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!m-{:!\ '\10THER cuT nw HAIR.

: ; . fl'vo been dowr to a barber shop, the first

dodgasted one
' "T've tackled since 1've been in town a-visit-
in" my son.

“They trimmed my hair and twisted it and |

plastered and shampooed

“U'ntii they've made me look "boui like a
reg'lar bloomin’ dude.

‘And as I set a-thinkin,” with the apron
round my chin,

"My recollections got to sort o' runnin’
back ag'in

“To long afore I knowed the world had sech
a thing as care

“When I was just a little tyke and mother
cut my hair.

"When mother done the cuttin’,
done it as she ort;

And she never ust to ask me if I'd have it
long er short.

iShe slipped my head into a crock, and then
she grabbed her shears

.And cut my hair off even on,a level with
my ears.

why, she

“I'hey wasn't any seafoam and a lot o' tryin’

stufr

“To make a fellerweary when he knows he's
got enough,

"Ner no bay rum ner brilliantine ner easy
sofa chair,

‘Fer which I had to settle when my
.mother cut my hair.

1 s'pose that I'm old-fashioned-like and
sort of out-o’-date;

I wa'n't born soon enough er else I'm
hangin’ on too late.

But somehow these new fangled ways the
people now invent

I figger, as the feller says, don't hit me
worth a cent.

Fer down in that big barber shop, with all
its fuss and frills,

And all the fancy-smellin’ things the mind
o’ man distils,

I wished the goose grease she put on, and
bergymont was there,

And I was jest a little boy with ma to cut
my hair.

—Nixon Waterman, in L. A. W. Bulletin.

THE OLD SILVER TRAIL.

BY MARY E. STICKNEY,

{Copyright 18¢6, by J. B. Lippincott Co.]

CHAPTER 1.—COXTINUED.

So long as the Mascot mine had been
as a ravening monster crying: “Give,
give!” its discoverer had been permit-
ted to do with it as he would. He
might cast into the mine’s insatiate
maw his money, his hopes, his very
life, and there was no man to claim the
right to share the venture, none to med-
dle with the method of his immolation.
So long as Windy Gulch had been
aecounted one of the deadest camps
in all Colorado, its peace had been un-
disturbed; but now that an era of pros-
perity had dawned, a walking delegate
appeared to orguanize a branch of the
Miners’ union, and Harvey Neil was
first of all waited upon by the com-
mittee deputed to request that thence-
forth the mine-owners would employ
wone but union men. while certain de-
tails as to wages and hours of work
were peremptorily insisted upon. The
majority of the mine-owners, believing
diseretion the better part of valor, con-
ceded the demands after brief parley;r
but Neil, with a spirit ill equipped to
brook undue interference in what he
considered his private business, sen®
the deputation to the right-about with
such stinging speech that the union
was roused to immediate retaliation,
and for the first time in all its history
Windy Guleh was treated to the spec-
tacle of a strike that boded no good to
any man.
1t was a fime of general business de-
pression, and hundreds of needy work-
ingmen were eager to take the places
vacated by the strikers: but the un-
happy “scabs” came but to suffer
martyrdom. Threats and execrations
pursued them through the streets of the
camp: and some who were caught out
after dark were mishandled that
they were glad to ery enough and es-
cape to the minor evils of wagelessness
and want. Neil, so far from being
brought to terms by such meihods,
grew but the more obstinately in-
trenched in his position with contem-
plation of each new outrage. Such non-
union men as had stood by himm he
would protect by every means in his
power, upholding their rights as well
as his own, come what would. He would
listen to no talk of compromise; not
one jota would he yield, although
a sympathetie strike had now been or-
dered, and every mine in the camp that
depended upon hired labor stood still
for his determination. Deep shafts
filied with water, and costly machinery
rusted in idleness; and Windy Guich,
but the other day as law-abiding and
sleepily plodding as any New England
village, was aow alive with a throng of
boozing idlers, nursing  bitterness
-against the mine-ownaners, and especially
casting curses upon the name of Harvey
Neil, whose plutocratic indifference to
the rights of labor was held fo be the
cause of all the trouble. Appeals for
protection were made to the autherities
in vain, until at length, the strikers’
souls iuflamed to frenzy by non-success
and want, that coward’s ally dynamite
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was invoked to bring to terms the Mas--

cot mine, while had not Harvey Neil
been summarily hustled out of sight
by frightened friends, the chanceg
seemed that even murder might have
been added to the horrors of that night,
The ecounty authorities were now
aroused to take summary action, and
peace was after a time restored. Dut
capital which might have been tempted
had been frightened back from a field
which lawlessness could so dominate;
Windy Gulch, poorer by far than it had
ever been before, had ceased to dream of
any boom; while Neil, all the costly im-
provements upon his property de-
stroyed, with no possibility of redaress,
found himself practically at the foot of
the ladder once more. More disheart-
ened than he had ever been, the young
man, who now felt old, borrowed money
to get his mine in working shape once
more; and when that was done he be-
took himself to the east for the restand
change he so sorely needed after the
long strain that had been upon him,
_And mow up by the old trail the
Grubstake mine was presently vying

capital could bring to pass, while all the
camp wondered. The Grubstake had
been locatled years before by a couple of
credudous yvouths who were divected in
their operations altogether by the pre-
tended revelutions of a so-called pro-
fessor of spiritualisza in Denver. Al-
though they had carried their tunnel
some sixty feet iato the mountainside
before they lost Taith in their oracle and
sold out to the colonel for a song, no
mineral had been discovered, while the
camp was generally of the opinion that
none ever would be, until the new
owner's operations stirred doubts as to
the soundness of that judgment. Some
there were to opine that the colonel
might be preparing aew bait for on= oi
the English syndicates ox the {ype that
sc often had been his gudgeon; others,
who thought themselves equally well
informed as to the great promoter’s pe-
culiar methods, argued that he was
more probably plotting mischief wkich
would presently be apparent in the
ground where the two claims crossed,
prophesying that Neil would be forced
for his own peace eventually to pur-
chase the Grubstake at its owner’s own
ficure; while others still, more full of
charity toward a gentleman who, so far
as reputation went, seemed generally in
the position of the under dog, coniended
thia the work upon the properiy meant
only that there was mineral to be uncov-
zred there, since, whatever his faults,
there was no man who could see farther
through a stone than Col. Randalph
Meredith. And these last could take
unction to their souls when one day the
ore wagons began coming down from
the Grubstake side of the hill on their
way to the Orodelphia smelter, while
rumor said that a strike had been made
surpassing even the Mascot’s richaess,

Harvey Neil was still east when this
occurred, and the honesi gentleman in
charge of the mine, who could wield a
six-pound *‘jack”™ as though it had been
but the plaything of a child, but whose
very soul sickened before the labors
of a pen, being moreover of simple and
unsuspecting turn of mind, little given
to poking a meddling nose beyond ihe
legitimate, limits of his own domain.
saw small reason to descant upon «n
neighbor’s good fortune beyond barest
mention of the strike. Several months
had therefore gone before Neil, who had
been detained beyond his first plan by
an illness of hix mother,. returned.to find
outwhat had been goingonover the hill.

Then it was observed that he iocked
troubled and anxious, and the eamp
somehow became aware that he had
visited the Orodelphia smelter tc obtain
samples of the ore which the Grub-
stake was shipping in such prodigious
quantities, while it was said that he
held many consultations with his law-
ver. It became known after a litile
that he had asked permission to go
through the workings of the Grubstake
and had been refused, the mine, accord-
ing to Col. Meredith's invariable prac-
tice with all his properties, it was
stated, being rigidly closed to all vis-
itors. Later the camp laughed appre-
ciatively over the story that went
round of how Neil had outwitted his
astute neighbor by sending an em-
issary disguised as a workmap to spy
out what the Grubstake levels might
disclose; and afier that nobody
surprised when it became known that
suit had been broughit for $50,000 dai-
ages and an accounting for ore2 ab-
stracted from the Mascot miue through
the overreaching workings of the Grub
stake; while pending the decision of
the court the alleged intruder was suip-
marily enjoined from further removal
of any ore from that portion of the
ground embraced in the crossing of
the two claims. And the knowing ones
had hardly time to demonstrate how
clearly all this chimed in with their
oft-repeated prophecies, when they
were given further opportunity to
prove how keen had been their pre-
science by the filing of a cross-bill on
the part of Col. Meredith, followed by
a counter injunetion restraining Neil
himself from further meddling with
the territory in dispute wuntil time
should be given to prove before the
courts that there was but one true vein
in evidence, and that a direct continua-
tion of the Grubstake.

was

CHAPTER 11.

Dorothy Meredith rode slowly along
the sandy shore of Gem lake, her en-
joyment of the scene subtly enhanced
by the suggestion of forbidden fruit
more distinctly in evidence with every
moment of dallying. Before her mind’s

eye she could plainly see her father.

fuming with impatience as he looked
for her out of the shaft-house door at
the Grubstake mime, where it had been
arranged that she was to meet him at
this hour of four in the afternoon; but.
while the troublesome vision appealed
to her sense of duty on the one hand,
on the other it but filled her with per-
verse longing to loiter.

In all Colorado she was sure no scene
coculd be found more wildly beautiful
than this tree-fringed water, like a bit
of silver dropped down in the moun-
tain’s embrace, with the changing
light of a rising storm falling upon
every feature with strange transmut-
ing touch. As with most happy folk,
nature's somber mood was but a pleas-
ant play upon her senses, a chord of
sweet minor to thrill her with new
delight, and her mind was simply 2
chaos of incoherent exclamation as her
glance ranged from the gray swirling
clouds to the water making kaleido-
scopic play with the leaden tints; the
guarding trees all shivering and whis-
pering together as though in ominous
prophecy of evil, the great hills loon:-
ing up on every side, on whose steepr
siopes seemed ranged the ghosts of ail
“he trees that had ever died, so unreal
they looked in the winding sheets ol
mist that more and more with every mo-
ment disguised their fair outlines.
But a moment ago the range had tow-
ered in majesty at the west, three of
its mighty, snow-crowned peaks look-

ing down over the growingbnlwarko(
cioud like a gn.thuing-u! kinp \ :
ing im

sals, the .

It was & scene full of weird des-
olation, instiacet with wind and wos.
So far o5 the oyve might see was 1o
sivn of habi nothing that bore
the touzh of humun hanas besides the
zll sepment of grass-grown road
curving acound at one side of the tiny
lake. 1% seeined a fair dream-world of
gray and silver, where nature mourned
alone, refusing to be comforted.

But, though in the vested independ-
ence of American girlhood she might be
oblivious to the claims of an irate fa-
ther, she could not long remain deaf to
such ‘warnings as the winds were now
ghriekiug through the trees. She was
not yeu ready to admit that she had
been unwise to linger so long:; but us
she turned her horse back to the road
she was forced to reflect that, with
more than three miles lying between
her and the shelter of the Grubstake
shaft-house, she was bound to have a
hard ride to escape a wetting. A skilled
and fearless rider, however, it was but
a new pleasure to give the horse his
head, settling herself in the saddle for
a break-neck race with the storm; but
just at the foot of the first hill she sud-
denly drew rein, while her gaze wan-
dered uncertainly up the unkempt,
half-obliterated track turning off at the
left, the Old Silver trail.

Ten years before, just at the last of
the Silver City excitement, her father
had brought her mother and herself to
stay for a month or so at Windy Gulch,
and then, with a child’s fondness for
gadding, she had learned the topogra-
phy of all the regionround. She remem-
bered perfectly the line of the old road,
which now passed directly by the X¥as-
cot mine and within a stone’s throtw of
the Grubstake—her glance as it wan-
dered up the newer way, which now too
had grown old, clearly recalling the
point of intersection. By taking this
short cut she could save a mile or more,
while with such gain in time she ought
besides to be able somewhat to mollify
her father's wrath by presenting her-
self in dry clothing. So far asshe knew
the. way beyond the Mascot mine was
now never used, and, with its originally
flimsy construcltion and the awful
grades which had brought it into dis-
favor the chances were that it would be
in the worst possible condition for safe
travel; but Miss Meredith was not ac-
customed to question her ability to go
wherever horse might earry her, while
ihe wiry little broncho she rode was
blessed with a cat-like capacity for
climbing at any angle and over any sor#
of ground which seems the essential
prerogative of the mountain-bred pony.
Before she had given as much time io
the argument as it has taken to tell it,
she had turned the horse and was flying
along the old road.

There was a pleasure in recognizing
familiar features of the landscape as
she swiftly passed them by. This nar-
row intervale, hedged in by almost par-
allel lines of foot-hills, she remembered
so well, although in the old springtime
the ground had been almost carpeted
with great purple anemones, while now
it svas masses of yellow bloom which
the wind was bending down to earth:
but the grove of quaking asps into
which she presently rode looked new
and strange; obviously they had sprung
up since her time. And they had
Frown up in such amazine number;
there were myvriads of them, all in a
frou-frou flutter, their delicate wrap-
pings turned silvery side out, as though
in futile effort fo cover their white
limbs from the storm’s rude touch. The
airl felt suddenly jost as the way closed
in among them: and she would have
hastened to getf out into the open once
more, but their branches so swept
seross the way that she had continual-
lyv to take care lest she were caught
with stinging blows from them. Plain-
ly nature had been left to work her
own will with the old trail. There were
marks of wheels—wood-teams. the girl
inferred, from the deep ruts worn here
and there: but when the way twisted
down to the bottom of a deep coulee an
up a wilderness of rocks and pine trees
on the other side, it seemed a marvel
that any wagon could follow.

On and on she went, scarce heeding
the landscape now, except to watch for
the longed-for juncture of the two
roads. The roar of thunder had begun
resounding through the mountains, as
though voicing the wrath of Jove, while
with the sound a nervous terror insidi-
ously grew upon the girl. Utterly fear-
less in most situations, full of a
thoughtless daring dne in a measure to
an inability properly to measure dan-
ger, and yet she always quailed before
a thunder-storm; and never Lad the
dread sounds seemed so awful in her
ears as now in the weird loneliness of
the place into whick she had thought-
lessly ventured. She seemed an insig-
nificant atom cast adrift in a world
given over to destruetion. Merecurial in
her temperament, a despairing convie-
tion suddenly fastened upon her that
she had somehow missed the way she
sought. To go backand take theregular
road involved a ride before which, with
er nervous disrelish of the now almost
incessant thunder, her soul turned
sick: though to go on appeared such a
questionable adventure that she
stopped short on the brow of a short,
steep hill, considering the other side in
a misery of uncertainty. But even as
she looked fate came to her relief re-
vealing the figure of a man on horse-
back passing between the trees, just
over the brow of the next hill. He was
riding from her; and on the insiant she
was urging hes horse down the precipi-
tons coulee, determired to overtake
him and ask direction as to her way.

But at the bottom of the deep cut ran
a small stream across which was thrown
a rude bridge of poles; and as the horse,
in the impetus of the mad dash down
the steep embankment, plunged heav-
ily upon this flimsy structure, a leng'th
of rotten wood snapped like a pipe-

been.
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lost to the eye in the all-enveloph'lg'; b
gZrayness as thoug‘h they had never |k

stem, one of the animal’s torevleg: go- |
: h such fe

, unconsidered movement
ught on the saddle-horn and
f !&ll her weight coming upon
itretched hands in such fashion
Hur-
_ ggling to her feet, iy was
with & mixture of discomfiture and re-
lied 'M!he perceived the stranger rid-
ing her as fast as horse might
carry Bim. It was annoying to be dis-
in such undignified pose, even
by mh‘ simple ranchman as she im-
l—.ging the rider to be: but there was

time for the captious thought

in the imperative need of help.
“Miss Meredith—are you hurt?” he
breathlessly exclaimed, as he threw
himself from the saddle beside her, ro

IV wrenched one wrist.

Am

much of genuine concern in voice and |

manner that the girl felt unconscious-
ly strengthened and comforted. Tt did
not until afterward occur to her as
strange that he should call her by name.
So far as she poticed it at all, it had
only a soothing sound of friendliness.

“No; but the horse—oh, it is terri-
ble! His leg will be broken,” she eried,
helplessly clasping her hands as she
watched the animal floundering pam-
fully in the ugly trap.

[TO BE CONTINUED.]

OLD MARRIAGE LAWS,

Queer Customs That Obtained in Past
Centuries.

There are many curious features
about the laws of marriage as admin-
istered under our early Amnglo-Saxon
and Danish kings, traces of which have
survived in our existing jurisprudence.
By the Anglo-Saxon laws every woman
was under the care of some man, who
was termed her mundbora, or guardian:
and no one could marry her without
having first paid a sum of money asa
compensation to her mundbora.

The father, of course, was the guar-
dian of his unmarried daughters; the
brother if the father died; and next to
him the nearest male relative; if, how-
ever the female were friendless and
alone, she found in the king her legdl
guardian. There were no runaway
matehes, no clandestine and romantic
nuptials, among the Saxon people; they
did everything, even to their very love
affairs, in a plain matter-of-fact way:
they estimated the value of the maidl
according to her rank in life, and the
law fixed the sum which should be re-
garded as a legal-tender to satisfy the
avarice of her guardians. The first
step in eourtship, therefore, was to buy
the eonsent of the mundbora; the lover
was then admitted into the society of
his ladylove, and allowed to claim her
m due course as his wife. If, however,
her personal charms or her disposition
proved, on better acquaintance, unsatis-
factory to her suitor, and he failed to
complete his bargain, he became imme-
diately amenable to the law.

If a man ventured to marry without
first having bought and paid for his
wife he was guilty of the crime of
mund-breach, the consequences of
which were both disastrous and vexa-
tious. '1;‘lie husband, in such a case, pos-
sessed no legal authority over his
spouse; he was a husband, in fact, with-
out a wife: he could recover no compen-
sation for any insult which another
man should dare to offer her—she had
not been paid for—the guardian had re-
eceived no consideration: and all the
damages or fines inflicted for such an
ipsult were pavable {o the woman's
mundbora.

If a wan wished to take his wife into
a foreiga part, or into another thane's
lend, he had to enter into a compact
with her guardian that no wrong should
be done to her, that she should receive
every mark of attention and kindness.
If a man bought a maid and paid for
her, no other gould negotiate for her
purchase: but if any fraud had been
committed on her part, or on the part
of her friends, she was returned home,
and the man demanded back his money.
—8t. Louis Republic.

Willing to Walk.

Once when the Pensacola was coming
up to Samn Francisco from the South
seas somewhere off Honolulu she met
u gale that almost laid her down. Car-

| penter MeGloin, a privileged character,

who invariably became seasick in heavy
weather, promptly went to bed. Final-
ly it was reported to the captain that
something was wrong with the foretop-
mast. The ecaptain sent for McGloin
and the carpenter staggered on deck.

tain, “and see what's the matter at the
foretop.” “Up that mast?"” gasped Mec-
Gloin. The proposition so dazed him
that he lost his breath. “Up that mast,”
reiterated the captain, “and find out
what’s the matter at the foretop.”
“Captain,” said McGloin, in a last de-
spairing protest, “do you really mean
that you want me to go up that mast
in this storm, with the ship going this
way, and see what’s wrong with that
foretop ™

*“You heard what I said,” said the
captain, losing patience at last; “now
get up that mast, and be quick about
it, too.” “Captain,” said MecGloin, sol-
emmnly, “if there was a four-inch plank
from here to Brooklyn I'd walk home.”
—San Franecisco Argonaut.

Truly Wonderful.

A prayer which was none the less the
sincere expression of fervent gratitude
from the fact of its amusing and very
definite and needless allusions to in-
finite power was made by a New Hamip-
shire delegate at a missionary conven-
tion some years ago. After offering
thanks for the Lord’s provision of His
servants to labor with strength and ear-
nestness of purpose in foreign lands,
giving up the ties of home and all other
intetrests in their devotion to the cause,
he concluded his prayer thus: “And we
thank Thee; O Lord, for Thy wonderful
power over this world in which we live,
for although Thou hast made the earth
and caused it to revolve in a strange
manner, and with great velocity. and.
although our mismnaries are scattered
all over the globe, still, so marvelously

"_ ed the centripetal and
ses that as yet.

“Get up there,” commanded the cap- |

Naming the Baby.

“Yes, suh,” said Col. Stillwell, glee-
fully. “I am a propuh subject foh con-
gratulation, suh. I have a daughter
three days old.”

*Have you selected 4 name for her?”

“Yes, suh.”

“What is it?”

“‘Araminta;’ and yoh'll take puh-
ticular notice the accent is on the third
syllable.”—Washington Star.

Real Innocence.
Oh, rare indeed, the faith of him—
His first, fresh, childish trust not gone—
Who goes to meet a woman at
The train she says she's coming on.
—Chicago Journal

HE COULDN'T GET OVER IT.

“My goodness, what's the matter in
there?”

“Don’t be frightened. It's only my
husband trying to put a 15 collar on a
1514, shirt.”—N. Y. Journal.

A Much Used Article.

“Is this 18 karat gold?” she inquired
ingenuously, as the seaside young man
gave her the engagement ring.

“No,” he replied frankly. “It's only
14 karat.”

“That isn’t as fine as 18 karat, is it?”

“Not quite. But it stands the wear
and tear better.”—Washington Star.

Unceommon Experience.
A—I had a great surprise last even-
ing.
B—How was that?
A—My wife introduced me to a man
from Newtown who never was one of
her old admirers.—Boston Traveler.

The Usual Experience.

Mr. Younghusband—I suppose youw
remember the pony and phaeton
bought of you when my wife and I set
up housekeeping. Well, I sold the pony
some time ago to pay doctors’ bills, and
now I'd like to sell the phaeton.
Livery Man—I can't spare the money
to buy, but I'd be willing to trade, if
there is anything in my line you waat.

Mr. Younghusband (after long
thought)—I'll trade for oats, if you'll
grind 'em up. I believe oatmealis good
for children.—N. Y. Weekly.

Just Grounds for Suspiclon.

Gentleman (in railway train)—How
did this accident happen?

Guard—Some one pulled the bell and
stopped the train and thé boat ran into
us. It will take five hours to clear the
line for us to go ahead.

Gentleman—Five hours!
married to-day.

Guard (a married man, sternly)—
Look here, are you the chap whostopped
the train?—Tit-Bits.

I was to be

Original Sin.

“Well, Elsie,”” said Mrs. Moral
Suasion to her three-year-old daughter,
“did you ever tell God you were sorry
for being naughty?”

“Ess, I did, and He said, ‘Great Sco®,
Elsie, zat’s all right. Zere's lots of 'em
worser zan you are,” "—Louisville Cous-
ier-Journal.

Eternal.

Mrs. Newed—I wish I knew what to
give Charlie on his birthday.

Ten Eycke—Why not give him a new
silk umbrella?

Mrs. Newed—Oh, I wish to give him
something more lasting than that.

Ten Eycke—Give him a box of cigars
then.—N. Y. Truth

He W ould Appreciate It,

Her Mother—If you marry him you
necd never expect me to come to see
you. '

Daughter—Will you put that
writing?

“What for?”

“I want to give it to Fred as a wed-
ding present.”—N. Y. Journal.
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Heard by the Sea.

“It is a mysterious fact,” soliloquized
Miss Cornflower, crossing one pretty
foot over the other as she sat cu the
sand, “that the salt waves do make men
so dreadfully fresh.” — Washington
Times.

IT MAY PROVE QUITE

A RECORD.

Generous Man,
“There are two hammocks here,” she
said as she sat down in one of them.
“Well, there’s no use of our being
selfish,” he replied, as he sat down in
th- same hammock. “Letsome one else
have the other.”—Chicago Post.

Signs of ldentilication.
Jacques is at the morgue looking for
a lost friend.
“Is there any sign by
could identify him?"
“Yes—he was deaf.—Le Monde Com-
ique.

which you

The Difference.

Clara—I don’t know how -you man-
age to break off your engagements, and
still keep them as friends. Ican’t.

Maude—But I always make it a point
to return all their presents.—Brooklyn
Life.

A Definition of Nothing.
“Can you give me a definition of noth-
ing ?” inquired a No. 17 school-teacher.
“Yes, mum, It's a bung-hole with-
out a barrel round it,” shouted little
Ted Saunders, whose father is a coop-
er.—Tit-Bits,

All Alike.
Night Clerk—Sorry, but every room
in the house is full,
Drummer (irritably)—I want to see
the proprietor.
Night Clerk—Sorry, but he’s in the
same condition.—N. X. Journal.

A Stiteh in Time.
Lulu—You should get him to sign the
pledge before you marry him.
Baba—Why, he doesn’t drink.
Lulu—No; but he may be tempted to
do so later.—Tit-Bits.

.

Once Was Enough.
First Boarder—Were you here last
gummer?
Second Boarder (crossly)—No; think
I'd be here now if I bad been here last
summer ?—Puck.

Revised Wisdom,
“All things come réund to those who walt.”

Don'thnlgnmdﬁnﬁM'--,_

Their First Breakfast.
Mr. Youngwed—Darling, this egg
seems to be pretty well cooked.
Mrs. Youngwed (delighted) —I
thought so. Why, dearest, I boiled it
for over half an hour.—Judge.

Her Mistake,
“Your wife doesn’'t seem to improve
in health.”
“No; as fast as she gains strength she
uces it up telling people what is the
matter with her.”—Chicago Record.

Wonderful Woman.
“What makes you think she is a con-
tortionist?”
“She can put on her stockings with-
out sitting on the floor.—Town Topics.

HIS DOWNFALL.

Lds
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Kind Old Lady—Poor man! you lcok
as if you had seen better days.

Mr. Willie Deadtired—I have, madam.
Once I dwelt in granite halls.

Kind Old Lady—And why this loss
of such a home?

Mr. Willie Deadtired—My term ex-
pired.—Golden Days.

He Was Transparent.
Laura—-Oh, that Cholly is a mere ci-
pher.
Nonie—Yes; anybody can see through
him —Pittsburgh’ News,
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