t Do You Eat?

Eloctric Light Flour

Has Long Been a Favorite.

Tho mill bas jost been remodeled, and the

Filour Is better than ever.

IFYOU LIKEGOOD BREAD

GIVE IT A TRIAL.

Electrie Light Figur is made by
WORK & CO.
only, but SOLD BY ALL GROCERS.
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RIVERNL ROLLER LS

Best Brands of Roller Flour

— AN D
ALL KINDS OF FEED.
Delivered to anylpartof the Citv

e P e
™ Try our ** DAISY * Brand of Flour.

CarrTAL, $100,000.
SurrLus, $20,000.

Fowr

TIONAL me
OF RAVENNA, OHIO.

-

CnAs. MerTs, President.
H. L. Hixg, Vice Pres't.
R. B. Carxauan, Cashier.
DIRECTORS,

Chas. Merts, H. L. Hine,
H. W. Riddle,
Orrin Stevens.

— a0

YOUR BUSINESS 1S SOLICITED.

Sxconn GRaTroNAr FANX,
—or—

RAVENNA, OHIO.
Carrrar. Pamm Up, $150,000
In U. S. Bonds.
U. S. Bonbsof all kinds bought

and sold, and exchanged at cur-

rent market rates.

U. S. Couron Four PErR CENT
Bonps on hand for immediate
delivery.

G. F. Roemson, President.

C. A. Reep, Vice Pres't.

W, H. BEggg, Cashier.
F. H. Carnauan, Teller.

Brown's Ba.kery.I

Corner of Main and Prospect Streets,
makes s specialty of

FINE CAKES.
— ALBO—
FRESH BREAD, BUNS, ROLLS
and CAKES, every day.

We use the best material, and take
ns to have all our goods first elass.
ALL AND SEe Us,

C. 8. BROWN,
Corner Main and Prospect Sts.(116

. Cleveland &BuffaloTransit Co.
“ 0. & B, LINE”

Rawguszs. that commencing with opening of
wm&ﬂu L, 1893,) this Company will place
in commission exclusive betwesn

CLEVELAND AND BUFFALO

Daily Line of th st magnificent Side Wheel
_ Lﬁu:mnr= c?xlanthe Groat Lakes.

Steamer will loave sither city every ovening,
Bun included, arriving st destination s
folle morning in time for business and all
train connections.

QUICK TIME
UNEXCELLED SERVICE
LOW RATES

For further particulars, sea later issues of this
address

paper, or
T. F. Sewuax, H. R. RoGgERs,
Gen'l Mansger, Gen’l Passenger Agt.,

CLEVELAND, 0.

Business Cards.

JOHN PORTER,
Attorney asd Counsellor at Law.
BLACKSTONE BLOCK. BAVENNA, 0.

O LOAN.—Mogzey to losn on Farm Prop-
art; JOHN POILPER,
lﬂl-{y' Raveana, O.
C.

H. GRIFFIN,

ENTINT.—0fice over] First National
Bank, @aice bours from 8 &. m. 105 p. m,

H. H. sPIERS,

HYSICIAN ANDSURGEON, Ofice
in Blackstone Biock.
Ofice open at ull hours,

J. H. DUBBEL,
TTOBRNEY AT LAW, and NOTARY
PUBLIO. Counsel in koglish snd German.

enslon business and foreign correspondence
solicited. Agency for relinble Steamship lines
Uftice over ¥jsth’s Clothing Store, Ravenns, O

J. H. NICHOLS.

Astorney at Law and No Public. Offios
15 Phenix Blook over Secon Nations] Bank,
Bavenna, Okio.

8. F, HANSELMAN,

TTORNEY AT LAW.
PROSBECUTING ATTORNEY,
Oilice in the Uourt House.

[ell LH Ravenaa, 0.

I. T. SIDDALL,
Atterncy at Law.
Office in Phenix Block, Ravexsa, 0

J. W. HOLCOMSB,
TTORNEY AT LAW.
Telephone No. 53. Room 12,Riddle Block
Ravenna, Ohio. 1112-1y

HARRY L. BEATTY,
TTORNEY AT LAW, NOTARY PUBLIC.
Office, Boom 18, Riddle Block,
1112-1y Ravenna, Ohlo.

I. H. PHELPS,

TTORVEY AT LAW
A[l!ﬂ) Ofice in Swift Bloek, Ravenna, O,

CARTERS

ITTLE
VER
ILLS.

[ they would bealmost pricelessto those
| distreas] Inint; butfortt~
from this - ml;{;::tﬂrmp ‘a.

‘bane of o many lives that here fs where
E?&;kemg:utbmt. Qur pillscureit whila
|others do not.

wery easy o take. One or fwo
They are strictly vegetsble an

but Ihdr?nuauﬂ
% bl;vhlll as

by druggists everywhers, or

CARTER MIEDICINE CO., New Yorki

SMALL PILL. SMALL DOSE. SMALL PRIGE

C. S. Leonard,

SEASONABLE.

Our stock of canned goods is

Blackberries,
Raspberries,
Huckleberries,
Peaches,
Pears,

Plums,

Beans,

large, embracing

Pine Apple,
Cherries,
Apricots,
Tomatoes,
Peas,
Succotash,

Kornlette,
And Celebrated “City of Rome Corn.”

Risdon & Taylor.

=ATAN T en-.“.
“' TRAN =T B
i - ’;-\:’:. ;%

s L .

e AT THE—}

Py

O¥\D.

B. HESKINS, Manager.

The Inoculated.

First they pumped him full of virus from
some mediocra cow,

Lest the emnll—lmx might aseall, and leave plt-
marks on his brow.,

ning down at Quogue—
And they filled his velns in Paris with an ex-
tract of mad dog.

Then he caught tuberculosis, so they took him
to Berlln

And !}?jected balf a gallon of baccili into
m.

Well, bia friends were all delighted at the
quilckness of the cure;

Tl he caught the typhoid fever, and speedy
death was sure.

Then the doctors with some sewage dld lnocue
late a hen,

And Injected half its gastric julce into his
abdomen.

But as soon as he recoverod, as, of course, he
had o do,

There came alopg & rattiesnake and bit his
thumb in two.

+ Once again his veins were opened to receive
about a gdll

Of some serpentine solution with the vencm
in it suill.

To prepare him for a voynge in an Asiatic
BER.

New blood was pumped into him from a lep’-
rous old Chinee,

Boon his appetite had vanigshed and he could

: not ent ot all,

Bo tlu_; \iims of dyspepsia was injected in the
ull

But his blood was ro diiuted by the remedies
he'd taken

That one day he laid him down and died, and
never did awaken.

With the Brown-Sequard elixir tho' they trisd
resuscitation,

He never showed 4 symptom of reviving ani-
mation.

Yet his doctor stiil could snve bim (he persist-
ently maintains),

It he o:&y could inject a “little life into his
velns.

—Independent.

POLLY PASCHALL'S GHOST.

Pretty Polly Paschall sat bolt up-
right, her red-brown curls falling in
rich confusion about her white throat,
her brown eyes as wide as if she had
not been in bed and asleep for hours.
The lamp was turned low, as she had
left it, and shone with a dim, soft
radiance over all the richly-furnished
TOOT.

Polly stared about her. The chairs,
the tables, the little qusintly ecarved
stand by the window, and which held
her precious pilgrim bottle, were all
just as she had left them. What
could the noise have been? Suddenly
her eyes fell upon the Ilittle squoare
door in the wall high above the book-
case.

“My ghost at last!” eried Polly,clasp-
ing her pretty little palms together.
She waited a moment in breathless
silence, but hearing no repetition of
the noise which had awakened her,
she gprang out of bed, put on her
slippers and dressing gown,threw some
bits of wood upon the still glowing em-
bers, and turning out the lamp, sat
down before the fire to await the ghost
whose coming she had been expecting
for lo! these many days.

The Paschalls, father, mother, and
daughter, bhad moved into their
present abode to await the erection of
their own house, and upon the very
first day of their coming Polly had
spied the little “secret door,” as she
called it, and selected this for her
room.

“Just think of the possibilities for a
romance,” she said Lo her father, and
he had gotten upon the house-cleaner’s
atepla(lger and found the door fastened
hard and fast.

“It is all safe,” he said.

“Oh,I want it to be safe from mortal
hands,” Polly said; “but ghosts stand
not back for belts and bars.”

“If it is & ghost youn want,” said her
father, “you may get it. This house
belongs to one of the oldest and at
one time the wealthiest families in the
state. It has stood here for years and
has known many changes, and I pre-
sume it could tell many stories and
erhaps give up a good many ghosts.

rented it from a sweet-faced, good-
looking old lady, who lives somehow
and somewhere in those dark apart-
ments next door to us. I think she is
the only surviving member of the
noble family whose glory and wealth
have departed. No, I believe she told
me there was a boy. her grandson,
who is working at—she told me what
he does but I don’t remember."

“How interesting!” exclaimed Polly.
“I am sure I shall find a ghost.” *

But so many uneventful months had
passed since she ensconced herself in
the rooms that she had almost forgot-
ten to expact a ghost until to-night,
when a noise as of slippered feet walk-
ing over a hanrd, bare floor had
awakened her.

She sat for & long time, her eyes
fixed upon the little door, expectin
every moment that a ghostly hanc
would undo the hidden lock and a
ghostly form would emerge from the
darkness beyond. But— her maid
found her still sitting and fast asleep
the next morning when she eame in to
awaken her.

- - - - L -

“My pretty Polly will have a gloomy
day of it, I fear," said her father when
he kissed her good-by. “It is raining
in torrents.”

“Oh, thatis delightful,” said Polly;

FANCY ARTICLES; PERFUMERY I
VARIETY OF ODORS;
PAINTERS® BRUSHES.

YOUR DRUGS., MEDICINES, CHEMICALS,
FINE TOILET S0A PS8, BRUSHES COMBS. ETC.

N GREAT

MIXED PAINTS AXND

W.T. MCCONNEY

PHYBICIANS' PRESCBIPTIONS CAREFULLY COMPOUNDED.

“T shall have a good, quiet, lazy,
dreamy day of it, just such a day as
one should bave after an episode with
a ghost.”

Though the rain pattered smoothly
upon the windows, the warmth and
rlow within were conducive of day
dreaming. Polly soon found the
honrs of iflleness growing long and
tedious.

*I shall try for the hundredth time,”
she said at Iast, “tosee if I can open
the little door which I am sure leads
to my ghost.”

Polly was light and graceful and
agile, so to scramble from the back of
the big chair to the top of the book-
case was but the work of & moment.

Tha little door which was sunken in
the wall above was of black oak, richly
carved. Polly searched it closely to
see if she could find any possible way
to open it. Suddenly almost by chance,
ber fingers touched a little spot in the
eye of one of the carved griflins, a
spring clicked and the door tlew open
in her face,

Polly gave a scream and sat down
apon the top of the bookease. She
waited a8 moment; no sign, no sound
resulted from her successful effort,and
she stood up and peered through the

assortment of

L.Lovers of the Beautiful

Will find many things to admire in our splendid

Pictures, Frames,Easels,
Mouldings, Toilet Cases,
Fire Screens, Etc., Etc.

able prices.
No. 4, Opera Blook.

J.

Our stock of these goods is the largest in the city,
and we shall be pleased to supply your wants at reason-

H. OAKLEY.

doorway.

Gradually as her eyes bscame ac-
customed to the semi-darkness she be-
gan to distinguish the objects in the
little room beyond. There was a little
case of books, a large square table and
one chair, big and cosy and comfort-
able-looking.

Polly’s father had always called her
a “plucky girl,” and now she hesitated
only a moment, then stepped up
through the opening into the room be-
youd.

when she had gotten in and the only
door that led from it was locked. The
books on the shelves were old and
rusty looking.

“They belong to a dead generation,”
said Polly. =
| On the table were papers, sheet after
sheet of manuscript, pencils, pens and
|ink. The chair stood before the table
as if some one had just been wriling
and upon the hearth were fresh em-
bers.

Then one day & bulldog bit him—he was gun~ |

creature—humanly so,” said Polly, as
she seated hersell in the chair and
began to look over the papers on the
table.

There were many notes and scraps,
| meaningless and disjointed, but finully
| she came Lo a packet containing quite
| & lengthy manuscript, elosely written,
much folded and fingered.

“The ghost is an author,” said Polly,
“and his manuseript has been rejected.
‘Proved upavailable to our columns.’
Poor fellow! Well, I shall read his
story if it be one. ‘The plot thickens.
Think of being able to read a ghost's
atory? One that the eye of movtal has
pever beheld!”

She began to read, turning the
leaves over slowly at first but gradual-
Iy her eyes flew over the closely-writ-
ten pages, the words and thoughts
| were tilling her with an interest that

she had seldom felt in printed pages.
She finished at last with a sigh of re-
lief,
| “Ifonly the woman had not been such
a perfect stick,” she said; “if she had
not said such stiff, silly things, one
could feel that the story was beyond
eriticism.”

She sat a moment in deep thought.
“I will do it,” she eaid, atlast. “1 be-
lieve I can do it; at all events I ghall
try; but not now.”

She got up, arranged the papers and
chair just as she had found them and
crept down through the little door into
her own room.

The next day Miss Paschall surprised
the fashionable stationer on the corner
by ordering a whole ream of “fools-
cap-:]

L - . - L »

Richard Blount opened the door of
his bare little “study,” put down the
armful of wood he was carrying and
knelt down upon the hearth to kindle
the tire. He was what a casual ob-
server would have called an ugly man,
but he had a good, well-knit figure, a
fine head, and strong though irregular
features.

There was a tired, troubled look on
his face as he sat down at his writing-
table and bent his head upon his
folded hands. He was weary in mind
and body. His days had been always
days of toil, his life had been one long
struggle. With a beritage of a goo
name that had come to him from his
forefathers there had come from his
father a legacy of debt which he had
been striving for years to pay.

“My task is almost done,” he said to
himself, <=If I could only get my story
accepted? I fee¢l sure there are good
things in it, but if 1 only (knew what
to make the girl say. When a fellow’s
acquaintance with women doesn't ex-
tend beyond a knowledge of his own
grandmother he ean’t have a very
clear idea of what a young girl’s con-
versation would be like.

:
[ “My ghost is cerlainly a sensible

=}

Well, I'll tr
once more and see what I can do wit
i.t..“

He picked up the MSS., which was
folded carefully and still in the place
where he had left it.

Slowly he turned over the first few
pages, listlessly reading them.

Suddenly he held the paper up close
to the lamp. The handwriting had
changed! There was no break in the
story, but as he read on he found
whole pages which he bad not written,
and gradually il dawned upon him that
their additions were giving to his
story alife, a sparkle that it had not
had before.

“Who can have done it?” he said,
when he had finished. “No one knows
of this den but myself—not even
grandmother. Perhaps it is a ghost
come back from our past grandeur,”
with a smile, “and a very witty ghost
she is, too,” looking at the beautiful,
womanly, writing that was mingled
with his own, “and I feel deeply in-
debted to her fcr her interference.
Well, I shall send the story off again
and if it is published that will make
my assistant show up if she is not =
ehost in very truth,” he said, by and
by.

- - - » - L]

“I have bronght you the magazine
containing the new story that is creat-
ing such a sensation,” said Polly's
father to her one day. “Nobody knows
the author, but I am told he has made
the greatest hit of the season.”

“Oh,” said Polly, when she had cut
the leaves. *I believe I shall pay an-
other visil to my ghost’s apartment,”
she added to herself on her way to her
room, the magazine tacked under her
arm.

She serambled up on the book-case,
opened the door and went into the
room beyond. Her dress caught on
the door s she passed through and
pulled 1t to with a click. Before she
had time to extricate herself she heard
a key inserted into the lock on the other
side, the door opened and 8 man walked
in. Polly leaned back against the wall
frightened.

The young man regarded her with
a startled expression in his big gray
ayes.

“How—did you
asked at length.

“Through the little door here,” said
Polly, breathlessly. “It has shut to
behind me. I thought you were a
ghost.”

] think it is you who ave the ghost,”
said the young man, smiling.

“Won't you open the door for me?”
asked Polly.

The ghost came up to her.

“You are Miss Paschall,” he said. “I
have heard my grandmother speak of
you. My name is Richard Blount.”

Polly turned her beautiful eyes for a
moment up to his good, ugly face and
held out her band to bim.

He blushed as he took it, and
moment neither spoke.

“I fear 1 can not open thislitile trap-
door for you from this side,” he said
at last. “Thereis a longz hall leads
over your house to the one pgrand-
mother and I ccoupy now. Come, I
will take you out that way. I come
over here so that my light may not
disturb grandmother at night. If your
apartments ave near this I fear I have
disturbed you,” he added, as he held
the door open for her, and she passed
out into the narrow hall

“Oh, no,” she answered. *“IthinkI
heard you once, and then I was so in
hopes you were a ghost?”

“So you were ecaught by that old
little spring lock,” said old Murs.
Blount, when they had found her, and
Polly’s presence was explained. “I
remember being fastened in the little
square room once,” said the old lady,
gently. *It was when 1 was a young
girl and here on a visit to your Aunt
Ellen, Richard. Your grandfather in-
duced me to climb through the little
door, and then he fastened it benind
me. He said he would not let me out
until I had promised to marry him. I
stayed in that night and half the pext
day before I promised him. But come,
Richard, we will take Miss Paschall
through the side door of the library
and she will be at home in a moment,”

get in bhere? ne

for a

It was a very small room shé found |

said the old lady.

“There was a time when I was in
hopes you were a ghost,too.” Richard
said to Polly as he held the door open
for her to pass through.

“Why ?” asked the girl.

“So that I might hope for further as-
sistance in writing my stories,” he
answered with a smile.

Not many months passed, however,
before he was telling her that he
could not write without her—that he
could not live without her in point of
fack

“Well, I suppose I must make the
gacrifice and marry you,Richard dear,”
the young lady answered demurely.
“If for nothing else in th. world but to
grcserre you from manufacturing such

erpines as your lirst one was before I
radeemed her.”

Richard smiled.

“You are not very complimentary,
Miss Paschall,” he said, “butI am glad
to get you upon any terms.”— Waverly
Magazine.

Something of a Confidence Game.

“See here!” yelled the wrathful man,
as he took off his hat and showed a
head as bald as a campaign lie.

“Yes, Isee,” said the druggist. “Did
you ever try my unpnra‘ileletfcapillnry
renovator?”

“That's just what I did,” snswered
the bald-headed man,in tones of wrath,
“and here's the result.”

The druggist mused a moment.

“It works that way sometimes,” he
said. “The hair grows so fast, you see,
that it pulls itseli out by the roois.
Now, if you will only strengthen your
scalp by using a few bottles of my
acmeistical scalp balm——"

At this point they eclinched.—In-
dianapolis Journal.

A BALLOONIST'S ADVENTURE.

What Happened When ¥He Came Down
on & Bear.

“I killed a grizzly bear once, my-
gelf,” =aid the balloonist, ealmly, as
the Californian finished s particularly
blood-curdling tale.

We urged him to tell the story, and
at last, his modesty being satisfied, he
spoke as follows:

] started from Denver for the Pa-
cific coast in a smsll balloon a few
years ago. It was during the warmest

art of the summer, and I anticipated
a delightful jonrsey in midair, across
the Rockies.

“I cut the ropes at 7 o'clock in the
morning. An ascent of perhaps a half
mile brought me to a current of air
which set steadily to the westward,
At noon I was many miles from Den-
ver.

“I approached a high platean, and
the air became .so rare that it would
no longer sustain wmy balloon, and I
landed without difficulty at the brink
of an immense canon.

“A little whirlwind struck the bal-
loon; it reared, twisted, and collapsed,
leaving me helpless and alone in the
wild mountains.

“T looked down the chasm. The
midday sun threw his rays clear to
the bottom, and I could see a tiny
thread of water far beneath. It looked
like a vein of silver.

%A large stone laynear. I toppled it
off and timed its fall—one, two, three,
five, ten seconds, and the water splash-
ed, but the spund never reached me.

“Some noise caused me to turn
about. A bir grizzly was shuffling to-
ward me. His awkward and comical
appearance made me laugh; and the
sound of laughter caused him to stop.
He stood uptiﬂs full height and looked
at me in amazement.

“Drawing my smasall revolverI be-
gan to shoot at him. Then he got
mad and made a grand holiday rush.

“A parachute lay in the little’car,
and I seized it and sprang far out into
the chasm just as hereached the place
where I had stood.

“In his blind rage he went over the
precipice. One moment he seemed to
pause, casting a look of reproach and
silent mslediction toward me. Then
he shot down out of sight.

“I followed him slowly and found
him lying half submerged vn the brink
of the silver stream.

“With some dificulty I got him out
into the deeper current, for Ifound
that what seemed but a throb of wa-
ter was in reality a considerable
stream.

“] climbed on his. huge body, and,
using my parachute for asail, we sped
merrily down the eanon.

“Just at nightfall we emerged into
a more open country, and 1 moved
my craft long enough to cut from his
juicy loin a steak, which I broiled on
the bank.

“All night I jourmeyed through
mighty forest and gloomy gorge.

“At day break 1 came to a small
town, where the railroad touches the
Grand River. I jomped into the
stream and swam ashore.

“My mute preserver spun around in
the water. li looked at him sadly.
The memory of last night's supper
came to my mind; I felt that I Joved
him. A transitory glow of grateful
triumph shone for a moment in his
filmy eyes; then the waters closed over
him, and he sank from sight forever
more in thesbosom of the deap.

Reward for Insubordination.

The American appreciation of inde-
pendence and pluck is illustrated l;y
the following story, says the N. Y.
Tribune, the scene of which was laid
in the office of the superintendent of
motive power of one of the big trunk
lines. The official was tired and out of
sorts. A friend had just come in fora
chat with him, when the oflfice boy
brought word that one of the engineers
of the road wished to see his superior.
This increased the superintendent’s
vexation and he snappily told the boy
to show the caller in. The engineer
Wwas a ﬁnod-lonking man of middle
ace, evidently dressed in his Sunday
clothes.

“Mr. ,” he said abraptly, “youn
told me that if I would take the repair
train out for one trip you would put
me back on my regularrun. I've made
three trips now, and I'm tired of it. 1
never get a chance to see my family.
I should think you could put some un-
married man, who hasn't been- with
the road as long as I have on the train
and give me back my regular job.

The superintendent was exasperated
and he said sharply: “You'll keep on
running that repair train until 1 get
ready to take you off.”

The workman drew himself up and
said firmly but respectfully: “I don’t
make another trip on that train. I am
going home. When you want me to
go on my regular train send for me.”
And with this he walked out of the
room.

The superintendent’s ecompanion
heard the mutinous words with sar-
prise and said: “I suppose you'll dis-
charge him at once?”

“Discharge him!" was the reply.
“Not much., We haven't a betier man
on the road than he. If he had sub-
mitted to my tyranny then 1 might
have discharged him. He will go on
his regular train to-morrow.”

An advertisement appears in a west-
ern paper which reads thus: *If
Georgoe William Brown, who deserted
his poor wife and babe twenty-five
vears ago, will return, the aforesaid
babe will knock the stuffing out of
bim."”

How to Get Even.

Little Dot—"1
so stuck up as
now.”

Little Dick—*“She’s just back from
Europe.”

Little Dot — “Yes, and she had
a party last night and didn’t invite
me."”

Little Dick—“Um! If I was you I'd

have an anti-cholera tea and not invite

never saw any one
Gracie Globetrotte is

her.”—~Street & Smith's Good News.

Highest of all in Leavening Power.— Latest U. S. Gov’t Report.
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THE BOSTON WOMAN., <

Her Characteristion Set Forth In Detall
by m Critio of Her Own Sex.

The Boston woman is a distinet typs
of feminine character. She differs
from her American sisters almost as
much as if she belonged to another
race or lived in a different planet, says
a writer in the Boston G‘fo!?e.

She possesses more than ordinary
business capacity. To turn money
seems to be a went in her nature and
this desire of gain never subsides.

In other countries when women get
married they usaally retire from busi-
ness life and give the struggling ones
who are single a chance; but the Bos-
ton woman does no such a thing. Itis
surprising to see the number of wom-
en in stores with wedding rings on
their fingers.

She is the most easy-going, matter-
of-fact business person 1 ever saw.

She never hurries or disturbs her-
self to ‘suit anyone else, but she be-
lieres that everyone should hurry to
suit her.

She never takes a step of importance
without due consideration, and if an
undertaking fails the failure cannot
be attributed to lack of foretheught.

An injury she rarely forgets. If you
have had the misfortune to incur her
displeasure, go and drown yoursslf,
because if she can help it you will
never taste another happy moment.

She is sometimes prome to condemn
a person for a mers trifle, and at other
times she overlooks very serious
fanlts.

She takes g1l the flattery you care
to give her.

In rothing does she pride herself
more than her so-called influence—es-
pecially soclal. If yocu wish to galnm
access to her heart, bs sure to tell her
of your unbounded confidence in her
mfluence.

Her courage in asking for anything
she wauts, oo matter how absurd the
request i be, never fails.

No one has a clearer insight into her
own interests than our Boston woman.
Her talent for finding means of usin
people is truly extraordinary. Why,
actmally believe that while you are be-
ing introduced to her she is saying:
“I wonder what use I can put you to.”

I will not say that this habit is gen-
eral or that it is confined exclusively
to Boston women, because that would
be unjust.

With all her foibles there is some-
thing noble about her. I admire her
for her candor, her sincerity to her

friends.

If a Boston woman daes notIike you,
she is not slow- in making you aware
of the fact. Her attitude toward her
friends is admirable. Her belief in
their integrity, nothing happier.

The courage and perseverance of
Boston women are proverbial. If she
has an end to attain she will go
through “fire and water” to attain it
And as for trying to make her change
her opinion, why, it would be easier to
move a mountain. Boston women are
not exactly pretty, but they are pleas-
ing in appearance. They show good
taste in dress.

A Boston woman reveals herself, no
matter where she goes, by the manner
in which she raises her dress crossing
the street. Instead of catching the
folds a little below the waist and gen-
tly raising them, she grasps the whole
concern and pullsit to the right.

This process is exiremely ungrace-
ful, but it is such an ordinary sight
here that few notice it.

That Borrowed Money.

Tt wason a State street car and they
were talking so that everybody could
hear every word they said. *“I never
would have believed it,” said No. L
“No, nor 1,” echoed No. 2. “if it had
happened to anyone else. ¥You see, he
oes in such good society, and her hus-
and, being the head of such a large
concern I had no hesitancy whatever
about loaning her the money; and to
think she has passed me twice and
never said a word aboutit. I think she
is aectually dishonest and—dear me,
here she is getting in this very car,”
and both ladies got very redasa
quiet, refined-looking woman made
her way to where they were sitting.
“Ah, my dear Mrs. B.,” smiled the
newcomer; “you are just the person I
sm looking for. I do want to thank
you for that generous loan and to tell
you how glad I was that T met your
husband that very evening and could
so speedily return it received a
pretty scolding when I arrived home
for going out with so little, and Ido
hope your helping me out didn’t incon-
venience vou.”

“Not in the least,” glibly answered
Mrs. B., who had so recently been on
tenterhooks regarding the self-same
loan. “You need not have Been in
sach a hurry to return it. It wassa
matter of so little consequence.”

Here the first two alighted and the
passengers were left to wonder what
would happen to that forgetful hus-
band.— Chicago Dispaich.

Rice Made Him Strong.

“While they dwarf their trees and
shrubbery,” says a writer in the Phil-
adelphin Zimes, “the Japanese have
made & race of giant men—a race of
wrestlers. 'These wrestlers often weigh
200, 8369 and 400 pounds. At the Im-
perial hotel in Tokio they brought their
champion wresller to my room. He
was prodiglous in size and ss fat and
fair as a baby. He was a Hercules in
strength, but looked like an overgrown
cherub of Correggio.

“‘What do ye eat?" I asked.

“‘Rice--nothing but rice.’

“‘Why not eat meat

“Meat is weakening. Beef is 70 per
cent water. Rice is 80 per cent food.
I ate lern beefsteak once, and my
strength left me. The other man ate
rice and threw me down.’

“My courier said: “This wrestler is
the Sullivan of Japan. No one can
throw him."™

Brought It on Himselfi

“Teacher says that the ground
freezes six hundred feet deep in Si-
beria,” said Mr. Haicede’s son, with a
saperior air. “You dido't know that,
dilt you

“No, I didn't, son,” replied the old
man,“an’ I'm mighty glad you told me.
You've jist reminded me that I want
vou to stay home an’ dig that tater-

ole tomorrow. An' while you're at it

ou kin be thankful you ain’t in Si-
ria."—Indianapolis Journal.

" The Greek pike was twenty-four feet

long.

VAIN SEARCH FOR EXCLUSIVE STYLES

A Woman Who Didn't Want to He Com-
mon and Protested.

“0, dear!” she gasped, as she threw
herself into a chair and flang her
bundles on the floor. “O, dear, I'll
never wear this horrid old gray dress
again!”

“Why, what's the matter?” said -the
head of the family, soothingly. “Iam
sure you only bought the thing last
week.”

“Yes, I know.”

“And isn’t the house filled with
snips and patches, even at this mo-
ment, the remains of the dressmaker's
tidiness?®

=Well, it's like this,” said the woman,
bursting into tears, “when I was out
ah.oEpit:F today I saw a colored woman
with a dress just like mine. Do
suppose I am going to stand that?*

“Why not?” snorted the head of the
house. ~

“0, you have no notion of such
things. You never were a womsan in
your life. you had been you
wouldn't ask such silly questions. I
raally belisve that my dressmaker told
me & fib about that pattern and style.
She gave me to understand that mine
was the only piece of this pattern in
New York.” -

“What difference does it make, any-
wayP”

“And I saw = woman with a hat like
mine, too; and I nearly died when I
got into a street car and saw a horrid,
red-haired country girl with shoes just
like mine; and then I fairly fainted
when I waltzed up to the ba
counter and observed that the
lady’ wore a bow pin just like mine;
and I nesrly fell fiat in & heap whan i
took soda water and noticed that a
servant girl next to me had om terra
cotta gloves the exact shade of mine;
and I pearly swooned when I came
down the street and ran plomp into s
fat lady carrying s pair-of ¢ and
didn’t each twin have on & bonnet like
mﬁ darling child’s, my Willie boy. I
tell you it isn't right. I wan't to be
unlike other people, I do. Like all
women, I hate to have on things that
everybody has and that are common.”

“I will tell vou,” said the husband,
meekly, “Maria, if you wish to have
exclusive styles, take my advice: wear
a pair of rubber boots, a sou'wester, a
tablecloth for a cloak, and a dress
made of a horse hair mattress in-
side out. You will then have nothing
in common with the restof your tribe.
It it is & go, say so at once, and I will
leave for Canada to-morrow so as to
give you full swing to your heart's
content!"—N. ¥, Adveriiser.

ABRAHAM LINCOLN AS A POET. °

How He Played a Cornstalk Fiddle aad
Sang While Others Danced.

“I noticed some time an articls
in the Globe-Democrat in rd to
some doggerel thyme written by Lin-
coln when he was a boy,” said Maj.
Charles Crabshaw to a St. Louis Globe-
Democrat man. *I knew Lincoln very
well in his flatboating days. He was
always writing doggerel, and his ac-
quaintances sup‘pasad that he wonld
‘ultimately go for a poet,’ as Will
Carleton would say. I remember
once spending an evening at the house
of a farmer in Sangamon county named
Hicks. ‘Old man Hicks,” as he was
called, had three or four buxom dangh-
ters. and the future president wasa

eat favorite with them. He came
in dwring the evening, accompanied by
two other young men salmostas no-
gainly as himself. We had apples and
cider, gingerbread and honey. ‘Now,’
said ol§ man Hicks, ‘if we had a fid-
dle we could have a dance.” Abe sug-
gested that one of the girls ht'fur-
nish the music by whistling, but this
did not meet with her approval Pret:yl
soon we missed Abe, as they all cull
¥m. In a few minutes he retnrned
with two big cornstalks. Everybody
was on the qui vive, but nota word
could they get out of Abe. He sat
down by the fire place, tock out his
jack-knife and went to work. In tem
minutes he hada ‘cornstalk tiddle’ con-
structed and called out: *Choose your
partners.’ Wae were soon on the floor;
Abe played the squeaky instrument
and sang while we danced. He san
whatever chanced to come into
mind, improvising a number of verses
of a personsl character, much to the
amusement of the party. One versel
remember was this: !

ad a home °“$“°°i’u“$§. ]

And a home on the rolling

Where the pollyw wiggle
And the tears down my cheek.

“Qld man Hicks beat time on the
hearthstone with the tongs, and we
had & really delightful dance. After
it was over old man Hicks called out:
“Them as dance must pay the fiddler.
Gals, you all owes Abe a kiss' Abe
dropped his fiddle as though it had be-
come suddenly hot, crossed hislong
legs, put his bow on his knee, his chin
in his hands and drawled: ‘Mr. Hicks,
what did I ever do to you?"™

Man a Strong Creature.

He is a strong creature.

He can wear a stiff linen shirt and
button the buttons with his fingers
without breaking it whers a woman
has to calla glove buttoner into ser-
vice.

He can tie a four-in-hand scarfso
that it shows it has been tied, is not
ready-made, and yet it is Ertoct.ly
even, writes Bab in the St Louis Re-
public.

He can put the links in his coffs
without licking the backs of the but-
tonholes.

He can keep hiscuffs clean for a day
without holding his hands as if he
were afraid something were going to
touch them.

He can find more fault and upset a
household and make more women cry
than any other animal

He is gifted with greater knowled
about everything than an encyclopedia
and is more ng to disseminate it
than a book agent. -

He believes in himself implicity, and
that’s the reason he gets the better of
everything feminine.

He is 2 man and he thinks that's an
excuse for every folly he commits.
And really, between yon and me, I
don't know but it is. I haven’t real
spirit. I am what the suffering people
call a “down-trodden worm”—but then
I was built that way, and you can't
change your spots, can you?

The imperial cholera commission in
Germany announces its discovery that
wine—eclaret or hock—will kill the bae
cilla of cholers in & few minutes. Tea

will kill them in an bour. i
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