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I Gave Up
Hoping I would ever be better, I had suf-
fered so much from sour stomach, kidney
troublea, and other silments. But Hood’s

Barsaparilla was the means of saving my
life. After taking it I was sirong and

muscular, guioed 14 lba. I recommend

Hood’s Sarsaparilla

to all who long for health and strength.™
NicmoLis BcEremser, Summerdals, JIL

HOOd'S pll mlumlmmlld d;:

Successful

growers of fruits, berries,
and all kinds of we¢ bles,
know that the largest yields and |
best quality are produced by
the liberal use of ferulwei%
containing at least 10% of

Actual Potash.

Without the liberal use of Pot-
ash on sandy soils, it is impos-
siblemfrow fruits, berries and

vegetables of a quality that will
command the best pnccs.
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An important
trifle — The ' -
DeLONG Patext

Hook and Eye
snd trifles; make

f.unwwﬁg;

1Thet 1 mam:umn«-mmn

had much in"t
And mﬁulﬂlnyt.yuu had paseed I tried to
ol
But l'md itt-nmm for It put my pen
leouldmtdonnptnprmormtolidowh

verse,
And every efiort that I made seemed than
the other worse.

Hut one day like s rush the words to give It
Lo the world

Came to me, and a
was upfurled.

—¥yes, 8

Ii rl.:tn stately periods, and when I had It
jone
It d of all the quite the very

Freatest one.

I read the sonnet to my friend—the best
friend that I had—

And as I Antshed up the lines his facelooked
morial sad.

*I truly think,saild he, and sighcd, “my
mind hes left me quite.

1 cannot truly see the point of what you've
reed to-night.”

I read it to my wife, and she, sweet-hearted
soul—she zald,

“L always like your verses, dear”—then
shook her bonny head—

“But you can do much better work than
this, it seems to me.

You waste your genius and your time writ-
ing parody.”

A last resource, [ tried It on my eldest little

boy,
4nd he recelved it with a emlle that tok-
ened Inner joy.
*“It"s dully, daddy dear,” sald he, and sang-
Eled to my vest:
“But 1 must say [ like your rinkty-dinkty
| nonsense best."

I sent ltdto an editor. “He'll understand,”
L

A day, a week, and e¢’en a month brought
from him no reply,
But finally the answer cama. "T'was like
the serpent’s hiss,
“Dear Blank,” sald he, “] awear I've tried,
but can’t find fun in this.”
And so it goes. The worst of woes Inall my
. mortal span -
Has been to find myself set down as just 2
: funny man—
Te find, when I am serious and try todomy

best,
his own | a1y friends and family opine I'm much in

need of rest.
~Carlyle Bmith, in Harper's Magazine.

DREAMS.

DY WALTER L. BAWYER

HE house front-
ed the main
road, in ortho-
dox fashion, but
fts most impor-
tant room was
at the back and
overlooked the
sea. This was
considered un-
fortunate. No
one cared for
the picture
framed by the
! single window.
QI the other hand, few could see the
npool cotton, plug tobacco and jar of

prppermints that the window held.
i0Onece in a great while s callerat“Aunt
Ibll}'n store™ delighted in the certhin-
that passers-by would not peep in.
aﬂd}l did. She had perched upon the
ade counter, and she swung her’|
little legs and chatiered awny with
a!delightful senass of freedom and dar-
It was warm in doors and out, and

juni Polly’sJim Ned, who listened, had
%mr\lal his jacket. To talk toa boy
tho wore no coat and who did not wear
& neglige shirt, deepened Gladys' happy
DSt of uncopveptional. hrav--
¥~ £5 Bt Shoad 54
*“Oh, yes, I'll miss it all,” -hewu say-
“ILll seem odd ot to go down to
‘beach to bathe everyday. Weecan't
the—only in tubs—in Boston. I think
i t}:ww umuch: wicer to bathe.in: the
! ocean, -lon t ;mu'.' Somebhow
i SeeIns beaides,
u can’ ﬂtcﬁﬂ.ﬁnlnnba tub, can
u? Do yon remember that time J
cpught the mackerel? I think mackerel
lovely to catchl They act so—80,
li-bied, 1% 'be ashanted to
n, and have people know 1 was always

‘apd a cow like Spatty Nose—and bine-
rries on bushes—and hayracks—and
nt Polly ta make doughouts]  LDon’t
u s'pose Aunt Polly wonld come to

% and makedoughnuts? 'msure |

:Jﬂ the girls in my school would buy
lem for lnschess. - Praps “mishma
wiould let me take "em to school in a
b ‘and sall "eim foé heri ~Youdould
rdw boats, you know; there are boats
i the public, : They Tow "em
w kth their feet. Can j'D‘Il row wn.h :our
;i ry-img i
boy =hook hil hnd He looked
phzzied T:mt he evidently felt it wise to
ek no qmtloml.
h, well, you might iearn,” the little
1l went on; “and you can do other

ing, D eio e 8
yu're ‘most ap elever as I'd ask
' mmmwﬁm’iqm@
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likg, that?”

The boy was & moment, and

| Yrhen he.spoke it.-was as though deep

{mpulse moved him aguinst bis will.
3 "‘\o “thinkin' what rd like," he

= fmid, muu-uevm ain’t Askle wm a

e-ﬂlelllmud from the counter,
thhdu.lt.hﬁhtrhmh

"bh. Jim Ned!™ Qluwbbul."l’nm
o g0 sway and leave it. .And prob'ly
bé grown up daxt year—too growa
P bmlndeﬂ-bhu Hl_.ng-

«bspge; for when be spoke agaim it
wh&dﬂmoﬁmﬂm

wmmwm

] 1‘.I';rem'lhenl: Illlll“&()stdl:l‘: i

et she had been in the babit of gming
pwlﬂ&emrj-

he mrgued. *'Tisn't like wanling lo
get things and not being able”

“It's worse.”

*No, "taint.”

*Jim Ned! Don't you kmow it's rulc
to *spute a lady 7"

“Well, why is it worse?” the boy
asked, abashed.

“Decause,” the little girl sald, con-
clusively.

The boy was unconvinced; but he
did not express his thought. Perhaps
he felt that words were useless, He
took a slate from the shelf, spat npon
it, smeared it clean with his hand,
wiped the hand on the trousers, and
then explored his pockets until he
found a bit of pencil. Gladys watched
him while he lahoriously traced his
name and. some unmeaning characters.
Evidently his thoughts were on the old
subject. When his sober gray eyes at
length encountered Gladys' inconstant
blue, he flashed out suddenly, like one
who utters a thought which is in every
mind:

“I'm 12 years old, "n’ I don't know
nnything,” he said; “you’re only seven,
lt)ut ¥you can go to school ull you want

0! L]

*Yes,” the child answered, placidly;
“Miss Barker says I have a great many

‘complishments—but you do kmow
things, Jim Ned,” she hastened to add.
“And going to school isn't much fun—
ounly on Saturdays, and then there fsn't
any. I wouldn't want to go, if I coull
live here and have the cave to play in.”

“Huh! You're a girll”

“What would yeu like to be when
you're a man, Jim Ned?

The question served the purpose of
effective retort. The boy glanced at
the querist and looked away, redden-
ing. To cover his confusion, or to gain
time, be dropped the slate and then
laid il noisily away. That done, it was
still difficult to face the child's clear
cyea.  He turned his back upon her and,
leaiiing against the counter, stared to-
ward the window.

“lan't it beautiful!* he heard present-
ly; “the sky and the water and the
cliffz of Green island. It makes me feul
rested and—and good to look at it!™

“*Tuin't any use,” was the boy's in-
different answer. “They cun’t ralso
anything over there; not even pota-
toes.. Ain't anything there but rocks
and field mice,

“I don’t know what I want to do,” he
went on, as though his utternnce had
eatablished a habii of speech. *“Some-
times 1 think I'd like to run an engine.
‘Then 1 wish 1 could build a big build-
ing, seven or eight stories, Then 1
want to go to college and only just
Jeartu things. Trouble is, there ain't
any chance here to see what things are
like.” He grew impatient at the difli-
culty of making his meaning clear,
even to himself, and kicked backward
viriously at the counter. “1f1 lived in
Bostan, same’s you do—"

*] puess you'd wish you could come
back to Maine and play in the cave and
go fishing and have clam bakes” ﬂlll
child eaid, wisely. *“1 shall.”

The boy began an angry answer; but
it ocourred to him that his companion
belonged to an inferior sex, and could
not be expected to understand; and
 he beld his peace. After a momentary
+ caleulation of expense, he took down o
jar, extracted a long stick of pink an:l
white candy, and gave ber half. Then
he fetched the siate around the counter
and invited her to beat him at tit-tat-to,

"'nus I8 MY LiTTER DAUGHTER'S :..m;
‘u et ins OAREST +

aa:fuﬂ on two scap boxes, they were
sbon absorbed in the game. Aunt Polly,
ihthe kitchen, sang: “Blow ye the
trumpet, blow,” and it passed unheed-
ef; nor did rouss to atientive in-
terest when J ud‘e lhsth\g\n rapped on
the ing and she op lhe BeTeeh
door.

,"‘.l‘llls Is my little daughter’s last
<pll,” they might have heard him say.
*We return to-morrow.”

| “*N she wants to stay, as bad un:y
boy wants to go,” Aunt Polly answered,
with & mirthless luugh. “Kind o’ queer,
ain't it?”

i “Her father was a country boy,” said
!he judge, smiling gravely; “perbaps
she inherits the homesickness that
sever wholly leaves him. The earth

“Fholds e, 1 think. The smell of ths

fresh sod lingers in our nostrils; .the
upland* pastare is mever 5o brave in the
sonlight ss when bricks and mortar

dhide it. I look forward always to the
- kday when' I can come back.”

!"“You wouldn’t make my boy bellevs
that,” the womnn said, bluntly.
“No, 1 wouldn't try. He will learn

| for himself how litle happiness de-

pends on place or position. Let him
go when the time comes. It's a
man’s right to measure himself with
men. Very likely he'll be glad to come
home to you.”

: The woman shook her head doulbit-
fully: "1 nofice most of "em stay,” she
said.

“Perhaps they must,” mthepntiem

P:iLOSOPHER DOOLEY.

s Daseription of n Foothall fiama Dash
of the Dump.

“Jawn,” said Mr. Dooley, “whin I
played fatbal! ’twas spoort; now ful
ball is war.™

“Ilow is that?" asked Mr. McKenna

“Well, whin I was a lad th' way we
played futball was this way: Twlnty
or thirty or wan hundhred min an’
boys come together in a vacan’ lot an'
we had a round rubber ball that th'
biggest man blowed up, an’so th’ air
wuddent renn out iv it he stuffed
chewed-up bread in th' hole. Thina
Iad be th' name iv McGuire he says:
‘Go head now,’ an’ I give her a kick
an' put her over th' fince. Thin Lhey
brooght it back, th' little la-ads did,
an’ I kicked it on th' roof iv th' Broth-
ers’ school. Brother Alexis felched it
down, an’ says he: ‘Dooley, don’t
kick so hard,’ he sayan So I give it
wan low kick with th' broad iv me fat
an’ catehed Hinnissy, who was a young
man thin, in th' pit iv th' stomach, an’
he kicked young Regan, an’ Eegan
kicked Cassidv, an' Cassidy kicked
O’Brien, an' O'Brien kicked DIrother
Alexis an’ had to do th’ stations iv th’
cross, an’ o boy be th’ name iv Hozan
ran off with th® ball

“That was futball? DBat las’ week
young Clancy asked me f'r to go over
to th’ back iv th’ dump an’ see a game
bechune th' Younz Parnells an” th'
Young Sarsflelds I took Hinnissy
with me, may Gawd frgive me. He'd
ne'er seen a game before. Th' le-ads
was there whin we comz. I luked over
th' fleld an’ says [: *What is this?" says
I. *‘What're they goln' to do? I says.
Hinnissy made no answer. Th'little
Muleahy kid was done up with wooden
shields on his shins an’ earmuil's on his
ears an’ a band around his head an’ a
earnycopy on his nose. lHe wore mat
thresses f'r pants an’ he had & bair iv
head like cole slaw. Th' others was
likke him. Ye cud iv tol' no wan iv
thim fr'm th’ other.

“Well, sir, a man blew a whistle an'
with that little Mulcahy renched over
an’' give Tom O'Brien's son a punch in
th' nose. O'Brien calls out, ‘Look
there, Mike Mualeahy, what ye'er buy'l
doin’ to mine. [ want ye to stop him.’
Stop nowan,’ says Muleahy acrost th'
field. ‘Bat if that rasc'lly son iv ye'ers
iver kicks that boy iv mine again,’ he
says, ‘I'll have th' lawon him,’ says he.
‘Look out f'r his feet, little Mike," he
says ‘Now, thin, land him.’

“Well, O'Brien wint right acrost th'
field afther Muleahy an’ th'last seen
iv thim they was collar-an’-elbowin’
down toward th’ bridge. Just thin
Hogan Cassidy threw his fot into little
Malachi Dorsey an’ ol’ man Cassidy wint
over an’ pulled Tom Dorney’s nose. 1
took thim apart near th' river an’ come
back just as what th' lads call & serime
mage was on. Tommy O Leary gol
hol’ iv th® ball an’ started to run away
with it, whin little Duggan fetched
him a puck in th’ jaw an’ brouglit him
down. He'd no more thin done that
whin Teddy Clancy nailed Doggan
with a kick on th’ back an’ rolled hix
on top iv O'Leary an’ fell on him
Thin all th' other lads fell on Duggan
an’ Claney an' O'Leary, all but wan.
That was Dinny Casey, an' he sthrayed
sround th’ idge an’ took a kick at any
one he saw, an’ particuley at Pete
0'Shea.

“Pete 0'Shea was Hinnissy's nivyew,
an’ th’ first thing Hinnissy done whin
he see his sisther's som gettin' the
worst ivr it was to r-run mcrost th
sthreet an’ coma back with an armful
iv bricks. Ile can throw I'r an old
man, an' fitched Casey with th' first
brick. ‘Stick it ont,” he says, ‘I'll
clane all iv thim aff ye,’ he says. An
sure he done it, but the lad comes
wrigglin® out iv th' pile smilin
an’ says he: ‘Uncle, lave po yc'er
brickbats,’ he says ‘What {'r? says
Hinnissy. ‘Don’t ye sea they're all up-
Barrin’ Muliahy,'says th’ kid. *'Twa:
on'y & down,’ he says ‘A what? says
Hinnisay. ‘A down,” says th’ lad. "An’
how manny more is there? says Hin.
nisay. ‘A hundherd or more,’says th'
lad. ‘Well, thin,’ says Hinnissy, 'I'm
goin' home,” he says. ‘If ye have anuny
warrud to Iave ye'sr mother,’ he says,
*tell it to me.’

“] took him by the sr-rm as we wint
home an’ says I, ‘Hinnissy,’ I says, ‘ye
made & fool of ye'ersilf, I says
‘How's that?” says he. ‘How’s that!
Ye'eran illitherate man,” I says ']
can read an’ write," he says, ‘an’ give
ye th’ warruks of Willum Carleton be
heart.' ‘Thrie,’ says I. ‘But whin ye
intherfered with that game did ye
know that ye was stoppin’ th' iduca-
tion iv. th’ youth iv th’ land,’ I says. 'l
did not," he says, sadly. ‘An’ now th'
thought comes on me an” makes me
heart pray with trouble,' he says
*When I interfered with that man that
was poundin’ Hoolihan with a baseball
bat las’ winter,’ he says, ‘did 1 keep
snnyswan out iv a proper schoolin'?
Pﬂ:‘l’n may have,' says L"—Chicago

t.

MY LADY'S LOOKING-GLASS.

She Is Batter Looking Than the Mirror nsd
Her Ballevea.

Every girl who is dmhs!e:! with
herself should remember that she is=
better looking than the most kind of
looking-glasses bid her belicve. A
mirror, it is contended, cannot flatter
o face that is in its natural state—that
is, not “made np.” Even the very best
plate glass has a pale green tinge
which reflects 2 color & trifle less clear
than the original; hair also has always
& more glossy sheen than the glass
ehows.

Ifitis wavy the glass pever shows
the best of the waves, mnd if it is
straight the glass accentuates the
straightness. . More importantand still
better to be remembered and carefully
treasured, no ons ever looked. st the
face so closely or so critically as the
owner of it looks st the reflection ing
the glass.

Blemishes that are s mel to a none

answer; “but at least they rv
they begin to velue that which les ln-
hlntl It's the memory and hope of the
ol home that keeps life sooud and
sweet."—N. Y. Independent.

The Caudd.
:“At‘_-hﬂl'!“ ef inted the _- .
head of the family triumphantly a2 he
looked up from his newspaper.
denr, let this be a solemn warning to

r'Wlmt do you mean?” _qmned
malhend of the family, calmly. "‘I'“h
talkingabout?" " -

E‘m have Jist been reading about the
cae of a ‘young man who was recent!y
cunvicted and sent to prison for em-
bezzling a Jarges sum of money. Ha
came of an excellent. family and yet it
was proved during the trial that,despita
thagmdhﬂmmthunﬁmdhm’e
lite had tl d hi
he mum-mmandimm-
 ble thief trom boyhood. - This was re-
gardéd ss oue of the inexpliciblé myn-
hﬂsafhumdepﬂvit,tmmm&-
ey conflessed, ut the close of the trig);
mmawummmm

through her h\lshnd't
night.” . .

sn awl apd dat at the other likea.

cutter. Jt was used for writing on
Watl of wood or Ivory covered with
WEX, Mﬁmmmh

| extra ghoss.

“My |

he |

ited girl may pass quite unno-
ticed by her friends. The two or thrae
gray hairs that sppsar unfairly soon
on'the hend of a girl whe overworks)
her brain simply have the effect of
high lights in a pieture, sand pnufor

“The' figure that looks henv:r wh“
seen only so.far as the waist in-a glasa
my be absolutely in gracefuol propor-

tion when seen. with the.rest of tho
fgure.—Washington Times
Hapoiron sn the Engiish Channel

The autnmn of 1803 and the spring
of 1804 had been. QM darrlopmeni
pgne. It was

L ’Iihut & French
: e line under
3% shoujd leave Toalon

on July 30 as if to reoccipy Egypt, and
‘thus tempt- Nelsen . 10 !ollon with ths
‘hope of repesting his victory iu the
‘scens.of hia former exploits. * Bot.the
French admiral was to turn and ap-
pear at Rochefort om the'bay of Bis-
-cay, inereass his armament by the nd.d
dition to it of six first-rate vessels wlthi

s namber of h-mm sod by
lotg detour, arrive ml
Dover, as-1fdoubliag Glp-ﬂ-le 3

b
-—'.l'lnlhmnnpuywdylm.wup adm
"iron implement, sharp at one end like |t

._h“"h Bomers,

HOUSEHOLD BREVITER
=Cream Pancakes —Mix the yolka of
two well beaten eggs with s pint of
eream_two cunces of pulverized sagar,
& littly nutmeg, clunamon and mace
Eub the pan with butter, sad fry the
pancakes thin.—Prairie Farmer.

—Red Pickle.—One quart of cooked
and chopped beets, ome quart of
chopped eabbage, one cupful of grated
horseradish, two cupfuls of sugar, &
I.lblupocmhl of salt, a teaspoonfunl of
black pepper, a fourth of a teaspoon-
ful of red pepper mnd vinegar to cover.
—Housckeeper.

—In polishing silver that has beeam
1aid away and badly tarnished. It is
& good plan to dip the portion of a soft
old cloth in sweet oil or soft lard, then
in whiting and rub the articles well
until the black has disappeared. Then
finish with whiting applied with a dry
cluth, and polish off with chamoia
skio.

—Delicious Raised Bunse.—Uss one
quart of milk; boil one pint of it. Add
to the whole quart a piece of butter
the aize of an egg, two-thirds of n cup
of sugar and two eggs beaten together,
one-half & cup of black currants and
one-half & cup of yeast. Let the mix-
ture rise over night.—Ladies’ Home
Journal.

—English Syet Pudding. —Two cups
of chopped suet, two cups of flour, ons
cup of milk, one-half cnp of molasses,
one cup of chopped raisins, one tea-
spoon of ground cloves and ¢innamon,
little nuotmeg; steam three houra
Sauce—Piece of butter size of & walnut,
teaspoon of milk and cup of sugar.
Beat all together.—Boston Globe.

—Cream Potatoes.—Pare, rinse and
boil potatoes until easily plerced with
s fork. Drain off all the water and set

on back of stove to dry. Wash thor- | he

oanghly, and then stir with a fork or
wire potato masher until they are very
light. Pour overa cup of hot cream
(or milk and & piece of butter the size
of & walnut) and the whipped while of
an egg. Then stir rapidly, and dish
out lightly in a tureen. Nenr amoot.h
OF press er d or i
it makes them solld. -—llonsnheper.
—Rolis—Three and one-half cups of

new milk scalded, one half-cup of bnt- | 3

“On, boy, Il give
nym"n:! mg_l v

ust
“Where—where
i “Bhnkut!ptherﬂlh‘lﬁ
ﬁkmﬂaﬂuﬂ.
lmmnhm

Fether —'No; but [ have."—

e ett——

C. MovrToy, Neadham,

Tus true way of softeaning one's troubles
others.— Mma de Main-

Hall's Catarch Cure

is to solaco those of
tenon.

Is taker intermally Pr

e e

Tavre s e bandmald of justice; free

#W'h‘”&" \'r'sfaoq‘:uuonhu
tnin.-—s,vdux 55?'

mng;‘" Thess things,” sald Brier Fox,

“Oxz views
"a\mrdtng u his
1 do pot dnu
Butl

——————
Lavma—*“And now you muatsee
4§ bave seen himm—or, it

18 dollar to cateh

loe T30

:

ous ot
or stay

ter and lard in equal proportions one | ghort notice.

eup of potatlo yeast, flour to make into
» amooth dough. Let rise over night,
1z the morning sdd oue beaten a'{-
knead, let riss again. Make into bal
s large as an egg, place on a floured
boc.rd. flour s tiny roiling pin, press
down so as to nearly divide each bal.
in the center, butter this space made
with rolling pin, place on pans, so s
not to touch each other, when light,
bake.—Farm, Field snd Fireside.
—Appleand Almond Podding.—Pare,
core and stew to a pulp some good bak-
ing apples and place them at the bot-
tom of a pudding dish. Blaneh and

el Y rockom

rimped before I had my picture

Judy.

Tracwer—~Tommy, how ia the world
divided?” Tommy—“Faw says

Intwum the mrpuutlnn ud the pali-
ticians.”—Indianapolis Journal

It was

lnl'hgahuwr
thunder died awsy the li

W'I.Iﬂﬂrl “] wish

pound five ounces of almouds with five | so.

ounces of and stir into them the
yolks of seven well-benten eggs, the
grated rind and the juice of one large
lemon. Thicken it with two dessert
spoonfuls of flour, mix all thoroughly
together, and then add the whites
whisked to a stiff froth. Four this
over the stewed apple and bake in
moderate oven until a fine brown.—
Boston Budget

TRICKS OF CRIMINALS
Ways Ia Which They Often Escape from
Peace Uficers

The strangler’s grip is another trick
which some men practice, though not
very often with success, as the police
know it and wateh for it. The dodge
is usually tricd by a prisoner who ap-
pears exccedingly submissive and will-
ing to “‘go quietly.” Bat if the police-
man is thrown off his guard, the eap-
tive knows he is safe With a rapid
movement to the side, he springs on
the officer, partly from behind, and
throws his right arm round the eon-
atable's neck, so that the inner side of
the elbow presses on the windpipe.
Then with a sharp pressure he tight-
ens the arm, gras) his left hand
round his right wrist, and jerks as
hardms he can. If he is anyway ex-
pert, and has time to get his arm firm-
iy set in the right position, it ia gll
over with the constable No matter
how powerful he may be, he will not
break the murderous grip, and his fos
Is practically out of reach. Less than
a minute is usually enough to produce
total unconscionsness, and long before
that stage is reached the constable is
st the mercy of the ruflan whose ar-
rest be had accomplished.

There is yet snother ruse which Is
often tried, and now and again sunc-
ceeds. A constable grabs his man by
thes coai-collar, and & moment Iater
finds himsel! possessed of the coat,
while the owner is vanishing im his
shirt sleeves. The trick, however, is
generally foiled by the police, who
kndw it well, and who =siso know that
thieves occasionally wear costs with

8o locsely sewn In that separa-
tion is easy and escaps easy also
Hence it is that tho police—who are
carefully taoght such little detsils
(and others) g lly take ding
care that the fingers of the hand are
inserted bLetween the neck and the
shirt, a thumb being warningly placed
against the captive’s windpipe, which
can be used effectively if required:

‘These are but very few of the favor-
fla methods adopted by the wily
wrong-doer tp preserve his frecdom.
There are others so brutal that I do
not care to make the details public
Both are well-known to the criminal
elasses and the polliee, and both are al-
most certain, if successfally. tried, to
igjure a constable seriously loetha
reat of his life. It is but the other day
that a very promising officer died from
one, after months of weary WJ’-
That there are connter dodges

tbqgﬂiﬂ I know full m

‘not altogether devoid &f
bat, to the honor of the hrec bo it-
sald, not usually adopted, save in mo-
menta of real danger. - And if, after
all, now and then an innocent man suf-

realizes the perils faced night after
night and day alter day by police econ-
stables who have to match themselves
umarmed against all the acoundreldom
of London.—Westminster Budgetk
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