
.-
I»

'*
'

The %
T

r u i T i i

J L

3Strictly Democratic A lw ays Consistent.

VOL. XI. NATCHITOCHES, LOUSE NA, THURSDAY, MAY 25, IS99.
.o o i-p . o n e  û î ô î  lo o if ïi t  ô u ï  i f ' l j ü ' î

NO. i »

O ' *

GRASSES. chain, and his users ~clt Tor arid ca
ressed it as if it had been a live tiling. 
And that was the end.—Hartford Cou
rant.

AN UNREA LI SED DREAM.
A re  th ese  th e  fa iry  hosts,

T he  m illio n  in arc h in g  m en, 
VTho a f te r  fous an d  frost« 

S p ran g  up  in g inde an d  g len?iiniini HiiiiiHiiiiiiHiiiiiimiiiminnnnmntmiiiHi

m m m
For Infants and Children.

The Kind You Have 
Always Bought

B e a r s  t h e  

S i g n a t u r e

AVeßetablc Preparation for As
similating IheFood and Regula
ting the Stomachs and Bowels of

Promote lion,Cheerful

O T  N a r c o t i c .
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(Itlt'iri Steer 
\üJaynem  rtaHoren

Ajicrfeci Remedy forConslioa- 
tion . Sour Stomach.DiarrhJSa, 
Worms .Convulsions,Feverish
n ess  and L O S S  O F SLEEP.
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THE ENTERPRISE IS THE OFFICIAL J
O f the C ity and P arish  o f Natchitoches.
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The Subscription Price is

O N L Y  $ 1 . 5 0  P E R  Y e P t R ,

^jB ^ .^ P ayable in Advance

Mc. K, HOLSTON, Proprietor. E . D O D D ,  M a n a g e r ]

Me. K. H O LSTO N’S

Livery & Feed Stable.
C H U R C H  S T R E E T , N A T C H IT O C H E S .  L A .

I tm  prepared toffurnlsh the traveling public with first-class accommodations 
in the livery line. I also carry a full Ime of Undertaker’s Goods—WOOD COF
FINS and METALLIC' CASES, trimmed.in any style and at prices to snlt the 
times Hearse famished on application.' Prompt and personal attention given 
to every department of the business by the proprietor and manager.

Busses M eet all Trains. D rum m ers Teams Specialty.
W
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Send Us Your Job Work.
SA T ISF A C T IO N  G U A R A N T E E D .

.

T h e ir  sp ears  were s ilv e r g ray . 
T h e ir  jav e lin s  gold a n d  g reen , 

T h a t  lik e  a fo u n ta in 's  sp ray  
S h a tte re d  th e  lig h t betw een.

T h e ir  b a n n e r  th e  w ild  ro se  
O r ho n ey su ck le  b r ig h t, 

T e r rib le  to  th e i r  foes 
W hen th ey  w e n t o u t to  fight.

N ow  sw ee t, so sw eet, In d e a th  
T hey  lie , lik e  n u tu n m  leaves, 

W ith a ll  th e i r  golden  b re a th  
G a th e re d  in  golden  sheaves.

N o w  sw eet, so sw eet, th e y  He 
W ith a ll  th e i r  com ely le n g th ;  

P i le d  h ig h  in  heaps so high  
A n d  w ith e re d  a ll  th e i r  s tre n g th .

A lack , t h a t  goodly show 
Of sp ears  a p d  gloivus an d  «w ords, 

T h a t  M nytim o long ago,
W hen th ese  w e re  be lted  lord«!

JÏ  M aÿ  CjjMÏHaette .

NOTHING PE R  CENT.

The house in which Mr. William 
Johnson carried on the business of 
money lender and financial agent was 
in no way different from those surround
ing it, save that the down stairs front 
window bore the legend, “Loan Office,” 
in large black letters on a white 
ground. A quiet, orderly, middle aged 
man was Mr. Johnson, and people who 
met him in the street and did not know 
him would have taken him for any
thing rather than a man who put out 
his money to usury.

Certainly there was nothing of the 
Shylock about him ns he sat one spring 
morning in his dingy office going over 
a much thumbed account book. He was 
a tall, spare, loosely built man, with a 
pale face and a thin, straggling crop of 
beard and whisker that always looked 
as if it had grown in patches. Usually 
when he was not talking to his clients 
he carried a quill pen in his mouth. 
There was something in thi3 habit 
which gave him the appearance of an 
abstracted poodle carrying a stick.

Mr. Johnson was deeply engrossed in 
the consideration of a certain entry in 
his account book when the door of the 
loan office opened very suddenly and 
set the bell ringing with sharp disso- I 
nance. He heard a light step in the lit- ' 
tie lobby which was partitioned off 
from 
ment

o n e  e a rn ,  l ö o ä i T  o u t  > f*T taiî ü t c .  — 
e y e s  a t  t h e  m o n y  le n  ;r.,

Mr. Johnson’s first impulse was to 
stretch out his hand for one of the 
application form whi 3 stood ready in 
a small box o n ih e  o inter, but upon 
reflection he liftd tb swinging shelf 

! and asked this i»w cli it to step inside. 
When she lir.d jessed «to the office, he 
closed the door^thd joirted her, and 
from sheer force of Mbit be restored 
the quill pen to |bîs àcfhth. The girl 
saw the resemblance t| the abstracted 
poodle, and a si lie <ppled over her 
face. Mr. Johns & dif not. observe it. 
He indicated a e  d* a the side of bis 
desk, and when » î rl *had taken it 
resumed his own set 1 id looked at her.

“ What amoun did ;-oq. wish to bor
row, ma’am?” s; ] ft . .fwffhson.

“Wh—ah—we f £i . ”
“Now”— said îr. obnson. “I sup- \ 

pose you could fa psl göod security?”
“I thought tha SOJrit says in vour ! 

*,«<maaeiiiOûo, ‘’l&.-.-rr, that yoU
lend money on borrowers note of hand 
alone—I think that’s how it’s pnt, 
isn’t it—and no inqniriesand no sure
ties—isn’t that it?”

“ To approved borrows—yes,” an
swered Mr. Johnson.

“ Ob.” said the girl “Oh, then : 
you”—

“ We don’t lend monty without se- I 
curity,” said Mr. Johns«. “Of course 
if we know the party *id know that 
it’s all right and safe, vriy, of course, ! 
in that case”—

“ I see,” said the yirl. “ Yes—of j 
course you don't know piything about 
me. How silly of me! Ï thought one !

D i c k e n « '  C h a r a c t e r s .

Dickens simply reveled in Mr. Peck
sniff and in what is perhaps his great
est creation. Mrs. Gamp. That admir
able lady is worthy of the creator of 
Damo Quickly, so masterly, so large is 
the handling, so flowing in her contour, 
for Sairey in her way has “an outline” 
which Mr. Mantalini desiderated in a 
person of quality. Near her, but not 
actually on her level, is the friendly 
Mr. Swiveller, whose Marchioness ex
hibits right pathos, which does not har
row, being bathed in humor. Mr. Swiv
eller no doubt is a raff and would have 
been “proud of the title,” but a raff of 
delicacy, with tho kindest heart, and 
in the matter of poetry he finds in it all

I n  t h e  g o ld en  s p r in g  O sy  o f  l ife  I  s to o d
O n th e  f lo w er  l in e d  b a ff le r  o f w o m a n h o o d .
A n d  th e  s u n  w a s  b rq jh t ,  a n d  th e  sk ie s  

w e re  f a i r .
A n d  th e  jo y  b i rd s  w e re  s in g in g  e v e ry 

w h e re .
T h e n  life  w a s  a  d re a m  th a t  w a s  h e a v e n  

b o rn  lr
A s th e  s u n  ro se  u p  o n  th e  g lo r io u s  m o rn
T h a t  fo llo w s  th e  w a n in g  o f  g ir lh o o d 's  

d a y s .
A n d  th e  w o m a n  b a s k e d  in I ts  c h e e ry  r a y s .

A  s u i to r  c a m e  In a  m a n ly  y o u th  
AVhose e y e s  w e re  m ir ro r s  re l le e t in g  t r u t h ,  
W h o s e  f a c e  a n  A p o llo  m ig h t  e n v y  w ell 
A n d  w h o s e  v o ice  w a s  c le a r  a s  a  v e s p e r  

b e ll.
B u t  I  s te e le d  m y  h e a r t  to  th e  g o ld en  

s n a re .
F o r  m a d  a m b i t io n  w a s  n e s t in g  th e re  
T o  r e ig n  a s  q u e e n  in  th e  t in s e le d  s hh g Ê
O f th e  u p p e r  w o rld , a n d  I b a d e  h im  V o . 

A  y e a r  sp ed  o n . a n d  a n o th e r  c a m e .

the cùasüLitiao Olffi counsel .which. cox?«?WS^.£tf^V.a
Mr. mutt lie \v Arm*»? s opinion, make Anil ,ai() hls hPart at m y  q u e e n ly  fee t.
poetry an eligible ’ * ‘ ' 
ligion.

substitute for re- B u t  h ls  n a m e w a s  m is s in g  f ro m  t i t le d  lo re : 
! H o  w a s  b u t  a  to ile r  In life , n o  m o re .

One thinks of those enchanted char
acters down to Miss Walckes and 
Quilp’s boy with an inexpressible affec
tion Onr hearts are simply peopled 
with those creations which gathered 
round Dickens when he wrote like 
amiable spirits summoned by one sweep 
of a magician’s wand. Could there be 
weariness in the brain which bubbled 
up, as it were, with these creatures of 
delight—with Mrs. Todgers and Bailey, 
Jr., tho Mantalinis, and Betsey Prig, 
and Hannibal Chollop, and the Literary

A n d  I  m u ffled  th e  b low  in  r e g r e t fu l  p h r a s e  
A s  h e  p a s s e d  fro m  m y  s ig h t  w ith  r e p r o v 

in g  g a z e .

. Ladies, and Jefferson Brick?—Andrew 
had just to come and jet the money Lang jn Fortnightly Review
dth!  si trn  *1 'n a n n r  c rn n if li in f iand sign a paper or souilthing.

The girl looked np frcfci her parasol, 
with which she Lad bee  ̂tracing imag
inary patterns on the fleir.

“Peril*ps I’d better tel you all about 
it ,” she said. “Of couse you won’t 
tell anybody, will you ?’ ’ j

“Never divulge professknal secrets, ” 
said Mr. Johnson.

“ Well, I want to borrow £20 to 
buy a bicycle. There!” said the girl, 
with a decisive tap cf theg)arascl upon 
the floor. “ You see, I’ve spent every 
J mny of my quarter’s allowance, and 
there’s still a month befere I’ve any 
more due—and I simply must have that 
bicycle, and I looked over lall the ad
vertisements about money and I saw 
ycurs, and so I came to you,”

“ Might I inquire wiat name, 
ma’am?” said Mr. Johnson.

_____ __ “Oh, I’m Miss Lattimer!;' Of course
the rest of the room. For a mo- you know my father, Mr. lobert Lat
he did not answer the summons timer ?”

“Certainly," replied Mr. Johnson,of the bell. It was never wise to be in 
too much haste to welcome callers. B u t, . . , . ..
presently he rose and opened the door, ; more as oa sue .(.n e \  e 
the quill pen still retaining its horizon- 1 donbt that he d ^  * ° t  

tal position in his meutb. He lifted his 
eyes carelessly from the little swing 
counter to the person who stood behind 
It. He was not easily surprised, for he 
had seen manjr-strange things in his 
time, but what he now saw surprised 
him into a vague, uncomfortable si
lence.

Behind the little counter stood a

‘I’ve : 
bicyi

young lady—nay, a girl of some 18 or 
19 years, fashionably dressed, evidently 
of good position and palpable refine
ment Her pretty, fresh face,. revealed 
itself to Mr. Johnson’s astonished eyes 
from beneath the ravishments of a 
much beflowered picture hat and seemed 
strangely out of keeping with the dingy 
color of his little lobby.

“ Oh—er—you are Mr. William John
son?” she said.

“Yes,” answered Mr. Johnson.
“ i^r-I want to borrow same monsv. ”

n o w .
“ No, he won’t. He thinks two hun 

dred a year quite enough for a girl : <• 
spend. No : I shall have to buy my ov. n 
bicycle. ”

Mr ' ,
iiiontli nnd scratcl

The Spanish War
in The  C entury M agazine.

T H E  C EN TU RY  is making a wonderful suc- 
• cess of its great series of articles on the Span

ish W ar by the men who fought it. Captain
Sigsbee has told the story of the M aine; 
Lieutenant Hobson has given his graphic nar
rative of the sinking of the M errtmac ;  Gen
eral Shafter hasdesenbed the Santiago campaign.

In  March General Greene begins his descrip
tion of the Manila campaign ; and in April is

ADMIRAL SAMPSON’S 
PERSONAL NARRATIVE 

Of the Capture of Cervera.

mögt remarkable feature* ever printed in an 
American magazine,— nothing less than

The Santiago Naval Battle 
Described by th e  Commanders.
Iowa, by Cast. R, D. Evans. 
Indiana, by Capt. H. C  Taylor, 
Texas, by Commodore J. y .  Philip,
Brooklyn, by Capt. F. A. Cook, 
Gloucester, by jlt.-Com.Wain wright,
New York, by Capt. F. E. Chadwick, 
Oregon, by Lieut. E. W. Eberle

(ip command of the forward turret).
C  A.CH man tells the story of his own and of his 
k - ship’s experiences in the fight, — all with 
novel illustrations taken from the decks of each 
of the above vessels during the action.

D E SID E S the W ar Articles, T he Centuev 
u  has an unprecedented list of general attrac
tions, including a new life of Alexander the 
Great, superbly illustrated ; Marion Crawford’s 
historical romance of the Second Crusade ; Paul 
I-eicester Ford’s articles on Benjamin Franklin ; 
capital short stories; etc.

X IEW  SU BSCRIPTIO NS may begin at any 
time (price $4.00). The magazines are al

ways for sale on the news-stands by the first day 
of the month, price 35 cents.

e THE CENTURY CO. 
Union Square, New York.

D r. Grady s condition P owders, an 
jnst what a home needs when in bad con
dition. Tonic, blood nnrifier and ver
mifuge. They a re not lood but mediem 
and the liest in nse to put a horse n 
prime condition. Price 25 cents per
package. For sale by Janin <fc Suddaib]
D :----- *-*-niggists.

the feathered end of it.
“I ’m afraid ycur father wouldn’t ap

prove, ma’am”— he began.
“ Oh, but he’s not to know, you 

know. This is a little deal just between 
you and me. After all it’s not getting 
things on credit, is it? Because the 
money will really be mine when you’ve 
lent it to me, won’t it?”

“Ye-es,” answered Mr. Johnson. 
“Ye-es. ”

“That’s all right, then!” said Miss 
Lattimer triumphantly. “ Well, have I 
got to sign any papers or anything, 
Mr. Johnson?”

“It is usnal to make inquiries before 
completing. ”

“ Oh, but I ’ve no time for inquiries!” 
exclaimed Miss Lattimer. “ I’ve got to 
meet a friend at the cycle agent's in an 
hour. Oh! Look here! I’ll leave you my 
card, Mr. Johnson, in case you want 
my address. ’ ’

Mr. Johnson looked at the bit of 
pasteboard and then at Miss Lattimer. 
Something impelled him to rise and un
lock a safe which stood in a corner of 
the office He fumbled about, and final
ly produced four £5 notes, new from 
the Bank of England.

“Well, ma’am,” said Mr. Johnson, 
“it isn't my usual way of doing busi
ness, but” —and there he paused, utter
ly unable to explain matters to himself. 
“When did you say you could pay it 
back, ma’am?”

“Ob, on the 1st of July,” replied 
Miss Lattimer. “That’s scarcely a 
month, is it?”

“ Then I  may expect to see you on 
the 1st of July, ma’am?” said Mr. 
Johnson, laying down the notes.

“Certainly you may!” exclaimed 
Miss Lattimer d iightedly. “Thanks, 
awfully !” She stuffed the notes into a 
geld mounted puree and smiled at Mr. 
Johnson with all the innocent pleasure 
of a child who hns §ot what it wants. 
“ But wo haven t arranged anything— 
haven’t I to sign < papur or anything?”

“I think,” sai Mr Johnson slowly, 
“that we’ll leav that over until you 
pay the mont n i ’am. I’ll only 
charge yon reasr iblo interest for such 
a short loan. Ol oui e, ma’am, you’ll 
not mention ti little transaction to 
anybody,” he a ed, anxiously. “ We

W o m e n ’«  I l i K h t a  n t  S i x .

Dolly, who is 6, was sent to boai'ding 
school just before Christmas. When 
6ho came home for the holidays, she 
voiced her many objections to the tem
ple of learning where her guardian had 
placed her.

“ 1 don’t like to stand in a straight 
row,” she said, “and I don’t like to 
drink out of a mug with a big ’Be 
Good’ on it. and I don't like to have 
Ziy face washed round and round as if 
it was a plata”—New York Commer
cial Advertiser.

IIÂ9 V l t lT  Of I t .

“ My dear.” said Mrs. Henpeck. “ I’m 
positive that our George is thinking 
seriouply of matrimony.”

“ Well. 1 only hope so.” returned 
Henpeck, with unusual spirit “ I 
wouldn't want any boy of mine to be 
so unfortunate as to regard it as a 
joke’’—Philadelphia Record.

When n SoliJier I« ßeftr.Kl;«. 
This is how most armies degrade an 

officer who has been proved a traitor to 
his country. The day before the traitor 
is to be publicly degraded, the military 
tailor removes all the buttons and 

cn out of stoilwwfpg.mv.tWt-ijmger'n 
rest? wTtb̂  iflaetng tbenrwftn a single stitch, so 

that they can be readily torn away 
The condemned man’s sword is also filed 
almost in two, in order that it may be 
easily snapped.

At the time appointed the traitor, 
who has. of course, been tried by court- 
martial, is marched out with his regi
ment, wearing his uniform for the last 
timo. A halt is called, a superior officer 
repeats the verdict of the court martial, 
advances toward the traitor and says: 

“You have disgraced tho uniform yon 
wbar ; you are unworthy to carry arms. 
In the name of onr country we degrade 
you.”

The decorations are torn from the 
uniform, the sword broken in twain, 
and amid the muffled rumbling of 
drums the ceremony ends, although a 
long term of imprisonment invariably 
follows.—Pearson's Weekly.

T h e  fire s  o f  a m b it io n  w a r m e r  b u rn e d
T ill  th e y  s m o th e re d  love, a n d  1 p ro u d ly  

s p u rn e d
T h e  y e a r n in s s  o f  h e a r t s  t h a t  w e re  b ra v e  

a n d  bo ld
A n d  p u r e  in  a ffe c tio n  a s  v i rg in  g o ld .
A  k in g  w o u ld  c o m e  w ith  a  t i t le d  n a m e .
A n d  I 'd  ru le  a s  q u e e n  In th e  w o r ld  o f  

fam e .
A n d  th e  y e a r s  sp ed  o n  w ith  d is t r e s s in g  

p ace .
E a c h  p e n c il in g  l in e s  on  m y  o n c e  f a i r  face.

T h e n  m y  h e a r t  w a s  p ie rc e d , a s  b y  g lea m  
in g  b lad e .

W ith  th e  g ro w in g  f e a r  t h a t  I 'd  d ie  a  m a id  
A n d  w h e n  h o p e  w a s  w a n in g  a n o th e r  c a m e  
A n d  I  fo rc e d  a  sm ile  a n d  a s s u m e d  h ls  

n a m e .
T h e  d re a m e d  o f  k in g d o m  I 'm  r u l in g  o 'e r  
I s  a  d in g y  o ld  c o rn e r  g ro c e ry  s to re .
A n d  I  a id  m y  h u s tl in g  o ld  k  n g  o f  k in g s  
I n  s e l l in g  b a c o n  a n d  c h e e se  a n d  th in g s !

—D e n v e r  P o s t.

O n l y  I l i i n i i i n .

V

t i

! iï

“What's the matter, bub?”
“ I lent Willie Jones me new skates, 

ati he’s gene an fell in dis hole wifi 
'em.”—New York Journal.

W a n t e d  t o  S o t H i m s e l f  IU k Ii I

P o o r  t l i a n e e  F o r  P o e t s .

A poet is cross with me because I de
cline firmly to read his manuscripts and 
advise him as to the desirableness of 
taking to verse with all his young ener
gy. Other poets may take a statistical 
view of their case. Let them consider 
the estimated population of the globa 
How many of them have justified their 
conduct in being poets? At this hour 
is there one such being anywhere ? Sup
pose, for the sake of argument, that 
there are six. How many millions to 
ono is it against the success of the neo
phyte? But, if versify he must, let him 
send his work to all the editors. If they 
think his poems worth printing (and 
paying for), then let him make friends 
with certain young critics, who will 
blow his trumpet before him. But do 
not let him bother busy old men, who, 
by reason of their age, are no longer 
good judges.—Andrew Lang in Long
man’s Magazine.

“Pray do no! misjudge 
as he entered the office, 
man, and I cannot «iron 
a false lig! t bci-uv t!t- [ a 
courteous treatment at y«. 
ask that you be not dec<-iv 
ances. My hair is long 
cause of a fi iuncial dis .: 
my barber. I am no pom.

Then he succeeded in st

he said, 
i k m ; n  p o o r
to be put in 
•c. I desire 
r hands and 
i by appear
ed it is be- 
t mont with

ring the Sun
day editor 
—Chicago

book ih 
>st.

it be didn t want

H e r  P l a n .

Mr. Tczzleton (with swelling mus
cles)—W’hat would yon do if yon and I 
were all alone in the house and you 
should see a burglar crawling through 
the window ?

Miss Dazeley—Ob. I should stand 
right in front of the chair behind which 
you were hid and if possible argue with 
him until the folks came home. —Chi
cago Daily News.

An easy  
w a y  to g e t  

a  p iano .
E  h ave  34 b rig h t, new  
P ia n o s— p erfec t in  to n e, ac 

tio n  an d  finish— all bu ilt w ith in  

offer you  as  »U fed below. T h e  i 
p iano» a re  o f  su ch  s ta n d a rd  
m ak es as

M athushek,

K im ball,
Pease,
C hickerlng,

Royal,
— all re liab le  p ianos, g u a ran teed  in 
ev e ry  p a rticu la r.

T h e  p ro p o sitio n  is th is  :

W e  w ill sh ip  y ou  y o u r ch o ice  of 
any  o f th e  nam ed  p ianos, pre
paying the freight to  any  po in t 
in  L o u i s i a n a  and  M ississipp i, 
c h a rg in g  you o u r lowest spot 
cash price, an d  allow  y ou  to  
p ay  fo r it  n ex t fall, a f te r  y o u r 
c ro p s  a re  m ade. T h is  g ives you 
a  p ian o  HOW an d  th e  u se  of it a ll 
su m m er w ith o u t a  c e n t’s outlay . 

W rite To-Day !
T h e  n u m b e r  of in s tru m e n ts  a rc  

lim ited , a n d  th is  offer is fo r th is  
o v er stock  of p ianos only.

If you have an old piano, 
w e w ill tak e  it a s  a  cash  pay m en t, 
a llo w in g  y ou  th e  b est p o ssib le  
price.

P h .  W e r l e i n ,  L t d . ,

•E v ery th in g  In m u sic .”  
Largest and Oldest Piano llouae in the 

South.

614-616 Canal St., 1
* New Orleans.

For one cent

Send us a on- cent postal card, with 
your name and address, ar.d we v ill 
mail von our big lt®9 illustrated catalog 
of bieyulo sundries. I t tells about the 
largest hleyoie house in the South, and 
vires prices on everything about a 
uicycle. I t  contai us a  "

special talk to repair men,
giving many practical hint* on vh»t, to 
do, bow to do it amt what you ought to 
pay for snndries and materials.

A b b o tt Cycle Co., L td .
4 1 1  t o  41!) B a r o n n e  St. ,  

N E W  O R L E A N S .

F n s l l y  C o u n t e d .

After an absence of half a year she 
had retnrned.

“ Did yon think of me often. George?' 
she asked.

“ Only once, Aggie." he replied, 
“but it was an awful long think—six 
whole months!”—New York World.

always keep tb 
quiet.”

“ Oh, to be si 
“ Well, thanks, 
by, YouTl see 
dead certain, yo

matters quiet—very

el” laughed the girl, 
r. Johnson, and good- 
ne on the 1st of July 
know. ”

On the 1st 01 July Mr. Johnson sat 
his office in state of nervous ex

nervousness had

T i t  F o r  T n t .

Brothers and sisters ought to bo glad 
to give and receive mutual assistance.

“ You show such had taste in the se
lection of y onr neckties, Horace,” said 
the elder sister of a youth in his teens. 
“They always look so wrinkled and 
shapeless too. Yon ongbt to let me buy 
them and tie them for yon. ”

“ I’m willing, sis,” he answered, 
looking at hçr pinched waist, “ if you’ll 
let me buy ÿonr belts and fasten them 
around you.”—Youth’s Companion.

pectancy, but 
nothing to do ) 
was due from J! 
morning he w;i 
noon, and still 
as evening dr 
brought a regi 
Johnson opened 
notes and £1 : 
smelled of violets 

After a long 
from his desk a

I n  a  B o o n s  M a r k e t .

The Lamb—The thing has gone down 
nntil it isn’t worth a cent on the dollar. 
And yet you told me it was a good in
vestment.

The Wolf—And so I still think. The 
th the money which trouble is that we look at it from dif- 
s Lattimer. All the ferent points of view, that’s all.—Boe- 
d and all the after- ton Transcript.

A p p r e c i a t e d  t h e  C o m p l i m e n t .

“They say that Jones was elated the 
day after the recount committee throw 
him out of his seat in the common 
council. ”

“ Yes: it was because the papers next 
morning spoke of him as having retired 
gracefully.''—Detroit Free Press.

( . a i l i n g  HI«  B lu f f .

“ My time is worth $1 a minute to 
me, ” said the busy man.

“All right,” replied the insurance 
agent. ” 111 take just 15 minutes and 
allow you the discount on the first pre
mium ”—Philadelphia North Ameri
can.

T o o  P r e v i o n s .

Friend— What are yon kicking about ?
Humorist—I’m a chump. I went and 

destroyed all iny Spanish war jokes 
that 1 had left over if I had them 
now. I could work them over to suit 
the Filipino war.—New York Journal.

R i n g i n g  t h e  C h a n g e * .

First Tramp—That dog got you up a 
tree, did he?

Second Tramp—Yes. I never saw so 
much bark about a tree in my life be
fore.—Yonkers Statesman.

F a r m e r  S i n c l a i r .

John Sutherland Sinclair is a farmer 
in North Dakota. His farm is called 
Berriedale farm. In the book cf the 
peerage Mr. Sinclair is put down as Earl 
of Caithness, Lord Berriedale and a, 
baronet of Nova Scotia. All the castles 
and vast estât** which his ancestors 
owned have shrunk to the North Dakota 
farm. The earldom of Caithness once 
embraced all the nprthern part of Scot
land, from soa to sea, and the Sinclairs 
were earls of Orkney too. —Milwaukee 
W isconsin.

e came no t And then 
near the postman 

ered letter, and Mr. 
and drew out £20 in 
gold and a note that

ne Mr. Johnson rose 
i locked up the notes 1 

in his Bafe. Ther ie look the sovereign ; 
in his hand ar. went out into the 
street He pres* tly name to the little 
shop of a workir je veler and entered 
it  timidly. W t a b a  came ont again, 
aba.sorexeirm b t  orchis simple watch \

N o t  n  G e r m a n .

“ Did you enjoy the german the other 
night, M iss Daisy?” asked Tinkleton.

“ EU wasn’t a German, Mr. Tinkle- 
ton ,” answered Daisy innocently; “ he's 
an Englishman. ”—Harper's Bazar.

T h e  I m p o r t a n t  T h i n g .

“They say all the lovemaking was 
on her part ”

“So I've heard. But then he supplied 
the money, you know. ”—Philadelphia 
North American.

Meerschaum is a silicate of magnesia 
and is to be found chiefly in Asia Minor, 
Greece and Madrid.

B o u n d  t o  F ' in in h  H i m .  A n y  «  aj ' ,

When doctors can't find anything left 
in a man to ent out. they advise a 
change of climate as a means of restor
ing his health. —Atchison Globe.

In some p irta of .Africaslaves are still 
the basis of «11 financial reckoning.

1 C o B u n d r n m  h y  tb»- L h r r r t n l  l»l lu t.

Q. What is worse th a n ’’raining cats 
; and dogs?”
• A Hailing cabs and butes.—prrnvh-

I t  I» P a t h e t i c ,  N c v e r t h o l e « » .

The headline “ Died Penniless” loses 
nine-tenths of its pathos when one re
flects that a minute after death the vie-, 
tiru of such sad circumstances is just as 
well off as if he had died in possession 
of a hundred millions.—Indianapolis 
Journal.

A C o n s o l i n g  T h o u g h t .

While most persons come into the 
world crying, very few of them weep 
when they are leaving it.—Boston 
Transcript

C A S T O n Z A .
B e a r *  th e  * ln(l You Bought

T *

-S.

-

I!«* C u T l i i f i t  O ' t o ü s i c i i .

Daniel O’Connell, the bora; j w:r: •• 
when taking a ride in the ceighrio: uvod' 
of his house, bad occasion to ask an 
nrchin to open a gate for him. The lit-, 
tie fellow complied with much alacrity 
and looked up with such un honest 
pleasure at rendering the slight service, 
that O'Connell, hy way of sayiDg some
thing—anything—asked :

“ What’s your name, my boy?” 
“Daniel O'Connell, sir,” replied he 

stoutly.
“ And who’s your father?” demand

ed the astonished liberator.
“ Daniel O’Connell, sir. ”
O’Connell muttered a word or two 

below his breath and then added aloud 
“ When I see yon again, I’ll give you 

sixpence.”
Riding briskly on, he soon forget the 

incident and fell to thinking of graver 
matters, when, after traveling soino 
miles, he found bis path obstructed bv 
some fallen timber, which a boy was 
stoutly endeavoring to remove. Oa 
looking more closely be discovered it to 
be the sarno boy he had met in the 
morning.

“ What!” cried he. “ How do you 
come to be here now?”

“ You said. sir. tho next time yon 
seen me you'd give me ei:;r v .c o .’' said 
the little feriow. wiping trio perspira
tion from Lu» Lruw. ____


