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—DEALERS IN—

Drugs!

MEDICINES,.

Patent WNiedicines, -_
Choice Cigars,

#iaze qud Liquors for Madiciaal
[ eposss, Ele., Ete.

('_1-:3.':-.=u.r,

Maln St.,

STORE.

BYERS,

PRINCETON,
The LOwes!

the

2rices aver known to
R=tail Trade in
Princeton.

{han a aslow |

arary

, Assgrted Candles,

Cai Fruits, Dates,
Figs, Wainuts,
Pacans, Filherts,
Almon<Zs, Beazils, Peranuts,
Tobaccs, Cigs igarettes,
At P. 0. Princeton, Minnssota. |

O *
WHITE

| L

STAR LINE

WIOPE FLROM NEW

YOILK !

" GENERAL INSURANCE AGENT,

MINNESOTA.
Companios Represented. | &

aty Mina.....§ 5
W s TP,

. L . ]
» irately writéen, at lowas i
w1} Lossed equitably and sabisfactorily s
L'&;' 4 will receive prompt at- i
' |
PROFESSIONAL.
( 1dAs D KERR,

ATTORNEY,
- ued and Robert Streets, 8%, Paul,

ns of Court ia Mill® Lacs

BARKER

ey

D

Attorneys at Law,

A. P, Burks Office at Priaceton,

—Ollice at Cambridge,

]' &, BRADY, i
e s i
ATTORNEY AT LAW,

Ogics In Dealvy's Bailding, Main 8%, Princeton I

C H, MITCHELL, M. B., |
Physician and Surgeon, |
BLY BIVER, MINN -[

ven to Surgery and Diseases |

wnd B,

DENTIST. |

Qdice brer Head & Loring's Store, residancs .

at North Star Hotel i

PRINCETON, . MINNESOTA |

|

r:‘ C. GILE, ;
-

Physician and Surgeon,
Odlies st Pionser Drug Store.
PRINCETON, MINNESOTA, :

F. CALDWELL, M. D,
.5

PHYSICIAN AND SURCEON,
PRINCETON, . MINNESOTA.

D o
CLERK OF THE DISTRICT COURT,

Princaton, Mille Lacs Co., Minn.
By act of Congress, you can go before the
Clerk of Court and prove up on i‘our

claim or homestead ; you nee
notgotoall, & d

P RINCETON ;
WACON SHOP,

Main 3treet, 3 - - -

- Princetow.

All kinde of work Iln my dn:lr‘ﬂ!nelluy and
romptly exeeuted. ' I can an ve satia-
e g A.J. BULLIS. rop'e-

| baadling well, a quality
| mend 1t

PRINCETON, MILLE LACS COUNTY,
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GULD PEANUILS AND PENS,
New Varieties of Tomatoes. —_— g
‘A new strain of tomatoes, originated by P Ty A N‘:::eum ol e T’f”
Ay, Livingston, ths producer of the Acme 7 y : ¢y
and tha Paragon, two of the best to- | From the Providence Journal

An important branch of the jawelry busi;
ness in the city is the manufacture of pe
¢ils and pencil cases. The largast intarast
of the kind in the country is in this aity
More than a half millior paneils ara manf:-
factured every year.,. Thars are the pangj:
that are made of gold or rollad plate, wja
over and thronugh atthe same time. An- | various devices for propelling the leai-
ar new sasdline tomato, the Mavfower, | holder from its 3ase and for returning idfs
17 large and almost free from seads. | it- The pencils are made in about %e

1
i

matoes of late years, called the Perfection,
isa combipation of the best qualitiss of
‘hose varieties. The f{ruit is very early, of
mwadiom size, has & smeoth, tough skin,
rbich makes it valuable for shipping pur-
0ses, and tha pulp i3 solid and of good
davor, Its especial marit is that it ripens

It i3 in cclor blood red and stands rough | huadred and fifty styles and vary from
which will com- | dollars per dozsa to twenty-five dollars
to wholesale canuners. A box of | more. From the increase in appliances o
hem shipped from New York took the first | writers it would appear that the gold peu i
as the Lost gasdling at the last exhi- | would be in less demsnd, but such is o
of the Massuchusetts Horticultural | the case. (Gold psncils ara practically g
. in Boston. An enormous red to. ! less for hard labor sud are not employy
rom Servia, weighing from two to | but for lizht scratching, for ladiss’ ma g
1ds apieca, is callad the Presidsnt | anda, they 4re convenisnt and elegantli#-
) sniments,
at the end, that the owner mayhy
tiad to them like the boy to the mi
Faw sterling gold pencils sre made.
s s e | Tolled plate answars I pursess as well
¥ sscond wats of the | 11. naste Glamond sarves its parposa.
w in this city and bas (vold pens are made hers and are in
, carsfully-preserved | (.iice use. Peus are made of pure ms
wermaid captored by Bim | yrava1g of the bagar sort will sarva tha pz-
¢ Chiness coast. '}.;na pose.  The careful w.iler finds econom:
v losking object, the | % o514 pen  but the careless seri‘obler;l:- ;
d forward portion of the | Sorves nothing better than a staal poins.
of avm3, D20TBR A1 Thargare men who have used ona pen,
' to the human form, | g'¢h oint perhaps ronewed several times, £
Js Lk afish, withthe | 4., o: gigre years. The stylographic pda
The hesd was s 3‘1 | bas coms into genaml use by ready writds
animal Was Capiured. | who have too much to do to ge into tha
ARLY SWINIDING | shading and orpament busieds, which 15
ons of ink-wasting, Soms have discariy!
the sivlographic pen, bacause it was apt
aiwars ready for businass, a3 they thought
simply becauss &ke art of nelding is Bad
uot been acguired. b

while

‘ul cora! formations in
nly lived two or three
d the body was pre-
process. It measnred
inches whenalive, bu! its

hairad, left London for America oniy jde
in time to escaps an “interview” with a gai-
tleman who wanted him for a special -
son. Osear, in his sweat, guileless way,
was talking with a young lady in a drawing-
reom, and in answer to the question, “W
15 & good F'rench novel for a girl to read?”
advised “"Mademeorseile  Girawd,
Femme," by that well-known author, Adol-
phe Belot, but a work‘nc;mceming whink
parmyv. This e i and 4 | Mmost mammas would think thres times b
T it et e | (o paitag Winko tho Laad of thog
. make the appointment, but | daughters. ‘lhel_damo:ialla procured i
7 urged it bascause I had my | 000K and was discoversd reading it by het
Sd A ;| brother, Hence Osoar's departurs,

A Blanket with 2 History.

GGen. Simon Cameron not long ago took |
73 Inoain blanket that hung over a
r Lim, and 2aid to 2 correspoadant
stou Heruld, who waa convenisnt-
(ki3 Las o queer histors. When
{ and Gen, Grant was presi-
ronfedemata friend of mine had a
wk 1ied uppointed a 2d lisuten-

s o twenty 2 inches, { gl o
; to be much attached | Wby Uscar Left London.
i It now leaks out that Oscar, tha lond-
e ——— ) m— e e |
}
|

on sarving v friend. Almost in Byl A =T _.q
ours of the session, however, I Professor Merrill B, Gates, of the Albauy
o gend in the numa. I think | N. Y., Academy, has been unapimously

sxpeciad it wus 100 late to get it confirm-
but I bustlad about, got my democratic retiring president.
» belp wm=, aua at the very laat | Campbell, D. D.. L. L. D., resigned in last
i bis contirmation. Ha is| Juns om account of ags, out consented o

siacted president of Rutger's college. Th:-

15, and some time 229 seut | remain at the head of the college until his
anlken, 21i very high- | suceessor shonld ba chosen. Rutger's col-
rrant ita Listory not longugo. | lege, over which Professor Gakes has heeu
Thaboy is making | ealled to preside, was founded in 1770 2
| “Qusen Collegs,” at Now Branswick, M. {

e

"NOL3IONIdd

Prescriptions Garefully Compounded at
all Hours of the Day or Night. ‘

The Best Assortment of Goods in this line north of 3t. Paul and Minncapolis. Drugs,
Ch=micals, Fatent Medicines, Qils, Paints, Dyes, Colors, Perfumery, Lampa,
Brackets, Toilet Requisites, Combs, Musical Instrumentas, Trusses,

Pocket Books, Pocket Knives, Stationery, Candies,

Cigars, Tobacco, &e., &o.

——AN EXCELLENT 8TOCK OF——

Pure Wines and Liquors !

FOR MEDICINAL PURPOSES.

| The Singer and New American Sewing Machines on Hand and for sale cheap,

AMERICAN HOUSE,

PRINCETOXN, - - MINNESOTA.

HENRY WEBSTER,

o Stage Office at this House. Splendid Sample
dac:rt‘:moggtion of traveling salesmen. levery g%able n
connection with Hotel.

Good Slabling—ﬁummndationsQ'

The Proprietor will take good care that the splendid reputation, which
this House has achieved in the past shall be maintained in the futwre.
(Guests can be assured of receiving courteous treatment. Good Meals and
Clean Beds at the American House:

~ WHITNEY’S

fsl‘egrapg for the

Wagon Shop!?

—AT THE—

OLD STAND
), [—

—0

FIRST STREET, - - . - PRINCETON.
If you wanta new wagon, a pair of Tote or Logging Sleds, a Cutter or

Pung, or if you want repairing done in & workmanlike maraer, call a¢ Hvie

Whitney’s Wagon Sh

LMER WHITNEY,

ACC JUL 20 1943 PUBG il

e

-

Rev. William Henr: |

LUCKNOW WAE MEMORIES,

Graves of Young Lads
Glimpse 0o War

Whose First
was Their Last—

The Struggle at Secunura Bagh-
Havelook, Lawrence, aad Warren
Hastings,

Lucknow (India) Lettar to the New York Times.

Were theold Greek doctrine of earthly
axpiation slill held trus, Warren Hastings
should be buriad hers in historic Lucknow,
amid ths swaet Howers and twining creep-
ors that nestle in the blackened ruins of
| England’s Thermopyriz. The barvast of
-| suceessful crims sown hers by the great
Viceroy a hundrad years ago, has been
=aped in blood and tears and horror of
groat darkness. The havoc of 1357 was the
logitimate .c¥spring of the rapine of 1771,
and the story of Linckmow is only that of
Bohilcund writtan backward. Hastings
Y hithself, indeed, went to his grave full of
! wears and hormors, with his Lf3’s sunsat

Some are provided wik | undimmesd by the slightest sbade of tha:

A aloomy horrow which darkenad the salf.
Vinflietad death of his old comrade Cliva.
No visions of rezowned Brahmin states-
men hanged liks dogs en an nnjust charge,
i nobia Afghan tribas butcharad wholeaals to

.- | pamn the bribes of a cowardly despet, royal
i i iadies plundred und insalted, aged and in-
]

frmi men tortured in midnight dunges ns,

| baunted the peacefu! deatuhad of ths op-

pressor of Asia. But the evil that ha did
[ lived after him, and upoa these shot-torn
i walls and countless graves ths hand of

(0d has written ineffaceably: “XKaow that
i for all these things God shall bring thee
}mto judgment.” And yet, counld mars

{ courags atone for any misdasd, the blood
. of those who lis here might wel! purgs tha
3ing of their fathers, 3
“Thase were not stirrad Ly naseion,

Nor yet by winamads bold;
"T'was noj renown that movs&' tham,

Nox did thay look for gold:
i Ty them their leader’a sigaal

Was as the voice of God,
Unawsrving, uncomplaining,

The way of death they trod.”

I Nevdr was a bad cause batter defended.

Englind’s nations! crima in the heroic con-
dtancy with which the punishment of that
crims was met and epdnred by thoss whose
fatal lot it was to expiats tha sins of their
fathers. Slowly bat surely across fha glow
of Mahratta conqueats, Puui:ah victories,
Afghar'crusades, Ouds ann=xitions, crept
snward the despening shadow of the avena-
ing whirlwind. But when the storm broks,
and the shepherds who had devoured the
dock which bheavan appointed them to
| f3ed and gnide behald tha remnant start
| ap around them as raveningz wolves, what
i dpd, tue denouncers of “British tyranny”
s em? The starnest of them all wers
hushed into admiring wonder a3 thay looksd
{ 20wz, into the Golzotha whare a handful of
| worn-out men, gannt with thirst and hunger,
+hageard {rom want of sleap, grimed with
" dustand powder, with tha blood dropping
{ from thair unbandaged wounds, and the
{Hovce heat of India scorching up thair
/sirength ana lifs, were standing grimly at

L g2y arougk inany & wWeary wesic ageinst o

a %oy SWOLty sived Hhais auaa T,
| b0 save lives dearsr than their own from
| ths fisnds who wers still red with the butch-
! ary of Cawnpore.
The Greeks hava Thermopyism, the
Anglo-Saxons have Lucknow. A fewsmall
| buildings of Indian brick, a tiny mosqua. a
l tower no bigger than a light-bouss, a low
{ bamk of crumbling sarth, with two ar thies
{ zuns behind it every hers and thare— such
! ware the defensss which ,A handfal of
Englishmen and a few hundred Sikhs,
England’s bravest enamiss in 1345 and her
stanchbest allies in 1857, mads good against
30,000 murdarers. Just outside the Bailey
Guard gate, pock-markad from base to key-
stone by the iron hall that beat against it so
i long, a slendar pillar stands to bear witness
to ths valor of tha loyal native soldiers,
whiie upon & high mound within the in-
trenchment, close to the roing of the cen-
tral tower, a tall crose of stone rises to com-
mamorate the deeds of their Lnglish com-
rades. But such men need no monument.
Thers is neither speach nor language whare
their voica is not heard; their sound i3 gone
out into all lands, and their words unto tha
and of the world.

The story of that famous 3iage has baen
often writtea as it desecves to be. The
men who do thess things are not the men
who talkabout them; and such a tala can-
2ot be told with tachnical phrasas and mil-
itary diagrams. But istany man with blood
in his veins go at sunrise to tha iuins of
the Residency and walk through thoss
silent rooms and shattered walis in the
stillness of early morning, and he will need
uo historian to set the great struggie be-
fore him inall its fuliness. Hoare, closs by
the shot-torn gate, stood Aitksn’s Battery,
| where its sturdy godfather might be seenm
day after day striding to and fro amid the
thickest of tha fire a3 coblly as if the life
that he exposed so {realy were charmed
againstall peril. Thislarge buildingbehind
it, hacked through and through by shot, in
a3 a neat inscription tells you, “the old
banqueting-hall, used as a hospital;” and
hare, under thess archas which once re-
sounded with revelry and laughter, strong
men gasped out thers lives in moetal agony
and fever-stricken lads yearned vainly for
frash, cool breezes of the far-off English
home which they were nevar to see again,
That crumbling, fire-blackend shell to the
loft was once Dr. Fajyrer's house, whare
brave Sir Henrv Luwrencs, a commander
worthy of such a garrison, sank to risa no
more. Beypnd it o t and ghastely
skeleton, with its stately dome defacad by
coun 8cars, and one of its tall minarets

‘{tegumol Eoti.” Half seen in “tl: shadow
of the clustering trees appears the line of
“Grant's Bastion,” and at the farthest ex-
tremity of the intrenchment-—“in the hot-
‘s curner of all,” as 1td gallant dafenders
as:d to say with grim exultation—Ilies the

wous “Cawnpore Battery.”

Ttis not aiways the greatest heroos thal
8 erie of s GAI: e (ISR

® name o , one of the
few that were still faithfal, ywlm, strack
down in mistake by an English comrmde
amid the infernal harly-buzly of a night at-
tack, said witk his last breath to his re-
mozsaful slayer, “Pon't grieve, friend, it’s
all for the good cansa?” t -history has
preserved the memory of that unknown
hero who, wounded to the death
in the van of Havslock's ravieling column,
cried to his comrade: “Take me on your
back, Tom, and lat msases our wonien's
bonnie white faces before I die; my body
will cover you from the shot?” But the

dy— the name of 2 ,
I sarted op from amoang the ‘suffering we-

One van almost forget the blackness of |

cut half throngh by a shot, rises the sacred |

crumbling monnd which was once the fa- |

ever-rising sea of obll’i_t__ia%h has spaced one | band,
| rieson the stage of ds it trage- |
on%_ Elﬁhn t trage- .

1
man in the stifling vault of ths Tykhaneh
and darting out into the open ,air, seemed
to listen eagerly fora moment. “Thay're
coming!” she oried, -“thank (God, they're
coming!” “Wko?” asked the w ondering |
soldiers. “Our sin Hieland Iads! Dinne |
ve hear the pipes? It's the auld lilt that I |
ken so well, “The Campbells ars coming.’ ”
At firat, the ears, dulled by hunger and
weakness and ceaseless cannon-thunder,
could bear nothing; but gradcally a light
naver seen there before or since broke over
the haggard faces as thay, too, caught the
weleome sound which told them that the
help for which they had almost ceased to
hope was coming at last. Had the Lord not
been on their side, th:n had they been like
them that go down into the pit; buton th_
very brink of the grave deliverance came—
such a deliverance as has ssldom been
wrought oat apon earth. i

On the highest point of the low ridge |
once crowned by the E:Id. iutrenchment
which the hands azd hsa%ts of the brave |

men within mads impregnabls, lies a tiny |
plot of gresn turf dappled with humble |
wounds and neat white head.stonsa. It is |
a noble and a touching story that is told by [
those stones, 2l marked with ths same fatal |
vear, Younglads lie hers whose first glimpse |
of war was their last,\and strong men who |
died not in the forefron of the battle, where |
thay won!d have loved die, but beneats ‘
ths wailing agony of |dijease and delicate |
women pining vainly fgr gne breath of pure |
air in the hot, foul, sulphurous atmosphere [
of the stifling cellars in which they |
crouched for shelter from the merciless shot; |
and poor littls blossoms withered before |
their tims by the blasts of hell-firs around |
them. Truly these were the first fruits of |
England's great sacrifice, her best and her |
bravest; nor conld fitter companv than this
army of battle martyrs have been found for |
him who lies in the midst of them, bensath |
the simplest and noblast epitaph avar wxi
ten over a brave man: “Here lies Henuy |
Lawrence, who tried to do his duty; may |
rod have mercy npon his soml!” |
From thess grim mamories it is pleasant |
to escape in the freshness and brightness |
aad beanty of the woodad outskirts, and to |
wander in the quiet of evenin% anon2 the
smooth gréen iswns and shady avennes
and dainty little marble pavilions of Win.
| iald Park, filled wit ful
stillneas, in the m:

st of gwhich the s

thonght of war and bloodshod, ssems
absolutely impossibls. Yot warand blood- |
shed have been hirs in their d t |

sternest form. A

jerds along the other
highway stari out through the o
treaa a baltered archway and mol
tower surmouning & buge dars !
This i3 the Seenndra-Bagh, onca a hounsa-
bold word at every fireside: in Britain, 1t
y was not time or storm that made thess
deep, uneven geps through the solid wail,
the mute witnesses of what was done here
oue gloemy Autumn nizht 24 years ago,
Gray-haired veteras will #til! tell you how,

| tng, thev ehould be ssizad by the «

| was, "Talk to your ¢ow =28 you wor
| indy.”

vears becanse thera is no .one im tha plice
where she lives of Ligh enough rauk for har

to callnpon. The only other Iady in'tha
ewpire on whom the viceroy’s wifs could
2all is the empress, who lives at Pekin,
where the viceroy’s wife doss not live.

Newspaper Nonsense,

Tom Thumb hes quit smoking.. It was
feared that if he continued ths habit he
might become stunted.

“Smile whenever you ean” is Henry W ard
Beecher's advies, but it is not intended to
apply to  young men who go out baiweem
aets to see a man,

If Tennyson wrote “Tha Charga of the
Heavy Brigade,” we move that ths laarel
crown be taken from him and given to Walg
Whitman or the swest singar of Michigun,
wa care not which,

tont “lu cage of ladics in danger of dwow

and not by the bair, wuich ganarally coma
L "

One of the legends upon the
room in which the Wisconsin
essociation held its recent annual meas

But how about convar
your bull as you won!d with a gen

Why don't I gote work? Wonld y
bave me imperil my life, six? Na, 3
can't have geen tha istics. [Reads:] "I§
ig estirrated that 10 ) persons are annu-
aily killed in England from canses directly
resulting from industrial occupatio ’

Conjngal amenities,— Do you
what month of the y=ar my wifa tall

least?” “Well, I supposs when shac

cold and loses her voies.” “Nutatall, Is
18in Febroary.” “Whyis that?™ *“Bacause
Fabruary has the fewess dars."—ZLe

| Figaio,

A Florida ratilosnaks wus recently &il
by throwing a glass of whisky in ita
There is 4 moral connectad with this ton
ing incident, but we can't exactly point i$
out.—{Neiww Hoven Register. You kuow
vou are tbinking “what a shamofal wasts
of whisky!” Dbut areafraid to sav i6.—

Boston Globe,

They wers discussing the Anti-Polygamy
Bill in & Griswold Streat tobacco stors ves-
terday when a eolored man- dropped in to
begza corncob pipe. Thinking to have &
litde fun with hin one of the debators said:

| “Colonel, what action will the golored peo-

vle take on that bill?" “What'sde bill fur?”
“Iis to prevent any man from having two
wives,” “No! Ain't yvou fooling.” “Noi
any. That's the bill, and what are you
going to do about it?” [ doan’ kmow  what
de res’ of de cull'd folkses will do, but it
you am tellin’ mae de Lraf,- an' de bill
gets tobea law, an' ds purlaece come
‘round kickin' ap de fuss wid me, 1 'speciy
I kin skip acress to Canada an” go to libiz
wid ds odder one agin. I doan’ sof much
by dis one, anyhow, an' I nebber have siacs

when the death-grappia of 1337 was at its
beight, 2,000 sspoy mutimears intranced
themselves behind this rampart and sxult.

.pabla gleamebald—Thes littla kvaw witn
wROm ey Lad o aeni. A -few mignis
later Colin Campbell and hiz Highlandars
cuae to knock at their gates in o way that
would take no demial. Gauat, haggard,
wasted men, who for weaks past hava uaen
dghting all dsy and watchingz all night,

who fall down by scores from
shaer exhsustion as saon as the baitls is
over, work like giants at the few guns that
can be brought to bear upon the wali. An
udicer soon reports a “practicabls braich”

--i. e., & hole just wide anough for ona
man to seramble through at a time. DBat
this is mors than enough for Anglo-Saxon
fighting men with the murders of woman
and babias befor: them. A Highlander
struggles through the gan to fal! dead in-
stantiv under the feot of his succassor, who
is himsalf killed the next moment. Rnt no
elaughlar can check the rush of tha aseail-
ants. In  they come, man ,after man,
serambling over the corpses of their com.
rades with sef teeth, and Hashing syes, and
ready bayonets. The hearts of ths butch.
ers dis within them as the shout of “ Re-
membaer Cawnpore, boys!” out-thundsrs
the din aof the fray: and their fire grows
fainter and fainter, and the British lins
presses on. Two hours of maddsning din
and slaughter, and of all the 2,004 that !
manned the. naMs siryivhd bt cag tgrkdi-.
stricken wrpte},ispad o Lol ﬁ}'i Rrothbra s
mordersss mow }tlb "".-‘_-shn\s";cda%ﬂg!:ﬁ ;

o Threa Jmélsg fopm +Secundm-F ' ® 0D
AT :oiasfj)a!:g*?gna' 2 ti.:-_;q.-iabmnru;}nz 1§
Andth s phivevah "l re memronable; fotthe
story that it tells is mot of fierce bravery
and bloody vengeance, but of that patient,
uncewplaining he:oism which is all
other forms of human courage what the
calm feariessness of the martyr isto the
ferocions dazing of the savage. Hese tha
womena and children of the Lucknow garri-
sou, with a train of sick and wounded men,
wers once more compassad about by those
who knew no meeey. Hare brave James
Outram, with a handful of wornout men,
made good this wide cireuit of crumbling
wall against ten-fold odds, till the defecss
of the Alum-Bagh Garden became famous
through-out the world as that cf the Luck-

now Residency itself. Hsrze, tvo, on the

ground hallowed by the greatest of even
his achievemen!s. sleeps Heary Havelock,
the Galabad of that noble brotherhooa of

English chivalry who showed. as faw hava
ever shown, that a man may do his duty,

whether as a soldier or as General, not a
whit the worse becausa he fears God.

am 4

. A (elestiul'Prison,

Although as previously meantionad in the
Times, Mrs. Tsun, the Chiness minister's
t\;ite{; recaives no mtll’m& alud neversl;nm

8 building occuped by the tion, she is,
I hear very che 1, as she h:?sluyc been
accustomed to seclusion. Her husband
bag two nepaws here, lads of fourteen and
ninetean years of age, respectively, and they
are premitted to see her, as according to the
Chinese etiqutte a husband's :
brothers and ais nephews may ses his wife,
but. ‘1:: others of his telhm mlm.ugmm
nephews are very intelligent, and
they came oniy in - December already speak
English well. They attend school hers and
and have made greal piogress. Mr, Bartlett,

od 1a the fancied po 2ggion  of an imprea- |

T foun’ dat shé run'd away fcom her hus.
| baud dm Toronte.”—D:iroit Free Preea.

i TR LRy Gl v 1
Death of a Slamese Court Liephant,

f. Tho Stzaaawes pibion Do g9eg wkmee -
to mourning by the death of “His Sublime
Grandeur the Court and bady Elephant of
the King." Saysthe fndian Herald: “We
reyret to learn that the animal departad this
life in & highly sensational mamner, frauzht
with irreparable disaster to the staff of his
household. One morning, after a hearty

death. To shoot him would have besnsac-
rilege. An attempt to tranquillize his per-
turbed spirit by encircling bim with a huga
ring of holy bamboo, wspacially blassed by
the High Priest of his own particolar tem-
ple, provad worse than ingffactual, for he
broke through the ring aud all but tarmin-
ated the High Priest's career upon the
spol. He was then with great dificully
driven into a close court of the paace,
where, after several furious endeavors to
battle down the walls with his tusky, he
suddenly toppled over on his side and ut-
tered a last cry of rage. Naturally enough,
this heavy calamity was attributed to crim-
inal carelessness on the part of one or othez
of the attendants intrusted with- the sacred
elephant’s feeding. The king thereupon
interrogated the members of His Sublime
Grandeur's household in person with re.
spect to their treatment of the illustrious
«deceased, and failling to elicit any individ-
ual confession of delinquaacy, decreed

that oup and all be punished, Having thns
*vindicatdck propriety, His Majesty agsnned

]
Ak Zarh of*'woe, amd is wnderstood to be
glifl'inconsalable for his loss."

¥Why He wonld Not Stay.
From *A Jersey City IdyL”

“Deo’ not go, darling”—and asshe spoks
the words, spoke them in low tender tones
that thrilled him from main-truck to keel-
son, Gwendolen Mahafty laid her soft, whita
chezk on Plutarch Riordan’s shouldsr and
gave him a look with her lustrous, deve-
like eyes that would make yoar head swim.

“I cannot stsy,” he replied, kissing the
peacay-red lips as he spoks, and fesling
wistfaully in his overcoat pocket for a plag
of tobacco; “I must go now, right away. "

But the girl placed her arms around his
neck—arms whose soft, ronnded curves and
pink-tinted skin would have made an an-
chorite throw up bis job, and pleaded with
him to stay a little longer. “I cannot,” he
again said, looking at her tendarly.

“Cannot?” repeated the pirl, 'a shade of
anger tinging the tone in which the word
was uttered. “And pray, sir, what 80 im-
peratively calls you hence?”

Bending over her with a. careless grace
that n.rtruﬁy concealed tha slight bagginess
at the knees of his pants, Plutarch said in
low, bitter tones that wers teiribls in taeir
intensity:

“1 have broken my suspender'”

Tt Love and Aunts.
From the Burlington Hawkeye.

Below them lay the dimpling lake, touch-
ed by the earliest breezes of the spring
time, and the long shadows g«a thhgl ll[mmh
afternoon came creeping u n
whose bold, bad bx?ow th;y stood. e
turned, moved by a sudden impuiss, and
seized her arrowy hand in hoth his own.
&ﬁuﬁh&*'”aﬁaﬁq' B foel

st y8 wning spriag
the—the—ur an—soft—I feel the inflaences
—I feal the—the soft, in short—ur ah -I

the soft—soft—soft--" *

breakfast, he went mad auits unexzpactedly..
and trampled five of his attendants to




