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She Was a Herolne,

As our brigade advanced, orossing
pasture land, sweeping through thick-
ots and fording o creek which seemed
to be all turns and elbows, a8 man

nbout ten feot from me
dropped dead. My company was on
the extreme loft of the line, you see,
and the man was o flanker. He had
been shot from the window of an
humble looking eabin which stood in
open ground about rifie-shot away,

' sSergeant, take ten men and clean
those bushwhackers out and burn the
house™ was the order I got from my
captain, and a minute later Thad a
squad marching away.

Thore had beon more or less fight-
ing over this same ground all the
forenoon, and the artillery and mus-
kotry fire bhad been pretty hot. We
weore now driving the line, and as

wo advanced we Jound many
of  the dead stili lylng where
thoy fell, It  wasn't  lawful

warfare for a bushwhacker to hide
away in o farm house and shoot a sol-
dier in the back., Even il a batile
was ruging such o deed smacked of
murder. If he could shoot it was his
business to be in the lines opposed to
us. ‘Then If his bullets found a hu-
man target it was the chances of war,
and if he happened to bo eaptured by
us he would be treated as a prisoner
of war,

How many men were In the house
wa could not sy, but as soon as in posi-
tion we opened fire on the doors and
windows. Not a shot was flred In re-
turn for three or four minutes.
Then one of my men at the wall, who
had exposed himscll, got n builet in
the shoulder und crawled awny 1o
hide under a bank of earth. UCur
bullets soon riddled doors und wind-
ows, und must huve searched evory
part of the house. We expected to
see three or four men dash out
and make o vun for it, or a white llag
to be displayed In token ol surrendoer,
but all was grimly silent.  About ten
minutes alter my man had been shot
one of the men at the shed got his
head out too fur while shooting
received a bullet in return. It didn't
kill him, but carried away the right
hall of his upper lip and moustache,
passed through his check, carried
awny four teoth and split his enr, and
alter & term in the hospital he was
dischurged and sent home,

That was two killed end two
wounded and all apparvently by the
same weapon, We knew it to be an
ordivary rifle by the whip-like crack
of ita report.  But there might be
three or four men o the house for all
we ¢ould determine.  Weo kept blnz-

ing nway ut doors and windows on |
the chance of hitting some one. and |

from the sllence of the next ten
minutes | felt confident that we had
disabled them. Al of us were up
and half way there when a rifle bar-
rel was poked through a broken pane
und a flush followed. The ball grazed
my check and struck the man behind
me in the forchead and dropped him
dead. Next moment we were at the
doors, front and back, and they were
banged open with a crash.

This ts what I saw: <A boy sol
dier lying dead on the floor with an
arm torn off by n frugment of u shell.
On the bed was a gray-haired woman,
with a bullet wound in her (nce.

Standing in the corner of the room, |

proud and defiant. with the unloaded
rifle In her hands, was a girl of 16—n
regular country belle in grace and
beauty.

] can do no more, Shoot us if you
will!" she sald as she confronted us.

vAye! shoot!"' ndded the mother.
“Thore lies my only boy, kill by your
guns this morning. 1lle here wound-
od, and my gal Jin bhus dropped four
or five of youn to get aven! One gal
to n dozon =oldiers. Come and finish
your work!"

But we simply took the rillo awny
and left them with thelr dead, and we
pitied thom even a8 we smartod with
ourown loss, -

A Nervy Fellow,

There came into our post, at the
Jast regular meoting, says a Tacoma
correspondent, n visiting comrade,
Profl. A. A DBartow, who has just
grounds (o ¢laim the hooor of belng
one of the youngest regularly enlisted
goldiers during the late civil war.

Profl. Bartow was a member of Com-
pany F, One Hundred and Forty-fifth
Ohlo. He enlisted at Sandusky snd
was mustered out at Camp Chase
at the age of 14 He ecacried the
sameé musket given him at the
time of his enlistmeny until he wns
discharged, marched with his com.
pany in line whenever called upon,
took his part on picket and skirmish
duty, ate his his havdtack and sow-
belly whenever It was possible to get
the same. and never lost a day by
sickness during Eis torm of soldier
lle. He is 89 years old, weighs 157
pounds, aod is principal of the Emer-
son school in the elty of Tacoms, a
position which only those worthy and
well qualified ean obtaln,

A little incident which was told in
my hearing by one of his comrades is
109 good to keep [rom your roaders,

Townrd the glose of & warm nfters
doon in July, 1864, young Bartow
found a horse, saddled and bridled
and rendy for o rider, in a lans about
half & mile from camp. The horse
was loose and waulking leisurely down
the road.

Bartow caught the animal, lit his
pipe, mounted, and started down a
little hill, kesping o sharp lookout
for something to stow away Into hls
haversack.

Pulling away at his brierwood pipe,
and thinking of home and mother, be
came suddenly upon three Johnnies
sitting on a log by the side of the
road, with their backs toward him,

on the left

and |

e s . - e o ‘-"*—;an_ com—— —————
[ Snatching his woou employed In fiting Clrosssianié me, but | o't earo for 1% and you Th A- c h c
b b nl o AT, Aot g iyt v et | The Arizona Gatte G,
bs nod shoutad: *About f fi t in physioal oult 1l out & . _
:.ard?nmn:o;ki‘ u:l quick, uwo.“ i her neck wo that she may look bettoe and ran wwfﬂ the bard w:tz Range, San Francisco Mountains,
The Johnules sprang to thelr feot, in %dollau I:II!I'IJ.‘.J }tl all in a.hl!ua Wml::hkl‘ ' Eon!t ::ﬂ:a rp:m : .......—.-D_.
wit ¢ manidure business, which is - BRAND:
e psonty g st s making very ornnmsfital, but worse ful aplece. { i betber for ono 1o

supposed to be a revolver pointed at
them, walked out into the road nhead
of his horse.

*Forward, march!—double quick,"
and away they went up the lane to-
ward camp.

One huslf-hour Ilater three rebel
soldlers came running Into the Union
lines ahead of & horse carrying » 14
year-old boy, who had s brierwood
pipe in his hand.

You may well imagine the surpriss
of his companions on seelng him bring
three prisoners into camp. They took
him from the horse and tossed him
into the air, and gave threo cheors lor
the little hero of Co. F.

President Lincoln Obeyed Ordors,
Mr. Chittenden tells an anecdotes o
| his <'Recollections of Prestdent Lin
coln'" which illustrates how ready the
President was 1o obey orders. Mr
Chittenden had gone out to Forl
Stephens, anticipating an attack or
Washington from the Confederate
forces under General Farly. As he
entered the fort he was surprised w
‘ find there President Lincoln and Sce-
retary Stanton,

| A young colonel of artillery, the
| oMeer of the day, was in greal dis-
| tress beeause the President would ex-
poss himself. He had warned Mr.
Lincoln that Confedernte sharp
#hooters had recognized him and were
firing at him, and a soldier noar him
| had just fallen with a broken thigh,
1'1'140 oficer asked Mr. Chittenden's
| ndvice, saying that the President was
in great danger,

“*What would you do with me under
similae circumstances?' asked Mr,
Chittenden,

1 would civilly ask you to take 2
goat whare you ware not exposed.’’

wAnd If 1 refused to obey?"

“I would send a sergeant and a file
of men and make you obey."”

““Then treat the President just as

you would me or any other civillan."
. 1 dare not. He is my superlor of-

ficer; I have taken sn oath to obey hi
orders."

“He has given you no orders.  Fol.
low mwy advice and you will not regre!
it."

+1 will,” sald the officer. ¢l may
ns well die for one thing ns nnother.
If he wero shot [ should hold mysel!
responsible.”

Ho walked to where
stood,

«Mr. President,” hd said, *you are
' standing within range of 500 rifles.
| Please come down 1o n safer place. 1)

you do not it will be my duty to eall o
file of men and muke you,"

«And you would do right, my boy,"
suid the President, coming down al
once.  “You are in command of this
fort. I should be the Inst man 10 sel
an example of dlsobedience,”

The President was conducted to o
place where the view was less ex.
tended, and where there was almost

| Bo exposure.

the I'resident

Fickett's Famous Charge,

| There nre some mon who nlways ap-
precinto a good story, no mutter under
what clrcumstances it is told—whethet
the thormometer registers ninety-five
| degrecs in the shade or the mercury
Is ready to freeze. One of these
| groups was seated in the reading-room
' of the Arlington hotel in Washington
| the other evening, and the central
figure was Capt. J. 8. Chew of Spring-
field, Mo., who 18 In Washington en.
route 10 Europe,

Capt. Chew was a member of one of
Pickett's regiments during the war,
nnd has no end of good stories at his
| commund showing the humorous side
of the struggle. A reporter of the
Post dropped in on the group while
| the captain was spinning a yarn aboul|

an incident which came under his
| notice at Pickett's famous Gettysburg
| eharge. In this company, of which
he was at that time o lieutenant, was
a young Virginian, only about sixtecs
years of age, and when the shot and
| shell begun to fall about the com-
| mand like hail the youth tried to drog
out of the ranks.

“The ecaptain of our company
noticed the boy, of course,"" said Capt.
Chew, *‘and yelled at him to full Inand

| not aet like a baby, but the boy was
! equal 1o the ocension, and, almost in
tenrs, yolled back: I say. captain, |
wish I was o baby, and n girl baby at
that.” Well, thers were lots ol us
there who echosd his sentiments, but
just then we were not making them
publie,”

“What became of the boy?" askeld
the roporter.

“‘I'hot would be scarcely appreoiat
ed, If I told, by the young soldler, or,
rather, middle-aged man now, for he It
n prominent Virginia politician ané
does not live so muny milea fron
Washington.”

Cool,

In a Confederate soldier's “‘Diary
of the War" we find an anecdote of
the retreat from Gettysburg, which
*illusteates nmusingly the value ol
coolness in time of danger. While
passing through a thick tody ol
woods, he caome suddenly into another
road, where he saw before him »
hard-looking specimen of u Unlon sol-
dier. He wns sented composedly in
the middle of the road. gnawing no
old beel hoof.

“What regiment do you belong to?
sald L

“Sevxty-third.”

oSixty-third what?

«'Seexty-third Bensylvany."

cSixty-third Pennsylvanin! Where's
your regiment, and what are yon
dolng here? You are my prisoner.”

©My reg'ment s dah,” polcting to
the woods in front of him. The rond
was literally strewn with muskets,

ly stood not upon the order of thelr
going.

1 sprang from my horse, seized a
loaded musket, cocked it, and pre-
sented it at the fellow’s head.

“Come on, sir,” sald I. “Come
on, or [ will blow your brains out."

He paid no more attention to me
than if I had been a fiy upon the wall.
He coolly went on gnawing his beef
heel, and quietly remarked:
don't go nlrendy. I hash
feeta (fits)!"

I couldn't kill an unarmed man,

' and his

for some of Meade's men had evidens- | €®

How She Lost Her Lover.
“T'was a summer ago when he left me here
A sgmmerof smiles with nover a tear,
'l'?ll 1 snld to him with n sob, my dear!
Good-bye, my lover; good bye!

For 1 1oved hilm, oh, as the stars love night!

And my cheeks for him fushed red and white

Whou he first enlled me his heart's dellght!
Good-bye, my lover: good-bye.

The tonch of his bund was o thing divine,
As ho sald to me o the soft moonshine
Aud drank of wmy love as men drink of
wine:
Good=bye, my lover; good-hya

And never a nlght, as I kuolt o prayes
Inn gown /s whilto ws our own kouls were,
But fo fanoy he onme und kissod me there:
Good-by e, my lover; good-liye

But, now, O God! what an empty place

My whole heart Is! OF the foud embrace
And the kiss [ loved, them is not & traco:

Good-bye, my lover; good-bye.

He salled not over the stormy sea,
And he went down In tho wavos, not heg
But ob, he s Jost, for o married e
Uood-bye, my lover; glod-bye

Socrates aund Xantippe.

It is related that Socrates, return-
ing home one evening from Asposia's
salon, found Xantippe still sitting up
walting for him.

+Soerates," suld she, In a tone
which drove tervor to his soul—
vSocrates, did yon mail my letter?”

*Yes, my dear,"”

[ was going down town this morning.”
But Xantippe, who hnd had ex-
perience of men in general and of

socrates in particulur for many olym- |

patds, put her hand into his overcoat
pocket and drew  forth the letter,
which he, being a man, hud, of course.
jorgotten to mail

Socrates wus thereat sore afradd,
and his knoes besmole one the oiber
us he stood before her blighting gaze.

Happily he bethought Lim of some |
way out of the mess Into which he

bud fallen.

vEr—um—my dear,” quoth he,
ssthat is not your letter; that is the
one I wrots to—er—um—I mean that
is not the one you wrote this morning;
that is the one you nre going to write
to-morrow morning; [am—"

«Mr. Socrates,”” sald Xantippe,
vyou have been drinking again; you
know this is the letter I wrote this
morning."'

Socrates, philosopher that he was,
saw that the only way out of this
trouble was to make % clean breast of
it and take his medicioe l'ke a man,

“Yes, my darling,” said he, in true
philosophic humility, ‘thatls the let-
ter you gave to me thiz morning. |
forgol to mall iv.”

“Well," suld Xuntippe In
prisingly good-natured tone, which
socrates was not wont to hewr at
bome, I am giad you lorgot to mnil
it.

Whereupon Socrates, drawing a
tablet from his cont-tall pocket, wrota

down the living thought that one ol |

woman’s chiefest charms is the qual-
Ity of surprise which ever ¢ndures in
her nature.

Marriage as a Lottery.

Young men think they know just
what kind of m woman they will
marry, and they are suro that they
will marry no other. The result is
apt to prove them very much In error
as to what they think they will do and
will not do. They mnrry
marry aomao time—but two ehnneoss to
three they marry avery different ludy
from the kind they have always dll-
sted upon,

A young man who has pertinnciously |

insisted that he will only marry a
brunette will in the end marry a
blonde. A young man who has al.
ways folt and said that he would only
marry & blonde ls very likely to
marry & brunetts.

Such things come out very funally.
A pug noss has been the horror of a
youthful sprig of (nshion. and ho wae
heard many times to express his son-
timents on that subject,  Five yoears
after he is seen proudly escorting a
pug-nosed wile!
O Another could
sdumpy"’ woman.
lects for n wifo the ({attest
woman he has ever knowo.

A third likes robust women, and al-
ways had a dislike of the lean-and-
lank order. By and by the tallest
woman 'n the town has his surname,
with & *Mrs.” prefixed to it.

You can tell better nhout the
weather afterward than bafore; so
you ean tall better after marriage thun
before what kind of & woman was to
be your wife.

Tako OF Your Skin.

+dJo iake off your skin, my dear, or
you will cateh cold," said the hostoss,

«No, thank you. To tell the truth,
since I've grown so stout I can't get
out of my skin ensily,” said har blonde
visitor. The speakers were two En-
glish women in a London morning
room. An American present listened
to the remarks with rounded oyes.
She rewembered Sidney Smith's old
receipt for hot weather: *Taks off
your flesh and sit in your bones;’' but
to hear these ladies talking of ehed-
ding their epldermis without a smile
was Incomprehensiblo.

Presently when the blonde caller
rose to duepart, the hostess sald:
vFanoy your having had that skin
for three years. Why, except the
wrinkles ncross the ‘chest,
quite fresh." patting as she spoke,
tho rich fur of the seal jucket her
visitor wore. The mysfery was ex-
plained. ‘Skin” is tho English ab-
breviation for n sealskin garment, bul
it takes an Americun some time to
t nocustomed to the ghastly allu-

never
e, nitor all, se-
little

slon the abbréviation lends itsel! to.

Women and Physieal Cnlture.

«l have given up all laterest,” sald
an intelligent woman recently, *'in
the movement for the so-ontled physi-
caleulture of women. It Is not that I
do not belleve most hesrtily in the

full and symmetrical wont of
the bodily powers, butthe whols cult
{s being perverted Lo sen The

beauty-teachers are deviilbg them-
solves not to wholesome trainiug for

health, but to mak wylsions of
Joveliness,” with direct their
effect on the other and alter as

mmiamwu have

Socrates made |
answer; 1 dropped it in the box as |

o sur-

I want to add a postsoript to it.," |

most men |

bear n |

it looks

than useless, hands. 1tall gods with
our heaps ol oushions and shaded
lights and refinements of perfumes.
1t's the development of curves and the
study of poses and the absolute deifi-
cation of dainty sensunlism. It would
be a good plan to let in on the busi-
ness a little wholesome sunshine and
fresh alr.”
Fmile With Your Eyoew

There is ono big +don't" which
nine-tenths of womankind might with
advantage hang up over their drosss
ing tables, and it is this: *Don’t
smile perpetually.”™ 1s there any-
thing more wearlsome thun the person
who censelessly expands and contracts
the lips over the teeth, without mirth
or meaning, for that is what the
continunl smile eventually becomes.

r—

Let  any  woman  stand  before
o mireror  and attempt to  pro-
duce an snimated  smile  of

welcome, She will be surprisod nt
the witless grimooe that will respond.
That {s what smiling is with no soul
behind {k, Learn to smile with the
oye snd keep the mouth and faciul
lines in vepose. We speak of the
plensing gravity of the Orlentals.
This is the seoret of it—a kindly light
In the eye, with a quiet expression of
the face. There 18 no copyright upon
it. Lot her and him who will imitate
it

Something About Namos.

I was in aprivate house the other
dany on & business ervand and heard a
mother summon her child. She
fealled it Blanche, and of all the
| swarthy, distinet brunettes that one
could imagine, the girl who responded
wus the one.  Itis probablo that this
mother hud been reading a novel, and

had decided that Blanche should be
|l.he name of her first giel, and it s
| possible that she does noi know what
Blanche means, It occurred to me, how-
ovor, that many chiliren are named
n 4 fushion which is very unjust tui
them oand that parents hold these
youngsters in trust and answerable
|mr any wrong they may do them.
When I was a boy there was a fumily
in our peighborhvod named Sead and
their oldest girl was naumed Birdle.
It Is bad enough for any womun to go
through the world with such a name |
as Birdie, but to be called Bird Sead |
is cruelty.

If Your Shoes Are Wot

When you come home with wet feot
don’t throw aside your boots to get
hard and moldy. Staod them up, put
them in shape, und then fill them with
| oats, such us they feed to horses. This

will, in » few hoaors, druw all the

molsture out of the leather, keeping

the boot in shape meanwhile, and leav-
| ing it soft und plinble. 'The oats can
bo used again and again. This is a
relic of the days when no rallroads
existed, and traveling was done under
difloulties, and in weather the pres-
ent generation has no conception of,

I New Navings Bank.

A woman In Cleveland went to a
| chiropodist and told him she was
| afllicted with an ingrowing toe oall.
He dingnosed the boot she wore and
found o roll of bills worn to fragments
in the toe. She paid him his fee and
sent the money to Washington to be
redocmed. She declares she must
have hidden it there in her eleep.

In the Traln.

«That fellow over there must feol
uncomfurtable.”

“Why?"

v]lle wied o shut the window for
tho girl in front of him, but couldn't
do it. After he gave It up she girl
tried and succeeded.”

Feminine Finshes.

| You might as well not try to eall
| the garment you wear in the day-
time a dress, and the one you go to
bed in a gown. All the now diction-
aries have reversed the appellations,

One writes of Mrs. Deland, the au-
thor: “*Every step she takes has In it
| quickness, tnd she greets you with a
I rush ihat simply takes the stranger by
|

storm.”’

A beautiful bronze drinking foun-
| taln was Intely presented to the Uhig

Humagpe Soclety of Cincinnatl by Mrs.
|8, B Sachs, Mrs. A. J. Seasongood
and Miss Fechiner, of that city, who
huve been prominent as public bone-
factora for several years,

Amelie Rives-Chanler is said to be
hard st work upon a new novel, en-
titled “*According to St. John."  The
Cosmopolitan Magazine hns securad
it, and placed it in the hands of an
artigt in Pacls for illusteation. It is
announced that the first chapters will
appedr in the August number ol the
Cosmopolitan.

June Stevens, whose pictures are
on exhibition at the Royal Institute
of Palnters, spent tho best years of
ber lifo na a clerk in one of the de-
partments at Washington. Without
a lesson in drawing, and with no ns-
sistance or encouragoment from artisis,
her nuturnl genius finding expression
in bold, original work, she hns won
internationnl recognition and honor,

Columbia college last week turned
out two women as ' graduates among
481 men. Mrs. Elizabeth Cynthia
Barney took the dagree of bachelor of
arts, standing fourth in a class of
fifty. Miss Annie Leland Barber was
deoclared an M. A., and enme proudly
forward from s c¢lass of thirty-one
roung men, Miss Barker also holds
the FHarvard degree.of B. A. Bug
both women declnre they wers not
lonely.

Mra, Jennie M. Lozier, the new
President of Sorosis, isn physician
hersellf, the wife of a physician, and
daughter-in-law of the noted Clem.
ence Lozler, oneof the first women
physicians in America. She bas given
up her practice, and is devoted to
philanthropy. :
The drass was displayed in the dry goods

) () l::: 'r?uhu than that which tho malden
wore, "

od at and shook her head,
s"’!l:;kuwd was what she asid.

Jom and Iiis Pa's Shirt,

John
flannel
veral

A Palr of Twins
There woro two Iiitle kittens, d black and &
KTay,
And grandmamma sald with & frown$
1t will never do to keep them botly,
The black one we'd botter drown.

“Don't ery, my dear.” (o tiny Beas,
“One Kitten's enough (o keops

Now ran to nurse, fur “tls growing late,
And time you were fast asleep”™

The morrow dawned, snd rosy and sweet
Cumo Hittlo Boss from her nap|

Tho purse sald:  “Go loto wamma's room
And look In grandma’s lap."

“Come here,”" sald graodmamms, with =
YIS
From the rooking-clinlr whero sho sat;
“tiod has sent you two Httle sisters;
Now, whatdo you think of Q¥
Bess looked at the bables & moment.
With tholr wee heads, yellow and brows,
And then to graadoninmn soberly #ald,
“Which one are you golug to drownt™”

The Smallest Man.

Lebe is supposed to have been the
smallest mun who ever lived. He was
borne by s peasan: woman in Lor-
raine, just one hundred and fifty years
ago, and was called Bobe becnuse the
first few yenrs ol his 1lfe he could
urticulate only “be-be.”” The day of
his birth Bebe was smuller thaw his
mother's hand.

Ten doys sfterward ho was taken to
the village church to be baptized, In
his mother's wooden shoe, begause he
was 100 tiny to be carcied safely in her
arms.  During the next six months
the same wooden shoe seryed ns
Bebe's erib.

When Bebe was nbout 7 yenrs old
King Stanislaus Lesezioski of Polaad
mmdo him  court dwarl. At the
time of his introduction o court lifeo

| Bobo was just twenty lnches tall, and

weighed elght He
grow lurger.

ebe hnd o sweel little volee, a
good ear for music and nimble legs
He could donee nod sing with the best
of the King's courtiers. He was very
useful as a table ornnment at all the
King's grent banquets, His most fam-
ous appenrance in this rather curlous
role took place nt a dinner which
Stanislaus gave to the Ambassador of
a great power. In the middle of the
table wins an immense sgour castle.

Shortly before the guests rose 1o
leave the door of the castle opsued
and o knight in full nrmor stepped
out with & drawn sword In his right
hund. All the guests thought the
knight must be some wonderful au-
tomaton which the king had obtainad
from the skilled mechanles across the
Khine. He wasn't, however. He
was none other than little Beba. 1le
walked around the table. shook hls
sword in the face of every guest,
enluted the king, nnd then turned
back 10 the eastle entrance, where he
arsamed the position of sentry.

pounds never

At o slgoal from the king every
ono ot the table bergan to bombard
him with small sugar balls. Bebe

hurried at onco into the castle, locked
tho door, mounted the tower, and pre-
tended to return the fire by setting
off nlot of perfumed explosives,

In Paris o lndy of the French court
hnd been holding him in her lap be-
tween the courses of a court dinner.
Suddenly she rose to leave the room.
Her first step was asccompanied by a
shrill ery from the folds of her gown:
«Your mnjesty, your mnjesty, this
lady has stuck me in her pocket and
is running away with me.”

The volee wns Bobe's
mediately  dengged
lady's pocket and placed under the
guard of two pages, who wera in-
structed by King Stunislaus to watch
him day and night.

To drive away melancholy Bebe
was married to Theresa Souvray. o
dwar! of abont his own age and
and slightly greater stature. That
was the Inst drop in Bebe's cup. Two
wecks after his marriage he lost his
mind. He censed to talk entirely,
ute little, and spent most of his time
in his ecrib. His honeymoon was
burely up when he died nt the age
of twonty-one. His wife, Theresa,
survived him forty-two yesars.

Catching the FPrince.

I found upon inquiry among the
passengers of the Servin that Prince
George, aside from his having done
50 much o restore peace of mind
anmong the timid passengers, had also
been very polite in  pot showing uny
annoysnce st such of his fellows who
persisted in following him about and
watching him as if he were part of
the entertainment furnished by the
Cunard compgeny, for which they paid
their money.

From the kodak flend especinlly the
poor Prince seemed to have no escape.
Ho is a stalwart young maon, snd as
such likes the uir, which kept him
much on deck. At sueh times he was
froquently approached by Innocent-
leoking individuals who, while pre-
tending to exnmine n ship far off on
tho horizon, would suddenly fire thelr
kodaks at the unfortunate sclon of
roynliy.

One day a little girl thirteen years
old approached the Prinee on the
hurricano deck and sald—

*Plense, sir, are you
George?'’

“Yes, [ am Prince George,” sald ha
of the broud shoulders, plensantly.

“Pioase, may I take your picture?
suid the child, pleadingly,

The big Prince looked down at the
little girl and repiied kindly: ‘Yes,
yes, little one; but haery up.”  Then
he stood up stralght and waited for
the agony.

The child drew n diminutive kodak
from under her arm and aimed it ot
the Prince. Suddenly her fuce grew
troubled, nod she sald, wistfully—

“Please. Prince, won't you sit
down? I onn't get yoa in this [little
hole, my koduk is so small and you
are 8o big."

Then the Prince laughed and took
r seat, and kept very quiet
little girl had taken his pictdee,
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Davy was o pretty litvle boy,
ligght curly bhair and blne eyoes, |
was very stingy. One duy he |
nto the kitchen where his mother
vas ut work, and saw on thd table &
mucer of jelly. +Can I bove
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have enough then fo¥ GueM t4 have a
little.”! So he climbed up fiie foft
avhere he was sure no one would think
of looking for him. Just as he was
eujoying his selflsh feast he heard his
sister Fanny ealllog hlm, but he did
not answer. Aftor awhlle when he
had scraped the saucer eclean, be
went down In  the barnyard snd
played with the calf, and hunted for
¢gge in the cow shed. He was
ashamed to go 10 the house, for he
knew he had beaft very stingy.

«(), Davy,” said Fannle, running
into the burpyard alter a long time,
wwhere have you been? We looked
every place for you."

+What did you want?" asked Davy,
thinking, of coursa, that she wanted
him to glve her some of his jelly.

Mother gave us a party," sald
Fanny. “We had all the dols dishes
sot out under the big tres by the
porch; and we had cake and ralsins;
and Mrs. White saw us from her win-
dow, and she sent us over a bowl ol
jeo cream and some jelly, left from
her company dinner. We bhal a
splondid time, but we wanted you
with us."*

Poor Davy, how mean he falt! and
he was woll punished for eating his
Jelly all alone.

Not Comforted.

A lndy was walking In a courtry
roud, nnd passed B district school-
house just as the schulars were dis
missed. There were big boys and lit-
tle boys, black children and white
children, tall girls and short girle
The teacher hersell came out Inst,
closed nnd locked the door with a
snap, and walked away up the hill.

Only one child was lelt, a little girl
of 8 or 9, done up inapurple hood and
a knitted comforter.” She lingored
on ihe steps, looking sadly up and
down the path and into the doorwnys,
evidently trying to find something,

mitten that was lost, the child said,
with perfect faith in the lady's sym-
pathy; she had only one left. and they
were new, and her mother would scold
her so! It was a new mitten. the
poor little thing repeated. pitifully—
red. with open work on the wrist

The lady joined in the search, but
quite in vain. Then she tried a Little
philosophy on the youthful mind.

She told the little girl not to ecare;
to tell her mother bravely, and not
mind the scolding. There were many
things n lifeto be borne with courage;
she hersell had lost many things—
friends and possessions and hopes—
but ¢he had learned to be very brave
about i

“Yes," said the child, 1o whom the
argument brought no comfort, *‘but
did you ever lose your mliten?”

A Boy's Fssay on Tobacro.

Tobacco grows something like cab.
bage, but I never saw none cooked. ]
have heard men say that cigars that
was given them election day for noth-
ing was mostly eabbage leaves. To-
baceo stores are mostly kept by
wooden Injuns who stand at the door

whether she likes tobaneco or not
There is o young man aamed Loroy
who comes 10 see her. I guess ghe
likes Leroy. He was standing on the
stops one night, and he had acigar lo
his mouth, and said he didn't koow
as she would llke it, and she said,
“:Leroy, the perfume s agreeable.”
But when my big brother Tom lighted
his pipe Nancy sald, ‘Get out of the
house, you horrid ereature; the smell
of tobneeo makes me sick.” Snuff is
Injun meal made out of tobacco. 1
took a little snufl once and then I
sneezed.

A Bright Boy’s Conundrum.

Johnny is a bright little boy of five,
and lives up town. 'Khe other worn-
ing. during a slege of rain, Johnny
could not go out wo piay, but several
little companions came Lo see Him.
One of the boys had been to Suaday
school, and was relating what he h ad
heard about how the world was made.
Johnny's mother stole silently to the
door of the dining-room, in which the
little fellows were and listened.

w304 made the world in just six
days, and he didn’t have nothia’ to
mnke it with,"' she henrd the small

gpenker say.
The others were silent for a moimnent.
Then Johnnyspoke up: +And wasa'l

there any world atall? Nothin' no-
where?' he asked.

+'No; there wasn't nothin' atall™

«Well," said Johnny, aftor a panse,
sswhat did God stand on while ho was
at work?"’

And this poser closed the discussion.

A Clown Goat

Richmond, Me., is the home of a
clown goat which is a source of amnuse-
ment all along the Kennebec. He is
n pet among the steamboat men
and o regular visitor at the ‘wharl
when steamers nrrive or depart.  One
day last week Billy's owner missad
him, but two days afterward, when the
steamer Kennebee arrived, the goat
wilked calmly down the gangplank,
dressed in o pair of old trousers,
swallow-tall cont, and astovepipe hat.
He had been to Boston with his
friends, tha deck hands, and came
home with an increased dignity ol
bearing naturally conseguent upon
visit to that learned town. When the
Indy in the waiting-room petied him
the gost whivped hor vell from ber
fuce and swallowed it in & twinliling,
‘Then he went home in his new togs,
which he has probably since eaten.

How It Appears to '“.ht Eyren

While two little boys were looking
over acollection of stamps, théy come
neross & seal of the United States war
department.  +I’ll  bet
know what it is," sald Leo.

That is—why-—thut is—I should think
you'd know. Leo, that menns—it
wmeans—ihat they had a fight » fow

ago, and the South tried to de-
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“I'll bet I do,” replied Bidney.|
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