- Stmon’s Ralpats

By Quy de Maupassant,

The clocks were striking noon, = The
school-door  opened, and the urchins
rushed out, falling over each’ other In
their haste. But instead of dispersing
rapldly and burrylng homs for dinner
as tas thelr wont, they soon came to &
standstill, formed themselves inlo
groups, and began to whisper.

That very morning, so It seems, Bi-

mon, the son of Blanchotte, had come
to school for the first time. All had
heard Blanchotte spoken of at home;
and, although she was generally  well
recaived, the mothers among them=
gelves referred to her with a wort of
contemptuous pity that had influented
the children without their understand-
ing exactly why.

‘As to Eimon himself, he was & total
gtranger to them, for he seldom ‘went
ot and never raced through the village
streets or mlong the banks of the river
with them. So they did not like him,
and felt @ certaln pleasure, mingled
with conmiderable astonishment, In re-
peating to each other the words of a
cub of fourteen or fifteen years, who
gcted an (£ he knew all there was to
know, as he sald with a aly wink: "You
know—Slmon—well, he hasn't -any
papa.”

Blanchotle’s son stood on the thres-
hold of the door—a child of seven or
glght years, o trifle pale, very neat,with
a timid, almost awkward, manner, He
Wwas golng towards home when the
groups of  his whispering comrades,
watching him with the eruel, malicious
wyes of children who are meditating
gome mean attack, gradually surround-
ed him and finally hedged him In com-

pletely. He stayed, there, In their
midst, surprised and embarrassed,with-
out comprehending what they were go-
ing to do to him. But the boy who had
apread the news, proud of the success
already won, demanded: “What's your
name?* He replied, “Simon.’ "“Simoh
what?" asked the other. . The child,
sonfused, repeated, “Bimon” The cub
exclalmed, “Your name's Simon some-
thing. That's no name—just Bimon.”
And the ittle fellow with tears in his
eyes sald for the third time, “My name
is Simon."”

* fPhe children began to laugh. The
spokesman ralsed his volee, “You pee
well enough he hasn't any papi’

Perfect sllence. The children were
stupefied by such an impossible, mon-
strous, extraordinary thing—a boy with-
out & papa; they considered him a phe-
nomenon, & freak, and the contempt
that thelr mothers felt for Blanchotts,
inexplicable hitherto to their minds,
sprang into at that t

Simon was leaning agalnst a tree for
gupport, and remained as If overwhelm-
ed by an irreparable disaster. He én-
deavored to explain. But he could
think of nothing else to say and glve
the lle to that dreadful assertion that
he-hadn't any papa. At last, livid
with emotlon, he eried at random, "Yu.
I have one.”

“Where Is he?" cried his tormentor.

Simon was silent; he didn't know.
The children, greatly excited, sereamed
with laughter; and In that moment
those sons of the soll resembled brutes,
inasmuch as they felt that same cruel
fmpulsa that prompts barnyard fowls
to fall on and destroy & member of thelr
community as soon as it Is wounded.
All at once Slmon caught sight of =&
small nelghbor, & widow's son, who,
lfke himself, had always lived alone
with his mother,

*And Nu." be sald, “you'haven't any
papa,’ elther.”

“Oh! yes, 1 have," replied .thi_aﬂuh

*“Where 1s he?” demanded Simon.

“He's l!nd." deciared the ohild with
supreme pride; “my papa iu {n the cem-
etery.”

Amurmur of approbation ran through

the group of urching, as If the fact of |'

having his father dead In the cemetery
had advanced their comrade at the ex-
pense of the other, who hadn't any at
all. “And those scampd, whose fathers,
for the most part. were drunkards,
lhle'vel critélly maltreating their wives,
pregded closér to each othar, ss If thay,
legitimate- offspring, wished to  suffo-
cate as In & vise the one born out of
wedlock.  All of & sudden, one who
stood opposite Bimon thrust out his
tongue at him with a mocking sir, cry-
ng:

*/*No papa! no papa!"

Blmon seized him by the halr with his
two hands, and began to rain kicks on
hislegs, while he bit him savagely.

T d | 4. The
two combatants were separated, and
Stmon found himselt beaten, torn,
brulsed, rolled on the ground In the
midst of the cirele of applauding raga-
muffins. As he rose, mechanically
brushing the dast from his little blouse
with his hand, some one yelled at him:
“Go tell your papa all about IL1"

Then he folt & great weight at his
heart. They were stronger than he had
Leaten him, and he could not answer
them, for he realized perfectly It waa
true that he hadn't any paps. Full of
pride, he tried, however, for wseveral
peconds to wrestle suceessfully with the
tears that were strangling him. . A mo-
ment of suffocation, then withoul u cry
he burst into great soba that shook his
whols frame.

A feroelous joy broke out in the ranks
af his enemies, and as naturally as sav-
nges In thelr frightful gaysty, thay
Joined hands and began to danecearound
him, repeating like a refrain, “No papa!
No papa!l"

But suddenly Bimon ceased to nob,
Rage took possession of him. There
were pome stanes under his feet, he
pleked them up and hurled them with
nll hia might at his tormentors. Two
or three wers struck and ran away ory-
ing: ha looked so formidable that u
punic overcame the others, Cowardly,
fs the mab alwaye I8 when confronted
by an exarperated perzun, they disband -
o and fled,

Loft wlone, the little follow with no
father ran towards the Oejds; for & re-
membrancs had come to him, bringing
resolution In Jim wake., He was going
to drown himselt In the river, He recul-
Ierted that eight days befors a poor
Arvil of u beggar had thraown himasif
Into the river becaoee his had no money,
Bimon was present when they fighed
him up—and the poor fellow, who ordi.

struck him then by his tranquil sappesr-
ance, with his pale checks, his long wet
board, und calm open eyes. People had
sald round about, “He's dead)” Bome
one had added, “EHe's very bappy now!"
And Bimon wished to drown himself,
becauso he had no father, as that poor
man had had no money * * * He
reached the river and watched It flow.
Some fishes were sporting In the clear
water, and now and then made little
leaps, snapping at the flles on the sur-
face. He stopped crying to look at
them, for thelr manner of feeding inter-
ented him immensely.

But, as In the ¢alm of the tempest
ever and unon o furious wind sweeps
along, crashing through the trees and
finally losing itself on the horizon, so
that thought Kept recurring to his mind,
“I am golng to drown myself because I
have no papa.”

It was o beautiful, mild day. The
gentle sun was warming the gruss. The
water was llke a pollshed mirror. And
Blmon enjoyed some of the blisstul mo-
ments of that languor that follows
tears, and he longed to lle down on the
grasa and sleep In the sunshine, A tiny
green frog leaped from under his feet,
He tried to catch it. It escaped him.
He chased it and made three futlle ef-
forts to selze It. At lnst he grasped it
by the end of it hind legs, and laugh-
ed to see the struggles it made to gel
free. It gathered up its long legs; then
with a rapid movement suddenly threw
them out, stiff na pokers; while with Ity
eyes wide open, engircled with o ring
of gold, 1t beat the air with its front
leg® which It moved like hands.

That made him think of a plaything
made of narrow pleces of wood fasten-
¢d sig-sag one over the other, which by
a similar movement regulated the exer-
cise of the little soldiers that were
glued on It. Then he thought of hls
home, of his mother—and then, over-
come by A great sadness, he began to
cry again. ‘The shivers ran through his
limba—he fell on his knees, and reclted
his prayer nn if he were golng to sleep.
But he could not finish it, for the sobs
came so tumultucusly that they com-
pletely took possession of him. He
could not think any more—he no longer
gaw anything near him; he cried, cried.
Suddenly a heavy hand was lald on
his shoulder, and & deep volce sald:
“What makes you cry like that, my
man?”’ Blmon turhed, A blg workman
with black beard and curly black halr
was watching him in & friendly fashlion.
He replied with eyes and throat full of
tears: “They beat me, because—I—I—
haven't—any papa—any papal™

“How's ‘that?" sald the man laugh-

Ing. “Everyone has ome." The child
answered  palnfully, *I—I--haven't
any."”

The workman became serious; he rec-
ognised Blanchotte's boy, and, although
a st In the province, he knew:her
story vaguely. -

“well, now,” he sald, “console your-
self, my little one, and come home with
me to your mother. SBome one will give
you—a father,

They atarted off, the big man holding
the boy's hand, and he smiled agaln, for
he was not displeased at the ldea of
seelng this Blanchotte, who was, they
sald, one of the prettiest giris ln the
country.

They arrived at the small, \mry clean
white house. “That’s it," sald the child,
and called, “Mamma!"

Bianchotte appeared, and the work-
man no longer smiled, for he under-
stood at a glance that no one could jest
with the tall, pale young woman, who
stood sternly at her door, as If to for-
bl another man to croas the threshold
of the house where she had slready
been betrayed.

Intimidated, and cap In hand, he
ut »d: “Madn I am ret |
your little boy, who had lost his way
on the river bank."

But Slmon sprang to his mother's
arms and sald, bursting into tears: *No,
mamms, 1 was going to drown myself
because the others beat me, beat me—
because I haven't any papa.”

A vivid red colored the young woman's

her sonl, she clasped her child quickly
in her arms, the tears streaming down
her face,
The man, moved, stood there, not
knowing how to leave. But Simon sud-
denly ran to him and sald: Wil you
be my papa?”
There was a pause; Blanchotte, dumb
wsnd tortured with shame, leaned agalnat
the door, her two hands pressed over
her heart. The child, seelng that no
angwer was glven him, sald: “If you
won't, I shall go back and drown my-
solf." The workman regarded It ns o
joke, and replled loughingly: “Of
courne; of courne I'll be."
“What's your name, then," demand-
ed the child, “so I can tell It to the
others when they aak?' “Phllip" ro-
sponded the man, Bimon remained si-
lent & moment In order to fix the name
in his head—then he held out hin neme,
comforted entirely, saying, *“So then!
Phillp, you are my papa.” The work-
man ralaing him from the ground, kiss-
»d him hastlly on both checks, and
strode away.

When the child went to school next
day, he was grected by a mallclous
laugh, and at the cloges of the semsion,
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when his advarsary was ready to bagin
tarmenting. him sgailn. Simon hurled
these warde at his head, As it they had
been o stone:; "My pspa’s name ls
Phillp”

Thers ware howls of derision on all
sldes. “Fhillp who? Phillp what? What
is ho? Whendld you find your Fhillp?"

Simon made no answer, and, unwav-
ering in his faith, he defled them with
Eis eyes, ready to be martyred rather
than run from them. 'The school-
teacher dellvered him, and he went
home.

For three months the blg workman,
Philip, passed frequently near Blan-
chotte's cotlage, and somstimes he ven-
tured to speak to her when he saw her
sewing at the window. Bhe replied po-
litely, always g ly, never | hed
pnd never permitted him o entsr.
Nevertheless, a trifle concelted, like all
‘men, he imagined that she had more
color when she 'was talking to him than
ordinurily. |

But o flawed reputation is so difMoult
to make whols again, and always re-
malns go brittle, that In spite of Blan-
chotte's rensitlve reserve, the country
prople were siready gosiplng. As to
Slmon, he Joved his new papa dearly,
end took a walk with him nearly every
evening after the day’s work was done.
He went to school regularly and min-
gled with the puplls, but never replled
to their taunts.

One day, however, the boy who had
teen the instigator of the attack mald
to him: “You told a lle; you haven't o
‘papa_numed FPhilip." "Why not?" de-
manded Blmon, much perplexed. The
boy ribbed his hands, “Because, {f you
aid have ong, he would be your mam-
ma's husband.”

Simon was disturbed by the justice
¢f this reasoning; nevertheless he re-
plied, “He's my pape, all the same.
“I'hat may be,’ declared the boy, “but
he Isn't your papa at all, you know.= |

'Blanchotte's son bent his head and
walked dreamily over to Uncle Lolzon'
emithy, where Fhillp worked, The
smithy was as If buried under the trees.
1t was very dark, only the red light of
a formidable fire {lluminated and re- |
flacted five blacksmiths with bare arma,
who were hammering on thelr anvila
with a terrible din. They were stand-
ing, blazing llke damons, their eyes riv-
cted on the red hot lron that they were
shaping, and their heavy thoughts rone
and fell In unison with their hammers,

Simon entered unnoticed, and, softly.
slipping up tohis friend, pulled him by
the sleeve. Fhillp turned. Suddenly
work ceased; all the men were watch-
ing attentively, Then, in the midst of
the unaceustomed sllence, Simon’s little
frall volce was heard: “Say, FPhilip,
Michaud's boy just told me that yon
were not my papa at all' "Why not?"
demanded the workman, The child ‘re-
pited with all a child's naivete, ‘Be-
cause you are not mamma's husband.”
No one laughed. Phlllp remained
standing, his forehead resting on the
back of the large hands holding the
flandle of the hammer which stood on
the anvil. He was dreaming, His four
companlons kept thelr eyes on him,’
and Simon, so tiny among these glants,
was anxloualy liatening to what one of
the amiths, the spokesman for the rest,
was snylng to Phllip.

“All the same she's & good, hopeat
gir), plucky and steady, In spite of her
misforiune—she'd be o good wife for an
honest man.'’

“¥es, that's true,” chimed In the three
others, The mhn continued: "Is It her
fault It ahe tripped once? He had prom-
ftod (o marry her, and 1°know more
than one that's dons the same thing
and 18 not thought the less of to-day."

“Yen, that's trus,” the chorun took up
the refraln

He went on: "Cod only knows what
the poor thing has put up with to bring
up her boy, and how she's cricd sinee
she left oft golng anywhere but o
church ™

“It's nll trie' sald the othern,

Then npothing was heard but the
Wlowing of the bellows. Philip bent
swiftly aver Simon. “Tell your mamma

I'm going (o have i talk with her this
evenlng,” Then he pushed the child
out by the shouldera.

He returned 1o his work and with one
necord the five hammers full nigaln on
the anvile. 5o they beal away nt the
Irom til nlghtfall, strong, powerful,
happy. Butas on o feast-day the great
bell of the eathedril wounds above the
peal of the other bells, ¥o Philip's ham-
mer, dominating the blows of his cam-
ridea’, foll avery other sscond with n
denfening thud, and he hmeelf, his
pyen aflame, wrought impanssioned amid

I The siky was studded with stars when
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ls. whreh.tdbrsBM!.nnlhdywhon-
- quested lh:t_hhmm ba not men-
{| tioned in connection with it.

U wis tn Pltisburgh,” she sald, I

| elieve In the Library hall, whare'I first

heard Col. Ingernoll speak. There wis
a large lmﬂmuﬂ gathered l.hnn. among
them being clergymen and the cream of

pwreqlam 1ife of the eltr. Col, Inger- |

poll's spoech wad in
orntorical standpolnt, but his .‘53??: on
rellgjon and the Blhle was blasphemous,

m the stage
in’ his pacullarly murul m.lnlm'. when
the Rev, Mr; Clark bounded to the fo-
rum and asked td be Introduced to the
ker. This formality having been
gone through with the minister and the
ostic clasped hands, the minister

th eagerness, the agnostic with , a

than I Jmve for two years, I feel 1fke
ed ot least ten pounds. I

for your medicine.”

: he lifted his eyes toward

grace pecullarly his own, I well re-
“the hearty, honest

| manner In which the great Ingersoll

grasped the hand of that good minister,

whose fame as & Christiun of the real
mnt',wu Know, thmuxhout Pltisburgh.

“Alr. Clark, when he held Col, Inger-
hand In his beid Jt tghtly whils
heaven and
prayed I’ o fervent manner that God
wotld dlrect the' wonderful talents of
this man in another and a beiter

hisr His prayer was not & long

soll's

bad his Sunday blouse on, & fresh shirt;
and hlq beard trimmed. The young
woman appenred on the threshold, and
sald with a sad face: “It la not Xind of,
you to came here after dark, Mr. FPhil-
{p.” He wished to say something, but
only mtammered and grew more con-
fused. pnder her gaze. !

Bhe continued, "You understand ;nut
1 have to be careful so that henceforth
no ona can say & word about me)

Then he fashed out, "What of l.lu!g
If you will be my wife?”

No volee answered him,  but hg
thought he heard in the darkness with-

tered guickly, and Simon, who was in
bed, distingulshed the sound of a kiss

@

one, but it was from the heart and It

had Its effect upon Ingersoll. The
fl‘l_l.l. agnostle, looking the good Christ-
an 'In the eyes, thanked him most
henrtily for his kindness and solemnly
added that Mr. Clark wous the frst
Christian ministér that had ever wiah-
him' godspeed. He then left the
platfarm snd the sudience slowly fled
9ut of the bullding.
“The sequel, though, shows Ingersoll
us he was, It hrausht nut tha ren
hood ‘of the ag Rev. Alex-
drider Clark went west. I am not sure
to what state he emigrated, but I be-
liete It was Miskourl, and there he be-
came {1l. . He waas at o hotel, and the
gonmor of the state, who had wn
im many years, had him removed to
hir own home,  ‘Mr, Clirk gréw worse
and was threatened with death. The
news camé east and Ingersoll heard It
In Washington, where he was lecturing,
n.nd fmmediately went weat us qulckly
and was at the bedside of

and home words that his her was
murmuring.’ Then all at onee he felt
himself lifted In his friend’s hands, and
Phillp, holding the child In his hertus
lean arms, exclaimed: “You can tell
your eornndel that your papa is Philip
Remy, the blacksmith, and that he'll
split the eui of any one who hurts
you."

The next du'. as school was about to
begin, little Bimon, rose, pale, and with.
trembling lips: “My papa,” he sald In a
clear volice, “Is Phillp Remy, the black-
smith and he has promised to split the

That time no one lsughed, for they
knew Phillp Remy, the blacksmith,and
hie was & papa to be proud of.

GEORGIE'S PA

Attempts to Explain What is Wrong
¢ 'With Mr. Astor.
Chlcngo Times-Herald: “Bay, Paw."
That's what maw sald when paw was
carven the roast lam last nite.
“What's rong?”’ paw ast.
“I wisht you'd tell me what's all thla
fuss about Astor. What made him go

“Cpuse he'd ruther Be over there
where he kin sneak up and peek thru
the not Holes in the Fence around
Queen Vietory's Cassel than run o Ho-
tel n New York," paw says, glvln the
Carven nife o extry jab and makin
greese fly all over the Table eloth.

“And who's agoin to Run the Hotel
maw ast.

“0Oh, I dunno. I guess ho gits the Bar-
tender to come In and Look after
things," paw says.

“My goodness,” Tgaw told Him. "Do
as thul""‘

“Well," paw ansered, *'I dunno as you
ot to Say it That way. They generally
Have tho Saloon and then Bild tha
Hotel around it, Iut Astor he has
munny Bealdes. He Don't need to De<
pend on what they take In re
Drinka.! 1

"Hraw dld he make his other munn?"'

"By tu: to he the Son of a man
what Baved up,’ paw told her, “Hix
father Had more munny than a ox teem

Ily Bat Hides fer & Livin,"

y sakes!" maw says, “Is that #o?
Why 1 always Herd the Astors wia
awful Big nrlnlucrat&

“Wall, they are, paw Told Her,
“Thay Don't Haft to rent their houss
and they keep two Qurls and take leo)
all winter and send thelr washin out."

“And yit there ansester Bot Hides"
maw Bed ra it she couldn't Hardly Be-
leeve it

“Yes," paw ansered, “But you otten't
to Blame Him, If he would of knowed
that Boma of Hin Aristocratick Dissens
dents wus agoin to Ile ashamed of it I
Bet you He woulden't of Done it. In-
stead of Goln around the Country ns-
tin the folks If thay had bin Kiilin ¢n-
ny oalfs Laltly and gittin the skins fer
two Benta o Pound less than they nst
He would of probably wrote postry or
kept & grocery nnd Bin proud and He-
merved. He Wouldn't of got much
munny that way. But he could of
kopt sayin to Himuelf when things
wasen't Comin hix way In processions:

“Nover mind ole man, you're agoin
to have aristocratick dissendents Bome
day and Then they wun't Have no
Cause to Blush fer Shalme wWhon they
are out Blowlin the folks off to a Good
Tima with the Durly dollars you Bav-
ed up.’

“Every man what's pllin up weith to
Day ot to Think about thia You never
can tell who's anseafer you mite Hup-
pen to Be. They are only one trubble
about g working-man Startin out to Ba
n arlstocrutlok ansester, 1€ he dus that
He ean't leave nothin fer His diason-
dents to He arlstocratick with"

“Hut, paw,” may says, "1 Ted Bome
place that the Astors Claim  they
{‘nmo from o proud old Hugonot fam-

bly. .
"Yau, T no they Claim they Do, paw
Sod, “Tiut Miat's Jist n Josh sumbuddy
rably (ilve them when He wanted to
Jorrow munny or Git o nite's lodgin for
nawthin nt the Holel, Thay ain't no
morn Hugonot Iy the Astors than 'they
wre In our pupp. Them kind of préten-
thuns makea me Jaft, 1f 1 would of Bin
n Hugonot and thot 1 would Bver Tis-
cum the Ancester of Blelt n purson. on
wecount of 1t T would of gquit eite thare,
1 would of 8&d to miself:

“oowilile, It I fur, far Hetlor not to
be o Hugonot than Have dissendenta
what mite Tiring the Blush of Shame to
your fals'"

“Well, paw," maw Ant whet ahe could
Kit the i‘hlm‘ “What I8 m Hugonot,
enny way?

Paw he loaked nt Her kind of Sonrod
fer n Reckond and then He Hel Back

tha Christian minlister, and until the
déath of Mr. Clark was almost contin-
ually’ in attendance upon him. When
Mr. “Clark dled, Col. Ingersoll took
charge -of (the remalns and brought
them east to New Castle where they
wera burfed, At the funeral, after the
ofMciating milnlater had concluded his
sermon, the agnostic delivered an nd-
dress tuuuhlnr upon the grand life and
chmeter of the dead man which mov-
ed his hearers to tears. It was one of
his .-if_nt- efforts and was from the
eart P
| FEaqualPartrership,

“Phallm,” wearlly sald Mrs, MeGor-
ry with some dificulty making hersclf
heard above the lusty howls of her
len.thal‘-lunnd oftepring, “yez will hov
to howld dhe baby for a wholle, Try
to it bim.quleted,av ye can. Bure Ol'm
ghl worn out wid his yells' **Ol'll not
howld him!" Indiffarently replied her
'husband, who was luxuriating with his
pipe and newspaper. “DU's your duty,
not molne.  Av yex can't keep dhe lt-
tle monkey still, Inve him yell, for ahl
ol fare’  “Ut's yure duty as much as
(f's molne! Half av him belongs to ¥e,
anyhpw."  “Wull, thin, do phwot you
plaze wid your hall, an' lave mg half
holler ahl he wants to . Ol'm busy."
—Hauarper's Bazar.

The  International Sunday School Lesson

Aug. 18,1809, Ezekiel XXXVIL-14.
The Bible abounds in vislona glven to
patriarchs, prophets and =mpostles.
fBome are wierd and startling, others
glmple and beautiful. 8o they vary In
the case with which they can be Inter-
proted, Ezekiel's vision, for example,
hns a direct and practical application.
* * » The hand of the Lord carried
him out and set him down in o valley
full of dry bones. The scene may hava
been purely vislonary, or it may have
been real, 1f the latter perhaps it was
a battlefeld. The prophet was caused
to ezamine the place carefully. His
first nonelnucn was that the number
of the bones was great, and from the
dryness he inferred that the vietims
had been long dead. As Ezekiel stood
guzing over this wide campania of
bleaching skeletons, the Lord sald to
him: “Son of man, can these bones live?
#» & * This valley of dry bones was
a symbol of the ruined and dead state
of Isrmel. Rejected of God on account
of thelr sin, exlles from Canaan, cap-
tives of the enemy, thelr nationnl and
eccleslastical lfe all but extingulshed,
whit hope remoiped to them? This
atrange vislon was intended to set be-
fore them in the most vivid and Inspir-
ing manner pasaible the hope of ra=tun]
and restoration. In thelr despaur they
might ery: "Our bones are dried, our
hope 18 lost, we are cut off.” But He
who could to the prophet’s eye make
an army of akeletons lake on the sem-
blanee of Hfe and stand upon thelr
feet, could say through him to His de-
spalring people; 1 will opem your
graves, and cause you to come up and
bring you Into the lund of Israel’™

The Teacher's Lantern,

(1) “SBon of man, can these bones
live?" s the question of the soul an It
jooks upon the resting place of the
dead. The wide world |s fast becoming
a valley of bones. “Can Lhey lve!”
The prophet’s anewer In oura: *'0 Lord
God, thou knowest.” The questlon 18
wrapped In the omnlsclence and om-
nipotence of God, If e says the dend
ghall live ngain, it s enough, And He
does sny no.

(2) God In the Bource and Author of
national regeneration.

(1) "The breath of God only can vivily
n dead church,

(4) Human Instruments are used and
honored, . The spiritunlly allve must
propheny to the .nlrlluully dend.
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!ng!q: to Beooms Acquainted.

Kanss City Times: Politicians are
enjoying a good story at the expense of
Bill Reeder, the new Bepublican con-
gremaman from the Sixth district. He
went to Washingion early this
and Joe Bristow, of Kansas, the fou
assistant L t [

ropes, The first place they went was
into the office of Charles Emory Smith,
the postmaster gencral, They were in-
troduced and chatted for awhile, and as
Heeder arose to go he sald:

“1 beg your pardon, hutldtdl\'tmtt-‘h
your name."

“8mith," replled the putmuter geD- |

eral,
“And what position might m hold 1"
“I am postmaster general” :
“Ah, yes," sald Reeder, an hrmuﬁ
out awkwardly.
;Imw' was blulhln‘ ilke n: school
rl.
Then they mnt tL the war depart-
ment, and Mr, Bristow took the Kansan

into Becretary Alger's private office. |

Reeder put his hat'down on the desk
in front of the secretary of war, after
the Introduction, and the three chatted
for a while. When they slarted Reed-
er nearly stampeded H‘rl.l!mr I:ly

the secretary: L

"What did you say your name wl.l’“ :

"Alger—Russell A, Alger.) 7
“And," continued the new congress-

man, with the air of & man yet unen- ||
lightened, "what are you aecretary of " |’

“Becretary of war," replled Alger.
During this seance Bristow stood first
on one foot and then on the other,

Before leaving the' atate, war and |,

navy bullding they ran'into Vice Presl-
t There wa# another (n-
troduction, and thia time he remember-
ed the pame. Reeder, stlll thifsting for
knowledge, nsked:

“Do you reside hers in the city, Mr,
Hobart?"*

“Part of the time," replied Mr, Ho-
bart, “but my homs In in New Jersey,”

“Well, I'm mighty glad to have saw
you,"” replled Reeder with cordlallty,
typleal of the boundless west. Later he
nsked Brisiow: "What does that feller
do?" and when told that he was vice
president and therefore didn't do any-
thing, he waa greatly surprised,

Then they encountered Senator Cul-
lom, and after the introduetion, Reeder
anked:

“I didn't eatch your name, senator?”

“Mr. Cullom," replled the senator.

Then, after an embarrassing pause:

“"What state might you be from?"*

“MNlinols,” sald the venerable ssnator,
modeatly.

"Glad I seen you," continued Reeder.
"Do you know, you look like the ple-
tures of Abraham Lincoln?"

Before the Illinols senator could re-
cover from his astonlshment Joe Bris-
tow had him by the arm and was lead-
Ing him back to the post office depart-
ment. They had an engagement to go
to the white house together, but Bris-
tow pleaded to be excused on the
ground that he had n iremendous
amount of work to do. In renlity, he
was afrald he would ask Mr. MoKinley
what state he I8 from, and what he 1=
Presldent of,

e

ALWAYS ask your grocer for Wheel-
In~. Bakery Hread. Good. Big. Chean.
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Sworn to) before me at Venice,
Mich., this rsth'day of April,

1898, G. B, GoLpsaryi,

Justice of the
—From ﬁ: OW, Flush
Mich.
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The King of Reference Wor];s

THE NEW WERNER nnmon OF

THE ENcycLopEDIA ‘BRITANNICA

tunity for successful
piece of literature,

padla Bntanmca in a house gives the placé an intellectual
A library of thousands of volumes does not offer such an oppor-
home study and developm
There is no more instriictive reading on earth
than that contained in its 30 volumes. To' a life whose current
runs toward the future, this great work Is tndlspeusable. Just
now. you can secure the

Encyclopaedia Britannica
For One Dollar Cash

paying the balance in small monthly pa
that the entire Thirt
Book Case, will be delivered when the

You will be surprised when you led

Hese *?l';tft lete set (Thirty Lar
e complete 1
Now 1t—New Style Blikl‘ﬂ.;l Iotl{fyM:rlﬁzd voEglgiﬂQmﬂl? High

Machine Finish Book Pa
First payment, One
month thereafter
‘No. Q—Elﬂk h%omcr.o. Marbled Edges, Extra Qua!lty ngh Machine Finlsh

ook Paper, $60.
First payment, Two Dollars (amj u.nd Four Dollars m.m)pc
month thereafter
+ No. r—gl;oeep. Tan Color. Marbled Edges, Extra Qulilty High Mm:hine Finlsh

k Paper, $75.00.

First

month

tg:yruent. Thres Dollars ttj.cb)tnd Five Dollars (f5.00) pef

A reduction of 10% Is ted
receipt of the work. 9% Is granted by paylngcash within 30 days afterhe

FRANK STANTON, Wheeling, W. Va.

Volumes with a

The Pilot

knows {ust ‘how to steer a vessel to
bring i snfe‘li through the shoals
and out into'the open, Just so the
Encyclopadia Britannica is the one
absolutely " feliable guide for the
voyage of 'life, 'One cannot go
wrong if its féachings are followed,
It tells the mistakes men have made;
. how other_sﬁavesucceededandwhy.
~ An intelligent man gets good from
the experiences of others and steers
clear of the:rocks they ran against,
The very presence of the Enzﬂa-

ne.

ent as this master-

nts.  Remember, too,
uide and an elegant Oak

payment is made,
the

e $4
olfar (#1.00) &fid Thres Dollars (43:0) per

wid

The iational Exehange Bank of Dheeling.

J. N. Vanco,
John Frow,
G. E. Stifel,

CATITAL
S900,000.

I, N VANCE.«.coousser Prosident.
JOIN FREW.......Vice Iresident.

The National Exchange Bank
Of Wheeling.

L. B. BANDR..copmivmaseens
W B, IRVINE...,.. Ax't, Cashitt

o164,

BURPLUS
Bu6,

DIRECTORS.
John Waterhouss, ' Dr. John L, Diekt
Willlam Ellingham, W. E. dtone,
J. M. Brown, W, II. Frank

For Sale by Charles R. ouem.». Druggist, Buslness entrusted to our care will recelvn orompt ond cnrehll attention

Twelfth and Maorket Stredta
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WORLD’S MILE RECORD

&

i
e

1:35

BEVEL-
GEAR

Intermediate marks: Quarter Mile, 21 3-5 seconds; Half Mile, 43 seconds; Three-
Quarter Mile, 1:07 3-5, All are World's Records f : hicet
at New Bedford, Mass., June 29th, l;y édd!:: ﬁcDSfrfct:eo:sap”iw fEan

COLUMBIA

CHAINLESS.

McDuffee's feat is worthv' of special note as the bicycle he rod e of our
regular Columbia Bevel-Gear Chainless Road Mac!az:u, gf\*{t:nc{:l ‘g;s v?rti‘th racing
equipment. The superiority of the Columbia Bevel-Gear Chainless on the road has
been demonstrated over and over again.  McDuffee’s feat proves that it is superior ©0
other wheels for track purposes as well,

CHAINLESS, $60 to $75. CHAIN WHEELS, $25 to $50.
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POPE MFG. CO., - - -

Hartford, Conn

SHEFF BROS., Columbia Dealers, thenng. W- Va.




