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THt PLEASURES OF EGOTISM. 

'Would I wer# such an e*otist 
As on« I chance to know— 

Who deems himself the greatest man 
Of all men hefe below— *•-

Who thinks himself the handsomest 
Of all God's creatures here— 

Who thinks his smile makes women glad. 
His frown a thing they fear. 

, Ay, tell him, If you please, that het's , 
No better than the reaÇ; t 

Reveal to him the truth that they 
Who preise him only Jest, 

And he will flout your Words and look 
With lofty scorn on you, • 

Declaring that you're jealous, and 
Sincerely think It, too! ' . • 

Would I were fashioned as he la. 
With all his lack of wit; -

, The butt of people's feeble Jest's, 
But ne'er believing it! 

Why toil for knowledge or for wealth. 
Or why should fame be sweet, 

When one might be so happy in 
His own Immense conceit? 

—8. E. Klser, in Chlcàgo Times-Herald. 

DECEIVERS EVER, 
By Gwendolen Overton.. 

TT IS all a mistake to suppose that 
^ good judgment and a,level head are 
the outcome of experience. They are 
born, not acquired. The mad od the 
-world who has tried all things ahtHigld 
fast that which ie bad may g© âll to 
pièces over some Henrietta, through 
whose wiles the green boy from the 
•country di-strict »would see in an in
stant. Thé capitalist and the bShk pres
ident f aj^victim to quite as many bunco 
games as the farmer and the cowboy. 
And the same lack of rule hdlds good 
in the world, of women. The blushing 
Saiden from » French convent may be 
.quite as able to tajce care of herself as 
the ^oung woqfcan who has absorbed 
modern Action, seei* men and manners 
of many sort« atid teen giveaher bwn 
head in all thipge. It is a matter of 
«ommon sense and intuition, and it all 
•depends upon the girl. 

But Miss Porter's father dad not see 
that,. He had theories to thé contrary,, 
and, he believed in letting a girl from 
ïxer earliest tnfenay see all she wanted' 
•of r^he world, that, having attained to 
maturity, she might be àble to judge 
-accurately for herseli. It was a com
fortable theory, moreover, an^ saved 
-Judge Porter trouble. There were 

evil language ye*r>j»ago. 
quit£ fleadîy civil flow. 

Bnt ehe was 

friend. Were you* a* the 
nig$t?""ehe said. 

'I'll tell yof about that later. Tell 
jne a^out Mr.*Calverley first, dear* Are 
you perfectly sure about him? One has 
to be so careful, jof these Englishmen 
who are not pVopprly accredited." 

Miss Porter ' laugheO-—a haughty 
laugh. Not prépeHy accredited, in<*ed! 
Airiend of the prince, a relative oftnore 
.or iess half the peerage, on nickname 
terms with all sorta-ofdu&s, and lord«, 
and "things, %. m&n of his perfectly ap
parent't^eans! Not properly accred
ited, indeed! Hey rebuke ivas terrible, 
though brief. She mentioned her own 
judgment and knowledge of the world, 
and her mother'» friend withdrew, baf
fled yet doubling/ • * 

Aa she went she Caught sight of Cal-
yeçley .»n a, big. leathery chair before 
ttie Are, smokif(g his briar pipe, and 
that night she tojd her husband about 
it. "Wha® can JeMn Porter be think
ing of?" she demanded. 

"His*own troubles, perhaps," he sug-
gested._ _j 

"Thé man is taking possession of the 
whole place." 

Hey husband» dropped into poetry : 
" 'His easy, uifswept hearth he lends 

From Labrador to Ouadaioupe; 
Till, elboited dut by sloven friends, 

He camps, at sufferance, on t^itf sloop.' 
The Spanish is bad, but the sentiihent's 
all there." 

"Some one ought to put a stop to it." 
"Don't yon be the some one, then. 

Lpt her work out' her own—salvation. 
If she is in love with him, she'll do as 
•he likes; if she isn't, it won't matter." 

There was presently no doubt about 
her being in love with him. She was 
frank in most things, was Miss Porter. 
There was but one matter in which she 
could bring herself to dissemble, and 
only then bees use Calverley impressed 
the great necessity for it upon her. 
He explaintea thatihough he loved hei1 

to madness aitd'irrast marry her, there 
were sometimes reasons which Amer
icans could not understand why it was 
best for Englishmen who were friends 
of the pis nee, and so very well connect
ed as he was, "to keep ^heir marriages 
secret' for a time. 

The girl from tljé' French convent 
might have seen titou%h that. But 
jfisa Porter Meiiev^d/it. ^nyway, the 

.notion of an élopemeM rather appealed 
to her California» "IgÇè ft the pictur
esque. Upon the day set.«he went over 

- - -• iigh' 

ow. "I met him 'won't come up until fix o'clock." 
ignore; "but h«'s «m day lUft, and tm 

Bo she went to her room and threw 
herself on the bunk and waited- until 
six o'clock. It began to be borne in 
upon her that she had done a decidedly 
bold thing even for her, and the way 
out of it was not altogether apparent. 
But then Calverley would show her 
that; and at six .o'clock she went in 
search of him. 

It was very much of a shack, indeed, 
his place of abode. Her soul yetfmed 
ttfward him, that ehe should have lived 
in luxury all these months, the while 
hie fortunes had* been so low as this. 
It was also a very untidy woman who 
opened the shaky door in answer to her 
not too confident knock; an untidy 
woman and Weary-looking, but pretty 
withal, and, young. And the two chil
dren who clung to her skirt were prêt« 
ty, also. There was a third childi It 
was sitting on Calverley's knee before 
a red-coVfered supper table, and Calver
ley was feeding it something. He sat 
with the spoon poised, and a blapk look 
in his eyes. 

- A terrible misgiving took hold of Misa 
Porter. With most women it would 
have been a certainty. "Giles!" sht 
wâlled, losing all presence of mind. 

But he kept his. It was not the first 
trying situation he had lived through, 
though it was, perhaps, the most so. 
He rose from his chair aqd spilled the 
child. His voice rose above its injured 
howl. "Miss Porter!" he exclaimed. 
How charming! How unexpected! 

Let me present my wife—Mrs. Myersi 
Miss Porter.'' r 

She tried Bard to tike it well, to ac
cept her cue from .him and turn the 
tragedy of her life into a society skit, 
after the manner of women and of the 
day. But she failed. When she opened 
her mouth to speak no words would 
come, and she fell forward into Mrs. 
Myers' arms. 

Mrs. Myers was very kind to her. She 
took her back to the hotel and stopped 
there with her that night. "You should 
not be here all alone," she said, in her 
sweet English voice. And when the 
girl started to sobblngly explain ehe 
checked her. "I understand-," she said; 
"you need not tell me. He had sold a 
claim well and he went away to have a 
'good time.' " She looked at Miss Por» 
ter with a wistful sort of pity and ad
miration. "And I dare say," she added, 
"that he had it."—San Francisco Ar« 
gonaut. _ 
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THE PARIS OF ALASKA. 

I*» Fuiitea of Life M Juen, the 
Principal City of That 

Territory, 

àu is not a pious tqwn, notwlth-
ig it has a Methodist, a Presby

terian,. an EpisoopaUpn, a Greek,» a 
Catholic, and an liufian church, all yjf 

ty. The fact is, Juneau ie 
,1 Parisian in its style, and 

!y wide open. Gambling 
>he, dance halls and dives 

d they appear to be a ne-
existing conditio!*. The 
uneau, beyond the one at 
front, are mostly uphill; 
e all paved with plank, 
shington Evening Star, 

few, ten in all, but there 
sheds on low runners, 

e down a street like a 
There are 35 horses in 

one, buggy. There are 20 
bicycles, hsit Jnrt where they can run 
is not apparent. There is an opera 
house, and a unique method of hav
ing shows 4|n it. Every Friday night 
it Is open to the best people, at one 
dollar a seat, With selected talent 
from the variety shows of the town 
where the best people cannât go— 
except the men. 

Socially Juneau is quite gay, and 
pink and other hued teas prevail in 
the afternoons, while assemblies, balls, 
and other functions take up Vie night 
time. On special occasions flowers are 
ordered from Seattle. There are 25 
or 30 ladies, who are pi&minènt in so
ciety, and entertain. Men, are plenty, 
but there are few unmarried women, 
and there is an urgent demand fox 
them. 

There are two banks, anxfrthe stores 
are very large, with fine window dis
plays. One firm pays its window 
trimmer $10ä, a month. What 3,500-
size town in the'statfes does4 as well 
as that? Extensive stocks are car
ried, running from $10,000 to $180,400, 
with annual sales running as high at 
$350,000 at rgfesij 
business 
Indians 
worth « ; 
the 
last 
of lud 
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MOTHER-IN-LAW'S PARABISE, i PEANUT ADVERTISING. 

It b la Liberia, Where the Wife's 
Mother Comn»4a the 

U«, ul He Obeys. 

"Liberia is the paradise jo£ mother» 
in-law," says Misa A%om McAllister, the 
author of "A Lone Woman in Africa," 
who bas been for the past 12 years in 
charge of the Garraway mission, Li
beria. "A woman can comm3*d the 
services of her sons-in-law f«'r certain' 
duties, and it matters not what their 
other obligations are, they must obey 
her. For that reason daughters qie 
exceedingly desirable possessions 
among Liberians. 

'When h child is born soiqe member 
of the family is sent at ono* to the 
devil do^or to. ipqufce who it. is and 
what itsVrame shall be. He goes up 
into the louse top, taking with him a 
cow horp This he blows to cpll the 
devil, aiùtl the devil if supposed to tell 
v^iio it is that has come back into the 
worl^. For the people believe th'àt 
every new-born child is some deceased 
member of the family who has returned 
to life among them. It Sometimes re
ceives the same name it had before, and 
sometimes the name is changed'. 

"A young another is never permitted 
to have the care -of her ehild, an qjder 
woman being called in. These nurses 
may be saen any morning sitting on 
one of their common chairs, which „is 
nothing more than à stick of stove 
wood, outdodfTs, with a pepperboard by 
their, side. They will rub one.finger in 
the pepper oil the board; then thrust it 
as {ar dow# the child's throat m possi
ble',. and massage and st<ptcli the. throat 
thoroughly until the poor Jittle crea
ture is almost strangled and throws up 
all that is in its stomach. The wretched 
infant is then laid down to sleep on it* 
little mat oa the floor by the fire. 

"When a child is nine or ten months 
old small Veils are tied to i,ts person at 
its wrtyts, waist and ahkleà. These are 
intended tb coax it/to walk- Ihe moth
er then takeà it to a devil doctor, who 

à big, makes a charm, which she ties i ' 

A rnoaoier'. («ni kc«M « « 
««lag the ta te resta mt m Ikla 

Plaster Oomcesi».. 

"Gimme two œents* worth of those 
ftnts," said the smooth-faced ye.uag 

I, walking up to the Itaiian vendes 
it of the post office. The Italia«, 
"j Ae* New York Sun, measured 

ants out, and, at the young 
suggestion, dtemped them 
Ttet of his cos*. They went 

s-hand pocket, but the 
' his hand into the 

è left-hand side, and, hauling 
.' «racked it open mai starte$ to 

stents into his mouth. Sud-
gave a loud exclamation, and 
ith apparent indignatioa, 

to the Italian an#said: 
John, what kind of peantrta d» 
l'these?" 
all right," protected the Itat 

[ht mithin'," said the youiig 
•t look at thft," and from in-
anut that he had'just broken* 
>ulled a small piece of pa pes 
ed up. Unfolding the papex 
d: 
o shell game. Use that 

Bumm Shin Plasters." 
, man took another peanut 
t-hand pocket and eracked 

.r—. Out fell another fold of pa
per containing the same advertisement 
The Italian's eyes were nearly pop
ping out of his head. The young man 
put on a great sEow of indignation. 

"Thaf is the worst bunco game that 
I ever ran against," he exclaimed 
"Take/tfeese peanuts back and keej 
them, i don't want the blamje things," 
and; "with a rapid motion, he extracted 
a h&ndiful of peanuts from<the samt 
Jefî-hand pocket, and, throwing them 
in with the Italian's stock, mixed them 
up, and went on his way, leaving th« 
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t iculating wildly, and mak 
lorts to explain, 
was witnessed by a re

ed forthwith that th« 
to some game, an 
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ge of five little Miss Porter 
et; smoked her cigj^rettes 

air, and swore fluently. But 
" age of 20 she was as innocent— 

if not as ignorant—ae the aforesaid 
-convent maiden is popularly supposed 
•to be. 
» It was at this period that she met 

•Calverley. He was English, and hand
some and agreeable. One of her not 
«entirely unobjectionable girl friends 
Üad presented him, and, after the cus
tom of America, and more especially 

«sf the west, nothing further was nec-
tasary. If Miss Porter thought about 
it at all she thought it would have been 
the height of folly and inhospitality to 
'.have asked further questions. 

But by and by one of the aforesaid 
-friends of her mothçr decided, after 
much prayer and fasting, that it was 
lier obvious duty to warn Miss Porter, 
since there was no one else to do it. 
She trembled at the necessity. Once, 
In the days of Miss Porter's tender in
fancy, some other good advice had been 
met with a storm of bad language, at 
the mere memory of which the good 
lady had shuddered and shriveled ever 
Binee. But that had been long years 
before. Miss Porter's language was 

•moderate now, not only moderate but 
.slightly British, as appeared when she 
received her mother's friend and led 
her to a cozy corner and proceeded to 
forew tea. 

The five-o'clock tea habit had never 
%ieen very strong with Miss Porter. 
Doubtless it was another result of the 
influence of Calverley—who was just 
then in the library across the hall, 
-smoking and reading and making him
self entirely at home. 

«I saw you at the theater the other 
might," began the elder woman. * 

"Yes," said Miss Porter. ^ 
"Who was the man you were with?" 
It was the scandal of Miss Porter's 

«et—which was a' good one in spite of 
all—that she did without chaperons 
Mpon most occasions. "I daresay it 
was Mr. Calverley," said Miss Porter. 
She knew it was, and so did the other. 

'"Calverley? Do I know him? What 
« the rest of his name?" 

Miss Porter tried not to look proud 
as she spoke the sonorous syllables and 
emphasized the hyphen, "It was Giles 
Hartçole Clayton-Calverle;»," she said. 

"Ohl" said her mother's friend; "and 
where is he from?" 

He was from England, from London 
"Oh!" she said again; "and who is 

te?" 
Mi« Porter informed her that he was 

well connected—splendidly connected 
•She was a little vague, but that was be-
«ause she could not keep all the names 
at her tongue's end. 

How had she met him ? It was becom
ing decidedly eross-questioning, and 
Miss Porter raised her brows. There 
was the same look in the baby-blue eyes 
beneath them that had preceded the 

the' church. He was not there. She 
waited, Jjut he did not come. » 

At sunset she recrossed the bay 
alone, a sadder but not yet a wiser girl. 
Such was her judgment and knowledge 
of the world that she thought Calverley 
must have met with some horrible ac
cident. t 

A note which she found at the house 
explained otherwise. It was all about 
circumstances over which he had no 
control, and sudden financial reverses, 
and how he should always love her and 
cherish her memory. Miss Porter be
lieved it. And her heart was broken 
—really broken. She even went so far 
as to be desperately ill for six weeks. 
At the end of which time she came 
forth again, pale,' subdued and wilted, 
but with unshaken faith in Calverley. 

The faith remained unshaken 
through long months of Bilence, a si
lène#1 so profound that she thought it 
must be of the grave, and decided that 
he had probably killed »himself. But 
one day that happened which filled her 
constant heart with hope once more. 

"I say," a man said to her, casually, 
"I saw your friend, Clayton-Calverley, 
down south the other day." 

Miss Porter turned white, after the 
most approved fashion of the shilling 
shocker, and clutched at her throat. 
The man very naturally wondered what 
the deuce he had gotten into, anyway, 
and explained, in answer to her hoarse 
entreaty, that he had been in Bands-
burg on business and had met the Brit
isher in the street. 

Miss Porter asked if he lived there. 
"Give it up. I didn't speak to him 

and he didn't see me. Only he doesn't 
go by the name of Clayton-Calverley 
down -there. They call him Myers." 

There was the suspicion of a twitch 
about the corners of his mouth, but 
Miss Porter could not see that it was 
funny. She could readily understand 
why he had chosen to hide his identity. 
A name like Clayton-Calverley would 
naturally be unwieldy in a rough min
ing town. 

Now, she was a young woman who 
had always done exactly as she pleased 
without asking anyone's leave—fre
quently for the excellent reason that 
there was no one about of whom to ask 
it. Such was at present the case. Judge 
Porter was away, to be gone indefinite
ly. So she jjacked her own bag and 
bought her own ticket, and took that 
night's express for the sotith, and in 
due time the stage set her down in the 
town of Randßburg, where her appear
ance—although she was gowned with 
what had seemed shabby simplicity in 
San Francisco — caused considerable 
excitement and some little levity. 

The hotel man was very civil, how
ever, whew she asked where she could 
find a mau named Myers. He took her 
out into the street and pointed out a 
small, unpointed house some distance 
away. "That Share's his shack," he 
told her. with a distinct, note of in
quiry in jis voice, which she choa* t» 

rter who h"«l'' 
his cart, examines the cart and says; 
"I see your name's 'oblitherated!"* 
Pat instantly replies: "You're-a liarl 
Me name's O'Flaherty!" 

English cyclist to a pretty Irish "col
leen," in ingratiating tones: "Which 
is the way to Sligo, my dear?" Kitty 
rejoins in demure accents: "By th« 
road, yer honor." 

Irate landlady, pounding on the door 
of her slothful lodger's room: "Is it 
dead or alive ye are, Mr. Maloney?" 
Maloney, from within-: "Nayther; 
I'm slaping!" 

Gentleman asks cab driver in Dub
lin: "What is the shortest way to 
St. Patrick's?" Car driver lays his 
hand on the seat of the oar, saying: 
"That is, your honor." 

"Pat. can you tell me what is an 
Irish 'bull?' " asked an inquiring 
tourist. "Well, if your honor sees four 
cows lying down in a field an' one 
o' them standin' up, that 'ud be a 
bull!" retorts Pat, triumphantly. 

A small boy standing beside a 
donkey and holding its head with 
both hands, while a party of militia
men are passing. One of them calls 
out: "Say, sonny, what are you hold
ing him so tight for?" Small boy, 
promptly: "I was afeart when he 
seen his brother he'd go an' list."— 
Gentlewoman. 

Hales of a Washington Barber Shop. 
In one part of Washington there is an 

exclusive settlement of negroes. They 
have their lit tle Bhops in which the nec
essaries of life are kept on sale. The 
prices range from a cent to a quarter. 
In one of the shanties is a barber shop. 
It has two chairs of the most primitive 
style. On the wall is a torn colored pic
ture of a colored fire company in a 
frame without a glass. Underneath 
this is a paper on which are written 
these rules: 

* Shave. 5 cents. Spot cash. * 
: One hair cut 10 cents. Spot cash. : 
: Shampooin Saturday, 5 cents Extra. : 
: Other days, except Sunday, 3 cents. : 
: No shavln Sunday. : 
: Boss takes tips. : 
: Shine, next door. : 
: Shut on holidays. : 
: No credit in the Stora. : 
: Gambtin barred. : 
: Except pints on. races. . : 
: No politics lowed. : 
: Same on religion. : • • 

—Washington Star. 

Clond of Bags. 
A cloud of bugs was recently re

sponsible for the calling out of 'the 
Trenton fire department. The bugs 
were gathered around the steeple of 
the Fourth Presbyterian church in 
such numbers and at such a distance 
from the ground that a passer-by mis
took them for smoke and seilt in an 
alarm. 

Sad News for the Ladies. * 
Lieut. Hobson is coming home, but 

he is saying little or nothing for pub
lication. The Chicago Tribune com« 
menting on this says that his lips wer« 
sealed some time ago. ... 

free raiding rooms maintained 
by tyhe citizens, and they are all well 
patronizèd. Dealers sell large quanti
ties of paper-back novels as well, and 
all the periodicals of the east axe in 
eager demand. 

There is no police in Juneau, the po
lice function being in the hands ol 
deputy United States marshals, an» 
there is little disorder. Juneau has 
a climate that is all cloud and fog 
and mist and rain for about 365 days 
in the year. 

All kinds of hardy vegetables are 
raised around the town, and one man 
has a floral garden where roses and 
other flowers flourish as the green 
bay tree. Prices are quite reason
able, Good board may be had at from 
five t§ six dollars a week, and room* 
at fAom $10 to $20 a month. Drinks 
are 25 cents each, except beer, which 
is 15 cents, and cigars are usually two 
for a quarter, but good five cent ci
gars are to be had, and the time-tried, 
fire-tested Pittsburgh and Wheeling 
stogie can be had at "two fer," or 
two dollars a hundred. A shave costs 
a quarter, a hair cut 50 cents. Best 
hotels, which have water, electric 
light, and all the modern improve
ments, charge two dollars and three 
dollars a day, and some very fair as 
low as one dollar a day. 

Thé town is lighted by electricity 
from a fine plant, and it has water
works, supplied by mountain streams, 
so high up that there is force enough 
to throw water all over town. It is 
cold water, too, and beautifully clear. 

An Idle Girl's Question. 
She said she knew better, but that 

was afterward. At the time she was 
earnestly inquiring into the ways of 
nature. They stood outside the fence 
of the buffalo pen in Lincoln park—she 
and the m$n and some others. Before 
she spoke she scarcely noticed the pres
ence of the others. After it happened 
she thought the others numbered a 
thousand. The animals lay idly blink
ing in the sunshine and ' the girl as 
idly asked this question: "Do they 
make buffalo robes out of the hair that 
falls off their backs?" The crowd be
gan to shout and the man to blush. The 
girl protested it was a joke. Perhaps 
it was, but the man found the point 
too dull for his wits.—Chicago Chron
icle- A 

And That's So. 
"Little Bobby—Pop, what's a sanitar

ium? 
Mr. Hadaliver—It's a place where, 

after you've been there a week, you 
wish you'Wf.re dead; and after you've 
been there a month, .you think yon 
never were »live before.—Puck. 1 

An Exact Definition. 
Weary Waggles—What's a holler 

square, Pete? 
Pathfinding Pete—Yer know what 

a square meal is, don't yer? Well, 
take ou? the meal and there's yer 
holler square.—^Tudge, 

'When a girl is from six to len yea» 
of age she wears on her forearms brass 
rods, sometimes twisted into a spiral 
and sometimes bent into separate 
rings. These are put on h ^ way up to 
thç elbow—put on with a hammer to 
stay. They are worn night and day 
until the arms become sore. Then they 
may be taken off, for the scars will al
ways tie there to prove that the girl 
wore jewelry when she was young. If 
i woman grows up without these marks 
on her arms it is a lasting source of an
noyance to her; for should her neigh
bors become vexed they cast it up te 
her that her mother was too poor to put 
-jewelry on her child. This is a great 
insult, as they all aspire to be consid
ered wealthy. 

"Girls are usually betrothed at seven 
years of age, and when about ten she is 
taken to live with her betrothed's peo
ple, where she will be associated with 
him and learn "his fashion." She is 
supposed to study his wishes and live 
to please him. 

"A man going off to his work the 
morning is never sure he will fftid 
his wife on his return. It is a common 
thing for her. to run away, and she is 
considered a very queer woman who has 
not at some time left her husband. 
When he goes visiting he usually takes 
her with him, to carry his chair, light 
bis pipe andl make sure of having her 
when he gets back. After harvest the 
women go on dancing parties from 
town to town, andere entertained with 
feasting by their friends. 

"Every town has its head woman, 
who judges and punishes offenders 
without asking the advice or consent of 
ihe men. I have asked for an explana
tion of this custom, and have always 
been told: 'Woman is the mother of 

and he ought to listen to her.' 
Some of these women are remarkable 
orators. I have often seen one of them 
standing in the midst of a crowd of 
people—kings, chiefs, • soldiers and 
women—all seated on the ground, and 
accorddng profound attention to the 
queeda,' as they call her. The men of 
a town dare do nothing to which the 
women seriously object, as they think 
women have more influence with God 
and the spirit world." 

A Kaffir Newspaper. 
It is not generally known that the 

Kaffirs of South Africa, popularly sup
posed to be a tribe of wild savages, 
publish a newspaper. It is called the 
Imvo, and has for its editors Mr. Ten-
go Jabaire and Mr. Makubalo. Con
trary to the reports of the leanings 
of the Kaffirs in the present war, the 
Imvo strongly sympathizes with the 
Boers.—N. Y. Sun. 

His Method. 
"My wife and I," remarked' Pslocum, 

"run the house without a f>*vr.icle of 
friction. When things go right I give 
her all the credit, and when they go 
wrong I take all the blame."—Chicago 
Tribune. 

et ting go 
est game ever. You s»e, it'à^ 
I make a living suggesting ways to ad
vertise to Wg concerns. Now the Bumm 
Bumm Shin Plaster company wanted to 
reach the common people with adver
tisements- of their stuff. So they send 
for me and' ask me for a suggestion. 
The pwnut gam* was one that 1 
though^ out a long time ago, buit had 
never J>ut into operation. The Bumm 
Bumm people thought it was all right 
and were willing to put up good money. 
I had a couple of women open up a 
bushel of peanuts, fold up these little 
circulars, put them inside, and then, 
by the use of a very small quantity ol 
paste on each shell, put them togethei 
again. I sold the meat of the nuts to a 
candy man and got more for them than 
1 paid for the original bushel. 

"I took the lot dtown to the office of 
the Bumm Bumm company, and they 
were dead stuck on the game. They 
gave me a fat check, and, that being the 
end of my contract, I bobbed up with 
another suggestion. "You can reach • 
lot of people with those things just 
scattering them around the street," 1 
says, trat I've got a better game than 
that.' Then I told them that for $10 1 
would- mix those fake peanuts up with 
the stocks of venders, so that every 
man who bought, peanuts on the street 
would be bound1 to get at least one ol 
ours. Say, they were dead stuck on the 
game, and we closed at once. That's 
all there is to it. You've seen me at 
nrork and know how I do it. Say, but 
isn't it a peach of a game? I bet I've 
put 40 peanut stocks on the bogus 
since I started out., and) I've only been 
working three days." 

Only Two Kinds of Cooklsg. 
All things should be cooked well. 

There are but two classes of cookery, 
the good and the bad. There is no me
dium. If things are not palatable they 
are bad. It is not only the food that is 
wasted, but the time of preparation; 
and, strange as it may seem, the most 
artistic and the most wholesome ways 
of.preparing foods are the simplest. 
One great trouble with the average 
housewife is that she has not studied 
the art of cooking—which, being a 
complicated one, cannot be learned 
from a book any more than the art of 
painting or dancing can be picked np 
without an instructor. To save trouble 
the housewife falls into a routine; 
overwork and over-anxiety rob her of 
her appetite, and she is a poor judge of 
the appetite of others.—Mrs. S. T. 
Borer, in Ladies' Home Journal. 

The Fitness of Things. 
"See, the sheriff is asleep," said the 

first convict; "let us jump from the 
train." 

"ïïo, we cannot jump now," objected 
the second convict. - "The train is not 
yet running 60 miles an hour.** 

This shows that even the criminal 
liasses read the newspapers and have 
in idea of the propriety of conforming 
to conventionalities.—Baltimore Amer-


