
WITH THE FESTIVE GRIPPE. TROUBLE AHEAD FOR JACK.
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1 gives Mas IV v'-'- t an den I
sidles tn aside br a il plunks me
hand cage down by hers. Say, hut
she trowed me a frosty face, and' It
was all I could do to keep from
laughln', I felt so good.

"Says I to the pink complected doll
behln' the counter, 'show me some
SO cent mitts please' and, lest as she
was tolnln' Mas got busy and trun a
lit

"Well say, my fat frlen' she lest
ghre one screech an' turned aroun to
see what was goln' on. While she and
everyone else was rubberln' I grabbed
her cash box, leavln' mine there In
place of it, an' walked away. Mag was
still a hollerln' an' so was
else as near as I could make out. Peo-
ple was a runnln' ev'ry which way an',
In the rumpus, I Jest kep' a walkln' an
a walkln', and pretty soon I walked
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Written by One Who Evidently Has
"Been There.?

The grippe is the most vicious of
diseases. It begins in the sight and
sleeps not by day. Nor will It let its
victim sleep. Where It cornea from la
not known, but everyone is, aware

i when It gets there, that It has come to
' stay. It takes off Its things and puts
Its trunk In your best room. It seems
to be on an Indefinite leave of absence
from home to make life as uncomfort-
able for its host as possible. It pats
its feet on your best furniture, uses
your best linen towels to clean Its
shoes, and takes especial delight in

j leaving its dirty linen about for you to
pick up. It assaults you from the
front and from the rear. It pounds
away at your head until you can stand
It no longer; it runs up and down your
spinal column; puts your legs out of
commission and destroys your appe-
tite. The grippe Is the most unfeeling
and thoughtless of all diseases. Where
some diseases are content with affect-
ing certain organs or certain portions
of the human frame, and letting it go
at that, the grippe comes in and lays
siege to the entire system of human
economy. It knows no feelings of de-
cency or consideration. It laughs you
to scorn, and when you are alone it
mocks your groaning. Of all diseases
spare me from the grippe. Detroit
Free Press.

CHANCE TO MAKE A PAIR.

Smart Young Man Had Less Fun Than
He Anticipated.

Whoever Is acquainted In the vicin-
ity of St. Johnsbury, Vt., knows of
Orville Lawrence, of whom many
stories are told like the following:

Mr. Lawrence was driving up to the
St. Johnsbury house with a little, fox
terrier sitting at his side. A sporty
young drummer was sitting on the
piazza smoking a cigar in company
with some friends, and he resolved to
have some fun at the expense of Mr.
Lawrence.

"Sir, how much will you sell that
dog for? I should like it very much
for my wife, who loves pups."

"Wall," said the old man, "you bad
better take it, and then your wife will
have two."

Origin of the "Broad Arrow."
The unmistakable "broad arrow," of

which the escaping Gloucester con
victs naturally tried to rid themselves
as soon as possible, has no Inherent
penal significance, but is simply the
sign of state ownership on the prison
clothes, says the London Chronicle.
How this arrow came to be a royal
mark is quite uncertain. The story
that It was taken from the arms of
Henry Viscount Sydney, who was mas
ter general of ordnance at the end of
the seventeenth century, is exploded
by the fact that It was a royal mark
before his time. Pepys hankered af
ter the idea that the "arrow" might be
really an anchor, and others have seen
in it a commemoration of the English
archers' prowess, it has been boldly
identified also as the three nails of
the cross, as a mystic Druid letter sig-

nifying superiority, and as the symbol
of Mithras as sun god.

The Spaniard of To-da-

I find the typical Spaniard of to-da- y

In an Aragonese peasant, elderly but
lithe, whom I lately Baw Jump from
the train at a little country station to
examine a very complicated French
agricultural machine drawn up In a
siding; he looked at it above and be-

low with wrinkled brows and Intent
eyes, he ran all around It, he clearly
could not quite make it out; but there
Was no flippancy or indifference In his
attitude toward this new, strange
thing; he would never rest, one felt,
until he reached the meaning of it.
And the grief of many of us will be
that in this eager thirst for novelties
the Spaniard will cast aside not a few
of the things which now draw us to
Spain. Havelock Ellis, In the Atlan-
tic.
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A British Institution Falling.
As regards the long and deadly war-

fare between the turkey and Its
rival, the goose, for the

prime honors of the Christmas dinner
table, an expert ' confesses that the
goose's defeat in popularity is proba-
bly Irretrievable now, according to an
English exchange. "The flesh is prov-
ing," said he. "too rich for the delicate
tastes of well-to-d- o people, and there
is not enough of It for the poor. None
the less, for the real trencherman who
has a healthy gusto and a well-fille- d

purse, your turkey, which has to be
helped out with sausages and bacon
to give It a flavor, is nowhere in it
with your goose."

Hint for a Short Sermon.
About 25 years ago the annual ses

sion of the Maine Methodist confer-
ence was held In Portland. The Rev.
John Collins, a canny Scot, was then
in his prime, and a member of the con
ference.. He was called on to open
with prayer one of the afternoon ses
sions, which was to be addressed by

a minister whom we will call Mr. M., a
man who was well known as a lengthy
sermonlzer. '

Remembering this failing in the
course of his prayer "Uncle John" ex-

claimed: "Oh, Lord, bless Brother M.,
who Is to preach to us; may he preach
the everlasting gospel, but may he not
be everlastingly about it."

S

. Sickness as Age Advances.
At the age of 20, the average man

loses six days yearly by illness; at
C5 he will lose 26 days.

His Well Meant Advice Evidently
Caused All the Trouble. ,.

Recently a lady was seen hurriedly
approaching . the gate at the Grand
Central Depot, in New York. Bhe had
a (raveling bag in one hand, a hat box
and a bunch of flowers in the. other
and an umbrella and a box of luncn
stacked under her arm. There was not
rmoment to spare, fcut the gatekeeper
slopped her mad rush.

"Let me have your ticket, please,"
he commanded.

"I can't," she said, turning first red
and then white, "but I have one.
Please let me pass. I've got to catch
that train." ;

"You will have to show your ticket,
madam," repeated the gateman stern-
ly. Tears glistened In the lady's eyes.

"I tell you I can t. It's it's Well,
I pinned In in my Oh, I put it where
I wouldn't lose It, and I can't get it
till I have a chance to Oh, do please
let me through!" She was allowed to
pass, and was heard to say as she
made a dash for the train:,

"The next time Jack worries we
Into putting things where I oan't lose
them I guess I'll know It"

CONFIDENCES OF A CODFISH.

Revealed Secret of His Lengthy Ab-

sence From Home.

Capt. Collins, a well known fisher-
man of the banks, was persuaded into
buying a large codfish by a fish pedler.
After the departure of the pedler "he
saw it was not fit to be eaten, so it
was thrown away.

In a few days the pedler again
stopped at Collins' door. The captain
went out to his cart and .began to ex-

amine his fish. Suddenly leaning
down, he placed his lips close to a
large cod and began whispering to it.

The pedler looker rather astonished
at this, and as soon as the captain
raised his head he asked what he did
that for. .

iWell," replied Collins, "I was Just
askin' him how his relatives were, out
In the old ocean."

I "And what did he say?" asked the
pedler. - '

"He said," replied Collins, "that
when he left them they were in good
health, but as he hadn't seen them
for two weeks, he did not know
whether they were alive or dead at the
present time." Boston Herald.

Nor Was His Neck Rubber.
The plaintiff's lawyer in the breach

of promise case thought he would
make life a burden to the unfortunate
young man who was the unwilling de-

fendant. '

"Do you mean to say," he asked,
after a number of embarrassing ques
tlons, "that after you had been absent
for an entire month you did not kiss
the plaintiff, to whom you were en
gaged to be married, when you

, first
saw her on your return?"

"I do," responded the defendant,
firmly.

"Will you make that statement to
the Jury?"

"Certainly, If necessary."
"Do you think that they would be-

lieve you?" 1

"One of them would, I know."
Ah, Indeed! And why should he,

pray?'
"Because he was present when I

first saw her. He was at the gate
when I rode up, and she Btuck her
head out of the second-stor- y window
and, I said to her, 'How d'ye do?' and
called out I'd he back to supper in
half an hour. I'm no giraffe," and
everybody smiled except the lawyer.

t Mistake of a College Girl.
Charles Dana Hazen, head of the

history department of Smith college,
had excused one of his pupils from
recitation on account' of sickness.
Shortly after the recitation hour the
professor had occasion to pass through
the main street of Northampton, and,
much to his surprise, saw his excused
student coming from the opposite di-

rection.
This was a critical moment for the

college girl, who took in the situation
with a glance. Something must be
done at once to escape his notice. The
book store nearby was her only re-

sort, and if Bhe could have reached it
on time she would have been all right. J

In her excited state of mind she got
into a saloon Just one door from her
intended hiding place. On discovering
her mistake she rushed Into the street
and into the arms of the professor.

Beat the Story Books.
For about 30 years Joseph Glover

Southmay put off what he might have
done any day. - Consequently he has
just reappeared at Mlddletown, Conn.,
after an absence of 36 years. Funeral
services were held for him a genera-
tion ago, when he was believed 'to
have been lost at sea. The amazing
part of the story is that Southmay for
30 years has been running a farm a
little more than 20 miles from Middle-tow-

There Is room enough in this
world, it appears, unless a man Is
really trying te hide. ' .

Terror's Effect on Hair.
It has been repeatedly aflirmed that

Queeu Marie Antoinette's auburn hair
turned white In the days of the reign
of terror, and am English surgeon
named Parry states that Just after the
Indian mutiny he actually Baw the jet
black hair of a rebel Sepoy, who was
under examination and feared a dread
ful death, turn white in the course of
an hour. In the time of the commune
in Paris, the dark hair of Baron

de Rothschild was blanched In
a few hours.

OF TRACTS !
By DR. KNOX CALDWELL

(Copjrlfht, fey Dally Story Pub. Co.)

look nera. went - ruma ut man- -

k'u euiior, waeeung aooui la nil
- yvmuy ouir ana aurveyinr ma aiamiT.
i "your work li getting rotten, absolute- -

ly rotten. What yon need Is a vaca-
tion. Take It. Get out and don't show

v jwur aruuuu aere ior iwo weena.
Thus It came, about that the next' day found me lolling comfortably on a

settee, In a shady part of the park,
My five years' work on the newspaper
had given me a wide acquaintanceship
within the city. Consequently, among
the passers-by- , there were many
whose faces were familiar.

Presently two familiar figures came
within my field of vision. They were
a pair of girls whom ,1 had encoun-
tered many times In my search for
news, named respectively "Mag" and
"Liz."

Being .a trifle familiar with their
especial brand of "graft," I decided to
watch and see with what success they
should operate it. So I lit my pipe
and waited expectantly, nor did I have
long to wait.

Suddenly,, there came a wild shriek
and, in a moment, people were rushing
pell mell toward the spot where a mo-

ment' ago I had sighted this gifted
pair.

I smiled sardonically and. sat still,
for I had seen the little play and Its
Inevitable denouement enacted many
times. "Mag," the smaller one, had
just keeled over in a fair imitation of
an epileptic fit while her sister "Llz"4
lent her aid by wringing her hands
and, proclaiming In heartrending ac--

cents, "0, me sister. She's dyin'.
She's dyin'."

Of course the whole exhibition
would not take over five minutes and,
as a finale, some sympathetic bystand-
er would pass around the hat for the
afflicted one. I yawned, as the little
circle disintegrated, and wondered
whether I ought to report "Liz" and
her confrere to the police or give her,
a dime and ask for a story. Fate de-
cided the question for me.

The crowd had miraculously disap-
peared, having evidently forgotten
"Mag" and her troubles, while the
precious pair wandered slowly along
in my direction, keeping a shifty eye
out meanwhile for a possible police-
man.

T millArl m v hnf rinivn nvor mv oven'.
and pretended to sleep. Presently I
was rewarded by a whining voice.
"Please, mister, help a poor girl that's
got fits."

I sat up and pushed back my hat.
"Why, hello, Liz." I said casually, "at

, the old game I see. . Why don't you
try something new?" .

The girl, in whose hard and care-
worn face there was not a trace of
fear, stared at me defiantly.

"Wot if we is?" she said sullenly,
"folks like us has got to live some
way and the old gags is the best any-
how. I tried a new one las' week, and
It was all to the bum." Here she
stopped and looked at me suspiciously.

"Go on Liz," said I good naturedly,
"I'm not working this week and I'll
give my word of honor not to peach on
you. Sit down and tell me about it."

The hunted look left the girl's face
and she glanced at me gratefully as
she sat down.

' "T'ankff, Mr. Wells," she said, '1
.i tt n TW T 1 1 14iaui you want, no piner. wen, u wu

like dls. ' Some o' de fly cops got wise
to our game an' dey told us to quit It
or get pinched, so we quit an' kep' in
de house for a while. T'ings to eat
got kinder scarce aroun th' joint so,
one night, I says to Mag 'I'm goln' to
duck out an' see. what's doin" an' I
took a hike down to the Bow'ry.

"I. wuz sneakln' along when, all of a
sudden, I runs Into 'Marble Mary' just
oat from a free months' trip to th'
islan'. Mary she hooks Into me an',
w'en I tells her me bad luck; she puts
me wise to a new lay that Bhe say s, is
a peach an' a winner. On de way home
I lays me plans to try It out nex' fay.
Now dls is a kind of a particular job
so I calls on all me frien's fer help.

"One lends me a swell lid she's
swiped somewhere, another hands me
A dress fer Mag an' finally, we're bot'
fixed vp like duchesses and ready fer
parade.

"Den I gets out a, new shiny hand
toag, dat I copped from somebody or
other, and I packs It full o' paper until
at locked like th' property of Mrs. Van

--As tor.
- "Wld Sat In me mitt, me and Mag

lilts 'de pike fer down town. We
wuzn't alntfn fer no cheap joint,
meither, but fer Wanacooper's, th'
swellest place In town. Course, we
flldn't know w'etherwe could get In
or not, but a faint heart ain't produc-

tive of anything to eat an' anyhow we
couldn't do no more than get trowed
out. ,,.

"Well, luck was wld us, fer dey was
a big sale goln' on an' th' bubbles an'
carriages was lined up fer half a mile,
an' swells goln' In an' out like bees in
a --hive. Me an' Mag 'waited a bit an'
then slid In wld th' mob and nobody
eaid a word. ,

"We wandered, around a while, keep-- .

in' an eye open fer the store cop, and
finally I spots me meat a big fat
woman wld her hands covered wld
sparklers an' a Juicy lookin' grip in
her hand that I flggered ought to be
good fer a couple of hundred anyway.

"The fat one she wandered around
and around, wld me and Mag on de
trail, lookin' careless but Jest a waitin'
fer a chance to get busy wit' th' va-

lise. Finally, she stops at the glove
counter an' sets down to look 'em

l" '.over. '.'

department

out 1118 xr with Mrs. Van Fatty-
bilk's grip In my hand an' my old car-
pet sack of brown paper a layln' back
there on th' counter beside 'er. 1

" 'Gee,' I said to myself, 'this is too
easy. If this keeps up I'll be a swell
myself soon' an' I hugged that fat
valise just like it was a baby.

"Well, I walked kind o' slow to th
corner, but after that you bet I went
some, a swearln' for joy at ev'ry step
an' a wonderln' how many plannys I'd
get wld th' boodle an' swell togs and
odder tings.

"W'en I reached do dump where we
hangs out I sneaked up stairs into th'
room, buttoned th' door tight an' den
I set there, a lookin', lovln' like, at
that grip an my mouth jest a waterin'.
My! how tickled I was!

"I was Jest gettin' ready to bust It
open an' feast my eyes, when Mag
came up th" stairs, llckety-spllt- . Well
we clinches an' laughs an' den cries
an', finally, we goes after th' boodle.

"I opened It up very cautious, so dat
none ot tb--' diamonds can roll out onto
th' floor, an' say, you can't guess wot
was in it. Money? No. Jew'lry? Nit.
Gold, bonds an' diamonds? Not on
your picture. Say! there wasn't noth- -

ln' In that lyln' deceitful 20 dollar car-
pet bag but a big bundle of tracks,
You know what - tracks is them
things th' W. C. T. U. and th' Y. M,

C. A. gives to us poor heathenB in-

stead of a sandwich an' a cup o' cof
fee.

"I pulled out a bunch and looks at
'm. 'Wat kind o' a life are you liv
in' ' an' 'Lyln' is the root of all evil,' an'
more like that. I handed a few over
to Mag, in case she should feel neg
lected, and went on.

"Way down at th' bottom was two
copper pennies an' a postage stamp
that had been used. That was all
see at once dat Mrs. Van Astor had
only been out shoppln' an' dat we had
made a mistake in plckln' her out as
an easy mark. She was a wise gazabe
all right an' we was the marks.

"Well, I looked at Mag an' Mag
looked at me an' neither of us said a
word. T'en I takes all dem valuables,
tracks, pennies an' all, an' I puts 'em
back in th' valise. After that I opens
a winder an' I heaves It out an' I only
hopes whoever foun' It got more joy
out oT It than I did.

"I never come so near beln' rich In
my life, all right, but heart disease
runs In our family so me an' Mag went
back to th' old game. It's less ex
cltln', but there's more In It."

HIS FIRST LESSON.

An Amusing Story of a Cadet's Experi-
ence at West Point.

Mr. Farley, the author of "West
Point In the Early Sixties," tells how
he received his first lesson in military
discipline. He had been the butt of
various jokes during the early part of
his attendance, and was perhaps a lit-

tle off guard In matters of mere eti-

quette and routine.
Just after "call to quarters" la the

evening the sentinel tapped on our
door and called out: "All right?"

The reply not being satisfactory to
him, he opened the door and, inquired
if any one had answered "All right."

"I did, sir."
"Who is room orderly?"
"He is, sir."
"Why did he not answer r
"Because I did, sir."
"Why did you answer?"
"I don't know, sir." ,

"Why do you not know?" v
"I forgot, sir." .

"Well, young man, don't ever forget
again;

"Now," said the sentinel, "I inquire,
Is It all right in this room?"

"All right, sir," responded the room
orderly. i j

"What Is all right?"
"Everything is all right, sir."
"Is everything all right?"
"Yes sir." '

v

"Is that basin all right?"
"No, sir." .
"Is that pillow all rightr
"No, sir."
"Do you know, young man," the sen-

tinel said, "that the rules and articles
of war' require that you should be
tried by court-marti- and dismissed
from the service for trifling with a
sentinel on post In this manner?' In
time of war the sentence would be
death." ! : .:. :

The Reviewers. '

Jesse Lynoh Williams, the , noted
playwright and author, commiserated
the other day with a literary friend
wiirpfl nv ? ti- -1 '"-e- harshly
criticized by the reviewers. '

iluc k up," Baii Mr. Williams. ."You
don't expect the reviewers td.be in-

fallible. Why, at luncheon' yesterday
one of them Bald to me: '

'"I get through, on an average, 50

books a' week.' ""

"'Good gracious!' said I. 'How do
you manage It? Why, It takes me at
least a fiay to read one book.'

" T lon't read them, sir, he said, 1
review. 5ioin.' " ; . v ",
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