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WILLIE BAREFOOT.

There's mud upon the carpet and there's
mud upon the stalrs,
And there's mud inside the porch and
xitchen, too:
There are sireaks of muddy footprints
€verywhere thet Willie goes,
For he tracks mud in the house the
whole day through.
He keeps his mother busy cleaning muod
Irom every room,
And the hired girl kicks up &n awful
row.
Warin weather's here and becyhood's days
are brimming eo'er with fun.
For iittle Willie's going barefoot now.

It Joes ne £ood to scold him, I
Thoeogh fifiy times you've told him |
but |

Tov siop and clean his feet, yet, |
g¢ mehow,
He files in through the door.
Leaving footprinis on tke foor.
For littie Willle's going burefoot now. |
There are slivers every evening that his |

—other has to

And stone-bruf:

"*Ciiee lttle Willle's _. inz bar: CLot mow.
He muzees up the an white shects
<%

Wiz 2 Rrim mmud-t red
And eversys re he ¢k = *rom ik =
H t = - footprinits yoa wi
He never

e = }

LG g

Fiz . Vi

r =xvy he'l]l bless him;

d gir! will ““dress him:™

¥is mother says she never will aliow
Sxch wiprint= on the foor—
Oh, 1%

eince he's going

ol. in Rochester Herald

i

¥rugn the Kaliune

Spirits of Killarney Lzkes

By Mariha Young.

Uagsuine, Boston. Repriated by
Epecial Fermisson

HERE ure no more beautiful viclets

oy

the wor.c over than the violets of
Lakeview beyona the Highlandse of |
Birmingham. most businng city of |
Alals Pule they are. and faintly
blue; there are none like them under
the sun, unless thex be the pale bog-
violets (viola ralustris) o1 Ireland. |
Up the mountain sides that roll back
from lake and dummy line they
Liccm

Mistress Maloney descended from
the si¢p of the cuar and in lusiy
brogue divecied her son Par about bher
sundry packages. ‘These they carried
1o the peak-roocfed shop on the edpe
i the line. It looked under he
shadow of the mountzin for all the |
» like a 1oy Noah's ark.

“*Hey Xora. we're back.” ealled
Mistress Maloney 1o the girl who
stood ivside the siore door. You kep’
EloTe £ ! for me. Well, Birming-
I = Wira g P The nis
was warm! Hut this i= g just a
Chrop. Nor: Molly Malopey wus sav- |
ing gretically; “just 1o keep the
heat ot

It was jnst 1o keep the coid out
last time.” |

Hexy? Was it then? Well very
like

pleasant sense of bome-coming com-
very well witi *he world.

“Nora. now. this is like the old coun-
try! Close your eyes never so litile
eand Killarney—that there
lake—and
tain like oid Glenaa
Just take amn inch for a mile, yom |
know—ah, but the old country. it was 1

|
|
|

yvonder's |
if ever there was a moun- |
it's that one. 1

good!™

“This is better,” declared Nora, as |
she helped Pat with the packages. |

“Where your sweetheart i& that's |
the best country—hey, ~oral™

“Well, well™

“Has there ever a body been here,
Nora?" asked Molly, her eves out on
the waters that she chose to-day to
ecall like Killarney of the old land be-
tween its mighty hills, Glepaa and
Toomies.

“Yes. And is here yer”

“You don't say!”

“A elip of a girl;
Eillarney side——"

“You don't say then!”™

%£h-' Sh-"Eh! She's here.”

Above them, o the narrow stair
1hat led to Nora's little room in the
yoof, 1the stranger stood: her eves of

}e Irish blue were wide and anxious, |
Ber hair was like smooth jet.

*“Come down, my girll,™ cried Mrs.
Malonev. “She’s been thramping.” she
whispered to Nora.

“Afoot fram Chattancoga,™ whis-

says she is from

ré’s trouble sure in store, 1
- barefoot |

The coolness from hill and lake. the

| -

. 5 ~ | 1le?
bined tr make Mistress Maloney feel |
|

pered Nora.

“What's your name, then friend™ |
ecalled Molly. heartily, “cbme =it here
on the doorstep, it's a bit of air you|
are wanting.™

“] should be off again,” murmured |
the girl .

“It's that you are looking for some
one then, that's the tale.
all. You've been going to mines and |
around to the coke-ovens, and about
the shops and furnaces. Your man or
your sweetheart?”

“Sweetheart or ever we were so
&igh.” holding oune hand a little above
the floor

“Ard you've been working and sav-
fng to come across water?”

«It'« mother and me. She gave me
ever a bit of half the passage.™

“She wants yon to have him?

“And find him.”

#And vour name?™

“Ita Maguire.”

1 know itl,

“XNot 14a McCloskey's girll™

“Yes.”

“She married Emmet Maguire. Me|
and Ler hes been a-Katherining to-|
geik»r many is the day.”

| Tell across the faze of the sleeping

]

*The’s dead sixteen year™ [

Rora put her arms about her, &

“Ab, me. that it is always. They are | warm, steady supporti.

dezd—<dess. What's the age of you?" |

“La na BEeal tina! May morning™

“Eiznteen come Saint Kentigern's | whispered the girl; “am I home again?

Gay.”
“Ain’t son

n hangry thea?” l
“She gave !

e somet 1‘::13{_"."

with 8 |ing?—is it blessings

That's Lake Killarney—it's near sun-
rising—is it good luck this May morn-
this year?—

ok at Nora. “but it’s here—"" | €pirit of Killarney — to ®see you

A whirl of wind struck the lake as

erateful lc C
and one oand fluttered 1o her heart, | pnee!—"
“gnd Mike—no'—not cead!™ |

She would ave failen but 'tbat!

Nora's ar causnt ance held her up.
“Fetch cc:. Pat. and stretch it
here. a Dit could we ger her
upstrirs—rnor—down—if it come 10
i 1"s face now was as white
as the stranger =

“Mike—yon were saving—"

“Shame. Ncra. to pester ber.,™

Bur Nora persisted. “Mike—"

“Mike—dlo rou know him?—Mike

are never meaning hRim!™

ain™t

bhame, Nora! And

voice weént on and on.
love, with

ies of boy and girl

Iri=h sonp. rzles of St.
s. of midsummer divina-

Ways The £EAmMe name

there a ¢

€ ’

| Tuek

Pat- |

| fuiet between the hills

it had never been stricken before;
from its center rose a wave, steely in
the gray morning, white with foam as
the wind whirled it over the lake.

“It is good fortune!™ whispered the
girl. ecstatically, “for I see him—
Spirit of Killarney, prince of la na
Beal tina—noble O0'Donoghue!™

She sprang forward, her eves on
the lake. Nora could hardly hold the
siight form palpitating with joy while
the girl’s voice fluttered on with her
happy imaginings. *“I see him. He
rides » mighty horse and the msane

= - . E g= ==a2 = # . -
and one of your Mike Killi l‘lhnl blows in the wind is white—he £

all glittering in steel—his white plume
is waving. He is like the old iron men
in the hall of Drogheda—""

“It is O'Donoghue. prince o' good
she’s seein'—and me—" sobbed
Nora: *“I'm seein’ nothin® but gray
water and white foam—and no luck
at all—"

“They are with him—the men and |

are dressed in
green—pale as new willow boughs—
and some ure in white—and thev've
rariands are coming i1o-
ward Glenaas—("Donoghue rides brave-
Iy among them—"

“And it's me.” sobbad Noraz. “that

the maidens—ihey

then—they

=ee nothing but watéx and new-leafine
trees, and 1 he

omirg dogwood on th
mountain side, and shining again in

1

the lake.
“Hlessings the year it is then,”
whispered the girl, falling back into
Nora's arms,
The wind lalled, the Iittle lake lay
Just as the

{ sun dispelled every memory of dark-

nen szt long in silence
i r the siracoer.
TheT., vora. that you
S 1 --.'\ ’_"‘
1 T I scions-
¢ & thonurh it were thine
lono ol onle forward 0. A
int lieht o1 stars came out over the
Fe A rose to put on a walking
“Where are you going 10, Xara?”
*] =ant Pat to go with me—to the
furnace—
“But this poor creature—"
“And a hundred and one |
of vour M ibrews ™™

“There ain't but cnée man on earth

I::-ws_ the two girls looking out at the

| doorway saw Mike. the night watch-

“The same for other folks™ Nora |
wzs tyving her bonnet strings.
“It ain't 1the same growing up with

a one like and just <nowing a man

'itix months or so0.”

Nora tied a careful bow under her
chin. Something far tighter seemed
tied about her heart as the blue eyes
gmiled up at her from the cot.

The Park furnace was a patch of
black on the gray evening. The smoke
from its chimneys made quivering
ehadows along the dim earth. The
doors of the ovens that Watchman
Mike Killibrew attended seemed like
doors to the infernal regions. Within
were whirling blazes, flames of red,
blue and gold wheeled vehemently
round and round. like tne curbed
wings of some fallen angel—im-
prisoned, bound, but still full of furile
rectlessness,

Nora went near the watchman and
touched his shoulder.

“Oh! Nora? You scared me. Why,
what brings you here! 1 thought you
were one of the Little Folks—the fair-
ies, they are out to-night—1this is neen
na Beal tinal!™

“May Eve. I know it. Pat come with
me; you wan't afraid, eh, Pa1 ?"

“Those Little Folks'll give you and
Pa: both a blast for daring them.”

They talked of many things ere
XNora could bring herself 10 speak of
what had brought her there.

“I'm wondering, Mike, if you ever
loved any girl but me?”

“Now! I'm wondering. Nora, what
you'll be for wandering next!™
the old ecountry—
didn’t you love anybody like you are

“Sav., now, in

loving me 2™
“Xo, never the same, Nora.®
“Then I'm wondering was it more?”
*“Not more, Nora. It's just you and
me in the world, Nora; and nobody
elee in it if my thinking of them had
te make 'em.” .
“I knew i1, Mike.,” she sobbed. *“I
knew it.” But, with a woman's per-
cistency: “Was there anybody near
Killerney side you loved just a lit-

“The old woman.”

“Not your mother, then?”

“Well.™ Mike hesitated. “as omr
wedding day i= so migh, 1 don’t mind
telling vou, Nora, there was a girl in
the old country, and we were sweet-
hearts—"

“You were promised?”

“Well—yves. but that was four—five
vears ago—and never word in all thst
time have I written to the old coun-
try.”

“She’d mever be following you out
across water. Mike?”

“Never a bit. But funny you got
to talking of this. I've been thinking
of that old time to-night. Iike 1
haven't been thinking in jyears—it
must be the little people cut May Eve
—if they hayve come ‘cross the water
after us—tha¥ set me thinking. Baut,
Nora. I don™t want to go back 1o lov-
ing her nor nobody but you—""

“Was she called Ita Maguire?”

“The same. How did you know?"

“Maybe it's the fairies telling me—
but I must be going. 1 just came to
sav— she went hesitatingly to the
door—*=Come. Pat!” She looked back
—*1 came to say yvou'll be sure to
compe by Mis® Maloney's in the morn-
ing as you are leaving your watch-
ing?”

Mistress Maloney sat at the foot of
the cot where the tired girl still bab-
bled of old days.

“Don’t you want to lie down a bit,
Mistress Maloney ? asked Nora.

“It's as fresh as Whitsunday ale
youre looking, Nora.,” cried Melly,
with a start; “but it’s not me as’ll de-
sert the poor ereature. It's a doctor
she ought to be getting in the morn-
ing, but I don’t know how she'll be
petting one—""

“I'll get her one.” said Nora.

“Eh, Nora, it's the good heart that's
in you then.™

Nora sat in the doorway to share
the watch.

Ita babblad of bright times and gay
days—and always it was the same
name over and over,

As the first glimmer of gray dawn
erept over the earth, a great quietness
came to the sick girl.

A wind began to shake the trees on
the mountain side. A faint lusier of
roze exhaled from the east. Iis light

rirl. She apened wide her blue eves,

man, coming with blithe step towarcd
them.

The radiznece of the morning sprang
into Ita’s eves. She forgot the weary
had traveled. &he forgot

way she

| the clasp of the arms that had sup-

ported her all the dark hours. She

only knew that Mike lived and that |

she had found him.

Ncra looked steadily at him as he
came whistling to the shop. She noted
with unfiinching eyves the wave of sur-
prise that surged over him, the renew-
al of old love that swept over him at
sight of Ita’s rare beauty. and at her
bliss at seeing him.

Molly Muloney awoke with a start,
“Wheo is it that is going for the doc-
tor?” she cried.

“Whe's wanting a doctor
said Mike.

“It°s a priest they are wanting
then,” said Nora. *“Mister Killibrew
isn't it a wedding ring you've got in
vour porket for somebody 7"

Mike. stupefied with the stress of
events and emotions. could but obey
Nora's clear glance. and fumbling in
kis pocket, laid a bright ring in Ita’s
thin bhand.

“It is me that will g for the fa
ther then; I. Mr. Killibrew.” persist
ed Nora.

“Nora.” whispered Molly. as the
girl passed her: “it is the good heart

then?”

that i= in you then. Nora.™
“It was 1o be.” whispered XNora;
“she saw the O'Donoghue riding oo

the lake thi=s moraine—and me, | saw
nothing at all, at all, but the same

little lake—
“You don’t say

as 1the old folks say he

T—the I'is

saw the spirit?

Nora!'—Same
ride on
ce of Good

then,

used

lakes

Fortune. 5She

“Eh. she saw Lim,” suid Nora, har-
rying off,
“Oh. heart that's in

murmured Mrs. Maloney: *and

it’s the rcood
her.,™ )
this poor child she saw the old Ghosi
o° Killarneyv!—and Nora awake und
jusi seeing common things—1 wisht
I'd a-had my open: I'd not
a-missed seeing him—worst luek to
me ito be noddiz’.

just a-sayin’ izst evenin®' that
lake lookea iike Killarney., and yonder
hill Iike Glenaa. and yonder slope like
Toomies!™

TOO MANY GODFATHERS.

That Acconnted for the Faet That
the Infant Jones Goat No
Gift. =

eves

The late Senator Philetus Sawrver
wae noted for his generosity. but un-
Jess he was tactfully approached., or
the cause appealing to him was an e+
pecially worthy one, his purse strings
were tightly drawn. relates the Chica-
go Chronicle. Shortly before he re
tired from the senate his mail cone
morning contained a touching letter
from a man in Maryvland, whose home
had just been brightened by the ar
rival of 8 bouncing boy. The fond
parent went on to tell that the boy
would be mnpamed Philetus
Jones, and expressed the hope that
the child would grow up &n honor tc
the name and the possessor of the fine
traits of character that distingnished
the generous-hearted man whose
name would be borne by himself.

Senator Sawyver went to the senate
chamber with a warm glov in his
heart and the determination to send
that fond parent a niee big check
He felt so good that he showed the
letter to Senator Allison. The lowa
man chuckled as he read 1t. and pro-
duced a letter almost identical., ex-

be named William Allison Jones.

It was too good to keep. and they
told the story to Senator Edmunds of
Vermont. That stately old gentleman
melted sufficiently to smilingly pro-
duce a Jetter of similar purport. Then
there ensued a comparison of senato-
rial notes showing that the young
Maryvlander had »&en rfairly loaded
with distingnished names., from Jus
tin Morrill Jones to Don Cameron
Jones.

That Maryvland infant received mo
birthday present.

Wearing of Men's Attire by Women.

1f France women are allowed to
wear men’s attire. but they must pay
for the privilege. The amount of the
tax which a woman pays for wearing
masculine garb is ten dollars a year:
but her willineness to pay the tax does
not insure her the right to wear these
garments. As a matter of fact the

the couoch, she locked
{ the open docr

she rose on
ezgerly oul

right is conferred by the government
as a iribute of great merit.—N. Y. Bun.

And wa'n't 1|
that |

Sawyer |

cept that the voung prodizy was to !

THE SOUTHERN FANFER.

One Whoe Was FPreud of Her Lefty
Occupation of Fily
Chaser.

Wkhen the batiles were being fougha
between the north and the sonth, Cese
lation followed the armies on the plan-
tations over which they marched. Log
cabins were torm cdown; horses and
mules were pressed into the service;
fields were devastated: crops de-
stroyed: and those happy-go-lucky
children of the soil, the negroes, found
they must either starve or join the
march of the conguerors; as the “white
house™ of the plantation. around which
elustered all the life memories of those
dark-skinned daughters and sons of
toil. had been abandoned by their mis-
tresses just in time for them to escape
the sight of federal officers quartered
in their best rooms, reilates Corrilla
Banister in Youth’s Companion.

Many of the negroes went 1o Wash-
ington. where kind men and women
found employment for them. Among
them was a beautiful. tall mulatio girl.
with browre curls and oriental looking
eves. When the good Samaritans who
looked after the welfare of these flee-
{ ing refugees plied her with questions
| eoncerning her ability io work, they
asked: *What is your name?"

The girl answered: “Yo guestion's
powerful pestering: but I'se born in
ole Ten'see. an’ I'se come to Washin'-
ton o’ freeCom. =0 1 may "low yo' to
call me Ten'see Washin"tion™
| They asked: *“Canyoucock?”

The voung gir!l seemed io grow twag

inches as= she straightened herself o

Ihrr full heighi. a trick caugh: from
| kér mistress, and Jlooking at her preiiy
{ hands, answered in a low. sweet vaoice.

| as if talking over ihe cradle of u sles p-
ing child:

| *“No'm. @ t Eknow maothin® “bont |

| eookin®. Arn: Sa v the cook: Arnt |
"Mandy's Rhoady an Judy ‘tend 1o shov-

lifrin’ lids, drawin’ wuier.an’

| elin"ecoals,
| sech
black bones on the chair,
pipe for dear life, doin’ the bossin’, low-
in® she’s Troinin® o=

like: while

-‘-v

emokin I

them zals.

Wken the girl stopped to take a fresh
breath. theyv asked: *Cen you @«

lanndry work?”

The repiy came quickly: “S'pose ve
means washin' an® 'nin"? Baby un-
born know mo® "bout sech truck: sn
] what's mo’, ef it"s this kind 0" freedom

that’s come by bornin® cabins down
an” lettin® on how much of it ve
gwinter find. once we're safe in Wash-
in"ton (Judgin® brx last question. i1 must
be the washin® town). sooner sech no-
‘tount places get fanned out, better
"twill be for sech as we. TI'l]l ax "em
please tote me on a beeline 1o mistis
without no mo" delay.™

A kind little mother asked, gently:
“Can you sew?”

“Se'mstresses was trained by  the
ove'seer s wife, an’ this valler gal never
i had no 1riflin’ po’ trash, back-breakin’

bendin' over a needle.”

|  Another lady had been thinking of 5
! 1estion. and asked. as soon as possi
e: “Were vou in the dairy 27

The colored girl’s sense of humo:
was keen. and £he had been havine &
came of hide-and-<eek with her ques
'tioners. The answer came:

“"Pears vo'-all ain’t much acquaint-
| &€ 'bout wave belongin’
lity., if yvou dor't kpow milkers an'
| eharners coms= from cotton patch fora
3 +1 €3 v& beern chilied from

1 ton heavs

qru
bl

to white gqual-

Fangee wher
malaria, an” cottor

| to tote, with sun fit to brile yo™ heacd off
When milkin® wus goin’
n. 1 never got nich cow pen. ‘eause

bag’'s g

vo' shoulders,

 finin®roem was holdin” fast on my
| “torx 1 "bout that time.™
A1 Tast tke sreres wansont. Why had
they not thourht of It before? :'-"..* WS
8 usemaic ! “You waited an i€
| tahle?™
With a broad grin and shake of hex
head, she answered: *“Didn’t 1if a han'
to table. 'Liza Ann. "sisted by Nettie
o grown folks: Jane an” "Liz-
heth saw te chillun, with pusses help-

in® “¢m omn all sides. to0.™
This hac pone on long enonch. Ap

i old deanecon grew desperately  impa.
tiept, and asked. in a loud, sharp voice:
| *In the name of Heaven. what did you
("","'
| Turning to face the company. she an-
nounced. with the sir of a gqueen:

“1I'se the fanner!™

The deacon asked:
—what?"

! The oriental eves sparkled as she re

“You—are—the

]‘.Hr-e‘.:
| *“Fanwmer! Fanner! Xeep flies off |
| mistis when she takes nap. Fan Ter

when she plays the peanner: fan table
while everybody’s eatin®: fan till maids
*ome from kitchen to clear off: fun ole
marse (marse’s pa. ¥o' know): fam
company presidin’ in the house: some-
times fan baby 1o =leep jes’ to ‘bleege
its nuss. 1 ain’t no washer. or no se'ms-
ter, er no nothin’ else; but ef yo' wants
fannin’. I sho® can keep ¥0° cool.
fanner since knee-high to a dock. an'

- 1

muscoby cuck at that!

Hirds and Hares.

An enterprising woman in New
York has opened a boarding house for
birds. which is one step higher than
, un institution for sick cats. 0Of eourse
 £he is a “miss.” and equally of ecourse
| the hirds are under the direction of

a “miss.” Spinsters and ecats, spin-
| sters and canaries, spinsters and spee-
| tacles—how they go in pairs tkrough
| life. And here is a magazine giving
 away PBelgian hares, jack rabbits and
{ other animale partly domesticated.
| Rabbitries are being started all over
| the country. The new fad is worse
| than the bee craze of 35 years ago.
Several thousan® pet animals are to
be given away. the only condition be-
ing that the victims of this “great
summer opportunity” shall offer the
progeny of the pets to the proprietors
of the magazine at the lowest prices
—N. Y. Press.

The Explanation.

Mrs. Dix—Wken my husband and 1
quarrel we never allow the children to
witness jt.

Mrs. Hix—Why, how in the worléd do
you marage it?”

“We alwavs send them out of doors
a0 they can hear nothing.™

*“0Ob: now I undersiand. I'veoften
wondered why your ehildren were in
the street so much.™—Illustrated Bits

Settied.

Friend—I suppese you have already
picked out 2 profession for your little
boy.

Fopd Mamms—Yes: he's to baeithes
a pizueo viriceso or a football player.
He bas jus: 1the loveliest head of hair—
Phiiacsiphis Press.

Arnt Sally sets her |

I'se |

| cake inwtead. TYours, obediently.

PITH AND POINT.

to s than to repiember.—Town Top-
ics. .
“Did Touilts lgse his meney on fast
horses?”
dianapolis News.

Auctioneer—~Lot 52. A genulne
Turner. Painted during the artist's
lifetime. What offers, gentlemen ?"—
Punch.

Wait for others to advance your im-

are not worth advancing. — Chicago
Daily News.

There are some people so particular
Iy vicious that when they find that a
singer is poor, they encore her.—Atch-
ison Globe.

“l can't see,” said the shoe clerk,
“why a Scotchman should say “hae’ for
‘have.” " *“It iz his economical disposi-
tion. He saves a “v' every time he does
s0.” said the Cheerful Idiot.—Indian-
apolis Press,

“*What did Freddy say when you
caugrht him coming ount of the pantry
with his hands stained red?” “He told
| thetruth by saving that be bad jammed
his fingers."—Philadelphia Bulletin.

“1 3 what

it that produces ill bleed?” Gid Sharp-
| elgins—*"Why, wounded feelings. m¥
i boy, 10 be sure.” Yeoung Sharpshins—
i “Oh. 1 see; the sort of wound which is
jmade by a dead ent."—Ally Sloper.

sey, dad,

are likely to have China. There's ne
{ telling how many thousands of people
will be killed and hoew many other
| thousands will suffer from want.” Mrs
Greep—"And just as like as rnoi tea
will o up to a deliar a pound!™—Bos
ton Transeript.

HOW HE MADE HIS CAKE.

Got It Mixed Pretty Thoareuazhls,
But It DiSm"t Tura Out
All Right.

| *“Madam, you
| make cake!™ exclaimed Mr.
! throewing a Inmp of half-covked dough
| across the room at the cat, relates Alice
J P'orter, in the Ledgzer Monthly.
| never knew how to cook cake. 1'd rath-
| er eat wet sawdust. You ocught te
have seen the cake my mother made—
thuat was cake!™

*“Your mother again—always yom
mother!™ retorted Mrs. Smith. *Pity
! she didn't teach you something!™

“YWhat do you mean. madam? T
warrant 1'll make better cake myself
than you any day.™

“Why don't you try?
evervihing in the kitchen.”

“Well, I can.™

“Well, why don’t you?
talk ™™

Smith found himself cornered. and
felt very uncomfortable. as he had eith-
er to surrender unconditionally or to
make good his boast. He had never
made a cake in his life, had no idea
how cakes were compounded, but
thought he knew what was in them.

“T"ll make the cake.” he said.

“Well, come inte the kitchen and

Your are al

make it." proposed his wife.
L “What. now?”

“Yes, now. I'l] get the things for
| Fou.”

| Smith took off his coat. his collar and

| nmecktie and rolled up his shiri-sleeves

| Thexy walked into 1he kitchen together

gnd Smith said:
“Whkat shail 1 mix it
“0Oh. you're

repiiec,

| *Ah. this will de!™

up a bowl. *“Now

ino”

he said, taking
bring me some wa-
1er: noew some rialsins and currants
| sugar and ginger and allspice. There
—that will do!™ He pot them all inte
the bowl and mixed them with a spoon.

“They don’t seem to stick together,™
he said. *“Looks more like a thick soup
thun anyvihing else. Faney I've pgot

too much water.”
some of the
| put tle cake into a pan. when his wife

s

“Dida’t your mother use flour?”
| *“Oh. yes—yes—ah. flour. of course!™
{ Then he mixed in flour until it was so
| £1iff that he could hardly knead it.

“Now.” said he, “T'1l take this
| preperly.” He started off. and, when

be reached the baker’s, he said:

“Will you just throw this stuff away,

and put in its place cne of your best
i plum cakes?”

That night at supper Mrs. Smith had
her mother and sister with her. She
| had told them of the cake. and they

expected great fun at Smith’s expense.
| The cake did not come until supper-
| timme. Smith took it from the boy apd
| sald:

| “This is my cake—something like a
! eake!™ He earried in the cake and
piaced it on the table.

“Here’s a note in the paper.”
| Mr=. Smith: “T'll read it:
| * ‘Dwear Sir; 1 am sorry we are all out
of plum cake; so I send vou a pound-

said

““8. BROWN'"

*Umes for Chimney Soet.

Experiments in Franee have showrn
that chimney soot is valuable. both as
a manure and as an insécticide. Tis
fertilizing properties are particularly
noted in garcens and meadows. M,
Dasserre. & winegrower in southern
France, avers that “chimney soot kills
the phylloxera with the rapidity of 2
stroke of lightning. and at the same
time endows the vines witk extraor-
dinary energy of growth.™ Other ex-
perimeniers, however. have not found
it effective in the case of phylloxera,
althoungh it kills many kinds of larva
—Youth's Companion.

Haew His Business.

“Look here,” exclaimed the irate cus
tomer as he entered the meat shop,
“that steak you sent me this morning
is no good—it’s from the back of the
neck.”™

“Vell, dot vas all right, ain'd it 7" an
swered the butcher. “Alldot beefvat]
ee.le vas of der nmeck back. Dere vas
nottings but horns by de frond of dog
neck alreaty."—Chicago Evening News,

Counldn't Fool Her.

Mrs. Hiram Offen—Bridget, did you
string the beans. as I told you?

XNew Servant—XNo, ma'am, I didn'L
An’ let me tell ye, ma'am. ye can't
siring me. Ye kin ate thim loose mx
not at a!l—Philadelphia Press.

Standing Reem Only.

Ids—The troubls iz women don%
siand together.

May—They don™i? Well, you jusi
watch them 2t 2 bargain counterl—
Chicago Evening News.

To forget is sonetimes of more n.lnq;

“No—on slow ones,"—IB-

terests and you will wait until they |

Social Surgery.—Young Sharpshins— |
sort of a wound is |

Mrs. BErown—*"What awful times we |

don't know how 1o/
Swith, |

“You |

You'll find |

dolng it!"” Mrs. Smithk |

Smith drained off |
water. and was about 1o |

cake |
| around to the baker’s and have it baked |

l BRYAN'S RENOMINATION.

'[ come the Democrzey™s Chosen
1 Leader.

|  The renomimation of William J.
Bryan is a mnotable honor to a re-
markable man. This will be 1he judg-
ment of ever intslligent American
who examines Mr. Eryan’'s career in
the light of history. and who emanci-
pates himself from all prejudice for
or against tne candidate and the great
] party which twice in succession bas
made him its leader.

Mr. Bryan entered his pariy’s na-
tional convention of 1896 as a member
of a contesting delegation. As tested
by the standards of his organization
which prevailed along to that time, he
was marked with the taint of parti-
san heterodoxy. The idea for which
be stood—the unlimited coinage of
silver at a ratio which would have
made the intrinsic value of a silver
dollar half that of the gold dellar,
and which., consequently, as a large
majority of the people o1 the countiry
believed, and believe still, would drive
gold out of circulation, precipitate
the country to the silver basis, and
disastrously disturb au  values—
would, if sanectioned by the conven-
tion. make a break with the tradi-
tions of a hundred years of demo-
eratic history,

Moreover, presented to the same
| conveniion were the ma—es of ocider
and (as judged b the canons of that

day) greater scoldiers of the silver
cause. Richard P. Bland. the pioneer
of the silver coinage movement in

congress, was urged by a large ele-
ment of his party for the presidential
nomination. Another faction favored
Horace Doies, alseo a silver champion,
who had carried the
| stronghold of Towa for govermor. and
who had mzde an efficient and popu-
lar official. Senator Joseph &
Plackburn, of Kentucky, a veteram
fizhter on the silver side in both
Lraonches of congress, had some power-

ceived many votes for the nomination.
! Yet this contesting deiegate, who
was admitted 1o a seat by the favor
cf the convention, but whose name
| was mew to a majority of the dele-
| gates at the time. defeated. through
| the magic of a speech which put the
I feelings of his hearers into burning
i
|

phrase, men who had been leaders of

hic canse long before his name was

heard of ountside the ward in which he
| lived. and carried off the eonvention's
prize.

Other men than Mr. Bryan, whose
names were mnot previously coupled
with the candidacy., were nominated
for president. But Mr. Bryan had no
military glory. nor was his name, at
the time the convention of 1896 met,
connected conspicuously with any
great reform or cause, for he had
made no record during his short serv-
jce in congress which eould single him
| out from the roll of ordinary members
on the silver side. What. then. was the
secret of Mr. Bryan’s power over his
party? It was this: In hie speech to
the convention he gave the idea which
for years had been struggling for
| expression in his party more
| striking expression tnan had any any

other of its orators. His party de-
| ¢lared for the “free and unlimited
| coinage of both silver and gold™—put-
| ting silver before gold for emphasis—
at the 16 to 1 ratio, “without waiting
for the zid or consent of anv other
nation.” This meant that compremise
I ard equivocation in that party on that
izsne was ended.

Mr. Tirran’s proclivities coincided
with his party’s new mood. His phys-
ical fraits. moreover, lent power to his
morel attributes.

Wheat are the causes of Mr. Bryan's

| 1920, aside from those which gave him
tke candidacy in 18067 His robust
sincerity, which even his partisan emn-
emies have mnever questioned; his
sirength as a campairner. as attested
by the fact that. in the most exciting
| canvass since 1860. and with hundregds
of thousands of democrats supporting
Palmer or McKinley, he polled nearly
1.000.000 more votes than Cleveland
gained in his tidal-wave campaign
four years earlier: and ine belief of
his party. rank and file. that he Is, on
the whole, the best exponent of his
party’s position on the issues of the
finances, trusts and anti-imperialism.

Upon what does Mr. Bryan's party
base ite hope of ecarrving the country
in 19007 Upon analogy. upon chance,
and upon a belief that ite cause is in-
herently strong with the people.

In every election for president im
which the same candidates confronted
each other twice in succession the
nominee who was beaten in the first
instance won in the second. Jeffer-
son. who was defeated by Johm Ad-
ams in 1796, defeated Adams in 1800.
Jackson, who was left behind by John
Quiney Adams in the contest which
went to the house of representatives
in 1524, was far ahead of Adame in
the electoral college in 1628. William
Henry Harrison. who was easily beat-
en by Van Buren in 1836, just ax easily
defeated Van Burem in 1840. Cleve-
land, who was 65 in the minority in
the electoral college of 1888 in the
contest against Benjamir Harrison,
had a majority of more than double
that figure, or 132, over Harrison in
1562, New York and Indiana have
been swinging alternately from one
party to the other in successive can-
vasses for more than a guarter of a
century, and both were carried by the
republicans in 1206. Four years of
power for each party has been the
rule for several successive presidential
terms, and it is. the democracy's
“turn™ to win in 1900.

These considerations of analogy and
similitade bave doubtless imprened1
themselves on the minds of the demo-
cratic leaders. Now for the hopes
based upon chance.

The panic of 1837, which began a
few weeks after Van Buren entered
power, was one of the causes of his
defeat in 1540, That ox 1873, imn the
republican period, helped to reduce
the republican majority in the elee-
toral college in 1876 10 one. The mon-
etary convulsion of 1863, which start-
ed about a month after Cleveland
went to the white house a second
time. helped to roll up the majority
which was cast against his party in
1506, The Homestead strike in the
summer of 1882, in which maay per-
sons were killed and m=ch property
destroved. in the last year of Harri-
con’s service. was one of the reasons
for the republican “apathy™ which

VWhat It Means and Why He Has Be-

republican |

1l friends i ion. d
ful friends in the convention. an re—.| potism found iteelf compelied 10 act,

hold on the a®™ections of his party in |

!

and crop failures are always among
the possibilities, and any sort of a
calamity invariably hits the party

power. :

the convietion which is doubtless hon-
estly enteriained that their policy
will, upon presentation, appeal with
force to the majority of the people,
together with the fact that it is the
American for each side to
make an active fight in every election,
whatever the chances may seem to be,
| explain the hope of Mr. Bryvaan and
| kis supporters that they will carry
the country in 1900.—Chavles M. Har
vey, ih Leslie's Weekly.

REAL MOTIVE DISCLOSED.

Troubles in China Being Used by the
Administration to Hide
Home Affairs.

It is much to be doubted whether the
rationale of imperialism is understood,
even at this late date, by the masses
of the American people; for the events
| which led up to the policy of expan-
| sion in the orient seem, at the first
| glanee, to be in the nature of a Ge-

cree of fate. Nevertheless, a little re-
{ flection will serve 1o show that the
republican party has availed itseif of
| Dewey’s victory in Manila bay, in or-
]der 1o hold public opinion at arm's
{ length, while domestic policies of the
| most far-reaching import were being

| developed to their logical conelusion. |

The Ceviee is by no means new. When
[Kapolmn III. was menaced by the
| searching scrutiny of the people’s con-
| seience, he instinctively had recourse
’ 10 the scheme of an empire in Mexico.
When that bright dream faded, the
durl with Germany followed in the in-
exorable logic of things. Thus the
| blooxd and treasure of France were

" | wasted. in the vain hope that a foul

{erime against free government might
be blotted from the memory of men.
After this disastrous fashion has des-

{ in every land and in every age. Free-
| dom alone stands in no need of a screen.
| In the present case, the title of no
dynasty is in question, but the justice
of a system of policy is under examina-
tion &t the judgment barof conscience.
| The corporutions have grows mntil
l they overshadow the government
| which created them, while wealth finds
| increasing immunity from its proper
burdens. If the problem should be pre-
sented in its paked form, the popular
verdict would be a foregone conclusion.
The instinet of self-preservation thus
compels the republican party to be-
cloud its errors of omission and com-
mission with issues which should have
no place in our politics.

At the outset, it was the evident in-
tention to treat the Filipinos as we
have treated the Cubans, butthe repre-
sentatives of the trusts saw their op-
portunity, and the instrections to our
envoys at Paris were so changed as to
convert the islands into spoils of con-
guest. Indeed, the apostasy would have
taken the form of a repudiation of the
nation’s pledge to Cuba, if the moral
fiber of the American people had been
less fine.

1t thue happens that a party whose
original shibboleth was human free-
dom finds itself the champion of the
doctrines that might makes right. At
such infinite cost do parties or men
palter with the verities. It is the first
step that costs: all the others are easy
| and, indeed, inevitable. “Facilis de-
scensus Averni”

tl is, however, clear that President
McKinley's ruse will have no greater
measure of success than the third Na-
poleon’s. The plan for the retention of
Cubs has already met with a failure
s0 complete that even the republicans,
in their platform of 1900, have been
compelled to sanounce their uneguivo-
cal recognition of the national obliga-
tien. In the fullness of time, the Fil-
ipinos will receive the same full meas-
1 ure of justice, and Ameriea will once
more stand forth as the one sincere ad-
vocate of the principle that all just
government has its origin in the con-
gent of the governed. :

In order that this ie result may
be achieved, it behooves all right-think-
ing Americans to exercise their full
measure of power, by tongue, pen and
ballot. After ali, public opinion is the
molding force in this government. The
spekesmen of injustice and greed may
wield a mighty influence, for a season,
but the sober second thought of the
mausses is invariably fatal to all schemes
which lead up to the enslavement of
the many for the benefit of the few.
The great wrongs of the present time
must be righted; but we must do jus-
tice 1o others, in order that we may
come into our own. Imperialiem is bot
the clcak of monopoly, and should,
therefore, be torn away with a ruthless
hand.

——*We favor such legislation as will
effectually restrain and prevent all
such abuses,” says the republican plat-
form regarding trusts. There are more
words, but this is the substance sum-
marized. The democratic platform of-
fers a drastic solution of the guestion
and siates the way in which the solu-
tion may be reached. “Tariff laws
chould be amended by putting the
prodacts of the trusts upon the free list
to prevent monopoly under the plea of
protection.” This remedy alone will
do away with all those trusts which
have their origin in tariff protection.—
St. Louis Republic.

——What has become of that severe
and relentless persecution of the car-
petbag appointees of the republican
administration of stole more than $100,-
000 in cash and nearly $400,000 worth of
stamps from the Cuban postal funds,
which 1he president promised to push
2o vigorously when the huge embezzle-
ment was first uncovered? The hulls-
baloc made by the president, by his
organs, by his mouthpieces at both
ends of the national capital, appear to
have merely been a case of “thunder-
ing in the index.”"—Kansas City Times,
——Public attention will be riveted
upon this following part of Mr. McKin-
ley’'s letter to his brother sovereigns
thronghthesecretary of state, Mr. Hay:
“The purpose of the president is
= ® * 45 set concurrenily with the
other powers * * * fourthly, in
aiding to prevent a spread of the dis-
order to cther and a recur-
rence of such disasters.” “The purpose™

was noticed in that campaign, and for

rl

ers!"—N. Y. World.
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