*

e

e e

ihat Do Yfm Eat?

Bloctric Light Flour

Has Long Been a Favorite.

The mill has Jost been remodeled, and the
Flour is better than ever.

'HE DEMOCRATIC PRESS

BAVENNA ROLLER MILLS

— S —

P. 0. WOOD, Proprietor,
= —

MANUP ACTURERS AND DEALXRS I¥

Best Brands of Roller Flour

IF YOU LIKEGOOD BREAD

GIVE IT A TRIAL.
Electrie Light Fiour is mada by
J. I N. WORER -& CO.
only, hut SOLD BRY ALL GROCWRS,

Vou. 25, No. 8

RAVENNA, 0., WEDNESDAY, OCTOBER 12, 1892.

WaoLe No. 1255

 A—
ALL KINDS OF FEED.
Delivered to anylpart of the Citv

— 1o} —
B Try our ** DAISY " Brand of Flour.

When your Cash Purchases aggregate $40,
you will be presented with your
choice of our beautiful

Pastel Pictures Free

WHY WE DO IT.

We are giving away beautiful Pastel Pictures for two reasons:

FIrRST—We wish to express to our old customers our apprecia-
tion of their patronage.

SecoND—We hope to induce a large number of new customers
to trade with us a? least long enough fo test the qualily of our goods
our prices, our reliability, and our way of woing bussness.

We believe in enterprise and advertising, and that every one in
business ought to use all honorable means to make his trade as
large and his customers as numerous as possible. Please bear in
mind that we make no advance in the price of our geods cn account
of this offer. We will continue to be headquarters for good goods
and low prices, and expect by increasing our trade to be able to sell
on a closer margin and to offer better bargains than ever before.

We respectfully solicit your patronage and will take pleasure in
presenting you with the pictures to which your purchases will entitle

¥ Risdon & Taylor.

CLOSING SALE

OF -

SUMMER GOODS

AT
PETER FLATH’S,

The Old Reliable Clothier,
TO MAKE ROOM FOR FALL STOCK!

Those in need of tnese goods cannot affort to
lose this opportunity, as regards

Quality and Price!

Kick High
ao Fly High
While Wearing Our Shees.
3k

ALL PARENTS KNOW how haed it is to keep the children in
shoes. It seems sometimes as though they were determined
to wear them out in 2 day. They run, jump, drag their toes,
—anything to wear out their shoes. A shoddy shoe goes
very quickly. It is a mistake to buy poor shoes /¢ &5 econ-
omy to buy the best. We show a larger and better line of this
class than any dealer in the county.

FINE DONGOLAS FOR LADIES, - = = = o=
MEN’'S CONGRESS OR LACE. - - = = =

#2 00
$1 25

1 50
$1 10

. SCHOOL BHOES AT ALL PRICES.

Smith & Davis.

"Phenix Block.

&Egmg DISPLAY
It Will PAY You to Visit Our Stors

NOVELTIES and FANCY PIECES!
P10 A ICIEI0) WY A )R)E, & ©,

To be found in one house in the State,

Our Prices are Below Competition!

Our New Upholstered Rockers are Dandies,
FROM $2 50 UP.

In CROCKERY Finest Line ever shown
AND LOWEST PRICES.

Qur Bardains in Lamps yow should not let pc;zss.
Our UNDERTAKING DEPARTMENT

18 IN CHARGE OF A. B. FAIRCHILD,
Which is a Guarantee that it will be well done.

W. A JENKINS & CO,

No. =, Phenix Block.

’s’”jLTE’s SABHTI 8 LEAUTFO G A

- w this to your wagon
s maker or {dd.ress »

“The Selle Gear Co., Akron, Ohlo.

|
{

Our Hat Conformer insures a PERFECT FIT.

Solomon in all his glory was not arrayed like one of these |—
Why? Because he did not buy his Clothing at the ROCHESTER
CLOTHING HOUSE . Heavy investments in

FALL* UNDERWEAR

Now is the time to buy Medium and Heavy Weight Underwear,and

Is the place to get it, if your interest is to be consulted.

Quantity,..Quality..and..Economy !

Is the trinity that works to the buyers’ advantage here. You see,
unlike other dealers, we don’t buy our goods in dozen lots, but in
case lots, direct from the manufacturer.—Now

Read the Following Bargain Roster!

Men’s Natural Wool Underwear.

45c. for good Merino Undershirt, Ribbed, French Neck, Satin
Front; Regular Price, 75¢ -
75¢. for Fine Natural Wool Underwear, quality and finish equal
to the regular %x.oo goods.

$1.00 for Pure Sanitary Natural Wool Underwear, made by the
well-known Rochester Mills ; Regular Price, $1.25.
$1.25 for Pure Australian Natural Lamb’s Wool Underwear,
soft and pleasant to the skin; Regular Price, $1.75.
$1.50 for Full Regular Made English Natural Cashmere Un-
derwear : Regular Price, $2.00.

Men’s Camel’s Hair Underwear.
75c. for Pure Camel's Hair Underwear, with Silk Finished
Neck and Bosom and Ribbed Shirt; worth $1.25.
$1.00 for the New England Knitting Mills celebrated Camel’s
Hair Underwear ; sold elsewhere for $1.50.
$1.25 tor a superbly fine quality Camel's
finished like the $3.00 full fashioned goods.

Men’s Fancy Col red Underwear.
Prices from 25¢c. up. The following are better goods:
75c. for Superior Quality Brown Mixed Underwear, Pure
Wool ; Regular grice, %1.00.
$1.00 for choice from a complete line of Fancy Stripes, inclu-
ding Swiss Cords, Morris Mills, etc.
$1.25 for the celebrated Fleece Lined Pure Camel’s Hair Un-
derwear ; Regular Price, $1.75
Medicated Scurlet Underwear, sec.. 75c., $1.00, and $1.25.

—Equally great Bargains in Ladies’, Children’s, and Inf.nt’s
Underwear, at the

106 Price Rochester Clo'liag Hi

Ravenusa, Lnlo.

Hair Underwear,

Opposite the (‘ourt Hou=e, - - -
B, HESHINS, Managecr,

This
Magnet

Tells a tale. It
says our methods
and prices attract
attention. The
methods are hon-
est, the prices be-
yond cc mpetition;
and that means
patronage.
“PROGRESS" is our watchword; quality the main considera-

Those who patronize us are always more than pleased and
Shall we not make you happy. too?

J. H. OAK'LEY.

tion.
glad to come again.

No. 4, Opera Block.

_—— == === =

CASH BUYERS

Will you kindly remember Lhat we are still eutting pricea

Below all Competiuon'

‘Fhink of it! Read it again! Youn see we are strietly in it on lowest prices
Don’t buy cheap shoddy goonds They lo k well. but are dear at any price
Examine them critieslly, then come und compare with ours  Also,

See Our New Spring boods!

And extremely low prices on them Never could you get so good value for
g0 little money. And remember, to: , £ 14t our goods are guaranterd as repre

ARGAIN SHOE HOUSE!

R e n A
he Leading Orog Store

Ravenya, O,

OrprosiTe (Cour 71 He usw

Isthe Place to buy

YOUR DRUGS. MEDICINES, CHFMICALS,
FINE TOILET S0Aa PS, BRUHES C/'MBs. ETC. 5
FANCY ARTICLE ; PERFUMYERY INY GREAT S
VARIETY OF ODORS; MIXED PAINTS A D

35 '5{;\*
PAINTER~’ BRUSHES, %"Jé_é r';‘é'a

W.T. MCCONNEY

PHEYs10IANS' PRESCRIPTIONS CAREFULLY COMPOUNDED,

Re 2 2 g%
TSR A

The Rochester-+ Clothing House!

l Tired.

|

{ I'nim tired tanight, and somothing—

| - Thewind, maybe, or the riin,

| Or the ery of the bird In the copse outside—

Hus brought back the past nod its pain.

Anil 1 foel, as 1 sit her thinking,
That the hand of the dead oid June

Has reached hold of niy heart’s louse strings,
Aund is drawing them up in tane.

H I am tired tonight, and 1 miss you
And long [ you, love theough tears;:

And it geemes hot today that T saw you go—
You who have been gone for years;

Andd 1 geem to be newly lonely,
I, wlio pm =0 much alone:

And the strings of my heart are well in tune
But they have not the same old tone,

I am tired, and that old gorrow
Eweeps down thye bed of my sonl,
Ag a turbulent river might suddenly break
Away from adam's control,
It beareth a wreck un its hosom,
A wreck with 8 snow-white sail.
And the lisnd ou my hewrtstrines thrums
RWiy,
But they unly respond with a wail.
—Elis Wheeler Wilcox.

HER FIRST BALL.

There was a great deal of unusnal
excitement in the pretty little valley
of the Popo-Aurie. There was always
plenty of excitement there. Miners,
cowbonys, farmers and soldiers—put
them Llogether anywhere, and thers
will be plenty of excitement. Butthis
was a peaceable excitement. It was
the frst social event known in the his-
tory of Lander. It was a ball. Tom
Oszborne had cleared the room of his
storehouse for the affair. The women
had been conking good things #o eat
for the three preceding days. The
men had decorated the hall with pine
boughs fresh from the snow-covered
Wind river mountain,

Peg Leg, Mexican Joe and Dutch
Pete had promised to be on hand with
i their fddles. and they were never
known to fail to be present at any-
thing when they promised to be, al-
though Peg Leg would have to make a
three-day journey in one with his muale
team to keep his promise, and Dutch
Pete would have 1o leave for a whole
night the little herd of cattle that he
hoped, in a blind, trusting way, would
some day make him rich. Oceans of
snowy chippings of spermaceti candle
had been strewn over the floor of the
storehouse under the experienced di-
rection of the “schoolmarm,” who was
no “schoolmarm” at all, because she
was a young man from the east. And
there had been a call at the single
store in Lander for “b’iled shirts,”
linen collars faney handkerchiefs,
bright colored stufls for dresses, new
gtore clothes and new hoots and shoes,
that was at once very gratifying to the
proprietor of the store and indicative
of a growing civilization.

But it was a mad excitement to her.
She counld hardly wait for it to oceuar.
It was her first ball. *“Buekskin Nell”
they called her, becuuse of the buck-
skin pony she rode with all the dash
and skill of a cowhoy. Helen Whitti-
more was lier real name, and she was
the only daughter—in fact, the sum
total of the family—of old John Whit-
timore. who had gone west in the six-
ties to make his fortune and had never
made it. He had been a gentleman
once. What her mother was Nell
did not know. for she had died wheo
Nellie was a baby. .

At any rite, between them they had
bequeathed a brave little heart and a
beautiful disposition to the child, who
was thereafter to be brought up al-
most without the society of women,
She was a lady by instinct, notwith-
standing the remarkable way she
dashed around on her buockskin pon
and the rather bal grammar she used.
She was sixteen, pretty and fresh as a
wild rose, with » clear complexion and
langhing eyes. She had read a good
deal, and bhad formed some ideas of
the great world (very queer ideas,
some of them), and she had her ambi-
tions.

The men of the Pope-Agie valley
saw her bud from a romping little girl
into the very prettiest girl in Sweet~
water county, with a zreat deal of in.
terest and more or less astonishment,
She had already eaused a good many
of bthem tu sigh and look melancholy,
but not one had ever dared as yet to
propose for her hand, or even show
her any marked attention. Even the
imported school teacher knew that he
. was not good enough for her, and kept
out of the way, which was a wise thing
for him to do, for he was not particularly
strong. and it was more than probable
that the man who muwrried “Buckskin

Nell” would have to light for her more
than onee. Jealousy, too, makes s
man’s haod awfally steady when he
uwims a pistol, and the school teacher
was not & good shot at all

It was merely a quiet amusement to
Lientenant Hardy. He would stroll
over from kis camp, leaving his sol-
diers in charve of his first sergeant
every day, and take a look at the pre-
parations. Oceasionally. in a lazy
way, he would offer a saggestion or
‘ two. He bhad been a hop manager at
1
|

— —

West Point in cadet days (a tremen-
dous honor), and after his graduation
had led many a german and figured in
many flirkations. It was hardly to be
expected that he would condescend to
danece at this backwoods affair, but his
suzgestions were considered invalua-
ble, Even the school teacher listened
deferentially when be explained a few
pretty fizures for the opening and
closine of the ball. He was consider-
ably more interested in it, however,
becanse it was to be her first ball. He
had aequired quite a liking for her. He
| had discovered the latent ladyhood in
her, and for the few weeks he had been
in camp near her father's ranch he
had made quite a study of her.

A fellow bas to do something to keep
| his mind busy when he is away from
| his books and post duties, and then

ghe was awfully pretty. He had ad-
vised her what to wear and had given
her a few lessons in the waltz. By his
advice she was to wear a simple dress
of white muslin with a sash. The
| other women would lbok horrible with
their gaudy eolors anid ill cut dresses,
he knew, and he expected her to make
a sensation. He quietly gave the
voung school teacher the hint to escort
her, for he himself merely intended to
ook on. It woull hardly be in keep-
ing with his social position as an oflicer
of the army. in fact, as the most dash-
ing young lientenant in his regiment,
to diance at such an affair as that, He

wis a trifle surprised when she asked |

him if she should ageept the school
| teacher’s pr-lﬂ':el'ird attentions. From
her manner he saw that it was rather
"'a broad hint to him. and he was aware
that it lhurt her a good deal when he
told her to go with that young man.

Evidently she hail expected his court-
he did not

esy for the oceasion. Bat
pav any attention to the fact,
nothing to him,

It was

|  He did not go near heron the day of
He knew she would expect

the hop. 1
him. and he had what many a hiner
lady had called a “most contrary dis-
position.” Along in the evening he
walked leisurely over from his camp.
The bali had alrendy begun, and he
smiled as he entered the room. The
erowd was even more interesting than
he thought it would be. The awk-
wardness of the men and the feebls
attempts at style of the women, the
three fildlers sawing away for dear
| life—even the uproariousness of the
I

crowd were more absard than he had
hoped. He leaned up aguinst the
doorwayv, well aware that in his faded
blouse and cavalry boots he looked
more the gentleman than any man in
{ the room would ever look or ever had
' looked in his life. He did not see her

at first, for she was standing near the
door at which he entered, and but ten
feet from his side.

As he looked calmly around he
caught sight of her and knew from
ber manper and her blush that she
had been looking at him and had
tnrned away her evesio a little fit of
anger. He repressed an exclamation.
1f he had been in a civilized hop room
he would have said quite aloud: “By
Jove! What a beauty!” He had not
expected her to do half as well with
her white muslin and blue ribbon.
He did not know what exquisite beanty
she in reality possessed. The old ex-
cyement of the dance, spurred on by
the presence of youth and beauty,
came back to him. Should he dance
with her? He confessed that he wonld
like to, after all. He would make her
still more of a sensation if he were to
dance with her and no other woman
in the room. But he would have todo
‘t in & rather patronizing way or she
might think too seriously of it. He
concladed to do it. It would be a
clever thing to tell the ladies at more
pretentious affuirs, when he should go
east on leave of absence.

He walked gracefully over to her
and bade her a goaod evening in a most
gullant way. She blushed a good deal
more, bit could not even reply. The
s¢hool teacher had the modesty and
discretion to retire from her side, just
as he had expected he would. He
knew that all in the room were looking
at him. He had to admit it was a bit
exhilarating. He did not forget his
patronizing way, however.

“How pretty you are to-night,” he
said.

“Am IP" she answered, blushing
aglllf‘l.

“Wonderfully,” he answered, hardly
knowing whether his own admiration
was mock, as he wanted it to be, or
honest.

“Do I look like girls in the east when
they go to dances?” she asked him.

“Just exactly, although much pret-
tier” he replied. He noticed that he
was beginning to be overgallant in the
good old army way. He concluded
that he would dance with her.

“What,” said he, “in all this world
would you rather have me do this
evening than anythingelse?” he asked
her.

“Will you do it?" she asked in turn,
but with a stringe earnestness.

“I solemnly promise,” he answered,
laughingly.

“Then take me and dance with me
and talk to me just as if [ was a live
lady in the east, and as if this was a
great ball, with everything just as nice
as it could be, and as if | was a—was
a girl that you l-liked,” she said.

He did it. It seemed like a chsal-
lenge and he was a gallant. It was a
great temptation, he felt the intoxica-
tion of her beauty and he was human.
He danced with her; he paid her com-
plimenis by the score until she was
ecstatic; he tulked to her just as he
would if she had been a countess; and
she was delighted. He monopolized
her until the little school teacher went
home pale with rage and mortitica-
tion, and the other men began to won-
der if the lientenant had fallen in love
with old Whittimore's daoghter, and
the women becameé as envious os wo-
men can become, which is a great deal.
| He meant not a word of it, but he was
| soon talking of his love for her. Pre-
tending sincerity at love-making was
a trick he had learned to perfection at
| West Point. He took her out into the
moonlight, and talked about being as
| true as the slars are to the sun. He
told her that even the trees and the

mountains and the flowers were in
love with her and jealous of him. He
told ber that the bubbling Popo-Agie
was singing her a serenade. He en-
joyed it a great deal. It was more
than enjoyment to her.

He walked home with her, too, when
the affair was over. The road seemed
never before so short to her, and never
before so long to him. for he was be-
ginning to tire of the Hirtation. Be-
sides that, it reminded him of the
delightful times the fellows in the ar-
| tillery and engineers stationed in the
| east and near the great cities were
having all the time, while he and all
the rest of the cavalry fellows were
doing all the real work of the army,

HE’S A BASE-BALL DOG.,

He Really Understands the Polnts of the
Game.

|  Down on the bluffs, at the foot of
Nelson court, a number of boys con-
| ETegate every evening to play one-old-
| cat, scrub, and other limited variations
of base ball, and among the players
none is more earnest, skillful, and
enthusiastic than a Scotch terrier dog
that belongs somewhere in the neigh-
borhood, says the Quincy Herald. iie
is none of yvour aimless and playful
puppies, running hither and thither
after the ball, but a dog that knows
what’s what, and attends to a special
line of business.

His favorite position is behind the
bat, and there he will crouch with eves
and ears forward, nervesat their hizh-
est tension and jaws wide open, looking
for all the world like Mike Kelley,
if he had another pair of legs,

He will stop & hot ball, and the
swinging of the bat never rattles him.
He has his eyes on no one but the
[:lll:ht'l". and when the ball leaves his

and he knows it is his. When he
catches it he lays it on the plate for
some one to throw it back to the
pitcher,

The other evening while gnite a
crowd were watching he ran away off
to the side and canght a foul on the
fly that sailed away up in the air. 1t
was a play that would have been a
credit to Anson himself. The crowd
on the bluff above applanded vigor-
ously, and the dog wagged his tail in
recoguition,

He will never bother with a ball
until it is back of the plate—in faect,
does exactly what a $3,000 catcher
does in some of the crack eclubs.
Almost every evening he goes down
there and waits for the boys, and when
they choose unp sides he feels dis-
appointed if he doesa’t get a position.
When pe is not given a chance to be
catcher, he will, if told to do so, stand
immediately behind the catcher and
make a perfect backstop.

When he drops into position he looks
for all the world like an umpire, and
is more intellizent than most of them,
according to common report. He's a
dog catcher, but not a dog-catcher.
If base ball in Quiney gons to the dogs,
bere is one recruit already.

Oae Jagglor'a Triok.

The wonderful feats of West Indian
jugglers have formed the theme of
many a letter from travelers in the
QOrient, says the San Francisco Call,
but none are more surprising than
that for which an old sea dog, now
lying at the water front, vouches.
While be was an officer on board the
P. and O. Steamers, two natives came
a board at Madrus, he says. They were
a juggler and his assistant. After they
hu:l performed a number of minor
feats and gathered quite a crowd
aronnd them, they ealled for a sack
and a piece of sail eloth.

These having been provided, the
chief jugizler made a smuall, tent-like
structure with the eanvas and some
stools. He then placed his assistant
in the sack and nllowed a sailor to tie
the knot which bound him a fast
prisoner. This done, the chief car-
ried the sack intoanopen space, warn-
ing the people to stand back some dis-
tance, and then carried on an animated
conversation with his assistant, whose
replies could be distinetly heard com-
ing from the sack. Suddenly the chief
rushed forward, picked up the sack
and dumped it overboard, where to
the horror of the passengers and crew,
it sank out of sight.

Immediately the eaptain rushed for-
ward and seized the man, under the
full belief that he had murdered his
xom panion, but the juggler only smiled,
and. peointing to the canvas, asked
that it be raised. This was done and
the supposed drowned man was dis-
covered squatting on the deck. Seo
realistic had been the throwing over-
board however, that it was some time
before the surprised passengers could
realize that a murder had rot been
committed.

His Name Was All Right.

and it is not well for a cavalrymuan to
brood on these subjects. So they were |
very silent until thev reached the
Whittimore house. Then he said
“Goodnight” and started to leave. To |
his surprise, as he did so, he found her |
arms oulsiretched to him and her face |
held up to his own. As | said before,
he was human. Moreover, he was a
cavalry lieutenant. He kissed her.

“Gooll night.” he said again, this
time more tenderly.

“When will yon come to-morrow "
she asked him.

rie was a little startled. The tone of
her woice told him that, as he had
feared, the atfair had gone a little too
far. However, it was nol possible, he
thought, that she could have taken
him seriously. It was embarrassing.
The old contrariness came over him
again.

“I think 'l take a ride down the
river to-morrow,” he answered coldly.

“And not come to see me at all?" she
continued.

“Not to-morrow; perhaps some ither
day.” he answered lightly.

“But you said youn could not live an
nour without me,” she said tremul-
ously.

“Oh, well, Nellie,” he replied, “tha
was only in fun. Of course you
must not believe everything I have
told you. I was enly in fun. Good
night.” He turned on his heel and
walked away in the direction of his
camp.

Old Whittimore did not care for so-
ciety. He remained in the house this
night and went to sleep very early.
He knew that Nellie would turn up all
right, for she was quite able to take

A young fellow six feet tall and
weighing 200 pounds, not long ago ap-
plied to a Detroit merchant for a posi-
tion in his store, says the Detroit Free
Press.

“What's your name?” inquired the
merchant.

“Little Dickey Robinson,”
the young man, promptly.

“What?" exclaimed the merchant in
astonishment, as he surveyed his pro-
portions.

“Little Dickey Robinson,” was the
reply, this time several tones lounder.
It made the merchant half angry.
“What in thunder does a great big
fellow like you mean by giving such a
name as that?” bhe asked, indignantly.
“Haven't vou cat lopse from your

mother’s apron strings yet?”

The young fellow’s temper was ad-
mirable and he was after a job be-
sides.

“] give such a name as that, sir,” he
said, “because that is my name, and
if you’ve got & man in this house that
thinks he can lick me or dares to make
fun of that name trot him out.”

The merchant began Lo smooth him
down and asked for an explanation.

“Its this way,” he said, quite good-
paturedly, “my mother’s maidea name
was Little. my father's name was Rob-
inson and his mother’s maiden name
was Dickey. They wanted me to have
the family names, and so I'm Little
Dickey Robinson.”

The explanation was eminently satis-
factory, so was the young man, and he's
going te work soon.

replied

The Intense Coldness of Space.

We rarely realize, I think, how eas-

| care of herself. He was awakened
several times during the night by the
shooting of the cowboys, who cele-
brated the last dance of the first ball
in the Popo-Agie valley by unneces-
sarily expending ammunition. It
seemed to him there was one shot
rather close to his house, though, and
if there had been another he would
have dressed and pone out and given
the boys a piece of his mind. Bat it
was not repeated.

He rose rather early the next morn-
ing and went out to look uffer the
horses. He turned the corner of the
hog-house and uttered an exclamation
of horror. Before him on the ground
| lay his danghter—dead. She was still
| olad in the white muslin dress. Her

revolver clasped in her white hand,
and on the bosom of her dress, just
| over the heart, was a bright red circle.
It was wet. It was blood. Lieutenant
Hardy never repeated the story of the
flirtation for the edification of young
ladies in the east, or any one else.—
Harper's Weekly.
I Deodorizing Onions

and Cabbage.

If you will eat onions why don’t you
take the smell out of them when it can
be done so easily? Before they are
cooked they may be soaked for a little
while in salt water to help remove the
strong odor, and while they are cook-
ing place in the pot a piece of bread
the size of an egg or larger tied in a
linen bag. This may also be used for
cabbage or any other \'ugut'_lblu-:- with
penetrating odors.

A fly is best off when he lights on &
sticky paper.—(ens Fails Republican.

ily the world parts with its heat, and
how cold space is through which the
earth sweeps in its orbit. Nor do we
commonly appreciate how relentlessly
space sucks away the heat which the
earth has garnered from the sunbeams
| out into its illimitable depths. 'Way
out in space is a cold so intense that
we fairly fail to grasp its meaning.
Perhaps 30 or 400 degrees .below the
freezinz-point of water, some phil-
osophers think, are the dark recesses
beyvond our atmosphere. And night
and day, summer and winter, this in-
satiate space is robbing us of our heat
and fighting with demoniacpower Lo
reduce ouar globe to its own bitter chill.
| So. after all, our summer and winter
temperatures are only maintained by
the resillue of the sun’s heat which we
have been able to store up and keep
| hold of in spite of the pitiless demands
of space. Our margin, somelimes,
{ wets so reduced on nights in winter

that we can readily believe the astron-

us that a reduction of the sun's heat
by seven per cent and a slight inerease
in the number of winter days would
guffice to bring again to onr utmos-

omers and physicians whan they tell |

"TWAS A SYMPATHETIC “DRUNK.*

How Darky Sam Turned the Tables om
Mas'r George.

A few weeks ago a prominent dent-
ist of this city who sometimes “looks
upon the wine when it is red,” gave
an interesting lecture to a party of
dental students on the nervous sys-
tem, says the N. Y. Times. His valat,
an old negro who had been with him
a number of years. sat at one end of
the lecture-room and listened atien-
tively to the words of wisdom that
fell from his master's month.

The dentist explained the workin
of the sensitive tooth-nerves, and told
of the symthetic toothache. The old
darky opened hiseyes in astonishment
when he heard that a sound tooth
might ache because its nerve was in
sympathy with that of the unsound
one. He asked the dentist for a fur-
ther explanation on the way home.and
was told that many of the pains of the
body were caused by the nerves bein
in sympathF with diseased parts. B’z
was also told that his right ear might
ache because his left one was inflamed.
The following evening the dentist
was out with some convivial fellows.
His valet was in waiting on his arrival
home, and assisted him to undressand
£o to bed.

Waking in the morning with a rack-
ing headache, the dentist rang the
bell for his valet, but received no re-
sE:]nse. He rang again vizorously for
about ten minutes, and then he heard
heavy footsteps in the hall. A minuta
later a black head was poked into the
room, but it did not look to be that of
the dapper-looking darky of the night
before, but that of a bleary-eyed
creature with. a badly swollen face.
The darky’s clothing, too, was in bad
order, torn slmost to shreds.

The dentist gazed in bewilderment
at the old darky, who stood before him
with head bowed and hands clasped.
“Why, Sam, what has happened to
you? Have you been drinking?” asked
the dentist,

The cunning old darky remained
silent for a few moments and them
with a widespread grin on his face ex-
lained: “I’clar to goodness, I don't
now jes' what is de matter wif me,
Mas'r George. I sin't drunk nuffin',
an’ it 'pears to. me dat I certainly is
drunk. De on'y esplanation I can see
iedat T bas a sympathetic drunk,
'cause you know you wus well loaded
yo'self when you done come home las'
night, an’ I'se sure I ain't been drink-
in' puffin’.”

The dentist smiled. What else
could he do?

HE WAS A KINDLY DRUMMER.

But His Attempt to Play the Minister-
Ing-Angel Aot Was Misplaced.

The drummer was smiling softly to
himself in the corner of the car seat,
says the Detroit Free Preas.

“What is it now?” asked a friend of
hiis who had come on at the last sta-
tion.

“Odd, very odd,” said the drummer.
“Did you notice the man who got off
as you came on? The tall one with
the red-leather sachel?®

“1 noticed the sachel.”

“Well, be's a brick. He cameon
board about a hundred miles down the
road looking very much broke up, snd
sat down across the car from me. He
hadn’t been there more than half an
hour when he took & black bottls out
of his wvalise, looked at it a moment
eagerly and Eut it back again. Ina
few minutes he did it over again, only
holding it longer in his hands. The
third time he took it out he pulled the
cork, replaced it and shut it up in his
valise. By this time I was especially
curious and began to watch him close-

y“The fourth time he took it out of
the valise he opened it and set it in the
corner, where he could gaze atit
Then every two or three minutes he
would take it up, start it toward his
lips and pu’ it back again. Of course,
by this time I knew that the man was
fighting the devil in him and was try-
ing not to drink the stuff in the bottle,
though he was thirsty for it and every
effort at resistance was a torture to
him. Finally when he had made a
desperate effort to overcome the tempt-
ation, I went over to him.

“‘Excanse me,™ I said, *I am glad
to see you trying to conquer your old
enemy, and are deserving of all en-
couragement. I hope you will let me
assist you™—and I reached for the
bottle—“‘by throwing the vile stuff
out of the window.™

“I wish to thunder you would,
stranger,” he exclaimed gratefully.
“Jt's water, and if 1 get much drier
this blamed hot car DIl be tempted to
take a dose of it before I get to n&:hm
where I can get something fit to
drink.™

Women's Peculiarities.

What man is there that has not no-
ticed the many funny little peculiar-
ities that are characteristic of nearly
all of the dear women.

Perhaps vou never did, so I am go-
ing to eall your attention to some of
them, and just for fun watch and ses
if it isn't true.

A woman seldom gets up from her
chair when she has been sewing or
darning without letting a pair of scis-
sors drop from her lap to the floor.
Nine out of ten will do it. It would
almost seem that the bother of having
to stoop and pick them up would be
sufficient to break them of the babit,
but it does not, and she keeps stoop-
ing for those scissors all her life.

id you ever notice a woman who is
leaving friends when she is sbout to
get on or leave a horse-car? She does
not say her “good-bys” until the car
has stopped and then all sorts of re-
quests, messages, kisses and “good-
bys” until everybody is out of patience
and the car is ready to start. Ons
wonld think she could do all this be-
forehand, but she never does—and that
is all there is to it.

Did youn ever observe how a woman
throws a stone or anything? Or how
she drives a nail? (This can't be de-
seribed.) Or how she “shoos” the
chickens with her skirts. apron and &
sort of conglomeration between a cour-
te&g. a twitch and a stoop?

id you ever notice when two wo-
men meet on the street how very sure
they are to look back at each other
after passing? What do they do it for?
How do they gauge just the proper
time to look back and not catch each
other looking?

Did you ever see a woman try to use
a shovel? Of course there is no need
of her doing so, but she does some-
times and the sight is painful.
Did you ever know women to follow
exactly any particular receipt, table or
rule for mixing and cooking anything?
| No. you mever did; they never d.o.
They guess at everything, and while
they hit it in many cases, when they
don't they explain the familure by say-~

phere a new Age of Ice, with its inev- ing they guess they did not get in quite
itable desolation. The balance is enough of this or that, or else the
really a nice one between the beat we stove did not work right.

daily gather from the sun and the They hate rules or anything that
ghare of it which we lose in space.— | calls npon them to do “exactly so”
T. Mitchell Prudden, in Harper's Maga- | and they had much rather guess at 3
siue. | “cupful.” “teaspoonful™ or quarter of a
| pound than to measure it.

The total ncreage of Scotland is 18,- These are only a few pec.uliaritiu
946,684. Of this com aratively small snd they are not presented in a erltl-
landed arex one nohlenuin owns 1,326- cal sense, but only as an observation.
000 scres and his wife 149,578 acres No doubt we fellows have an equal
more. ' number of queer ways.
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