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THE COURTSHIP OF ANANIAS. THE YVARSn OP YOUTH.

te he lm when we were bhet
ratekm l a heasl. y uWs tlhat d uow

weeed swest oapphira. W.ow e- the troubled Aloe and broew.

lKve o our dreams;

Ya- "Th ' o v u Ath ht vao the womle ,' mw1 . otnes thr•uhee a lor tug

lUpse e Msweet s eppuh And bel aalrt we are young!

" Your eeyes are dull as those of ash Iwo dol die, oaild loers know,

_Yer! -tis• • e .me bs our bright bad blooinag ways,

us Smr so f Nave's w o tthe ~heart-
s thu t h teaIs Th 'e weet am a men,

Made love to sweet Napphlra. We'll e'er forget was us the!

" No leer sigh," see quickly fried. lh, those iad Utso youthful years-
* I wu Iretura ina. o msivngs au no tears!
'Twill do me troud to he your bride, 4W new boan hopes and sumn .miles.

You le a I ts fashion. tf no untruths ad wicked w
To Is.e 0o1 now would break my hbrt. of love that still retains itsa

No sorrow could be direr." And tll is fresh and warm sweet.
And se by his medalbous art While later joys have had their day.

He was the sweet lpphira. And psed ~ from menmiry away!
-Philander J, hnse. -- rra•une.

Hidderi Gold.

"A LINE RUNNING AT RIGHT ANGLES TO INFINITY WILL

END WHERE GOLD IS BURIED."

New Roehelle, Weetchester county, N.
Y., is an interesting place from a historic
standpoint. Tom Paine, the famous inf-
del was so impressed with the place that
he deelded to die there. If you go to New
Roheblle It is necessary to know about the
death of Panlue, on pain of death. It Is
also well to grasp the fact that the IbHu•m
note settled the place and that politicans
now run it. Speaking of the latter brings
me to pirates -the old-fashlioed kind,
who acuttled ships instead of looting
teasuries.

The story I am about to tell was related
to me the other evening by a man upon
whose shoulders the mantle of the famous
boy who could not tell a lie has fallen.
We were seated before a wood fre, smok-
lng long pipes sad listenlng to the storm
as it nroared acres the sound and beat in
fury against the bouse. It was Just the
night for a yarn posseing weird feat-
ures. My friend thus began:

"When I irst entered college in a small
city of New England I was especially im-
pressed by the importance of the sopgho
more elass, and the feet that an insane
retreat was situated almost within a
stome's throw of our eaumps. Per the
bet few weeks of my career as a tfrhb-
man the sophomores were of more sg.
nflcanee to me than the madmen. After
getting used to the hopeomores howver
the"eraes" as w aslwe d tbe inmstee o
the retreat, became, by a natural step, ob.
Jsets of great interest to me. I never
passed the gloomy stone buildings late at
nigbt without crying m k pennifne open
In my band. The mufled shrieks that
haunted the drey place thrilled me by
their rim suggestveness. What if an
escaped madman should attack me in the

r4-,. n...- 1 I .•tL. Intn• ith-- une asernoon 1 ms"OnU auto sur
rounds which stretched in verdant laor
or many acres in front of the anylum.

It was a beautiful day in June and the
nervousness that ffected me at midnight
did not show itself under the influence
of the summer sun. On such a day and
in such a place Insanity seemed as im-
passble as blisards. As I wandered
along daIa the scene before me, I
noied ht a man was following me.
SHe is one of the keepers.' I thought. and

turned to ask him for a match with which
to ht a ca . I was at once struck
bl a- lof my pursuer. He was tall
and with a compleznon as pe.
feet as a woman's. His ees were fever-
l bly and the smile he gave me
u a It displayed a we of at -

tfeet mbu was to mr mid m
less. He had removed his Ia, andt
breese played with his snow white hair.
His moustache was as black a his oeyes,
and he ookd as thoulh old age lee a-I
aseked him lvm at th top. Whem I asked

him fore match hi. mie tbecame a laugh,
and e threw himself upon the greas.

"'Bit down.' he ored. 'I have mnomatoh,
bunt I an o talk so you.,

"I did as he estedtg Ik

tno tear tbat I had encountered one of
patients, and that be might become

dn r•n ati any moment.
ay I orel , be bregan onal-

dntlally, 'but they are widely mtaken.
Look at , young man. Do lIoo mad
"*I Lmubdt bedi butdld not dare to

be freak with him. 'N at all, sir. You
seem to be thoroughly sane.'

"'Good. Of course I am. I'll prove It.
You are one of the bors at the college up
thee. You study the higher mate -
les. Now, let me ol you trat a line run-
ning a right angles to Infinity will end at
a spot whe gld le buried. Do you fol-
low me ? J think of It a moment. No
resy man could make such a discovery.

If m inmld was not perfectly sooud I
never could have grasped this get prin-
ciple. I will o Into details wlth you co
era It. Suppose the captain of a ship, houlkT- -'
S'Ah, there ou are' remarkeda stern

, and one of the attendants ap
Iteoayd c. razy companion sprang
: f thMaI rana8theor seepl blookl on

" 'God day,' he said. poely, takien
the arm of the keeper. Put our min
onm~oprogaltlo. It is ertantoput
-lma morpum. Ram tmr ro 

Ipr

rnonins atriet sck to Inf ty will
sed whair.old is burled.'

"Yearn pesmd and I bad forgotten all
about this encounter with a madman.
After I left college I studied law, and
finally began the pracetce of my proase.
aia in Now York c.y. Desiring a uk t
bahom I came to New Rochelle and pu
chased an old Huguenot house that bad
withstood the storms of 160 years. An
agd ro woman who ad lived in the
famly of theoriginal owlers for several
g utions took car of me and acted as

owusekeeper. cook, and maiJdof-all-work.
1ine day se told me the story of her for-
ner employers.

SDy was French refugees who came
from France befob George Washington
was born. Dey lived beah foh many
)yeab. A great while ago dere was
pirates in dese watahs. )ne of dent fell
in love with a Huguenot girl, a daughter
of de fust owner of die veto house. He
took her away to sea, and year. after-

ward, when she was an ole woman, abe
ame back bhea. She had her liUttle bo
with erd ipe to or Uthat the
ple belonled tohm. H. took the tbam.
blynatme. After abe was dead e found
in her arubox a piece of rment
dat hadon itdemap of an Ibad and
some queer marks. He ke It for many
year and never showed it to hib wife and
children. When be was about Afty be
began to go away from home and lay fob

at a time. After a while he went
daand der took him to a mad house. De
wust of it was dat his oldest son got bold
of dat wicked parcbment."

S"What harm did that do. aunty?'
* "Why, be went ema•, too. Dere been

one obde family dat has one ncray in
every generation by itiar hdmd o' dat
map wk de queer marse on it.'

I was lnterested in her story and took
pains to fnd out more about it. I
discovered that everybody in town knew
the strange history of the D's. They
had been a wealthy and prominent fam-
ily, bet the erort of the eldest son
In eacph eraton to discover the hklun
place o thr racestral etes' Ro hod
aved disastrous to their fortunes. The

et thd race under the fatal influece
of the old parchmet bhad been in a mad-
borne for someS ars.

"O e w u was erle

manslon was gruanil and creaking a-
diough it thought of the pst and moaned
n sorrow, I t alone tryin to put mr
mindona knoty case of law. I bad al-
lowed my housekeeper to spend the nighbt
with some friends up te sound, and te
loneliness of my bome almost
made me regret my bacbelorbood. Sud-
denly to my amasement, I heard a sound
as though a key had been placed in the
lock of the front door. I rushed into
the hall and was confronted by
the handsome madman who had
discovered the relation of a line run-
ning at right angles to infinity to
buried treasure. I recognised him at
once. He had grown perceptibly older
since my college days, hut his cheeks
were still red and his moustache black.
His eyes retained the wild look that had
ti rilled me when I lay on the grass at his
kide.
" 'Good evening,' he id, courteously,

plaeing his dripping hat on a chair. 'You
are the new owner of my ancestral
home ?'

" 'I am. I did not know that anyone
posseseed a latch-key to the house. How-
ever I n se to see you. C(ome into
the 1ihe w:

"I spoe calmly, but my bheart was in
my thmrt. .I realied that my unwelcome

st hd eaped from the insane •st
lum, and I dreaded an outbreak of mad-
neas on his part.

* 'He I they were never able to And my
key,' •e remrked. seating himmelf in
front of the great ee. 'I knew I would
need it smetime, and I i ve kept it with
me tor •yea' He chuckled contentedly
at bli eleemnem.

"•'You mee,' he went on. 'I expect to
mIe the t poblaem, and mihM re-

qutle nno•h look at the pauabmet. Did
you ever e t?' He glanced at me smua

6'No.

"'Well, it's here, and the time has come
for me to esamine it again.'

" He arose from his seat, went to a re.
eeas In the wall, oned a mret puane
and brought to Ilbt dulmtsvered roll,
the cause of his famdJ's downfall.

"'Hem It Is; see? IJustlook at this map
a moment. ou can't make anything out
of those mark, ean you

" He was Intensely excited and, to hu-
mor hi gased Iedly at the pareb.

heant be d ,spread upon the table.
" 'The fact In that my ancestore made

one great blunder in translating the
ipber. I have spent years on the pusle

and a week ago got track of their ml.-
take. Look her . Everybody has read
the third line. as follows: 'Here Is bur-
led.' The correct rendering is Huckle-
terrr. There's whre they all got of the
track. Nse ? I thought it all out in solil-
tude. Now that I have the nt be-
fore me I know that I am rght.'

"What could I say to him I knew that
ha wan ersay, but his manner was a
earnest and well balsnced as that of a
inns man pointing out a great discovery
toa friend.

"He rerolled the parchment and re-
plaed It in ts hiding place. Then,

i his hand familiarly on my
sboul be whispered: "rve got a host
waiting for us."

"'What do you mean ."
"*Why, don't you understand me? I

gree to take you in as partner In this af.
r. My predecessors in tbe'searchthought

that the gold was buried in Dev•rwt'.
Neck. I proved to you that Huckleberry
Island is the place to meek for it. The
night is dark and windy, but my bhot is
not at all eranky."

"'I wish you weren't,' I muttered to my-
self. To put to 'sa in a rowhuat with a
madman on such a night as that was ab-
urd. But how could I help it? He was

mu•b larger and stronger thn I, and I
feared every nlmomen*t that by word
or look I would aroim" his crasy rage. He.

sned at me now and then with a wus-
p•ious gleam in Ihi eyes that warnedl Il.

ho he careful.
I "'I will go with y.u.' I said. at length.

"He laughed wlldl, seled nm band
and said that I war a worh ocupant of
his famill's bomestad. I began to think
he spoke the truth, for I was not certain
thatmy reaso could withbstand the ordeal
before me.

"'Eeume mo a moment until I get my
overcoat.' efore e could follow me I
was In the ball and slloped a revolver into
mypok. I was none too aquik, for nl
another inlat bhe had placed an arm in
mine and was hurrying me to the doaor.
The etorm bad abated somewbat and the
maon would now and then peep forth
from behind the sourrying scud. Water
dripped bon the teee and a we croeed
the road we mank to our ankles in mud.
As moon as we macbed the shore I maw
that be bad made bls arrangements
with the craftiness of a madman.
The boat was drawn up in the hebl-
ter of a rock and contained a spade
and pickase. We put forth with
some dilculty, for a heavr surf was best-
s agains the shore. The eary man

took the osm and handled them with al-
most superhuman skill. I nat in the stemrn,
Had, under his direction, heeded for
HuekIebr Island. The sea was so
rough that it wa nearly an hour before
we grounded on the western end of the

"Taking the spade, the pickax and a
large bag from the boat my companion
huledforwad. He seemed to have no
doubt as to his destination. It was evi-
dent that the map on the parchment was
thou~ impressed on his mind. The
uijht badI Irorn dark laln and the
moon hed abandoned bher eorts to pieree
the clouds. I found it difacult to keep
near the madman, and when I finally
overtook him he was using the spade
with feverish energy and had aleady
dui quite a lar e in the pliant earth.

Keep quiet,' be said, sternly. 'This
is the place.' Then be went to work
again with renewed vigor.

"I watched him for a long half hour.
He was hatess, and his long gry hair
formed a plything for the wind. After a
time he threw of his coat, and then his
vest. As the bole lrew deeper his excite.

onens increased. He swore most appro-
prately, like a prate, and I elung to the
pickax for comfort. At last hib spade
struck something and he bent down
eagerly with an exclamation of triump
on h lips. Then to my horror
brought forth a skull. Hurlinl it from
him with a curse, he renewedhis task.
The skeleton of a man impeded his
progressand be cast the bones asidke in
a way that filled me with dread. He
was growing madder every moment, and
as he began to realise that there was
nothing In the grave but the remains of
his piratical ancestor his fury knew no
bounds. Springing ftmthe ole that was
waist deep, he rushed at me, and before
I could avoid him he had seised me by the
neek.

"'Damn you!' be cried, you have been
here before and stolen the gold. You
must die, you thief!'

"I was choking. bere was murder in
ble ayes, and I bad to choose between my
own death and his. Grasping my revolver
Just as my struggle for death bad becomei I sbot him through the brst

mutter: ' line runnlng at right
to infinity will end-' Then e died."
-Ckicago Herad's New York lter.

NOT UNDERSTOOD.

Not understood. We move along asunder,
ur phs grow wider as the measos rteep

Axgthe year, we marvel and we wonder
Why life Is life, and then we fall asleep,

Not umlelstraot.

Not understoud. We gather false imlprelonw.
And hug them clser as the y•r go by,

Til virtues often seem to us tnantslons,
And thuin men rise and fall, n live a die,

Not understood.

Not understood. Poor souls with Ltulled islonl
Oft measure by their marrow ue:

The poned shafts of harhood and derllou
Are oft impelled 'galns those who nmnuld the

age,
Not underltood.

Nut umnerstood. The seret slrings of actiuo
Which lie beearth the surface and the show,

Are disregarded; with self-satisfactlou
We Judge our ineu hbomr, and they often go,

Not understuod.

Not understood. How trileofteu c e us!
The thoughtess sentence or the aned slight

Ietrimy hag y of rMesshp sad ernAndd u our souls there fallts a fdreedabllght.
Not undrood.

Not understead. Howmar bressre achig
For lak of sympathy! Ak! day by day
ow many hyhets abreakiog!
How many Bmolyeu p . aaway

O (iod! that men would see a litr dclearer,
Or ludgeeslb whm theyea msot ee!

O dl that tee woul draws al se a Kr
To nipe atr-they he -• er t nee

And understo bnn.
-Thomas Benchea.

MAY OR CAN.

The Senat.r Was Thesght to Ie a Little
Tee Partlealer.

From the Washimton Post.
The following converostion occurred

over the telephone wire between the house
of Senator Stanford and the ollee of the
Washington Post on the evening the men-
ator returned from California:

The Poet: "Is that Senator Stanford T"
Mr. Stanford's private secretary (with a

mental reservation) : "Yes."
"Can I send a reporter up to interview

you on the silver question, senator :"
"I don't know."
"I smay esn I send arepore' to interview

you on the silver question?"
"You'll have to ask your editor."
"You don't understand me. I saki, can

I send a man to interview you ?"
"I don't know what you can do. Ask

your editor."
"But I represent the editor. I am the

editor. (an you tell me whether I can
send a man up to your house ?"

"You'd better ask your publisher if you
don't know."

"What ?"
S, ly, if our editor doesn't know what

you cn d. perhaps your publisher

"But you don't understand. I want
to know if I can send a man to your
house."

"Perhaps you want to know If you may
send a man to the house. Yes. I suppose

yW yo•" see him ?"
"That s an entirely different matter.

He can learn that by coming up."
After a little more sparring the Post

sent a man to the senator's house and
t the interview.but the telephone editor

•onc', to the conclusion that even a
senator ann 1w too exact in the choice of
languag e.

ThrO Hllmdm.m or Ier.
Froni Ut. F.I-i I,

Ted: "I imaurde D)ollty t.II mer time thins,
she loved mfor."t

Ned: *~*.l.
Ted: "I -l,.Irt reallyIj -penrtiss a.iingk'

Mme of-."

THOSE ANSWERS MIXED
1 bcle WI th TIlk of su -

vertlaug Clerks Itae.

A Torrible Time in the Home of a
Man Who Advertleed for a

Laundres--His Wife Had
Supticions.

!Pte th* t't agoe Mai.
"I had an experience recently with an

advertisement which nearly broke rup my
piese." said a sad-eyed man at a down-
towl club. "I haven't quite cleaed my-
sil yet, but I guess I'll be able to square
thiL at home in a month or two by stay-
lg In of evenings. It happened this way:
Itee week my wife notified me that the
family laundress was going out of busi-

aes, and that, as she didn't know anyone
to it, I had better put an advertisement
late paper. But she didn't want to be
bothered by having an army of appl-
east call, so she maid that it would
be as well to have them answer
It Intter. I went down town and Inserted
an advertisement for a family laundres.
The man at the window gave me a ticket
entitling me to a letter addressed to 'E
6,' and I went away. The second morn-
ane afterward my wlfe said to me:

'I'm going down town to day, dear.
and if you'll give me the ticket I'1 stop
and sen if thenr are any answers to the
advertisement.'

"I told her that she had better let me
et them; that I could do it without dif4.

eulI, and it would save her the trouble
an so forth. She looked at me kind of
queer, as women will, and said, very

" 'Give me the ticket, Henry.'
6 There was nothing for it but to give

it up, and, hesides, I had no reason for
wanting to hold out. anyway, so I reached
In my vest pocket for it. It wasn't there.
I fet in another pocket anti could not
find It. Then I forgot where I put It. and
went scouring through any clothes, during
which my wife said:

"Strange that you should have so much
trouble aIding that ticket ?"

"Finally I remembered that I had put
it In nmy card case and produced it. Bait
my wife looked at me kind of queer, and.
though I lhadn't the slightest cloud on my
conwienee in the matter. I knew that I
looked sheepish and embarrassed. I only
mention thin little smatter to show how an
innoecant man will unaknowimngly pile uap
evidence against himself.

That night when I went home tne wife
of my bosom met ine with head aloft and
a stony stare. I uttered some little pleas-
antry and tried to be friendly with her in
an oasculatory way, but she waved me off
and mid:

"You made a mistake when you gave
me that advertising check this morning.
I wanted the one regarding the latin-
dress."

I had iiiilwniwwr a immdra but
my wife 1are a disdainful siff and pro-
duced a down letters, which she handed
to me without a word of comment. I
opeened one and read:

" 'Am a blonde, petite and trima of fir-
ure. twenty-one years old, agreeable covii-
jcaaion and jolly dis|Moitioi. Will INvla< to arranege an interview. Ail-
dreM '

"I turned cold all over, thln lint, and
then cold again. I felt nmy face growing
red and my hlair bristling. I looked up at
my wife. She was lookinl at me coldly,
her face tern and met.
"*My dear.' said 1, "whiat does this

mean .
"'Read the others !' she said. omnimlouly.
"I opened another. It was a note writ-

ten in a lady's hand oti paIpr covered
with ink violets. It read:
"'I am 19 years old, five feet six Inclhes

tall, and weigh 120 pound.. Am dark,
with brown eyes, and anm called hand-
smne: am fond of amusement. Would
like to meet you. Address -.

"('hill clhased up and down ll spitail
column. I looked at my wife again. Sheu
wasu iling mll urdernuly ad her fingers
were drumming on the table.

"'1 .assure youmy love.' said I --lbut
she intmupted me with:
" 'Ther's a lot more yet.'
" 'Feverishly I ran through the other

letters. They were from girls who di-
scribed their charms minutely, and made
tbemselvem out as perfect beauties. And
they all wanted to meet one. Seened to
have a howling desle to get friendly with
me for some reason or other. I don't
know when I have read of so many
charming grl.. Thee were blondes of
all kinds-tall and willowy. short and
ptite, posle and muslcal, artiLse and
lierary there were brunettes athletcaily
Incined and soulfully dipostiond ; oval-
faced and brown-eyed, tall and abort,
thin and plump. But all were bewitching
according to thelr own description of
themselves. And how they did dote on
theaters, and boating. and driving, and
concerts and danclnlg! It was enough to
makea man giddy, and I was giddy
when I nlased thel lut and pgad at nmy
wife.

" Tbre's some nimlstake' I (declared.
"' )f course,' she replied arcasttcally.

'1 toldl you so in the first place. You save
me the wrong ticket.' and she tapped her
foot on the carpet fretfully.

"I saw that I had to do something uqlkick
to avert the coming storm-burst, so I
jumped right into the breach. I swore by
all tlw gods that I knew nothing of these
le.tters that I had only advertimed for a
laundress, and that it was the fault of the
c.lerk in putting the letters in the wrong
ihz: but my wife cooly turned the letters
'over and showed me thel aktress., 'E .'

S"Then the clerk had got the tickets
iized.'

'l'Prove it.' said my wife, skeptically.
"1 rushed out of the house and down

town to the newspaper ofice. I kept get-
ting hotter and hotter as I went, and
when I confronted the clerk who bad
taken my 'ad.' I did sonme prett ood olf-
Ihan swearing. When I had finished he
laughed and handed me a bundle of let-
ters.

"'A man brought twem in a while ago.'
he' said, and made the same kind of a
kick. Your 'ad.' shouldk have read 'F
,.' .and his 'E Ws.' The addresses eemn to
have got changed. Br'ng hack hii. let-
ter". Here are ours.'

"I Ibought a paper and looked ulp his
'ad.' It was a persuonal wherein a gentle-
nuarl of al desired ttw acquaintance of an
agr.eable young lady with a view to
in.atrillon, and stipulating that descrip-
tiomna shouki accompany answers. I took
the Ipaper home and sIhowed it to my
wits;: also gave the elerk's explanation.

h.e .accepted it after a fashion, I.nt she.
w.I still suspicionus. Womnen will hw
jealn.is, you know, at eve.ry tick of the
cl.sk if they get a clha•le. Bat I guress
I'll ltuare things by ranll by if I'm devoted
,I.i litwmrai iln my eontribiti.on% t, her pin

iere ard There.
THE AFFAIRS OF MEN BRIEFLY DISCUSSED.

How time works changes! One even-
ing recently a New York Star reporter
dropped into the famous place kept by
Justus Schwab. Ten years ago he was a
fielere oeiollt ahd owned nothing. At
that time he favored the divison of all
property and the establishment of a new
civillsation. Upon the blackhoarl in his
front room were always verses from such
soelalistic poets as William Morris and
Algernon. Swinburne, and quotations
from the incendiary pre" of Europe. In
the past decade Schwab has made a good
fortune, and is now a fat, comfortable
citlsma. There are no poems on the
hlaekboard now and no quotations. In
their utead are theater posters and busi-
nemi advertimeentls. The people present
are no longer hungry morallists and wild-
eyed anarchists, but well-dmresed, rotund
and proeperous people.

Bismarck did not decline a dukedom
herause he felt that he was too poor to
keep up the position of a duke. He is
very wealthy; there a• few Germans
richer than he. Every promotion with
with Kaiser Wilhelm I. honored him was
accompanied with a splendid gift in
mloney; moreover, Bismarek ha mulade
many Profitable investments. He owns
large graLing lands and heautiful farms;
he is interested financially in several
pronperous distilleries and paper mills,
and he is one of the owners of the
largest wood sawing concern in
Europe. His income from all eourees
must be enormous. He is tolday a much
richer man than the German emperor min
fact, William 11. is comparatively poor.
His grandfather was by no means weal-
thy; he was generous aml he cared for
money only as a means of gratifying his
inclination. His grandson appears to
have inherited many of the okl gentle-
•an's characteristics. But the greatest
honor the young kaiser conferred upon
Bismark was that accorded whI• h Iegave
lisnmarek a portrait of himself.

Nome one has ransacked the unmpub-
lished speeches of the immortal Daniel
Webster and found the following gem,
cklivered by the senator in opposition to
a modest bill which came before the
United Mates senate nearly fifty years ago
for the establishment of a mail oute
from Western Missouri to the mouth of
the Columbia river:

What do we warn with the tac, worthless
aresa This at savages sad wild basts, of
deerts. of si ads sad whirlw sall du4t,

sates an _ ded? V ho t al sastm

red to their bas with steel mesisew? W eam
we ever do with the western mast-a sut of
3Amt miles, reek bound. herressa•ad umnslatlttm
ausl munt a harbor mon it! What muse have we for
schk a eounltry"? Mr. Pr•lhslent I will eater
tats silr tsit frumn thme ishik tressury tu plase
thei I'm'itlevssast sns in ih ne-.anr ito Ibmsm than
it Is mnWi.

s a "

A curioum uit for breach of contract
was recently tried in Montreal. The a-
tion war brought against a firm of book-
sellers in that city for falling to import a
certain edition of the works of Victor
Hugo. The defense claimed that. certain
of tthe' hooks embierced ein the contract,
such as Notre Dal(e" and "Les Misera-
lIles," went of immoral character and
oudclllltld by the congregation ll I' Ir..

del. and that the inm could not he corn-
Idiled to deal in hooks which twe church
IrohibitLd. The presiding judge decided
that thlw contraut was valid. and could not
Ihe n'f'ected by the ecclesiastical authori-
ties andl that the hook.ellers must pay.

Now that pretty Elisabeth Bitand has
gorle of again to Eurpe for a holiday,
people are admiring her head for business
and contrast it with the rocket-like career
of the young woman who came in first on
that round-the-world scramble. Miss Bie.
land started for San Francisco on the
afternoon of the day on which the propo
sition was made to tier, but out of the
few hours at her disposal for preparation
she found time to send for her
lawyer and take that gentleman to
Mr. Walker at the olkce of the
Cu'oepoihta and have a contract drawn
in regular form and signed, giving bur a
position at P1,OO a year for two ears,
whether she lost the race or won. With
this in her pocket she packed her trunks
with an easy mind, and now, her task ar-
complished, goes off on a tour on the cot -
tinent, planning to "return to London for
a fortnight occasionally to keep her work
in hand." And her rival? Shew brought
houie a monkey and chIarged it to her es-
pense acmount. The World refused to pay
for it, she refused to ilterrupt her lectulre
tour to testify in a suit against tile t'0.rld
for lill, and now where mi Nellie Blly

* 5

Althllough tlh typewriting instrunwut is
superwimliug to a very large extent the use
of the ie.u in commercial life., there I
plenty of conditions under which a good
style of handwriting is umot lesirable.

cBhool teachers w U wel'mwne a new de-
vice for the Impreov.ment of tihe hand-
writilng, which hal. just beenl breoughlt out.
It enables any one to write with the great.
est pousible ease, fulitating the handling
of the ienbolder anid preventing the obh
jertionable balancing of the attachment
of the otherwise excellent oblique pen-
holder. This new invention is practi-
cable, durable and inexpensive.

Thern- is scarcely rmnenlwreml a time
when the lgentlemnen wore so miany hand-
some nleckties as they do now. The man-
ufacturers are furnishing many hand-
usone styles. and the silks of which they
are miade present all the beautiful combi-
matiosll of colorlor and elegance of design
that call Iw imaglned. The ,s.her and se-
date ties of a year or two ago have en-
tirely disappeared, .and brilliance atnd
color Inmake the retirevmlent of the sullued
,lle. l e'li. there is no reansll why a geln-
tlemani should not wear a little color if he
chal•.les. t ur gratlllfathers were gorge•nls
ill gaud•dily-fleowertl waitce~at-, and a re-
turr toe that style oef wearingr alei.arl is

COWBOY RECKLESSNESS
A oiery to Pleom d Dem Igermw s

of Pokr Prmd Fatal.

A Bullet In a Cow Puncher's Neck
Interfered With His Breathing

to Such an Kxtent that He
Quit Trying.

"Yes," said the old cattle lmaan, as ho
took of his mtmbero and gazed medita-
tively at the rattlesnake band which en-
vironel the crown. "cow-puncherm m
mighty queer people. They need watehbia
an' herdin' nearly .•s much as cattle. I
knowed one by the name of Stevensoe
down on the, Turkey Track ranch. is
Texas, as merited a heap of lookin' aftbe
This yere Stevenson wasn't exactly ornery
hut hein' naturally restless an' peevish
with a disposition to be emphalti whem
ever be was Illin' of himself up, keepis
your eye on him was a good safe play. He
was public spirited, too. in his way, aa'
sometimes took lots of pains to please

I 'miinas once when we was bringin' up
a beet bherd from the Panhandle country.
We was up agin the south hank of the
Arkansaw tyin' to throw the herd across.
There was a bridge there, blt we allowed
it was plenty weak, so we was mnakin' the
herd wade. nteve was posted at the
entrance of the bridge to turn hbck any
loose cattle that might take a notion to aw
an' cross that away. Thea he was asr
tin' on his broncho. an' both mighty new
ask ep. Sone women people-towerims, I
reckon-as was nmmped in town came
over on the bridge to use the fun. They
lined out close up to Steve an' a-leali'
f theiryoun eastern chins on the top

ral -i okifL' down.
"'I don't regard this much,' says one

young woman; 'tber' an't no thrll inate
it. Why ever don't they do3nmethinlg e-
citln' "'

"Steve hem the young woman a i dio.-
pleasd, an' as IP eoukln't figer nothia'
else o<t quick to entertain her. be gives a
whoop, hang.t his six-shooter off into the
seenery, (ig his ipuns Into the hoes, an*
hops over th. side of the bridge into t"
shallow water below. The jump was mo-
3D feet, anti hbuted the pony's legs Ilk
toothpicks, hesidoes breaking Steve's coller
hone ate' disperain' of his features artumal
iighlty free ani frightful on account of

him sorter lightin' on his face.
"Well, we shot the pony. a'n Steve romod

in the grub-wagon four or five days re-
cooperatin' of himself. It wuis Just the
merry of bell that lie didn't break his
neck.

" 'Wliatever did you jump off for?" I
asked Steve when he was comin' arounl.

-"Well, to &moose that she short-horn.
as was cuamin' no,' says Steve. 11 was='&
allowin' for her to go hack to the *>ate
Maulinin' of us cow Min as -ow-ipp4wt

haoo-printi all point one way. He --
over on the upper Red river gamibnlt
round with the cowboys when be g1
creased.

"Steve never oruhter " ambled noi..
He was a good cowhow-sptndid ronsd-
up hand an'could do billay's work with
rope or iron in a brandin' pen with any
body; but conmling right to cabes he didn't
know any inowe ahout playin' |ioker tban
about iprachin.' Actually, Ie' iet two
pair like there was no record of their
beln' heat. This yere. of course, led *
frequent piverty, lout it didn't seem to
teach Steve nothlin.'

"1101 thle occasion of his 4i0 mnise one of
the bloys got lhold of a tray full; Stove
1iviit' Ioost-sad of a club Rush. queen La
thim Iwail. That wittled it. In two mnik-
utes he idiiln't have even his blanketso kle

"After he went broke Steve h'isted in a
drink or two of unoot paint an' soured
aneiilil a whole lot an' just as thIe'tray-full
boy getot into his saddle, antin' to out
to his camip. he eoies along u1> *>n' hails
him..

".. you kanow.' sa ,s 'teve, un u,
gloomy. 'I've been tryin to school
to bear it, hut I can't. an' I'm tbheelore
her ttosay as bow you stole that paIr f
kings u you made out your full head aM
completed mn rin. Th bis het I'm
ut goin' to drw upon you for that rie-

a-ehri I lost, an' I looks to see you hoace
the draft unmurmuringly.'
"'Oh. you do. do you?' s the t

full heboy, mighty scornful. 'Well, you 'v
a heap too manguine. You just masd the
draft through the clearin' house a'
watch it get thrown out a whole lot. De
nyou uposeI gi itup tsheoood a
tM full-as-ba•lm eaua to bold •.1a
is? Well, I guess not: not this rh•Pu
mson.'

" Don't get it lpent about this yse rob
bery' iar. Steve. It's enuf to be plId-
ered without hein' petetd wirth
ga'ety. Now what Imy s this: ilMI
g"" tny stu back right here and now, er
"ur uebenedin' convenrtion will oeew is
the smoke.' sad thereupona teve dhlis M
pitol and takes hold of the tray-full boy'
bos by the bridle.
" If anything makes eme more wmal

than another.' says the tray-full btn. It's
" un play. an' to avoid such exhbibless
I freely returns your plunder, but you s•e
I don't pl ardy no more.
"So the y gel down of his boss ad

Steve tbhnkin' the debate s1 closed ite up
his unagain. But he was a bheap Ie
hopeful for the next second, ang! gim
the tray-full boy's six-shooter. and the
bullet ketches Steve in the neek. M1
bouthered hi breathing to such a limit this
in two minutes he quit tryin' altagethe.
an' that afternoon we had a asty, but
mgtsuccessful. funeral with his

" I don't reckon.' says Gene Wathiia,
who was range bos.' "terre's n, need of
havin' any trials or lawsuits about the
yere killin'. I've knowed Steve for a long
time, an' liked him. but them views he
kept entertainin' as to the value of aker
hands leads straight to everlasltia' uIsat'
tbis yere sorrowful episode don't surprise
nor stampede me none whatever. His
death should he a warnin' to us' "

A •e.Mtoreal sawe to Ctamueks.
Fr•ml the W'ashioagt Poet.

There is one of the senators. I doea'
know whicb one, for Ioy Lnfonarat
fused posItively to tell me, who is a eso
finned victim of the cigarette habit. L
is as nervous as a cat. and be smokm a
,loen. or so of the dilrustiing little aflair
every night while he lie tin bed ponru
over ahstrtue law books. He appreciator
to the full the unplleasantlssi of thi
state of thing'l, bIt he years ago qrave up
all hope of ever breaking the babit's hold
on him. They say, to.. that he is oi•g
to try to have the sale of cigarettes
trtricte by law. W•en heI introduces bll

anti-ciegarette measurw we shall know who
be is


