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Bunday mornin's when the sunshine
Beems to filter down as stiil,

An’ the leaves aln't hardly stirrin’,
An’ the fur-off wooded hill

Looks as hazy an’ as distant
An' intangible as dreams,

Then I know a haze is hangin®
Over all the country streams.

Then I see the brethren gather
In the way they useter do

By the litile ol' log meetin’ house
My happy boyhood knew,

THE LOG MEETIN'

When I'm tuslin’ with my collar
With my chin up in the atr,

An' the clty chimes are ringin’
“Think, oh, think of Over There!™

Then's the times I quit my wrigglin®
An' I see an ol' log church

In a clearin’ by the roadside,
An' I see the ragged birch

An" a bunch of dogwood blossoms
Are a gracin’ of the pew

In the little ol' log meetin’ houss

d My happy boyhood knew.

fust some little ol' hard benches
Used on week-dayy for the schnol,
But the winders all wide open
An' the breege a tricklin’ cool
From the birch an’ pine an’ maples
That flung shadders brown an’ deep,
An' the circuit rider preachin'—
1 kin almost go to-sleep
When I think I hear him rtalkin’—
Oh, I'm dreamin’ of the blossoms
Of the dogwood wet with dew
In the little ol' log meetin' housa
My freckled boyhood knew!
—J. M. Lewis, in Houston Past.

THE FALL OF THE
N MIGHTY. jg

OXOXOIOTOXOXOXOXOXC)
BY MARGUERITE STABLER,

VEN in the ‘fifties there were
social lines In Ban Francisco
drawn hard amnd fast, and although
they might sometimes be made zig-
vag in order to get around an ob-
stacle, they were none the less in
evidence. In the case of Mme, Del-
mar and the beautiful Veronica the
clan was divided into hostile eamps.
In the conservative set the name of
Mme Delmar was always mentioned
with a shrugging of the shoulders
and an uplifting of the eyebrows, but
they of the radical camp boldly open-
ed their arms to this woman who
carried herself with the air of a
duchess. In this infant city there
was no ancient history, they argued,
and neediess to say this was the pros-
perous camp that took things as they
came, and floated on the high tide.
With them it was not cnnsidered po-
lite 1o have a family treer where
there were 80 many suspected pasts
and so many obvious futures, and
every house in the town, from the
stately row in South Park to the
cabins at the foot of the. hill, was
built more or less of glass. The
society that was characterized as
*“@ringo and diluted Castillan,” with
the accent on the adjective, was a
society of the present.

Ag for Veromiea, what elgse could
they do but, take her in? Therein
may have Inin the secret of their
generosity toward her mother, Ve-
ronica, with her radiant beanty, her
rather startling love of display and
high-handed manners, was not a
good foll for the average girl, but be-
cause ©of her marvelous voice and
great musical talent,no socialigather-
ing ever seemed complete without
her. As for the men of the town, they
were all frankly in love with her, for
mo one seemed to try to resist the
epell of her fascination. When she
danced, the circle of aspirants for a
waltz closed her in until the last one
was gone; when she sang, every
black-coat in the room zeemed irre-
gigtibly drawn in a mystic circle
ground the piano; and when the even-
ing was spent and Veronica had said
good-night, the more ardent of her.
adorers skurried to the cornmer ghe
must paes, in order to get a last care-
less nod and another glance from
those burning eyes, as bright as the
&tars above her.

All this homage the harghty Vero-
nica accepted with a nonchalant in-
difference, as the porgeous scarlet
popies in her baleony accepted the
suns and dews from heaven as thelr
own inalienable right, and drooped
and died without them.

To Mr. Alfred Starkweather Little,
of Baltimore, this state of affairs was
not long to be endured. The girl had
managed to be the center of their
admiration without showing the least
preference for any one in partieunlar,
but when *"Little Baltimore,” as he
had come to be ealled, felt his heart
beat seriously for the first time, he
determined, with all the arder of
his twenty-five untried years, that
this woman, and no other, should be
his wife, and that right away. In
those white-heat days, when a8 year
was told off in heart-throbs, when a
man lived a lifetime of ups and downs
in a few months, patience was a lost
virtue. Consequently, “Little Balti-
more,” fired with the courage that
dares, decided a frank understanding,
however desperate. would be prefer-
able to the indifference and coquetry
that tortured him now by turns.

Alighting ‘one evening from the
lumbering omnibuas that ran out to
South Park, Mr. Alfred Starkweather
Little, with his indestructible Balti-
more dignity,approached the Olympus
of hia divinity. As he entered the
hallway, the melting tones that had
firat set hia heartstrings to vihrating,
reached his ear:

*“Le parlate d’a.mur
O care flor.™

‘ Taking the selection for an nuspi—
cious omen, he advanced unannounced.
Miss Delmar was seated at the piano,
ane of the few bulky, old square

- pianos that had at an early time
- made their way around the Horm.
. Halt rising and

. Hightly with her left hand, she nodded

still strumming
Indifferently, and said: “Oh, it’s you
2 i it

_ Teking the ouposts at a dash, Little
Haltimore answered: “Yes, it is T,

und more fortunate than I had dared

to hope, finding you alone.”
‘And more unfortunate fhan you

‘echo  of

drterrapted, with lover-like enthusi-

“Impossible!” the scornful lips
mocked; “you know nothing about it.
I am simply dying of disgust with
this miserable little sand-hill village.”
She struck the keys m petulant bang,
and faced him. “ancy swhat a life
this is for me, stranded in this soeial
desert, with no advantages, 1o oppor-
tunities, nothing!”

“What more would you ask?" Little
ventured, making a mental review of
the serried ranks of her adorers.

"“What more would I have?” ghe re-
peated; "I would have a chance to
live in a comgenial atmosphere, to
drink deep and_live high while life
lasts. Position in a: e:ty where the
men are not all miners or gamblers
and the women yesterday’s washer-
women. And travel,” she went on,
her eyes flashing and her nestrils di-
luting, “a chance to see the world,
hear good music—be myself, perhaps,
a gueen of song in & world of music-
lovers and artists. . . .Yes, that is all
I want, but that I must have, and 'm
ready to give my soul in return
for it.”

“But even that cam mot bring you
bappiness,” Little remonstrated;
**there’s nothing half so sweet in
life as love’s young dream,” and if
you knew, Vervnica, how I lave
you——" r

The haughty head went back, the
defiant eyes blazed at him a moment
in amazement; then, with a burst of
mocking laughter, she =aid: *“Oh,
my poor friend, you must be crazy.
Let ne talk no more about it. We
will have a little music to dissipate
Your sentimental mood.” And giving
herself no further trouble about
Little Baltimore, she turned and con-
tinued her song.

Without stopping to say good-by
forever, Little, cut to the quick by
the girl's disdain, arose and left. The
sound of her voice still reached him
on the broad flagged steps, and the
“Ditele che 1'adoro™ was
drowned in the March wind that
surged over the gand dunes and down
the street like a great sob.

After that evening Alfred Little
was 1o longer & prominent figure of

San Francisco’s gilded youth. As

souon as he could transfer his inter-
ests in the city, he went up to the
mines, and after having tried mining
with but indifferent success, he sailed
for the Orient. Several years spent
in restless activity started him on
his second guarter-century wiser and
somewhat sobered. In time he re-
turned to his native heath to take up
hig life seriously and slip into the
vacancy in the firm made by his
father’s death.

From time to time, Little met old
frends who, like himself, had turned
their backs npon the allurements of
the Golden West, and oceasional re-
ports reached him of the ambitious
marriage of the beautiful Veronica.
She had married a fortune as great
as her wildest dreams could fancy,
pnd was gueening it to her heart’s
content. After a number of years
some one elge returned with marvel-
oug tales of merchants, wealthy in
Little’s time, who had Jost every ccent
amd turned bartender; washerwomen
whose husbands had “struck it rich,”
who were riding in satin-lined ear-
riages and struggling with their
brogues; musle-hall favorites who

;had married respectable faro-dealers

and becorne mdodels of propriety and
leaders of zociety, and other gossip
characteristlie  of the mushroom
growth of the sand-hill city. And
Little realized how well hiz wound
had healed when he heard, without a
tremoy. the name of the dashing
Veronica connected lightly with that
of a soulful tenor. It had been at
first against his will that he. had
come to admit there were still many
women in the world, or many voiees,
either, that, while lacking the depth

‘and penetrative power of the one that

had first awakened him, were sweeter
and ‘more tender; and many eyes less
flashing and flery, perhaps, but
clearer and more steady.

It wos long after this consciousness
had forced itself upon him that the
business of the firm reguired his
presence again on the Western Coast.
The rum across the continent was
now accomplished in a few days, and
the thriving, prosperous city had
nothing but the name in common
with the “miserable little sand-hill
village” he hal left & decade before.

Revisiting the only half-familiar
scenes of his youth brought with it
a feeling as of revisiting the earth
after having lain centuries dead. The
old plaza was one of the least chan
spots in the city, and it was there
that Little always turned his wander:
ing steps. During the day it, too, was
invaded by the hustling crowds, but
with the nightfall came some of the
old familiar figures, as of the ghosts
of the piomeers, The gas-jets flared
into their heavily beurded faces and
bizarre costumes, and the old babel
of strange tongues fell upon his ears,
and sometimes even the tinkle of a
guitar, accompanied by a husky
voice, almost completed the illusion
that he was again in the days of
old.

S0 it seemed almost natural one
evening: that some one in passing
thould be humming to himself the
epening bars of *The Flower Song.”
Perhaps a day never passes that some
lHght young heart coming up from
ihe Italian gquarter dees not whistle
or sing it to himself and pass un-
noticed, but this night the idle hum-
ming touched & chord in the hear{
of n listener that sent the dream-
echoes vibrating down the corridors
of memory and ringing, singing in-
definitely on. Again this sober, hieavy-
set. man was a hot-headed youth of
25, and again he gaw, in fancy, ax he
had not seen for 20 years, the proud
and scornful beauty, Veronica Del-
mar. The careless tones of the passer
had died into & fur, faint diminuendo,
but as Little Hstened, he felt again
the beating heart and bounding hopé
with which he had hailed the omnibus
that day to take him to the Olympus
of his divinity.

His reverie was disturbed by th=
approach of a pair of strolling musi-
cians—a man and a woman, leading
a tired, overworked little monkey by
8 chain. The figures of the singers
were indistinet under the flare of
the street lights, but the outline of
a big fellowin u slouch hat and closk,
loosely draped over his shoulders,
was easily discerned shove the heads
of the witlening dircle of listentrs. As

_Ldttle turned iﬂly to watch the group,

they began to sing the popular songs
of the day, after which the monkey
took off his cap and held it for con-
tributions.
drawn by the shouts of laughter
elicited by the monkey’s begging, the
shower of ecoins grew too valuable
for the monkey’s handling, so the
man drew the little beggar to his
shoulder and took off his own hat,
handing his guitar to his companion.

The woman, to Little’s surprise, in-
stead of continning with the class of
musgic that had at first attracted the
erowd, struck a few chords and began
the serenade from “Don Pasquale,”
The voice of the singer lacked val-

ume, but was &o pure and managed |

with guch consummate art, that the
listeners were from the first sur-
prised and interested. Although at
times the woman seemned rather to
sigh than sing, the arliculation was

so perfect that not aiword was lost. |

Even at khis disiance Little caught
the, lowest notes, and their penetrat-
ing clearness touched a chord in his
nature that had not vibrated in years.
Here was an inexplicable emotion!
He sought to explain it by the dream-
ing to which he had been giving him-
self up, and which had worked upon
his imagination. Nevertheless, he
pressed his way eloser into the erowd
to get & better view of the singer.
When that song was finished, some
one galled for & selection ; from “Car-
flen.” The woman shook her héad,
fearing her voice was not powerful
enough for such dramatic musie, and
chose instead a Miserere. The' poor
soul had reason toavoid a score whose
impassioned straing surpassed the
range of her broken voice. By fhe
time the Miserere was ended, some
of the crowd had moved on, giving
Little a chance to join the front row.
One glance into the face of the art-
ist who had sung the serenade made
him draw back. Then he looked
again in horror. In spiie of her age
(she seemed to have passed 40) and
in spite of the drawn features and
parchmgnt:like skin, the woman bore
a strange resemblance to the bheau-
tiful Veronica. Delmar. There were

the same loose locks of hair waving |

over a low forehead, the same deep
eyes, the same scornful mouth that,
when the coins jingled generously
into the hat, brightened with a weary
smile. The sloping shoulders and
graceful head were carried as proud-
ly as in the old days. Was all this
merely a trick of the imagination,
Little asked himeself, or was this in-
deed the proud, ambitious girl who
had once been so cruel? The singer
was certainly about the age Veroniea

must be, wherever she 'was, but the

pufly eyelids, the sunken cheeks, the
tawdy dress, all told of years of mis-
ery and debauch. Although he as-
sured himself over and over this was
only a chance resemblance, he could
not take his eyes off the woman’s
face, so like and yet so strangely un-
like was she {0 the beautiful girl of
20 years ago. .

. When, in turn, the woman took the
hat to offer it for contributionsLit-
tle drew slightly aside so that she

would have to go beyond the cirele to|

reach him. Dropping a much heavier
coin into the qld hat than it had ever
felt before, he caused the woman to
look up quickly into his face, with
a smile of gratitude. This gave Him
a chance to settle hia doubts.

“Veroniea!" he said impulsively.

The woman started nervously, and
fixed her great eyes upon him.

“I am one of your old friends,” he
continued, “do you remember mep”’

At that moment the man came up
to her to get his hat, and the face
of the singer ghoiwed her fear of
him. She gave Tittle a warning
glance, and turned hastily aside. She
seemed to be struggling between her
humiliated pride and aroused eun-
riosity. At last, taking up the gui-
tar, she moved a step or two to-
ward Little, and began:

“Le pariate d'amor.'”

Her clear, penetrating tones rose
in the stillnesy of the night like &
melancholy echo of the past:

*“Oh care fior
Diiele ché I'adoro.”™

The choice of “The Flower Song™
digsipated Little’s last doubt. This
was the volee that had charmed his
youth and shattered the dream of his
first love.

When the crowd prew tired and be-
gan to disperse, the singer turned
down toward, the Italian guarter. Lit-
tle following at a short distance.
The woman, too, loitered a few steps
behind her companion, lLioping, per-

Jhaps,” for onle more word with this

link with her happy past. Bat at the
side entrance of a cheap little wine-
shop the man stopped and turned
with an imperions “Veronica vieni!™

With a slight shrug, as if nothing
mattered much any way, the woman
hastened her steps and both disap-
peared behind the swinging doors.—
8an Francisco Argonaut.

INTERESTED IN FINANCE. .

How an Impecsniouns Englishmas
Made a Touch on a Member of

Parliament. i

; #

A well-known member of Pal_'lia—

ment approached by a4 repuotable.:

lookine man, says London Tit: Bits;
who said, with a deferential but not
servile manner: -

“Excuse me, sir, but arc you not
Mr. Blank, M. P.77

“I am,” said the member,
affable dignity. .

“I believe you are well intormcd
upon financial guestlons?" A ;

“My friends in the house and f.he
press are kind enough to zay s0." -

“Yom have given much a.tt.entlon 1o
the subject, I think?”

“More than to anything e‘lse.’_".

“And no doubt you could give a
satisfactery answer to almost amy
question I might ask?”

The member saw that he was being

“interviewed,” and wished tio gay
something that would look well in

print.

“Perhnps I mum ” he answered,

“Well, I have a question in finance
that I should he greatly pleased if
you wvulﬂ auswe:r to my saﬁsf:c—
tion™
“\'ery gDod what is lt?”

“Will you lend me five bob for a
day or two? I'm stony broke.”

The member produced the silver.
“He could bave had four times the
amonnt,” snid Mr. Blank, when tell-
ing the story, “I was so mmp}.etel,
taken aback.”

with

'1h‘1\

Ag the crowd increased, |

Find His Co mpanion,

The present home of the Blackfoot.Indians is. oh a reservation in.
‘In the'past they were both mighty hunters

Northwéstern Montana,
and mighty warriors.

The, buffilo furnished #hem with both odd
home, as out of its skin they made their tepew Now they‘ideﬁte
time to cattle raising and to htmtmg in the ‘mountains. The
paratively few of the Blackfoot' Indians left, and of the nearly 2,000
occupying their reservation, the majority are either Piegans or Bloods.
The Blackfoot tribe is quite wealthy, a few years ago having sold a por-
tion of its reservation to the government for $.i-,§ou,ocx). o §

e

earetom

S[-B¥ETY. e D ;Elﬂ-ie
and on arriving'at’ héa‘éhgo!téa

d rds fear asa t g mt
gnity; but &l le a
t sised h ul :mf
hér incrdnsed h:
marched steadily a]ong, with ]Jls nose
justtouching the back of the white
parasol, F e i e

The oecupants of the long row of
present] ..85108:

A Washi mg on grande dame recently

accepted an invitation to visit a young
kinsman, an army officer stationed as
: &' remote post in the west, The Wash-
ington Post describes the lady as a
woman who likes toimprove her mind;
but she is also a woman of much per-|
sonal dignity, with » regal carriage,
“&0d an wir Bf sweeping all before Her:
She considers it u duty to investigate

ed to see everything of interest.
One daf while her host amd host-

Lo edtonss be

weie gut of the bo &zsﬂ’ﬂn | pt
\h: to "Ee corra (ufaa over 1
srmy mules, There seemed 40 be no-
body in sight, so she went in amon
the animals and exa-med and pett
them,
T \um hap d that
' “’01' j
e lo d as
m..uustomed to be led by the whitest
animal among them, the unfurled
white parasal 0‘! the $isit,or, with her
light ydr. nedat n-
terest. s sh rr f ar
the & A
Ehe qum:Pd hm_k A mule as step-
ping quietly along cloke hehind. and
ull the rest of the mules were falling
Hato-line-back.of him. .. .e s pmic e
The woman was not afraid. She re-

officers” houses we

FOREIGN GOSSIP.

The death rate from plmgue in Im-
dia is generally over 70 per cent.

Spain’s annual: export. of pickled
green olives amonpts to about £00,000.

Three hundred and twenty-four sta-
tions on the Frans-Siberian railway
are to be furniehed by a Berlin firm.

The French town of Fecamp pro-
vides free sterilized milk for one year
to every child whore mother applies
for {t. The milk is delivered at her
home. h

Hice growers in Stam are offering to
share half their profits with any par-
ty who will plow their fields and reap
and thresh the rice for them by ma-
chinery.

In consequence of numerofis com-
plaiuts by peasants about the inerease
of insects injurious to the cropes, the
French minieter of agriculture has
ordered a stricter observance of the
laws againet: the slaughter of birds.

Shortly before a recent election in
Dereolo, Tyrol, adherents of the cler-
ical party cut some vines.in the vine-
yards and posted up warnings that if
the peasants gave the liberals a ma-
jority all their vines would be cut and
ruined.

Both Swfdich hon.ses of parllament
have adupted . remhﬁon urging upon
the goverpment to establish a supreme
court of administration. The court ia
intended to relieve the government
from the ever-increasing pumber of
appeals, especially of a municlpalchar-
acter;and to relieve the supreme court
of justice from its present duty of
giving its opinion on proposed new
laws before they are dxscussed in par-
liament.

The center of the mother-of-pearl
industry is Singapore. The shell ay-
ster is glx to ten incheslong, the larger
one weighs as much as ten pounds.
It i= found on hard-bottom channels
between islands, where the carrent is
strong.’ In gathering it a diver takes
with him a bag of colr rope one-fourth
of an inch in diameter, which, while
suited for holding the shell, does not
impede his traveling along the bottom.
The apparams for diving has not been
introduced in the Philippines; although

Mnaila shell brings the high price nf_

a dollar a pound. |

A MEAN ADVANTAGE.

John Was Pretty Sll‘.ﬂ. But When
Clint Came Bark at Him He
Wan the Vigtim,

John Bruce and Clint Pease were
chums. Their - stores adjoined, and
when business was dull the  two
young merchants visited back and
forth. Omne cold, blustery day, wlen
customers were Tew, Clint gat behind
the stoye in John's store. A young
woman came in and Jobhn stepped
forward to wait on ||L=r states the
Brooklyn Eagle.

“I am soliciting subsecriptions for
an order for our church,” gaid she,

KNow, solicitors ‘of this character
were numeronus in, that town, and
merchants used to iry to dodge
them. since it was not deemed good
policy to refuse to: contribute. So
John was considerably pleased with
himself when a happy way out of hig
present difficulty guggested itself to

| his quick mind.

“You will bave to speak to the pro-
prietor about that,” =nid be, politely.
““You will find him a very liberal man.
He is bnck there by the stnve L

“John grinned ok the young woman
approached (Cling and stated her case.
¢ “How much sre the mefrhants gen-
eral!y glving?'* “CHnt  asked, with
grave interest in the cause. !

“Some are giving as much as a dol-
lar,” she answeéred, ‘“but we are
grateful :l'or any suim, however
small”

“John,” saicl cnm, w:ﬂi an air of

-authority, “give the young lady %2

ont of the drawsr
And Johm, of cmse, had to do it.
_—

lMl_.d l-ller Hm_‘nu-_.
The feminine coterie:was holding a
gorrulous powwow fn the ' drawing

room, when; suddenly-a mouse lcomed |

up amid the scenery. It was sll of the

fair ones In & go—ns-ynu-p!ease race to

the lawn with thie exception of ome
maid of more or less uncertain years.

“Why didn’t you ‘Tun; too?” asked
the strong man who mﬁeﬂ _gabantly
1o the rescge.’

“I—I was in h- hopes, sobbed she of
the unrecorded birthday anniversa-
ries, “that I m-might be scared out of
s-several years g—growth if. I re-re-
mained.”

Wherenpon the strong man took on
a sympathetic look and said never a
word—~Chicago Dally News,

or tiver, and stout linen cords. To

NIGHT ‘TROUT Pﬁc.

Tlen Are Some mmm Abeui |
It Thet Tend te Make It
Fascinating.

< Night tre
sport that Q‘]:Peiregular ﬂ';«:n hau
not tried and: would disdain to iy,
but it has its merits, Not the least
of them is that the trout, through
some crankiness of its nature, will
often bite after day when all through

the day. it lies motionless at the-bot-|.

tom of a pool and refuses tq rice to
the most tem‘pang Tures. ‘At knch
periods {he entire nature of the fish
geems to have changed and it has
become a night-hawk, roving its na-
tive stream from dosk to tinylight
and sleeping through the sun hours.

There is no such thing as takmg
helf a ' basket of trout after dark
Wwith the fly. Changed as the fish is,]
it still has zense enough to know
that inseets it likes are not abroad
at that hour. t :

Oceasionally one will rice to an ar.
tificlal fly cast in the dark, but thix
is s0 exceptional as not to be worth
counting. Tt will take the worm
avicly, however, when it is night
feeding,~and it is with worms-that}
the night fisherman takes it.

There is no explanation of how the
tront manage to see the worms in
the dark. They find them, however]
on the blackest sort of night, and
poesibly they are puided by a sense
of smell.

Where there fs one trout there are
apt to be more, and the angler. ;vha.
has taken ome with his bunch' of
worms may confidently drop them in-
to the same place.  Indeed
chances are that he will lapd i ﬂrﬂ
dozen beauties before he is forced
to mave on by failure of supply.

The sensation afforded is an odd
one, beeause the fisherman pannot
see his line. nor tell when the tra t
strikes except by, the. s Jerks All
can see is the txees wn darl‘l;,
against ¥ on' the bank of a
river that is only dinaly mdbh,snid
now and then he catches a glimpse
of his rod, which looks like a line
no bigger than a lead pencil running
ont over the water.

He¢ fights, higl trout’ blindly, e hag
no kno“.ledge of the. movements it
is making nor has he any idea’of its
size, except from the trouble it gives
him, nntil it has been scooped within
a dipnet strgek downward .blindly
and lies gaspihg ‘'on the bank. © V\#
a light rod and silk the angler, if he
strikes a heavy trout under these
circumstances, is serionsly at a s

advantage I& i  this very uncer-
tainty lends, night i..ug. its
charm™6d 'some ‘men. | Vil

In some part® of the provinee of
Quebgc. ami other paﬂs f the do-
mtmen, % stom’ ;he -
try ﬁhup orfbrook’ trout’ a
most wholly . after dark, and they
talke them in enormous numbers.
These folks are mot refined enough
1o uss shpple fiyzrod abdisilk Mne-

They have, instead, poles w]iich
they cut on the banks of the creek

their hooks they fasten half a dozen
worms and dgop. them in wrigeling,
and when they get a strike they yank
the* fish fifteen feet in the air, land-
ing Him on the bank behind thém
with a thump. They alweys build o
large fite on the bank and the trout
are attracted by the light, wmmg in
gchools to the feeding.

At such o place in proper season
half a dozen men and women will be
yanking out speckled trout as fast s
they can take them 'from the hooks
and will keep this zort of thing op
for an hour, going ‘back to their
homes before midnight with two or
three hundred speckled beauties,

' The trout taken in. these streams
are all small, seldom running above
half a pound, but exceedingly fine
table fish, with the bright =zslmon
fleeh and true  trout deHemey of
flaver..

Bedayt Sl i

Jobnny had come in with astory ota
remarkable automobile he had just
seen. He declared that it wes “as
big as a house.”

“No, Johnny,” nud his father, se-
verelj' “you know it was not as big'as
a heouse. Why do you exaggerate
things s0? I've talked to you a million
times about that habit of yours, and
it doesn’t seem 1o do.a bit of good.”"—
Youth's Companion. ! i
¥t Is Had Semss if You B

Do you oppose some things Just'
because some person you don’t like
iz for them?—Washington (Ia.) Dem-

Lstring of mules behingd. hg:.,.th& head
of each just touching the tail of the
one in front of him.
was then that
fﬂﬁ‘ womgt took m serie =pap
!huls Madam's steps ded the
pregeribed stride by ahout two feet,
and her air of rlin-nlt\ was decldefﬂ‘y
*on sidewise.® The photographer de-
elares thal there were 25 mules in the
‘ﬁrncesslon

an unpripcipled

LIFE m Emmsn ‘VILLAGES.

1 Is w: as 12F1e as We Might Be
ed by the Poets te :
Relleve,

“1 know & village where there are
no fevtni thln 36 l:ottages with but one
bedroo zeee and in these single
bzdrnonjs elx, sm"en and more people
Bre :Ictpmg eays A, Montefiore-
Bruce, writing in the London Daily
Mail abgut life in the average English
| village. ;“In cne of them father, moth-
er and 11 chilgren huddled together.,
In agother father, mother and six ehil-
‘dren—tHree; of whom are grown np—
are sleeg ing In theee cottagesthereis |
Lone livl ng—rnam dowsgstairs, and no
sanitary arrangement of any'ﬁ’inﬂ' At
the back &f the cottages runs an onen
ditch; it iz alze¢ an open gewer.

.t Hewe,in thevery.heart of the coun- |
try, I expeet to find abundance of pure
water, abundance of sweet air. Too
ofien I find neither about the cottages.

expenditure enuld provide it ~F
& village—it. is typical of hundreds—
where the eottagers have to go halfa
toiget water. Afo ! tchsuppll
Het “villaye “with’ ole of it
wa.ier supply. Oﬁensioe refuse heaps
lie piled roungd the crumbling walls of
the cottagee: the woaden ﬁuors“ithln
are gotten with sewage. r
"’fnrfmk Suﬂolk and Eszé
1

‘hex '__
Whifshire,D
witht ]

tages far neross the fields, with’hn Wi~
ter within a mile; whence the children
morning after morning walk twa
miles o school and drag thelr tired
limbsithnt dlétaned Babl agdbl bt nght)
—and this whatever the weather:
where the postal service eomes but
once a week;; where the men and boys
walk daily five or six miles toand from:
mrot:l( whefe off drb]p;-gg

none; where of the rimplest sa 1ta{'on
there s nons; where the medical offi-
.cer. of healgth comes not._ﬂand where
the inspector of nuisances is un-

kpown,”
G OP.

hapss it T
QUEER ‘CROP C0

Hﬁl‘l‘l&ﬂ Wﬂt He Would Save

q‘ Tréul ,o! Snrtl
the Eee

His name iz MceFadden, and he manip-
njates he wheel on the “‘box’ ele
tor in the sonthwest corner of hec
hall. He dyiells in a pretty cottage
ont in Germantown, and has a back-
yard late:nt with ﬁurwuttural Ppossibili-
tles. '
bomebody with a polmeal pull told
him that Uzncle Sam would furnish
geeds for the asking, providing the re-
questcame tarough a congressman.

Now, McFadden's servant in' the
house is Gearge McCreary, who, being
new in the Lusiness and an altruist
when it comes to serving his fellow
man, responded with alacrity, andina
marvelouzly short time the elevator
operator received a big 'package from
the agricultural department. ;

On opening the package McFadden'’s
delight turned to disgust, reports the|
Philadelphia Felegraph, for instead of
flower ceeds 1 e found seeds warranted
to grow inte any known vegetable.
Included and neatly labeled were cu-
cumber, sweet and “horse” corn, wa-
termelon, caulifiower, spinach, egy
plant, carrot; and a myriad. of other
Idnds of seeda. :

But MeFadden s not without & sav-
ing sense of homor, and it came to his
rescue in the form of a decision to mix
the specimens, plant them ina bunch in
his backyard, and start a guessing con-
test among his friends at s nickél=a
guess, the winner to take a]l

‘McFadden's goess is suecotash. . Sl

: snllclwm Mustache,
Cholly (examiring first print from
the negative)—Isn't there EOIme way
to make my mustache shovr & httle
plainer?
Photographer — Why,: yea:

might wait & few years and then

dlgnity and the desgire to rum, with al
FHenrgkes up a"iﬂh‘h!"con

Hundreds of’ vildges have no water |
supply. though a comparatively small |
“know{

Jiok, ks ks

youi

nn.gmwnmxunn GREATNESS

Evideace Adduced That There ne-]:y
Is & Relation Existing Be-
tween Them.

Within the last few years the impres-
gion has g-nined ground that the weight
of a man’s brain gives little indication
of his mental gifts, says the New York
Tribune. It has been suggested that
there might he some relutionbetween
the thickness 'of the layer of gray
matter which is helieved to be asso-

Melated with thé Wifher fupetions, and

the quality of the owner's work, It
ed that the num-
‘smwall lobes,
which are revealed by pm‘-mortem ex-
ammation nfay also havesa good deal
Qﬂﬂce v thatiweight alone
1s i o s,ut lﬁ&pe ﬁ:&homd It.
hag been pointed out i the brains
of idots are often as h”v} as thase
of sages and poets.
Dr Edaard A, Spltak
pf t
sc‘uﬁﬁs the ques-

ot this e:t;, :
Philadelphia

this m;c;-
t cal ‘}{
m“l‘%l!" ' tion in an nterestlng faghion. He de-
ela

res that many of the brains of im-
beciles and criminals thdt have been.
reterreli to in such comparisons were
u lly enlarged bx disease, and
f , did not prove anything. He
n hat only health¥hbrains ought
to be considered. Agaly, in a num-
ber of insiances the hﬁns cf really
great men had zhrunk onsiderably

tig sicknese in

the last year or tw of their lives, and

ALEES

he skul The marked size
, though, wonld give some

iginal sizéd? Whex prop-
er allowance has bden ppde for such
alterations. Dr. Spitzks is convinced
that the testimony is décidedly in ta- :
vor of the ¢ld doctrine, bt

Several other infly affect bram-'
#-Snture and bui}d nationality

n

indibtherfactors epter into the prob-
| Dr.:Spitzka Boestliot consider
legmed it neces-

these, though he hug d
sary to remind hm“eag rs of them.
ning figures
for 96 well-known meni® /At the head
of the’ list stand= Ivan Thrgenieff, the
nnvelis e brain weighed
mm s, " at the foot F. J.
Gail anatomist, who Is eredited with
bondy-3;198-grammen thongh his skull
had a capacity of 1,692 grammes. The
iable shows an aver of 1473
grammes, which is from 75 to 125 more
than the wught nf the iyerage Euro-
pefin DY
Carrying his nn ysm furt.her, the
writer says that the gréatest brain
yeights on the whol arg exhibited by
men devoied to matiemajics and other
exact seiem'.es, while natural science
comes next, art, literatdre and phi-
losophy third, and ‘!,me‘n‘gf fetion” in
politice and military affairs rank
fourth. ' That claseification might be ;
considerably altered, héWever; if the
weight of these men’s ibpdies at the
muost aetive periodsiof their lives were
known, and if the p-ne ge of brain
weight to avoirdugois “‘#vere ascer-
tained. Such duil e¢ems o be unavail-
able now, but if it wWere pecured in the
case of men now living, and whose
brains have been bespokén, the world
-ﬁ;mmmm:;me idea of the
professions in which 'g;;am weight
counts for the most.

o e b

HERO OF TEE SE!PYARD

One Man Wna 'l‘hel'! Wl'li Kuew What
to De find He Fed¥iesty
Dlll . o

The heroes are not all_ dead yet, al-
though we may not heaf so much of
gﬁgx in ‘t%l}g stren;nus age. The PMia-

hla printg the story of

a man who rIike& his hf'e’ deliberately
to save a fellow workman/whom he did
not know even by sights The hero’s
jame iz James Stein. Hg- is foremamn
e riggers in a big shipyard in
delphia. When hie wds praized for
urage, he exclaimed: *“Pshaw!
f makmg somuch talk

ut it? Ididitto save the company

a lawsuit.” The story isas follows:

A boiler weighing 64 toms, was about
to be lowered into the hald of a steam-
ship in the big qhip} ard.""The erane in
fuse, WHith'can HEt weight of 100 tons
as easjly as a co}leqe hfts a wood-
en .du i, 'swinging its great
arms toward*s the moﬁgfer boiler, 18
feet in circumference. Perched on the
top! of«the  boiler was & workman, a
poor T\orweg-mn who upe,n‘ks little Eng-
lish and understands léfs. His back
weetoward the crane. ‘Me did not see
it, nor did anyone else until it was™
within two feet of him. If the arm

= ot crane struek him it would
| ¢rush

‘s 3 hammeriwould an egg-
skell, or brush him oﬂ“Twen.ty feet
below was: the grmmﬁ strewn with
jagged pieees of irom, to'fall on which
meant serious injury, i not death.

The workmen below saw the danger
and shouted, The \or)t'ogian turned
and saw the crane com-

edthefther way, and,
paralyzed with fear, be collapsed.

At this critical moment, when ev-
&yqaeeélseah&dﬂ,at his head, one man
was there who knew what to do, and
did it.. Although he was 20 feet away
when ‘the 'impending doom over the
map was firgt seen, he cleared the
space. in less than two seconds and
stood amid the jagged iron.

“Jump for your life! It Your only
chance!” he cried, and braced himsaif
to eateh the fa!ling man, while the
erowd held its breath. The two men
came together with an impact so great
that both were picked up unconscious,
but. both recovered.

‘1t wds an example of cool grit, clear
judgmenl. and prompt aetion,

Priwnte. o

Ir:te Landlovd ((tp couple who are
taking a lovers’ walk on his prop-
erty)—Now, then, can't ¥ou read?

Amorous Youth—Oh, yes, we can
read,

Irate Landlord—Thdh go to the end
of .this road and read the sign there,

- Amorous Youth—We have read it. Tt
=ays: “Private,” and that's Just why
we came down here —Tit-Bits,

; '!‘rl’lc Done.

Bhe (at the rmephon)-—Exouse me.

t are you an’ artist, a musician os '
& poet?

He—1 h&ppen'to' ba- all thres,
madam,

“Poor fellow! You have lrm
 pathy. ok
“Your sympathy?"*

m. . &7 g 3

‘come agnn_ —Clevaland Leader.

“Yes. Your poverty must be some-
lding. verrifie."—Chicago Daily News.




