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" DIALOGUES OF THE DAY.
/. “Bhe talked so fast that I could nod
::.-wdlned‘urln.' *You should
suave resoeted to sharper language.”—
Indianapolis

. Journal.
i Guest—"Bring me some canves back
‘ducks™ Weiter—"We are just out.”
Guest—"Well, make it & canvas back
bam, then."—Chicago Record. ;
" “Her father woun over $2,000 frem the
Ibl.wn Iast monthgteards. “Andthen
9; hmn llkelluhim for ber hand 7™
es. He wanted to his money
back.”—Life, <&
! Proprictor—"Where is the book
er™"—Office Boy—“He jsn't in. His
wife sent him word that the baby was
asleep, and he's gone home to ses what
it looks like."—Lonlaville Truth.
" Mr. Dunn—"T've called to see abouta
Jittle bill I left here about & month ago.”
Mr. Bhort—“Ohl it's all right; you
‘meedn’t be alarmed. I've lald it away

Violinist (proudly) —*The instru-
ment I shall use at your houss to-mor-
row evening, Mein Herr, sover 200 years
old" Parvenpue—"0Oh! mever mind that.

! Cripple—"Please belp a poor man,
uir; Ilmtmylegmﬂ‘;neld.‘ Wig-
wag—"Why. you're too young to have
been in the war.” Cripple (lodignant-
1y)—"Who's talking about war? 1 wish
¥you to understand, sir, that I am en ex-
football player.”—Philadelphia Record.
B100 Reward S100.
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vé powers that they offer One Hundred
sny casé that it fails to cure

nt:mgmorm TomoaT Hoansxwese
“Brown's Bron-
chial Troches.” Have them always n;uly

i A morse will pull with il his migh
wi&hhil::m—l‘e;u le‘ﬁnp.‘bm

¢ T use Piso's Cure for Consum both
1 my family and practice —Dr. G. W. Par.
TErs0X, Inkster, Mich., Nov. 5, 180
Oxz who never behind the bar—
the mosquito.—Texas

i Hood's Pille cure sll liver illa. e

| POPULAR MELODIES IN CHURCH

“Wenring of the Gresa™ Played Dusring o
Ragent Service nt Washlagion.

An incident which, if it had ocenrred
at the middle of the services, might
have yesulted disastrously, caused con-
giderable amusement st ome of the
Catholic churches on & recent Sunday.
The service was an attractive

had been The choir was as-
sisted by a string orchestra, with a par-
ticularly lusty trombone. There wasa
sermon by an eloguent priest, and the

the altar arranged themselves in readi-
ness for the recessional.

scribed a grand flourish in the alr and
s grand burst of harmony burst forth
from the orchestra. Hut instead of 3

one, and elaborate musical numbery -

services were carried out withoot a |y
keep- | hitch until the very last, All thoss at

The choir leader raised his baton, do: | Whose life

No lands do I held in title or fee,
No casties, nor flocks on the hills,
No forests or mines, no ships on the sea,
o furnaces, workashops or mills,
Hnml. nothing but youth and s heart thai
true,

barm—
Having nothing but these, I can’t compre-

sacred mar:h it was “The Wearing of
the Green.” Its merry and frivolous
strains pealed louder and louder, and
the cheeks of the fat trombonist puffed
wider and wider. But the effect! There
was a scurrying among the choir sing-
ers to get out of the organ loft. Thern
was an immediately noticeable hitch-
ing into step of the superficially solemn
altar boys, and the holy fathers exerted
all the muscles of their faces to retain
a proper decorum of countenance.

They didn’t succeed altogether, for a
broad smile was on the face of more
than one as he disappeared from sight.
Eut the orchestrs played blissfully on.
It changed from the Irish melody to an-
other popular air, and nobody lmows
but what they might have drifted into
a skirt dance or “The Bunshine of Par-
adise Alley” had not the last of the
priestly p | dizapp d as
quickly as possible within the sacristy
doors. It is safe to say that that o
chestra will ind diffienlty in getting an-
other job to play sacred music.—\Wash-
ington Post.

JOURNEYING TO A STAR

There Would Be & Fascimation About It
1f It Were Fossible.

There is a perpetual fascinstion
sbout the stars snd the immense dis-
tances at which they lie from one an-
other and from us. To demonstrate
the vast distance of Centauri from this
planet a popular ecientist gives the
following illustration: *“We shall sup-
pose that some wealthy directors, for
want of outlet for their energy snd
capital, construct a rilway to Centanri.
We shall neglect for the present the
engineering difficulties—a mere de-
tail—ard suppose them overcome and
the railway open for traffic. We shall
go no further and suppose that the
directors have found the comstruetiion
of such a railway to bave been peculiar-
ly easy and that the proprietors of the
interstellar space had mot been ex-
orbitant in their terms for right of way.
Therefore, with a view to encourage
traffic, the directors have made the
fare exceedingly moderats, vix, first-
class et one penny per 100 miles. Desiring
to take advantage of these facilitics,
a gentleman, by way of providing him-
self with small change for the jour-
ney, buys up the national debt of Brit-
ain and s few other eountries, and pre-
senting himself at the office demands a
first-class single to Centaurl.

“For this he tenders in payment the
scrip of the Dritish national debt,
which just covers the cost of his ticket,
but =t this time the national debt
from little wars has been run up ie
£1,100,000,000. 5

“Having taken his seat it occurs to
him to ask:

“ *A{ what rate do you travel ¥

= :gixty miles an hour, sir, including
stoppages,’ is the answer,

* *Then when shall we reach Cen-
| tauri?”

“sIn 485,663,000 years, sirl™—London
Anawers.

Healthiul for the Prosomt.

The Fatcs were upon the point of ad-
journing over Sunday.

“0h, by the way,” interposed the
chair, “there ia the matter of ths
healthfulness of the bicycle atill unde-
cided, the committee on destiny baving
reported it beck without recommenda-
tion. I suppose we shall bave to let bi-
eyclista live until we get & fitted
up in the hereafter for wheels
Is there.objection? The chair hears no
objection. It is so ordered™—Detroil
Tribune.

Usaally the Oase. ==
In = village smithy in the north of
Aberd hi a few worthies had

gathered, and the discussion on "a man
loving his second wife” was touched
u “Nyod Smith,” said Hillies, “von
sud be weel able to gie an opiniom on
that subject. Ye've haen fower wives.
Which o’ them a’ did ye like bewi 7
“Weel, Hillies, I hae my gualms o'
i in rin' that question.

I aye liket the Jivin' one best."—Dunder
Newa.
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Everybody wants Clairette
Soap who knows the good-
ness of it. ‘Try it once and
you will refuse all other
kinds, too. Sold everywhere.

For men and women
should be
when

their the nourishment

than COD-LIVER OIL.

the doctors

approve of Scott’s Emulsion. For whom?

; for babies and children who are thin,
be fat; for all who do not get from

' starved blood. Yon eat and are nonrished.
tion and scrofula never come when the
proper food. . And nothing is better for

tt's Emulsion

who are weak, when they
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What your could be,

When the world was before you to chodse
from, true heart,

Your cholce should just glorify me!

Then -IWWthm"mmu
[

Fell in musical tones on MY ear:
“[ can’t tell the—reason, I—only—just—

Taht I love you, ] love you, my dear!™
~—Coldwater (Mich.) Courler.

“THE CYCLOPEEDY.”

BY EUGENE FIELD.

Havin® lived next door to the Hobart
place I'r goin’ on 30 years, I calc'late
that I know jest about ez much about
the case ez anybody else now on mirth,
exceptin® perhaps it's ol’ Jedge Baker,
and he's 30 plaguey old 'nd so powerful
feeble that he don’t know =

It seema that in the spring uv "47—
the year that Cy Watson's oldest boy
wuz drowned in West river—there come
along a book agent meilin’ volyumes
'nd tracks fr the diffusion uv knowl-
edge, 'nd havin’ got the recommend
of the minister 'nd uv the select men,
he dons an all-fired big business in our
part uv the county. His naume wuz
Lemuel Higgins, 'nd he wus ez likely
% tolker ez I ever hoerd, barrin' Lawyer
Conkey, 'nd everybody sllowed that
when Conkey wuz round he talked so
fast that the town pump "od have to be
greased every £0 minutes.

One uv the first uv our folks that this
Lemuel Higgins struck wuz Leander
Hobart. Leander had jest marr'ed one
uv the Peasley girls, 'nd bad moved
into the old homestead on the Plain-
vills road—old Descon Hobart havin’
give up the place to him, the other hoys
havin® moved out west (like a lot o
durned fools thut they wuz'). Leander
wuz feelin’ his oats jest about this
time, 'nd puthin’ wuz too good f'r him.

*Hattie,” sez he, *I guess I'll have
io lay in a few books 'r readin’ in the
winter time, ’nd I've & half notion to
subscribe £'r » cyclopeedy. Mr. Higgins
here says they're invalerable in & fam-
ily, and that we orter have "em, bein’
as how we're likely to have the fam’ly
pime by!”

“Lor's saken, Leander, how you talkI”™
sez Hattie, blushin’ all over, ez brides
allers does to heern tell uv sich things,

Waal, to make a long story short,
Leander bargaimed with Mr. Higgins
for a set uy them oy ‘nd he
signed his name to a long printed paper
that showed how he agrred to take a

oncet In so often, which
wuz to be as often ex & new one uy the
volyumes wuz printed. A cyclopeedy
fan't printed all at onecet, because that
would make it cost too much; conse-
kenily ihe man that gets it up has it
:trungl‘lmgtnruput.wutohlt
folks oncet every year or iwo, and
gin'rally sbout harvest time. Bo Le-
ander kind uv liked the idee, and he
the printed paper 'nd made hls
affidevit to it before Judge Warner.

3

throogh

thing that bothered him wuz the fear
that mebbe he wouldn't live to see the
last volume—to tell the truth, this
kind uv got to be his hobby, and I've
heern him talk *bout it many a time
settin’ round the stove at the tavern
*nd squirtin’ tobaceo juice at the saw-
dust box. His wife, Hattle, passed
away with the yaller janders the win-
ter W came, and all that secemed to rec-
oncile Leander to survivin® her wus
the prospect uv seein’ the Jast volyume
uv that cyclopeedy. Lemuel Higgins,
the book agent, had gone to his ever-
lastin® punishment; but his son, Hiram,
had succeeded to his father's businesa
‘nd continued to visit the folks his old
man bhad roped in. By this time Le-
ander’s children had growed up; all on
‘em wuz marr'd, and there wuz numeris
grandchildren to amuse the ol' gen-
tleman. But Leander wuzn't to be
satinfied with the common things u?
airth; he didn't seem to take no pleas-
ure In his grandchildren like most mea
do; his mind wuz allers sot on some-
thin’ else—for hours ’nd hours, yes,
all day long, he'd set out on the frond
stoop lookin® wistfully up the road for
that book agent to come along witha
cyclopeedy. He didn’t want to die till
he'd got oll the cyclopeedies his con-
tract called for; he waated to have
everything straightened out before he
passed away.

When—oh, how well I recollect it—
When Y come he wuzs 5o overcome
that he fell over in s fit uv paralysis, 'nd
the old gentleman never got over ii.
For the next three years he drooped *nd
pined, and seemed like he couldn’t hold
out much longer. Finally he had fo
take to his bed—he was so old 'nd feehle
—but he made 'em move the bed up
against the winder so he could watch
for tbat last volyume of the cyclopeedy.

The end come one balmy day in the

uv '87. His life wus a’ ebbin’
powerful fast; the minister wus there,
‘nd me, 'nd Dock Wilson, ‘nd Jedge
Baker, 'nd most uv the fam'ly. Lovin'
hands smoothed the wrinkled forehead
*nd breshed back the long, scant, whita
hair, but the eyes of the dyia’ man wuz
sot upon that piece uv road down which
the cyclopeedy man allus come.

All to oncet a bright 'nd joylful look
come into them eyes, ‘nd ol' Leander
riz up in bed 'nd sez:  “It’s come!"

“What is.i4 father?" asked hie
daughter Sarey, sobbin® like.

“Hush™ sex the minister, solemnly;
“he sees the shinin’ gates uv the Noo
Jerusalum.”

" #Ng, no,” cried the aged man; “it ia
the cyclopeedy—the Jetter Z—it’s com-

in’!”

And, sure the door opened,
and in walked Higgins. He tottered
rather than walked, f'r he had growed
old 'nd feeble in his wicked perfession.

“Here's the Zeyclopeedy, Mr. Hobart,”

The fust volyume of the cyclopeedy
stood on a shelf in the old seckretary
in the settin’ room about four months
before they had any use f'r it. Ome
night *Squire Turner’s son come over
to visit Leander 'nd Hattic, and they got
to talkin' ahout apples, 'nd the sort uv
apples that wuz the best. Leander al-
Jowed that the Rhode Island greenin’
wuz the best, but Hattie and the Tur-
ner boy stuck up [r the Roxbury rus-
set, until at Iast a happy idee struck
Leander, and sez he: “We'll leave it
to the cyclopeedy, b'gosh! Which-
ever one the cyclopeedy scz is the best
will seitls 11"

“But you can't find out nothin’ "bout
Roxbury russets nor Rhode Island
greenin's in our cyclopeedy,” sez Hat-
tie.

“Why not, I'd like to know 7" sex Le-
ender, kind of indignant like.

“'Cause ours haint got dawn to the
R yet,” sex Hattie. “All ours tells
about is things beginnin® with A."

“Well, hain't we talkin’ about Ap-
ples?” sez Leander. “You aggervate me
terrible, Hattie, by insistin® on knowin’
what you don’t know nothin’ "bout.”

pedy, anyhow!™
And be put the volume back onto the

the shelf 'nd never apt eyesonto it agin.

g

The most aggervatin’ feature ur it
all wis that a new one uv ther cussid
wuz allus sure 1o show up
at the wrong time—when Leander wus
Lard up or had jest been afflicted in
some way or other. His barm burnt
down twonightsaforethe volyume con-
tainin’ the letter B arrived, 'nd Leander
needed all his chink to pay £'r lumber,
but Higgins sot back on thet afidavit
and defied the lifs out uv him.

“Xever mind, Leander,” nes his wife,
poothin® like, “it's & good book to have
ir the house, anyhow, now that we've
got a baby.”

“That's 50, sz Leander, “babies
does begin with B don’t itT"

You see their fust baby had heen
born; they named him Peascley—
Peaseley Hobart—afier Hattie's folks.
So, seein’ as how it wuz peyin’ fra
book that told about babies Leander
didn’t begrudge that five dollars sv
much after all.

=that B cyclopeedy ain’t mo ascount.
There aint pothin® in it about bables
exeept ‘See Maternity." ™

“Wanl, T11 be gosh durmed!™ mex
Tesnder. That wuzall be said, and he
couldn’s do nothin’ at all, 'r that book
ageat, lamuel Higgins, bad tha dead
Mﬂ! on Mim—ths mesn, sueakin’ crit-
So the years passad om, one of them
cyciopenities showip® up sow 'ad then—

says Higgins.
Lesnder clutched it; he hugged it to
hiz pantin’ bosom; then stealin’ ome
band under the piller he drew out
a faded bank note 'nd gave it to Hig-
ins.
“‘l thank thee for this boon,” mes Lg-
ander, rollin' his eyes up devoutly;
then he gave a deepsigh.

“Hold on,” cried Higgins, excitedly,
“you’ve made & mistake—it isn't the
last—"

DBut Jeander didn't hear him—his
soul had fled from its mortal tenement
'nd hed sosred rejoicin’ to realms uv
everlastin' blisa. :

“He is no more,” ses Dock Wilson,
methaporically.

“Then who are his heirs?” asked that
mean critter Higgins. .

“We be,” sex the family.

“Do you conjointly and severely ae-
knowledge and assume the obligation
of deceased to me?” he asked "em.

“What obligation?” asked Peasley
Hobart, stern like.

“Deceased died owin® me I'r a eyelo-
pedy!” sez Higgins.

“That’s & lle!™ Peasley. “Weall
him pay you for the Z!"

“RBut there’s another one to come,”
sez Higgins.

“Another?” they all asked.

“Yes, the index!” nez he.

S0 there wuz, and I'll be eternally
durned if he ain’t a'suin’ the eatate in
the probate court now I'r the price uv

- | 141—St. Louis Republic.

A CRUEL WOMAN.

An Esst Indian Lody of Rank Whe Wae
Meroiless.

In person the Begum Somru was
small, with a graceful, softly rounded
figure, s complexion of dazzling fair-
ness, large black eyes full of animstion,
delicately chiseled features, and s hand
and arm of such perfect symmetry that
native poets sang of them as matchless
wonders of beauty. Her dress wasal-
ways in exquisite taste and of the cost-
liest material. Bhe Persian and
Hindustani fluently. Her manners
were charming, and her conversation
spirited, sensible, snd engaging. Bat,

as a setoff to this long array of personasl | seized

Mﬂhd-mlﬁt
“Here, air. ‘s wanted? and Mr.

Biffs stood bafore his chiel,

“You state here,” said the editor,
without looking up, "‘that Yousg Nau-
sen and the Pawtucket Pontoin e
tered the ring im the pink of condi-
tion™

“]f it's there I wrote it,” Mr. Biffs
proudly replied. “They never monkey
with my copy.”

“Were the men pink?™

The sporting editor looked startled.
“No, not exactly,” hs replisd at

length.

“What color were they, then?’
“Yollow, 1 think,” Mr. Biffs eon-
fensed, as he shifted his weight to the
other leg. His work had never before
been questionsd.

*“Why in thunder didn’t you say so,
instead of deluding the public with
the belisf that we have pink peopls in
this country. Iow, your aocount
states that the men tipped the bsam
st 154 pounda. What did they tip it
with?"*

“Themselves Thai's what the men
welghed,” Mr. Biffsanawered. He waa
gprowing warmer.
*“Oh, it is, ia it? Very singular.
How abont the mine rattling rounds
the men fought? Did you hsar say-
thing rattle?’

Mr. Biffs sat down and wiped his
moistened brow.

“f also ses that s fat purse was
hung up. On what was this purse sns-
pended?

“The mill,” said Mr. Biffs feshly.
“Then you forgot to mention that
the fizht took place ina mill. Young
N you k, was a hog for
punishment. That is an ¢legant term,
1 must admit, but I do not understand
it. Kick a hog in the face and he will
quit. Isn't that so?"

The talented and versatile Mr. Biffe
groaned aloud in the snguish of his
spirit The horvors of the printed
fight were beginning to dawn
upon his darkened intellect.

“In the fonrth round,” went on the
remarseless editor, “Young Nausea
reached for the Pontoon's wind. Was
this gentleman’s wind visibla to the
naked eye, or did Young Nauses use
forcepa?™

Mr. Biffs arose sud staggered weakly
toward the door.

“Rallying quickly, the Pontoon
landed a lala-cooler In his opponent’s
bread basket, sending him to gram
That's funny,” mused the editor. *I
pever koew before that pugilists car-
ried their lunch into the ring; but then
yon wers there, Mr. Biffs, and—"

But a wild yell in the corridor am-
d that R and Mr. Riffshad
flown together.—N. Y. Journal

HE WAS LITERARY, TOO.
His Blster Was Empieyed in & Book Riad-

-y,

I wasa prowling through Mulberry
Bend one night to ses the darker side
of tenement life, when a boy abont 10
years old came up to ms as I stood for
» moment ou & corner, and querisd:

“Gittin' stuff fur & sermon next Suw-
day?™

“No, 'm not & preacher,” I replisd

“That's lucky fur you! They gin

the cold chuck around here.
Stranger doin’ the slums, mebbe?”

.‘N“.

“Canse if you was I'd whistle fur de
gaug snd we'd be on to you like &
homse! Gittin' pictures wid & kodack,
mebbe?”

uNu.ll

*Do last kodack faller down bhare got
away wid his lifs, but dat was all
Say, Cully, was you an artist wid de
brash?*

"No, I'm not an artist.™

“Causs 1 wanted to remark dat you
might possibly git away. but you'd be
lame sll de rest of your life!l You
doa't look like one of de purfesh!™

“No, I'm not a thief, burglar or pick-
pocket,” I answered.

*“Couse if you was you'd hev to
whack up half a dollar to buy beer fur
de gang., you know, or some of 'em
would put de peslers on. What is your
pertickler lay, Cully, it it wounldn's
break yer neck to give it away?™

“Writing for the newspapers.™

“Pat's literary, hain't it¥

"Y!&"

“Cully, put it dere!” hs maid,
sxtended & hand which bhadn’t felt

“'ve & sister in & book-bindery, and
me daddy runs ths engine in a job
office. Shake agin, Cully—s litersry
shake!"—Detroit Free Press.
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She bhad yielded to the fascins
of the new woman ides, and was
least s neck shead of the most

d. Her husband was meak
lowly, and they lived ont om
street. After sugper she put on
bloomers, got her bat and cane,
said she waa going down to ithe clu
for an hour or two. Henry had
to bed, sud was trying to figu
why he had been borm. She
up to the gas borner and said: “Is
there anything I can do for you, Hen-
ry, befars I put out the light?” “Yes,
my dear; I'm feeling rather nervous to-
night Wonld you mind looking un-
der the bed to see if there’s a woman
there before you go out? —Houstom
Post.

e

g%

tuak

i

:

“You are s lisr"
The words rang out clsar in the alr.
A hush of dresd fell mpon the spec-

tators.
Repeat those words,

“Curss you!
and-—-"
“Bah™ eried the first speaker. ™I

¥
slr, and 've got an
an articls on the evil

—Judge. d
Fe Heom to Fager Thes.
Visitor—Yes, it's & very fiat
But srea't the roocsns n & trifle
small?
Nr. Fist Dweller—8o you noties it,
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