a dish. Best the whites to froth,
with four tblespooafhlsetqar, favor
with vanilla pat om the eustard sad
place b the ovesa few minutes.-Farm
ad Fireside.

-Cranberry Sade: Boil eranberries
without sulgar when cool pa them
through a colander. This romosea the
tougbh, indigestible skin, and the aee
becomes a smooth mnas. Add sugar
sad agala heat My brother-in-law
always likes eranberry asse serred
with fried liver, and eates as ot of
relish. The sauce must be cold, very
thiek, sad not quite as weet as for or-
diasry sauce eaten with breed aad but,
ter. Cranberrieskeep fairly wellpread
out thinaly a cool place.-Rur•l New
Yorker.

-Milk Bread: One quart ed milk
scalded and cooled, two tsabespooduuls
of butter, melted a the hot milk. uone
tablespoonful of sugar, ee teaspesa-
ful of salt, one compressed yeast eake,
twelve or Sourteen eups ofe our. Messw
mr the milk after sealdiag and pa it
into the mixing bowl; add the butter,
sugar sad salt When cool, add the
yeast, dissolved in a little lukewarm
water, sad thea stir i the flea, adding
it gradually. after elewo p mp aie n.
that it y not be too ttl, se just
enough to hkaeed it. Kaed n .til
smooth and elstic. Cover, let it rise
tilllight, cut itdow, divide intoparts,
shape into loaves or biscuit Let it
rie again in the p Bake forty or
Afty minutes. Dlaty little lovers for
a small family eTn be made by b aking
the bread ha empty baking pewder
bms.-estea Bdget

OOMFORT IN THE NUSIERV.

a ms ssmam s mr rWarsamiu c
A bamb seves with l1k cart am,

qer better still, thbem al -e washable
miaterial, is a t•um•tal adjmot. It
dasbe umedto shield the crib rom a
drulght. to screes a arner, or shut d
tbhewasbstnad wh•p It is las.
. If- the nursry is far from the kitchen

s small Brefrgerator will be bamd a
great eral mese. Tim cmues ca be
pamuesse for about. three dollar that
answer te pme•pose a rbly. There
broom tier anped pt •k for the
day. beekl the isa, aind they sa easily
kept ia peetrfs ad

If the babyis fed o artislail food -
some meean should be provided for
beating it; an aleshol lamp, a o-
trivance toalt a the gas brener, or a
covered m epa a s, if there is as
open hfr

No arery ahoeld be witheut a thee-
mometer, sad whes •nt varies me
froe Isty-eight degreeas the soace. o
hest must be atteoded to .

A clock is alwps l•terestnl san
amuasagjto children, sad us they grew
older is urful In teedtrg iem to til

Beside a dlmet LW the plavngs
that are owned sad used in comm,
eas child sholdM kves a rsaptee far
it own peculiar treaure whisk it
should be requrd to keep on •desr.
t topoa the cl.foaAer is a goolog-
tag plae for the fragile belo rgs
whose destrraustl by thew heedle-
y g n is always to hearkbeen-
Img to the arele owner. A low l esp
board, divided late .om art se is
the best it can be had. A mall

ekempe mustd nat be forgetseS, wiS
rooma forthe tog books of thebabis,
as well as forthe books ao thebether
members of the usr -ElImbetbrobM tas, tl l.t Wrome Journel.

UIeldltha, It hasebes sa, thea
greatet virtus t Ol yet itispselbie
to earry ees**s massihle sEatg te

e It waou, eppn that rlatho bat
oesalid rsmit frs orn emots to

Wi S, SWa r we choAmalW deny
omur.da -.. d . h.aazn. siS
we may mlnheer to mar feiews Too
late we sta that Wh we have sot
fstereidclftiies and isdmeo we
have pelssi the bitter sme of has
of ilndpeadedse and thsaakbrl -m
Also we am be lspeal that we de-
sves and leand ary these wu t's
us, sad amldesny and we bass bees

an evIL Wb haes ase lW4 yalty
to erw d Iat w o ess da
o Misd ouer asema ad of ies

tuslaems t g4r0lem 'e. bat is is

wish -jiMeft aIil a sepsak thae
tauW tsfsaidasd entmndmo1es. s
we Ssrstemelsy. tim thugh op

t w--e - lctk

seen semes.-Wewesitsi er ass

should be. kept well w tn tbt bun-ikMi ~' 9 Y1 IjN ilCIII


