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“In The Star of November 4, writes Mr.

James H. Bray of Waverly, N. Y..*to The
Evening Star, 1 saw an article credited
to the Chicago Record on “Practical Hints
on How to Excel With a Pistol.,™ While
the article gives good adviece, it does not
give instructions how to take rapld and
accurate atm, which are the great essen-
tials In using the pistol. When I was a
young man, over forty years ago, pistol
shooting was one of my most admired
sports, and I spent hours and days in
practice to become proficlent. For a long

I foliowed the usual practiee of ‘sight-

inz.” that is. looking over sights placed on
the barrel. but one day I, as many would
sav, accidentally discovered how to take
aim without sightng -and to shoot aceu-

rately iIn any positton, and It came about
in this way. I saw a red squirrel a short
diztance away, down by the side of a fence,
and my mother being with me, I called her

eltention tn i, b a=z It was nearly con-
cealed in the she eould not see jt,
=00 1 =said: "Now ok along my finger." at
the same timw pointing with the index
finger of my right hand, and she, as re-

ail. looked along my  finger as you
would in =ighting a pistol. when she re-
marked: *Yon are peointing directly at .’
I Immediately caught it as by inspiration,
that there was something worth remem-
bering, and the next day T put the idea
Irto practice, and soon found myseil an

expert in accurapy.
was this

fair weight
stowek

1 The method T pursued
I used a single barrel pistol of
and lepgth, and, grasping the
fArnily in the hand, used the second
frger on the trigger. placing the index
finger along the side of the barrel, and
used tha: for pointing at the mark. it tak-
ing the place of =sighting. 1 soon found by
practice that I could shoot {from any posi-
tion iIf T could only get a chanes to point
my finger at the mark. To assist me in
holding my finger directly in Hne with the
bore of the barrel gntil 1 got familiar with
it, I fastened a loop or guide for the Anger
dalongsid: the barrel, but I only required
this a short time. The {dea that if you
point your index finger at any object you
will find the range accurately, and prac-
tice will improve yvour ability to polnt your
gun where you want to place the shot. This
iz one of the great seerets in rapid and sac-
cirate pistel shooting, for vou can take

aim as quick as vou can point vour finger,
and it «Jdoes not require raising the arm.
Let the arm rest by the side of the body,
bend the elbow, point your finger and you

an accurete aim. by practice. This is

me of the many positions, but gives
# how it is done. I prefer a single
stol that pulls falrly easy and is of
ir weight. If you use a eviinder
eh you must protect the fir y
escaping powder fumes between
1 and ceyvlinder by wearing a thick

s guard. If anv of your read-
LV tried this method of shoot-
they will be pl ntly surprised at
results aceomplished In a short time,
af eoun . Systematic practiee is re-
quired to bocome proficient.'”
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Thanksgiving in Foreign Legations.
Ina (kpitols Emery In the Hoosehold.
Our

forefgn
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AN IMPRESSIVE FUNERAL

“When this old Shakespearean actor that
I'm telling you about dled there was a pe-
culiar, maybe a somewhat pathetlc, scene
in the poor room around his bier,” sald an
old theatrical man who llves In hls memo-
ries of the palmy daye. “Never mind about
Iis pame. He had been notable in the sup-
port of the best of the American tragedians
for a great many yeare. He was never a
big figure In the eyes of the publie, for he
never had the luck to get anybody to star
him, but by such mer as Edwin Forrest,
first of all, then John MeCullough, Edwin
Boeih, Lawrence Barrett and others, he
was regarded as a valuable man in the in-
terpretation of ‘second’ heavies in the
Shukespearesn plays. .

“Well, along in the early eightles, when
he was still able to commnand aigh salaries
and attach himself o the suppurt of the
highest mgn in the protession, drink col-
laread him. 1t got him terribly. I never saw
a man getl clutched by it with such sudden-
ness and violence, He had not begun to
arivk until late i life, but men of that E:ur[
are the worst when they do gut going. This
notable actor and schuolarly, digniied man
went square Lo the dogs inside of two years.
At the end of that time he could not only
Evt an engagement— here was good reason
tor supposing that, {f employed, he might
at any time reel and fall drunkenly on the
stage—but he had lost most of his friends.
He .had spent ail of his savings, which
amotmted to several thousand tlrill_ars, and
he had lost his home over in one of the Or-

anges ‘of New Jersey., His wile left him
and went to her people in England, He
found himself in the streets, without an

overcoat, without a place to sleep, in the
middle of winter, Time and agawn his old
friends picked him out of the diteh, got him
into hospitais and sanitariums, clothed him,
took an interest in him, carried him off to
thelr own homes to be surrounded by cheer-
ing influences —only to have mim break out
worse than ever. He aged very rapldly. He
got to be n bad and hopeless job, in very
fact. His friends reluctantiy gave him up,
one by one  Then he landed on Blackwell's
Izland.

“I suppose we all turned mora or less of
a handspring o get him out of that,
and he was tried over agaln He
landed on Blackwell's agaln just three
week later, This time it was decided to
allow him to remain there for a couple of
weeks, anyhow. At the termination of that
period, the poor old chap was taken off the
island again, clothed, fed, housed., treated
nice as pie—and after a week it got around
thiat he was once more on the island.

“After (hat he was quite given up. It
got to be an old story—his §rips to the re-
formatory Institution in the East river. It
was concluded hy all hands that Black-
weall's, aller all, was about the safest and
Lest p'ace for him. In a general kind of a
wiy 1 always knew that after the old man
had got 'way down he had gone to live
with®a poor but extremely kindly Irish
family in a tenement house down Cherry
Hill way. In fact, I had happened along
that way once or twice, just by way of
curiosity, yvou understand, to see how the
poor old fellow lived. 1t was a very clean
sel of four rooms—but poverty evervwhere
—where the Irish family lived, and the o d
actor had a little back room when he
wasn't over on the island,

“One morning along toward 10 o'clock. In
the mididle of winter, the news got to me
somehow that the old actor had dled in
his tenement room the night before imme-
distely upon his release from a thirty-day
term on the i=land. He had been pretty
kind to me when he was up in the world,
and, while T wasn't partleularly rich, |
didn’t purpose that he should be buried in
potter's fied. So 1 took a cab and went
down Cherry Hill way,

walked up the staire and knocked on
the front door of the Irish famtly's set of
rooms. Fanny Davenport opened the door

and let me in.

“*Why,” I bezan with some surprisa,
‘how did you know—"

“'T was with him when he died last
evening and remained until 1 had to rush
off 1o the theater,' replied the blg-hearted
woman quictly. ‘L had the undertaker here
last night Our poar friend is already pre-
pared for burlal, e was good to me. We
shiill take him to Greenwood.'

“She couldn’t say any more, and it wasn't

necessary, anyhow.

I hud hardly taken off
my hut and gloves

before there was a
auiet rap on tha door. 1 opened 1t. Augustin
Da 'y stood revealed, Bestde him was Father
Ducey. We were all pretty much surprlsed
to see each other. We had all really come
from different direcetions under initlatives.
We talked quictly for a bit, when there was
another gentle tap on the door. I opened
It and let Emma Abbott in. There hava
been few sweeter-souled women in the
world than Emma Abbott.

*‘He wus good to me,” she sald quietly.
*‘After 1 had learned something about sing-
ing he taught me what I know about act-

Ing. He was very patent with me. I Just
heuard.’

“Well, we wers complete as a party than.
We went into the room where the o'd man
—he who had been a prinee In generosity,
i king In courtesy—lay sleeping, and Father
Ducey—the still amiable, benevolent, bril-
lant Dueey—read the service of the Roman
Catholle Church. He sald a few words, He,
too, had known our friend in his better as
well as in his fallen days,

“Daly stepped forward then, and with
bowed head he tald of what a gowd man
he had known this poor old man who lay
dead befors us to be. Daly felt pretty bad
as he spoka, and he couldn't EO On.

“Then Emma Abhott, who had been sit-
ting over In a dark corner of the little od

bare room, advanced to the foot of the
casket. She sang *Angels Ever Bright and
Falr.! No accompauniment, of course. You

recall the sweetness of her volee? Now,

as
& matter of fact,

neither Daly, Ducey nor
myszell was an emational man—~far from
it. Butths tenderness and the Insplration
of that song as the pure-souled littla wo-
man of the stags sang it wers almost un-
bearabla,

“Then we took our poor old friend’'s hindy
AWAY—Out to Greenwood. T've always
thought that was a queer meeting we all
had, coming from diffarent directions, in
that poor, bare tenement room."

—y
Polishing Petrified Wood,
From the Blonx Falls (S, D) Journal,

The pollshing works of this eity
engaged on the stupendous Job of getting
cut 31,000,000 waorth of polished el lee-
dony, or petrifled wood, to be taken to the
Paris exposition. Thig petrified wood is
hauled from its native heath In Arizona, a
distance of sixty-five miies, to a raliroad,
and then shipped to this city to be cut and
pollshed, this belng the only place In the
world having facllities for treating the pet-
rifaction, which {8 seven-tenths a8 hard as
diamond. It s shipped here In great loga
and stumps, weighing many tons each, just
as they have lain for many ages during the
process required by nature to turn the
wood Into beautiful and variegated eolors
of stone, The process of Bawing the stone
up In shape for polishing 1s most tedious,
the huge machinery used for the purpose
belng able to saw only from an inch to
three inches a day into it After being
cut and poifshed the stone is worked up
into every conecestvable shape, from
buttons to tops for center tables and great
columns, which cost a smaj] fortune, All
kinds of jewelry is made from it, as well
a8 trinkets and handsome articles suitable
fur souvenirs.

One of the chief attractions at the world's
falr was the exhibit of chalcedony, which
had been polished and brepared in this city,
It is stated that during the falr sales of
this stuff were more than $30,000 a month.

The great exhibit which Is to he mada in
Parls will be a wonderful advertisement for
Bloux Falls, for the reason that nowhere
else on earth 1s there machinery mam-
moth yet delicate enough to Eaw, polish and

put Into shape the varlety of article
wlil be on exhibition. : S aas

ia now

Well Named,
From Puck.

Deacon Johnson—*T call dis yar mule ob
mine ‘Poor Excuse,' because he's better dgn
nonal™

Deacon Jackson—"“Sho! I'se named mine

after my dude son-in-law, 'cause he don’t
pay for his keep!”

Short of Both,
From the Yonkers Statesman,
She—"Ts he rich?”
He—""No.”

She—"Some one told me he ha
money than bralns.” & e
He—"He has, but he

hasn't t mu
money at that.” it ey

England Hasn’t Finished the Job.
From Stray Storles. ;
Teacher (In geography
how is the earth divided?”

class)—“"Johnnie,

Johnnie (who reads the forelgn news)—
“Don’t know; I haven'
this DwW; 't read the papers

cuff’

THEY KNEW A GOOD THING

1] [ 1

About a huyndred, yards below the en=
trance to the Benning race track there is
8o sharp a dip In fle roadway that a tall
fence bullt argund a farm across the way
from the race grounds offers an excellent
perch every day for several scores of small
and middle-sized boge, mostly black,to c'imb
upon and witness at'least certain stages ol
the races. Thg boagding may be, and very
likely ls, pretty sharp and rough seating
space, but it 'suffices, and every day the
top of that feace 1§ almost literally black
with members of the rising generation who,
desiring to ba “spurts,” have no doliars
wherewith to purchase badges at the gate.
Each of these fence birds appears o bring
from 10 to 25 cents out to the ‘“‘track”
every day for speculative purposes, and
they have no dimiculty In “geting thar
nioney down' at the régular olds prevail-
ing inside the betting ring; for thers is a
large, ocrnately-ciaa, extrumely  hblack
“spoht” among them who acts as lLook-
maker for the outsiders. He 1s known by
the name of “Dick” only, and he ma.es a
hand-book for amounts ranging from five
cents up to a half dollar. The “spoht” guts
the odds fromn the regular bookmakers
slates inside—he provides himself with a
badge forthe purpose—and then he emerges
from the grounds and takes the bets
of the fence birds. He does a lot of Lusi-
ness In this way, and usually gets all of
the money. But the boyvs on top of the
farm fence nailed him almost to a stand-
stll one afternoon last week.

A mile anid three-quarter hurdle rare was
on the card, and all of the fence birds ap-
peared to be “laying for It,” as it werc.
They declined to put thelr money down with
the big black hookmaker on the first two
races of the day. They were waiting for
the hurdle race. When the betting opened
on that race “Dirk "™ the “spoht” bookie,
went into the paddock to get tha ndds.
While he was absent a little yvellow stable
Loy slUpped to a haie in the fenece across
the way from where the farm fence was
Jjammed with vaungsters, and gave a whis-
tled siwnal. Two yellow boys jumped from
the fence and ran over to the stable hoy.
The Iatter mumhbled a few <hort remnrks
to them, and then disappeared back within
the grounds The two yellow bova who
had conversed with him went quietly up
and down the fence, siruply sayvinz, “It's
uh-goin' t'roo, an' it's uh watuhmelan,' and
all the fence birds nodded sagely. Then the
black booknuiker raturned wnd walked up
and down the line.

“Whut yo' all kids uh-gwine tuh do wit’
diz heah race?' he Inquired of them col-
lectively. “Aln' none o ¥o' all got no
dough?

They all jumped from the fence and upon
him at once. They wanted to know what
MeFonso's price was in one breath,

“1'h hunnered t* one, an’ all yo' wants of
it,” replied the fence bookmaker, and they
passged thelr dimes and quarters in to him
us if MeFonso, the rank outsider, at 1K)
to 1, were the only nag in the race.

“Dis is wheah none o' yo' has enough
dough lef” t' buy papuhs wit’,” said the
“spoht"” bookle, with a broad grin, when he
had taken in all the McFonso money. *Dis
veah hoss McFonso couldn’t beat uh fat
nlgeguh lalk me uhb-runnin’, much less race
horses.”

The fence birds a'l elimbed back to thelr
perches, however, and seemed to ba satis-
fied. They all stood up precariously and
balanced themselves when the ery “They're
off!"" rang from within the grounds, and
they appeared to know the colors as well
men with field glasses inslde the club
slepbi_{:

“Wheah all’ MoRonso?' was the ques-
tion when the rEes cama swinging around
the track for the firet time.

“He's las',” said the bookmaker, who had
taken a stand. on the fence. “An' dat's
wheah he al'll finlsh.”

“Lookee dat hoss Mae uh-goin’ up!" was
the shout all

i along the fence when the
hurdlers were turning inta  the streteh
for the last time. *“He's uh-ketehin' dat

Julius Ceesuh, de fav'rite, eyuhy jump, an’
ef he all keeps uh-trailin' like-a dat, it's
uh walk fo' him—Iit's uh a walk fo' him,
annyhow—MeFon:

—Come on—come glt
de money, boy!—bring uhlong dat cain, yo'
o' mule—now yo' got (da Ceesuh'—ho!" on
tuh him!—jus' a few mo' little teeny jumps,

bey—un' MeFonso wins! -

Wherenpon, with wild yells of elemental
Joy, some score of fence birds Just natu-
rally tumbled headlong forward and sur-
roundeff the gloomy-faced Dick, *“spht™
and hapd bockmaker. The gzood thing that
the fence birds had been “laying for.," that
the yellow stab’e boy  had  confirmed
through the hole in the fence, and that
they had all “got down on' to a boy, had
taken such a crimp in the hand bookmak-
er's roll that he looked to be in two minds,
whether to weleh for It or to pay off. They
Fad him surrounded, howevar, and he ])a!&
scores of hets,

“Jes® yo' nigguhs keteh me uh-layin' odds
on any mo' 100 tuh 1 shots, that's all,” he

miuttered as his fat roll of bil's fuded
HWAY,
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TIPPING.
Why and to Whom Gratuities Are

More or Less Cheerfully Given.
From the Chieago Chroniels,

The real foundatlon for the “tipping"
kabit finds its root in the custom of man-
kind which is as old as history to beztow
some monetary gratification upon persons
who act In a purely menlal capacity.

That thls §s the true reason is plain, Tt
can be seen on the ratlroad train, which s
the happy hunting ground of the betipped
porter. No one thinks of “tipping’ the
brakeman, though his pay Is hardly more
than the porter's. Nor does any one deem
it proper to offer a ETatulty to the sleeping
car conductor, whose ineome is not exictly
munificent. The reason s that the brake-
man and the conductor are approximately
on the same level with the traveler. They
are gervants, not of the passenger, bhut of
the company, and it {s felt that to offer
them *“tips” would constitute an affront
rather than n benevolence, The porter,
however, fille a double role. He 1s the em-.
ploye of the company, but he is likewise
the servant of the traveler, and in the lat-
ter capacity it i1s deemed proper to reward
him for his gervices,

Take a hotel. Nobody *“tips” the elerk—
heaven help the man who should try it'—
Ao one chucks a quarter or a half deilar
to the cashier, and nobody would take such
a liberty with a bartender, These are all
servants in a way, but they are not men'a.
servants. They are as good as the guest
outside the desk or in front of the bar.
But the walter and the chambermaid, tha
barber—even the dignificd and Impressive
nead waiter—wlll take tips without a blush,
they expect them. What s more, the Bllust
who 1s considerate of his personal comfort
will not disappoint the expectation.

The distinction, therefore, is easy to bo
mada. The servant whose duties are me-
ninl—quasl domestic—the man who directly
ministers to one's  personal comfort,
brushes his clothes, serves his food, shaves
him, this servant always has been “tipped"
and always will be “tipped” despite all the
“antl-tipping' efforts of officials and indi-
viduals. The money gratifications he re-
ceives are a part of his compensation for
the loss of personal dignity which hls of-
fice involves,

Synonym for Pessimism.
From the Chicago Post.

“What is a synonyh for pessimism?”’
“Anti-imperialism#

The
From Punch,

Britlsh Workman—"Sea t.‘;mt pink, Bill?

That’s ourn. That's thelr'n
It'll all be pluk soonl”

JOBSON PLAYS CHECKERS

‘When Mr. Jobson came home the other
afternoon hs had & package under his arm
which he elaboratesy unwrapped on the
dining room table as soon as Mrs. Jobson
had put away his ceat and hat. The pack-
age contained a fine new checkerboard and
checkers.

“1 have determined to de some raverting
to first principles during the long winter
that is upon w.s. sald Mr, Jobson, “and in-
stead of putting in about four nights a
week at the theater, Mrs. Jobson—""'

“Why, when dld we ever go to the theatar
four nights a week?"’ inquired Mrs. Jobson.

"—rfour wearisome nights per week at
the theater,” continued Mr. Jobson, as if
he had not been interrupted. “1 intend to
tesort to simple methods of amusement
that entertain while they at the same time
exercise the mind. It's queor that we'va
never played checkers during all of thesa
years; come to think of it, though, it isn't,
either, when consideration is given to the
wiy you've dragged me out of my home,
:ﬁgm in and night out, ever sinca we've
een—""

“Now, you know,” dnterrupted Mrg. Job-
son, ‘“that we do not average two nights
out a week during the cold weather,
and—-2="

‘S0 that we haven't had time for such
calm, peaceable, homelike ways of passing
the evenings at checker playing,” went on
Mr. Jobson. “Did I ever tell you that
when I was a young fellow 1 could Just
beat the head off anybody 1 ever plaved
checkers with, Mrs. Jobson? Well, 1 eould.
Of course, 1 don't profess to be any sort
of a champion now, but | guess, after all,
I can hold my—"

“l haven't played since 1 was a young
girl,” said Mrs. Jobson. I won a prize,
though, I remember, in a competition we
had between us girls at the game of give-
away—not the real game. vyou know '

“1 know what you mean—child's play,"”
said Mr. Jobson, indulgently. “Well, 1I'll
teach you the real game. Of course,
I'll not play with you on even terms
for some weeks—I'll give yYou a couple
of men to start with, until I get
tha principles of the gamea fixed upon
your mind. It is a game requiring some
little intellect, checkers is, Mrs. Jobson, but
I do not agree with those who assert that
the female mind is entirely incapable of—
well, we'll have a game after dinner, any-
how."

Mrs. Jobson did considerable reflecting
during the progress of the dinner. She felt
that sne could eternally wallop Mr. Jobson
a4t the game of checkers, for her father,
who had been the champion of a whole
county, had taught her the fine points of
the game from her little girthood. Mr. Job-
son's allusion to the female mind, however,
decided her, and there was a slight com-
pression about her lips when, after Jobson
had finished his newspaper and cigar, they
sat down at their first game of checkers.

“Now, the object of the game,” Mr. Job-
son began to explain, *is to—er—aceumu-
late all of your opponent's checkers that
you can, finally leaving him nothing to—"

“Oh, T know that much about it,” said
Mrs, Jobson. “And not to break vour king
row If you ¢an heip 1t. And to lead your
opponent into traps. And to make him
Jump onee, so that you can get two or thres
of his men. 1 remember that.”

*Oh, you do, do you?" inguired Mr. Job-
so0mn, with a confident alr. *I suppose that-
while I've been smoking you've been looking
up the game in the encyclopaedian? How-
£Ver, you are correct in so far as you've
gene. Now, shall 1 give you a couple of
men out of my king row to start with, or
shall we begin on even terms, just for the
purpose of permitting me to show you how
to manipula-€ .he men? You needn't feel
badly, vou know, if I beat you ufter giving
you a couple of men, for—"'

“Well,” said Mrs. Jobson, “perhaps it
would be as well for the first game for you
to give moe—""

“Certalnly, certainly, my dear.” said Mr.
Tohson, with extreme amiabllity. *“Now,
you just take what two vou like from my
king row—those'll do—and make any move
yau ltke—h'm—not such a weird move, that,
either—well, T guess I can block that little
game—"

“Yes, but you must jump,
sald Mrs, Jobson.

“Jump where?' inguired Mr. Johson, with
4 surprised look. "Oh, yves, now 1 see. Welt
now—jump again, vou say? By Jove, so
musat! Well—er—"'

Mr:. Johson was gazing at
shocked and somewhat suspicious expres-
sion. She had given him a couple of men,
und then, taking three herself, had landed
plump into his king row, where she was in
a position, with the aid of the king, to eat
him up in detail

“Now, who In the world would think
you'd have known how to do that?' said
Mr. Jobson, looking considerably crest-
fallen. “Accidental, though, of course?
Must have been an accldent. H'm. Well,
the accident has just cost me the game, 80
we'll try another of the same sort. Just
pick a couple again off that king row of
mine, and we'll see how you make out with
your accidental playing for general resnlis
thls time. My move? Eh? My jump? And
again? Blamed if 1 haven't permitted my-
scif to fall into another accidental trap,
and you're in the king row again! All comes
from my belng in a trance instead of really
walching the game., I'I1—"

“Give up?" inquired Mrs. Jobson, sweetly.

“Ho! Give up, you say!"” said Mr. Jobson,
a bit sternly. *“You're taking that afr
about it, are you? Give up! Why, of courss
I won't give up! Just go ahead and move,
and if 1 don't have that king of yours in
precisely three minutes I'i1—"

“Jump,” said Mrs, Jobson.

“Huh?" asked Mr, Jobson, studying the
board. “Why, you get two of 'em there,
don't you? Blamed {f—"

“Give up now?" Inquired Mrs. Jobson,
calmly.

“Look a-here,"” said Mr. Jobson, “suppose
You don’t assume quite such a lo! the con-
quering heroine comes manner in this—"

“Let's play even men this time, dear,”
said Mrs. Jobson. “It'll be more interest-
ing.”

“Why, you won't have a show in ten
thousand playing evem up with me, and I
wouldn't subject you to the mortiflcation
of—"

“Suppose we try, said “Mrs.
Jobson.

“Oh, well, if you've got so puffed up over
the pair of accidental, lukey gamea vou've
won, why, just to take you down a peg,
'l

vou know,"”

her with a

anyhow,'"

It was Mr. Jobson's first move. Instead
of massing his forces in the center, ha be-
gan playing that fragile game rrom the
gides, and before he had made five moves
Mrs. Jobson had two of his men for one of
hers, and no chance of his gettlng his man
back. Mr. Jobson's forehead began to per-
&pire, he leaned his chin in his hand and
panted heavily, and he rigarded Mrs. Juk-
son’s face out of the tall of his eye with
cold suspicion. Mrs. Jobson gradually wore
him down until she had two Kkings to his
one. Then she cornered him.

Mr. Jobson dldn't say a word as he ar-
renged his men for another game. He
started in, however, as {f he had thousands
of dollars at stake, and he mopped his
forehead constantly. Despite all the mala
intelleet he ¢ould bring to bear, however,
Mrs. Jobson got into his king row twlece
before a dozen moves had been made. Than
Mr. Jobson rose with a stately air.

“Madamae,’” he sald, *“I think it would be
wise for us to come to an understanding at
the earliest practicable moment. [t {s not
enough that, anticipating my Inauguration
of the game of checkers In this establish-
ment, vou have been practicing the gams
incessantly during my absence, to the ne-
glect of your household duties; It 1s not
enough that you have probably sought out
some expert in the game of draughts, and
had him teach you a mere mechanical ex-
cellence In it; but when, madame, I detect
you in the very act of surreplitiously remov-
ing my men from the board, I call & halt!
Perhaps you don’t think I saw you upping
two of my men off the board during the
progress of cach of these two last games,
but [ did, Mrs. Jobson—I did! And by the
time I return from the flery, untamed night
which I intend putting in down town, may-
bs you'll—"*

Mr. Jobson grabbed his hat and coat and
shot out, slamming the door, just then. He
wasn't gone more than an hour before he
returned, dumped the checkerboard and
checkers into the latrobe, and went up-
stairs to bed without a word. S

—_—

Two gentlemen walking together came

by a stately new building. *“What a mag-
nj;!cent structure!” said one.

“Yes,"” replied the other; “but I cannot
bear to look at it often as I  * Py

That is strange; Why not?"'

“Because it reminds me that the owner
bullt it out of the blood, the aches and
groans of his fellow-man—out of -the d
of crying children, the woe of walling wo-
men.” : J < -y

“Graclous! What is the owner—a money-
!tinder or a pawnbroker, or semething of

e kind?” i

“Oh, no; he is a dentist.”—Tit-Bits.

A soldier's monument, with the Goddess
of Liberty on the top.

Two smell boys gazing up at it with ad-

miration, %
(very solemnly)—"Is that God up
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Tdenls,
I'd like to be the sert af man
Who walks with lordly style
And who each cradfior may =can
With a superior smile. -
On checks and coupons [ had sot
My hopea, when hopes were new.
But plaln small changes i= what 1 get,
And I'm right thankful, too,

I'd like to be & man of fame,
With plaudits from the crowd,

And often stop to hear my nama
Re-echoing long and loud.

But I am mighty glad to meet
Some good friend that I know

When walking careless down the street
And hear him say, “"Hello.”

I dreamt of laurels which T'4 waar
When with the great 1 s=at.

I'm lucky if I hide my hair
With a new-purchased hat.

Life's humbler pleasures areo so swoat,
'Tis wasting time to fret

O'er benefits you hoped fo meot
Instead of what vou get.

*

*
Not Clmi:-ed as GGame.

“Dar's a heap o' luck in dis worl' dat
doesn’t git noticed,” remarked the venera-
ble colored man to the little boy by his
side. The little fellow was holding fast to
his companion’s tattered@ overcoat to keep
from getting lost. They were on the way
home from market and the genial charac-
ter of the comment may have had its foun-
dation to some extent in tha basket whose
welght, though It caused the old man to
lean far to one slde, was every now and
then favored with an affectionate glanoce.
“It beats all,” he exclaimed. agaln as he
set the basket down under the lamp of a
lamp post for a little rest, prior to shifiing
the burden to the other arm, “how much
luck folks has dut dey doesn' 1ake no eount

of. Jes' think of it! PuyE
two aw threa dolars for turkew. Now,
turkeys makesz a fine displav an' ef you
wants ter put on siyle, an’ ha= de money,
git yoh turkey. An’ den’ dar's qualls.
Folks "Il pay as much as we gilves foh a
moehnth’'s rent, jes’ foh de sake of a mess
0" quails. An' pahtridges an’ pheasants an’
prairie chickens s all da same way., Dey
keeps runnin’ atter 'em an' holls de price

Folks goes an’

away up. Dey doesn’'t know whut dey's
missin'. An' [ isn’ gw.neter tell 'em.”

“But why Is ua all so Iucky?"

“Why Is we lucky? We's lucky, chila,

‘c'ase pohk chops doesn't wear fethers an'
have ter be killed wid a gun; dat'swhy.”

*
* %X
Her Protest,
“Charley, dear.,” =ald young Mrs. Tor-

kins, as her husband sat down to a late
breakfast with a red, reminlscent look
around his eyelids,” I want to tell you how
much I admire your patience.”

.‘Ehr'

“I dldn't know you had so much pluck
and energy. I really blame myself, Char-
ley, dear, for being the cause of it all"

*“What are you talking about?”’ he In-
quired, with the manner of a man who
realizes that he s in such a state of ili-
humot that he has to be extremely cau-
tious,

“The Leonids."

“If this Is a riddle, I wish vou wouldn't
try It on me. Just get It into shape and
have it printed in the back of a magazine
and le& me strugzie with it in type ™

“Don't try to rm It off as a joke. ]
know you are modest, but I can't help ad-

miring vou, con 17 And It was 1 wi read
the article that aroused your scien .
thuslasm and got you so deeply int 1wl
[ remember digtin tiy, you had never heard
. the Leonids untll 1 read the pidvca In
the paper.”

“You mean those 11 Ing=s that come around
¢ thirty-three years or =

+ Charley dear. 1 might have known
You would make up your mind not 1o miss
anything so wonderful and instructive Hut

I don't belove the Y are golng to put in an
appearance at all this year 86 please do
ba i ofophical and give In. 1 nor you
for your orable determination: but if
Y¥ou are going to stay up till 3 or 4 o' clock
every moming for the next thirty-threa
years, watching for Leonids, you'll fust ba

anolher of

fas martyrs to solence that wa

read about, and posterity won't thank L]
a bit.”
*
L
From Hand to Mouth,
Theyr give me maxims old and new

To A me mend my ways
And save enough to sev me throueh

All of my mortal days
And elncoe [ now have prudent grows,

My duty "tls—no loss
To chide in no uncertatr

Dame Nature's rocklesspess
Think, madam, of the sunshine rich

You squandered when 'twas June:

Think of the blossom tress + which

Lay withering ‘neath each
The miser bee quafls in his lair

The sweets which L prond
Anid you, what have you for yvour share

With bWlooem and sunshine fled®
A little winter with ite woo:

A little want and pain,

And summer's smile ngnin will s ow

Beyond the April
Your deep breath sigh S

Yet, when “tis June once mors,

Tow’ll feast each wanderer who may pass,

A spondthrift as of vore.

*
L
Hin Sense of Justice.

Mr. Blvkins' wife had Hed at him a
leng time In @llence before she ox adtnd,
with a tremor of pathos in her ¢

“Am | ever so very or

*1I don’'t know what ‘so very oross’ is, "
answored her husband, *You 1 at ;'-
body’s fool, though, I car 1 you '}.‘l-!.
You can be just as prompt in e £ back
with a pungeut repartes v 1y

“But I'm never a scold, am | #he per-

d, apprahensively,

“What's worrylng you,

mal . imperiously. *. ' getting
easy and discontented beca I'm not
Ing you with reproaches and harsh « pl-
thets™

BND Wit 1 was reading about Xantippe

and Socrates today, and I should Qislike 1o
resemble Xantippa,*
“That's 111" he «

clusions

Jaculated
Take It for granted that swhe was
all in the wrong. Everybody that has ever
1 elice her day bas heaved a rock at
1 Don't you spare her.”

“But, yon know—"

“No, I don't know: and
know. 1t got to be the fashion to pat
rates on the back and call him a good fol-

“Jump at con-

low while his wife was slaying at homae
tending to the family troubles. What 1d
he ever do? From all T can hear, Bocrates
Wouldn't have turned his hand over to keap
Xantippe from doing her own housework
and king in boarders. He merely went
Aron town alking wise and affecting to
money. He used to loaf around the

place passi J sation and

1 B he was the n <arth,
while Xantippe was bargsdnd r provis-
lonz at a stall around the corner. 1 defy

you to find any

place in history where he

cut the grass in the front yard or white-
washed the cellar. My chivalrous nature
revolts at the Injustice that has been
heaped upon that woman all these cen-
turies. If she atood him up and told him

the eternal truth once In a while
hiz own good. 1 don’'t pretend

. It was for

exact merits of the Sampson-

troversy, nor the Ang bt 'T .
nor who wrote ‘Laugh and the World
Laughs With You,"” but whoen it comes to

this Socrates-Xantippe questior know
right where [-=1# *Very tim And 1 give
you falr warnir ) Blyking, 1 won't
hear the lady abused

—

The vakamik, a bird of the
1= u=ed by the natives of Vg

of a she rd dog for puardis
ing their ck It = sad
far the yakamik ay wWa
flecks, it naver fin

t night, driving before 1t

i 1o IS care.
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