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‘T 18 all o mistake to suppose that |
good Judgment and a level head are
outtome bf experience. They are
lnn. not ‘moquired. The olad glthe
who has tried all things a gld
” that which is bad may go 41l to
over some Henrietta, throwgh

I, piboes
"ﬂuo wiles the green boy from’ the

<country district ~would see In an in-
stant. The capitaliat and the bank pres-
fdent fal} victim to quite as many bungo
the farmer and the cowboy.

the sampo Jack of rule halds good.

in the worlﬂol women, The blulhlng“

“amalden from’s French convent may be

. multe ta' ablg to take care of herself as

Ahe ¢ M who has abeorbsd

fic men and manners

A1 thany en glvenherown
Abtpgs. Ttiaw -

and & , and l.k
 Ahe g lﬁdm
'S father did not lp

ul ﬁcotiu to,thé contnrya i

W Bt n.l(hl

: a swore ﬂueqt.w But

‘ d 20 she was as innocent—
the af q

nllden is popularly supposed

owas at this p«rlod that she met

rley. He was Eoglish, and hand-

und ogreeable. One of her not

unobjeotionable girl friends

ted him, and, after the cus-

n of Americs, and more especially

“the west, nothing, further was nec-

1‘( iry. It Miss Porter thonght about

o ‘a4 all she thought it would have been

- hag‘ # of folly and inhospltality to
further guestions,

by and by one of the nforesaid

of her mothgr decided, after

proyer and fasting, that it was

ir obyious duty to warn Miss Porter,

os there wan no one else to do it

bled at the gity. Once,

| the days of Miss Porter's tender in-

acy, some other good advice had been

¢ with & storm of bad language, at

amere memory of which the good

had shuddered and shriveled aver

(D'u. But that had been long years

!.hﬂ Misa Porter's language was

‘mpdefate now, not only moderate but

alightly British, as appeared when ahe

peceived her mother’s {riend and led

her to a cozy corner and proceeded to

tea.
= five-o'elock ten habit had never
‘Theen strong with Miss Porter,
MN::’H wugnnolhar result of the
of Calverley—who was just
4hen in the library across the hall,
and reading and making him-
ly at home.
"l gaw you at the theater the other
t," began the elder woman. *
es,” eaid Miss Porter.
wia the man you were with?"
"% ‘wau the scandsl of Miss Porter's
aet—which was s good one in spite of

W all—that she did without chaperons
l‘m monat occasions. I daresay it

“was Mr. Calverley,” said Misa Porter.

s "She knew 1t was, and so did the other.
T

MQalverley? Do I know him? What
"~ v fhe rest of his name?”

- Miss Forter tried not to loo:lpron:

spoke the nonorous - tlables an
lllhl omphasized the hyphen It was Giles
le Chyton-(‘-lwrln she said.
m sald her mother's friend; “and

be from "

kg_'u trom Eulud from London.
again; “snd who is

formed her that e was

) ’oﬂ“ plexididly conneoted.

u l“‘u’ vague, but that was be-

e she oould not keep all the names
:m‘l’. end,

ind shomet Blm? It was becom.

ly eress-questioning, and

ralsed her brows, . There

e 106K {n the Baby-blue eses

’\u- that had mmd the

whe was

ow. “I fnet him|
‘are
sald. . .
‘Jo# at that m«. Tell
Calverley first, deare Are

aupe about him? Onb hus

e -

ed—a
credited, in
f the M- relative n’un
m on nlm

llot properly accred-
ma, h: od! llnvtbuh Wras
ug} brief. She Uonzd her own'
of the world,
M thdrew, baf-

. As she went fh angh'. kight of Cal-
yegloy »‘bl. Igatherp chair before
e 4 -mo king hgiar pipe, and
that night ahe d er husband xbout
1t. “What un Porter be think-
lng of ? she demanded.
Hisfown troghles, perhaps,™ lu nr
gested.

'rh} man is t.kl& pomulun.ol the

’ ;C{,u-banbiw into poetry:
'l-lu ey, uttiwept ?rthm‘w“u'
) "dut by sloven friends,
ﬂnu. At gufferance, on the'aloop.”
The Spanish # bad, tut the sentithent’s
all thére  *
““Some one ought to put a stop to it,”
“Don't yoti be the some one, theny
Let hir work ouf het own—salvation.
1f she ix in _love with him, Abe'll dosa
ahe likes; if she Ipp't, it won't matter."
There was pregéntly no ddubt about
her being in love with him, She was
Mrank in most things, was Miss Porter.
There was but onk matter in which she
could bring herselt to dissemble, and
only then bedguge Calverley Smpvessed
the great m{y for it upon her.
He explaini hough he loved her
to madnean marry her, there
were nometimes ons which Amer-
Jicans not tand why it was

’lhhn who were friends

e wery well connect-

ol \balr-nnh'n
¢ rneh convent

hn. l::l

e o]

pon her that she bad done uldl-lly
ing even for her, and the way
Lout of it was not altogether
But then Calverley would her
that; and at six o%lock she went in
search of him.
It was very much of u shack, Indeed,
kis piace of abode. Her soul yedrned
toward him, that whe should have lived
in luxury all these months, the while
bis fortunes had been so low as this,
It wan also a very un who
opened the ahaky door in answer to her
not too confident knodk; an untidy
woman and weary-looking, but pretty
withal, and young. And the two chil
dren who clung to her nlkirt were pret«
tn also, Thero was a third childs It
5!(“-. on Calverley's knee before
l re

loy was feeding it something. He sad
with the apoon polsed, and a hlapk look
in his eyes.

. A terrible mingiving took hold of Mim
Poﬂcr. With most women it woul
have bebn a certpinty. “Giles!™ she
wiiled, losing all presence of mind.

‘But he kept his. It wan not the first
trylng situation he had lived through,
though it was, perhaps, the most so.
He rose fram his chair and spilled the
child. His voice gose above its injured
howl. *“Miss Porter!™ he exclaimed,
“How charming! How unexpected!
Let me prnenl my wife—Mrs, Myers,
Miss Porter.”

She tried ‘-M to tike it well, to ace
cept her cue from - him and turn the
tragedy of her life into a soclety skit,
after the manher of women and of the
duoy. Butshe failed. When she opened
her mouth to speak no words would
come, and she fell forward into Mrs,
Myers' anms,

Mrs. Myers was very kind toher. She
took her baok fo the hotel and stopped
there with her that night. *You should
not be here all alope,” she paid, in her
awaset  Boglish volee. And when the
girl sturted to sobbingly explain ahe
checked har. “I understand;” shesaid;

¥you need not tell me. He had solda

‘good time) ¥ Bhe looked at
with ‘Mnl sort of pity

- Pory

~tovered supper table, and Calvers t

claim well and he went away o

dare nay," she added, ‘

a . I, v ll\' s 1 i
nlled. pm be dld not come,

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

A note which she found at the house
explained otherwise. It was all nbout
olrcumstances over which he had no
control, and sudden financial reverses,
und how he should always love her and
cherish her memory. Miss Porter be-
leved 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 cuame
forth again, pale, subdued and wilted,
but with unshaken faith in Calverley.

The faith remained wunshaken
through long months of silence, o sl
lencl 50 profound that she thought it
must be of the grave, and decided that
he had probably killed shimself. But
one day that happened which filled her
Gonstant heart with hope once more,

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

Miss Porter turned white, after the
most approved faszhion 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 bad met the Brit-
isher in the street,

Miss Porter asked if be lived there.

"Give it up. 1 didn’t speak to him
and he didn't see me. Only he doesn’t
g0 by the name of Clayton-Calverley
down there. They call him Myers."

There wan the suspicion of a twitch
about the corners of his mouth, but
Miss Porter could not see that jt wax
funny. She could readily understand
why he had chosen to hide his dentity.
A name lke Claylon-Calverley would
nnunlly be unwieldy in a rough min-
ing town.

Now, she was & young woman who
had always done exaotly as she plpased
without asking anyone's lenve—fre-
quently for the excellent reason that
there was no ane about of whom to ask
it. Such wus at present the case. Judge
Porter was away, to be gone indefinite-
ly. So she patked her own bag and
bought her own ticket, and took that
night's express for the sodth, and in
due time the stuge set her down in the
town of Randsburg, where her uppear-
ance—although she was gowned with
whot had seemed shabby simplicity in
Sun  Francisco —eonused covalderable
excilement and some lttle levity.

The hotel man was very civil, how-
ever, whew she anked where she could
find & may vamed Myers, He took her
out into the street and pointed cat a
amall, nopainted house some distance
awny. “That there's his shnek" he
told her, with s distinet note of in-

Quiry ia Jis voice, which she chose to

hix eart, enmlnu the urt and &

Patdnstantly replies: “You're:n liarl
Me name's O'Flaherty!"

Englivh cyclist to a pretty Irish “cols
leen,” in ingratisting toves: “Whigh
in the way to Sligo, my dear?™ Kitty
rejoins in demure aceents: *“By the
road, yer honor."

Irate landiady, pounding on the door
of her slothful lodger's room: “Is it
dend or alive ye ure, Mr. Maloney?"
Maloney, from within: “Nayther;
I'm slaping!"™

Gentlemoan asks cab driver in Dub.
Hn: “What is the shortest way to
St. Patrick's?" Car driver lays his
hand on the seat of the oar, ssying:
“That is, your honor.”"

“Pat, can you tell me what is an
Irlsh ‘bull?*"” asked an Inguiring
tourist, *“Well, if your honor sees four
cows lying down in a fleld an' one
o' them standin' up, that 'ud be a
bull!” retorts Pat, triumphantly.

A small boy standing beside =
donkey and holding its head with
both hands, while a party of militine
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
ween hin brother he'd go an' list."—
Gentlewoman.

Nules of &« Waghington Barber Shop,
In one part of Washington there is an

exclusive settiement of negroes. They

havetheirlittle shops in which the nec

ensuries of life are kept on sale. The

prices range {rom a cent to a quarter,

In one of the shanties is a barber shop.

1t has two chairs of the most primitive

style. On the wall is a torn colored ple-

ture of & colored fire company in a

frame without a glasa. Underneath

this is a paper on which are written

these rules:

: Bhave. 5 cénta. Spot cash,

: One hair cut 10 cents. Spot caah, ]

: Bhampooin Saturday, § cents Extra, @

: Other days, except Bunday, 3 conta. :

: No shayin Sunday, !

: A takes Ups.

: Bhine, next door.

1 Shut on holidays

: No credit in lho Store,

¢ Gamblin barred.

: Excupt pints on. raods.

: No politics lowed.

$ Bumn on religlon

W nnhln“mn Star.

Clond of Nuge.

A cloud of bugs was reécently ree
sponsible for the calling out of the
Trenton fire dopartment. The bugs
were gothered around the steeple of
the Fourth Presbyterisn church in
such numbers and at such o distance
from the ground that a passer-by mis-
took them for smoke and semt in an
alarm.

Sad )lew- for the l,l‘ln *
Lieut. Hobson Is coming home, but
be is saying little or nothing for pubs-
Heation. The Chicugo Tribune coms

menting on thissays that his Ups were

“I' weo your name's ‘oblitherated!”®

senled some time ago

the -fhﬂoiﬁ. while assembli
and otln‘,,hul{m take up ghe night
time. On flowers are
ordered Ban There sre 2§
or 30 Iadies, who are nt in g0-
clety, ahd entertain. plenty,
but there are few unmarried women,
n:d thare i an trgent dc..ud for
them.
There are two banks,

are very large ‘lthdp
plm Onn

rwmh« Ah- ! ‘

: are l“ well

ull large quantl

ties of pupehbnk novels as well, and

all the perfodicals of the east are io
enger demand,

Ther# Is no police in Junesu, the po-
lico function belpg in the hands of
deputy United States murshals, and
there is little disorder. Juneau has
o olimate that is all cloud and fog
and mist and rain for about 365 days
I the yedr,

All kinds of hardy vegetables are
raised around the town, and one man
has a floral garden wherg roses and
other flowers flourish as the green
bay tree. Prices are quite reanon-
able, Good board may be had ut from
five t§ six dollars o week, and rooma
at fdom $10 to $20 o month, Drinks
are 25 cents each, except beer, which
Is 15 cents, and clgars axe usually two
for n quarter, but good five cent el
gnrn 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
o quarter, o hair cut 50 cents. Best
hotels, which have water, electris
light, and ail the modern Improve-
ments, charge two dollars and three
dollars & day, and some very fair as
low as one dollar a day,

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

An Tdle 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 myn and some others, Before
she spoke she soarcely 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
mnke buffalo robes out of the hair that
falls off their backs?" The crowd be-
gan to ahout and the man to blush. The
girl protested it was ¢ joks. Perhapa
it was, but the man found the point
too dull for his wita—Chlcago Chron-
lele.

And Thats So.

Little Robby-——Pop, what's a sanitar-
fum?

Mr., Haduliver—It's a place where,
nfter you've been there a week, you
wish you™wore dead; and after you've
been there o month, gyou think yon
pever. were alive before.—Puck,

) An Exnot Definition,

Weary Woggles—What's a  holler
square, Pote?

Pothiinding Pete—Yer know what
8 square meal is, don't yer? Well,
take ouf the meal and there's yer
boller square.—Judge.

ble, und mansage and stfptel tl
thoroughly until the )oo:"\l D
ture I almost strangled and lh:m
all that is in itq 2

! tnhnththuhﬂdownto-lupd'

I.Iu)e mit omh. a ﬂdn
old

.n." 3 T PRV e
of age ahe wears on her forearme bu-
rods, sometimes twisted luto a spiral
and sometimés bent into aepirate
rings. These are put on hsif way up to
the elbow—put on with'a hammer to
stay., They are wora night and day
until the arms bécome sore. Then they
may be taken off, for the scars will al-
ways vé thers to prove that the girl
wore jewelry when she was young. If
t'woman grows up without these marks
on her arms it is s lasting source of an.
noyance to her; for should her neigh-

Lbora become vexed they cast it up te

her that her mother was too poor to put
Jjewelry on her child. This Is a great
insult, ax they all aspire to be consid-
ered wenlthy,

“Girls are usually betrothed at seven
yenrs of age, und when about ten she is
taken to live with her betrothed’s peo-
ple, whero she will be associated with
him and learn “his fmshion.” She is
supposed. to study his wishes and live
to please him.

“A man goling off to his work in the
morning is pever sure he will find
his wife on his return. Itisa common
thing for her. to run away, and she is
sonsidered 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 chalr, light
Lia pipe and make sure of having her
when he gets buck. After harveat the
women go on duncing parties from
town to town, andare entertained with
teasting by their friends.

“Every town bas its head womnn,
who judges and punishes offéenders
without nsking the advice or consent of
ihe men. I have asked for an expluna-
tion of this custom, and have always
been told: ‘Woman is the mother of
man, and ke ought to listen to her.
Some of these women are remarkable
oratora. I have often seen one of them
wtanding in the midst of a crowd of
people—kings, chiefs, ‘ woldiers and
women—all seated on the ground, and
aceording profound attention to the
‘queedn,’ as they call her. The men of
a4 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
Kafties of South Africa, popularly sup-
posed to be a tribe of wild savages,
publish n newspaper, It is called the
Imvo, und bas for its editors Mr, Ten-
go Jabalre and Mr, Makubalo, Con-
trary to the reporta of the leanings
of the Kaffirs in the present war, the
Ilmvo strongly sympathizes with the
Boers.—N, Y. Sun.

Hin Method.

“My wife and 1" remarked Prlocum,
*run the house without a payticle of
friotion.. When things go right I give
her all the credit, and when they go
wrong 1'take all the blame, " —Chicago
Yribune.

tisements of thelr

for me and ask me for a
The
thougit out & long time ago, but had
never put into operation. The Bumm
Bumm pwph thought it was all right
and were willing to put up good muy
I had a couple of women open up
bushel of peanuts, fold up thess uuu
ciroutars, put them inside, and then,
by the use of & very small quantity.of
paste on each shell, put them toge:
again. Isold the meat of thenutaton
candy man and got more for them than
1 paid for the original bushel.

“I took the lot down to the office of
the Bumm Bumm companvy, and they
were dead stuck on the game. They
gave mé o fat cheok, and, that being the
end of my contract, I bobbed up with
snother suggestion. “You can reach &
lot of people with those things just
seattering them around the street,’ 1
says, Dut I've got a better 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 bound to get at least one of
ourn. Say, they were dead stuck on the
game, aud we closed st once, That's
all there is to it You've seen me st
work and know how I do it. Say, but
fsn't it 8 peach of & game? 1bet I've
put 40 peanut stocks on the
since I started out, andI've only been
working three days."

Only Two Kinds of Cooking.

All things should be cooked well,
There are but two classes of cookery,
the good and the bad, There is no me-
dium. 1f things are not palatabls they
are bad. It is not only the food thatis
wasted, but the time of preparation;

and, strange as it may seem, the most S

artistic and the most wholesome ways
of .preparing foods are the simplest.
One great trouble with the average
housewife is that she has not studisd
the art of cooking—which, being &
lioated one, t be learned
from & book any more than the art of
ptinting or dancing ean be picked up
without an ingtructor, To save troubls
the housewife falls into = routine;
oyerwork and over-anxiety rob her of
her appetite, and she is a poor judge of
the appetite of others—Mre. 8. T.
Rorer, in Ladies' Home Jouraal.
The Fitness of Things

“Bee, the sheriff iy asleep,” sald shs
it conviot; “let us jump from the

train.”

“No, we cannot jump now," abjested
the second conyict.: **The train is nok
ye';hrunnlng 60 miles an hour™ -

is shown that even, the
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