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A MORNING PRAYER.

When I shall seek, on bended knee,
The strength that comes, 0 Lord, from

Thee,
Teach me that from my heart I say
Thy will, not mine, be done this day.

And when I rise to toil and care.
May I some brother's burden share;
Some llfe make stronger for its pain;
Or sing with some a glad refrain.

May I the Master's spirit show,
That some who labor here below
May see the bieauty of His face.
And feel within His mighty grace.

Keep me from sin in thought and deed,
From every evil purpose freed;
That life in service rich may be;
In all things pleasing unto Thee.
-Rev. E. G. French, in Chicago Advance.

Smiley's s
Oil Strike

By WILL S. GIDLEY

(Copyright, l190. by Authors Syndicate.)

JACK SMILEY was nobody's fool.
He was a shrewd, well-educated,

wid~eawake young man, but somehow
he never seemed to have any luck-
that is, until the final grand coup de
main or chef-d'oeuvre, the story of
which is here set down.

After graduating with high honors
(including the degree of football
champion) from a northern uni-
versity, he had wooed Fortune under
various guises, but without eliciting
even a smile. Put yes, I believe she
did smile at him, which is an entire-
ly different proposition from smiling
upon him.

Instead of getting discouraged and
throwing up his hand, Smiley pluck-
ily stayed in the game and kept peg-
ging away, hoping that some time
things would take a turn, which they
are almost sure to do if one can only
manage to hang on long enough.

Finally Smiley drifted to Texas-
that mighty empire of the southwest,
full of big men, big ideas and big pos-
sibilities-and invested all his avail-
able worldly wealth (and he hadn't
an over-abundance of it just then) in
a 1,000-acre ranch, with a few strag-
gling yearlings and a mortgage on it.

One of Smiley's neighbors, if peo-
ple who live five miles apart can be
called neighbors, was Col. Brandon;
another was Col. Brandon's daughter,
Bertha, who was her father's house-
keeper and the apple of his eye. His
wife had died some years before, and
hehadbeen too busy making money to
hunt up another.

Young Smiley obeyed the Scriptural
injunction to love your neighbor as
yourself, but however it may have
been with the colonel's daughter, the
colonel himself did not reciprocate.
In fact, that gentleman frowned
most decidedly upon Smiley's at-
tempt to ingratiate himself with the
Brandon family. Smiley was an out-
sider, an adventurer, an interloper.
The colonel wanted nothing to do
with him. Besides Smiley was as poor
as a church mouse. He might suc-
ceed in raising a few lonesome, half-
starved steers, but he would never be
able to raise the mortgage on his
ranch-Col. Brandon felt sure of that.
And if there was anything that
placed a man outside of Texas soci-
ety-according to the colonel's way
of looking at it-it was the pseudo-
ownership of a run-down ranch cox-
ered by a blanket mortgage.

But it, is a long lane that has no
turn. The oil fever finally struck
Texas-and struck it hard. Everybody
laid aside their ordinary occupation
and began prospecting for oil. Smiley
among the rest. The air was full
of rumors of big oil strikes. but few
of them could be traced to any re-
liable source. Nevertheless the
boom kept on, and now and then a
rich strike was made and some for-
tunate ranch owner was suddenly ele-
vated to the top wave of prosperity
and rendered independent for life.

One day in the height of the oil
excitement Jack Smiley arrayed him-
self in his choicest raiment, mount-
ed his gallant charger (used chiefly
in rounding up cattle) and rode like
a conquering knight straight into the
Brandon camp.

Col. Brandon was not at home-in
fact Smiley rather suspected he
wouldn't be when he came over--hut
Bertha would do just as well, Smiley
assured her. He said that while of
course it was a great disappointment
to miss her father's genial welcome.
yet he believed his business was such
that he could readily dispense with
the presence of a third party.

Bertha blushed, and whispered that
the fates were kind: and two hours
later, when young Smiley was riding
homeward with his heart bubbling
over with joy and his head in the
clouds, and chanced to meet Col.
Brandon returning to his ranch-
well, Smiley bravely smiled and
bowed with the debonair grace of a
prince in a fairy tale.

"Feeling mighty chipper, ain't
you?" growled the colonel, with n dis-
approving glance at Smiley's beaming
countenance.

"Got a right to,"
' 

chuckled Smiley.
with a grin. the corners of which
threatened to permanently usurp the
place of his ears.

"Have, e1h? What's up? HTaven't
struck oil, have you?" demanded the
colonel. jealously. He, too. was on
the hunt for that commodity, nl-
though he was wealthy enough wi:h-
out it.

"You're right, I have," was the
boastful reply.

"BSig strike, too. I judge by yo•r
looks?"

"Biggest that ever..happened! I
wouldn't trade places with John D.
Rockefeller himself."

"Wouldn't, ch?"
"No, sir, I wouldn't. Not for an in,

stant."
"H-hum," said the colonel, musing-

ly. "Allow me to congratulate you,
Mr. Smiley. Er--by the way, we
haven't seen much of you laitely over
at the ranch. Where have you been
keeping yourself?"

"I-I've been-er-som'ewhat busy,"
stammered Smiley.

"Boring for oil? Yes, I understand;
but you don't want to neglect your
social duties," went on the colonel,
with a sudden burst of cordiality. "All
work and no recreation won't do.
Drop over and see the-er-folks once
in awhile and stay to tea."

"All right, I will, thank you," said
Sxiley; and he more than kept his
word.

F He dropped in at the Brandon ranch

thereafter not only once but twice in
awhile, and even oftener; and the
strange part of it was that the more
frequently he came the better Ber-
tha's father seemed to like it, and as
for Bertha herself-well, she was as
happy as a girl generally is during the
rose-colored days of courtship, espe-
cially when the course of true love is
running unexpectedly smooth.

But one day a puzzled look came over
her face and she said:

"I wonder, Jack, what makes father
so wonderfully good nowadays? Have
you hypnotized him?"

"That's all right, Bertha," respond-
ed Smiley, in a lordly, off-hand way.
"I've got him fixed all right, and all
you've got to do is to take things for
granted."

"But how did you do it?" persisted
she.

"Oh, that's a little secret between
ourselves. I don't think your father
would like to have me tell it," said
Jack, tantalizingly-"that is, of
course, to anyone except my wife."

"Oh, dear," sighed Bertha, "have I
got to wait two whole weeks to find
out ?"

"Looks like it," said JTacl, calmly,
"unless you change the date."

''Well, I shall not do thani-un-
less I postpone it for a month just
to punish you. I think you need dis-
ciplining in some way."

"You couldn't be so cruel as that,
could you, Bertha?"

"Yes-er-no, I don't believe I could
-even if you do deserve it."

Several weeks later, when Mr. and
M-rs. Smiley got hack from their bridal
trip, the pleased colonel made over a
fair-sized fortune to the happy couple,
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"HAVEN'T STRUCK OIL, HAVE YOU?"

and then began:i inquiring in a casual
sort of way nhout Smiley's oil strike.

"Of course." said he, "pleasure
comes under thei wire ahead of busi-
ness at a time like this, but it senems to
me you ought not to be negliecting
your new oil well any longer."

"vMy new oil well?" echoed Smiley,
innocently.

"Why. yes: didn't you tell me you'd

struck oil some weeks ago-the day I
Smet you over on the creek road?'"

"I helieve I did." acknowledged
Smiley, with a guilty blush. "but I
didn't tell you the kind, or where I
struck it. You see, .whein I met you
I had just been over here and proposed
to your daughter and been acciepted,
and I felt as if I were swinmming in
the oil of gladness up to my ears-
couldn't help it very well after win-
ning ia girl like that, with the prospect
of having ihe biggest ranch ownerl and
lelading citizen of the county for uIy
faher-in-lnw--so iwhen you asked me
if I had struck oil I couldn't very -well
-get around Iadlnitting that I htid."

"Couldn't, eh ?" said the colonel,
with a fatherly-sort of Spiarlan fa-
therly-snmile. "Well. I guess you
struck oil all right, that time, Mr.
Smiley, and seeing Bertha is satisfied

1 suppose we may as well let by-gones
he by-gones; but I say, young man,
don't you think you'd shine to oetter
advantage as a lawyer, or a congress-
man, or an operator in Wall stteet, or
Sa railroad president, or a trust mag-
nate. or some such position as that?
Ioutnding up cattle or boring for oil
is altogether too prosaic and common-
place a business for a young man with
your Napoleonic tactics and talents."

"No doubt you are right, father," in-
terposed IBerthna, shyly; "but t hlien, you
see, I can't spare Jack from the ranlch
-not even to make a railroad pree-
ident of him."

"T'l'hat's so; I came near forgetting

that you have the first claim on him,"
and the colonel's smile softened some-
what. "\Well. I guess we'll have to con-
solidate the two ranches and make
Jack gfner-al manager of the whole
outfit. l'That will keep him pretty tol-
erabuly lusy. I guess, for six or eight
hours tlaily. and I'll depend on you to
kee lp him out of mischief the rest of
the tinme. Eh. llrtha?"

"All right. dad: I'll take tlic con-
tract." amid lBerthn. throwing her arms
arountd her father's neck and sealing
the bargain with a kiss.

And the matter was settled to the
complete sitisfaetion of everybody,
including the colonel.

We Are to Have Yet
Another Blouse Season
Styles at Lenox Give a Hint of the Gorgeousness of

These Garments.

S TYLES at Lenox presage another
blouse season, and to judge from
the first models that have made

their appearance here at the first of
the series of informal entertainments
of the reception order the season will
be an unusually beautiful one in this
connection. The blouses I have seen
so far show a decided improvement in
the style of this sort of garment, and it
looks very much as though the fair
sex were determined to give the men

OF PEAU DE SOIE AND LACE.

who have assayetd feminine apparel in
the form of the more distinctive species
of shirt waists something to think

about. This, to me, is as it should be.

For the past three or four seasons we

have industriously attempted to ape
masculine man in the making of our

garments, and now that we are at-
tempting th o once more return to our
own it would be quite to the liking of
womankind to go to such lengths that
it would Ie impossible for the fensiniie
man to follow us. Shirt waists for men
are impossible in winter, and
it is scarcely possible that they will
nttempt to reproduce for their use the
elaborate garments of this kind that
mark the opening of the fall seastn,
Ithougih I did see meni weatrint shiirt

waists at Newport ldurinig the past
summer that rivailed in tefrieousitness
anythifng the fair summen r girl at-
itirpt ed. lBut let them attempt the

separate waist of this fll---and fail.
For moirning wear the flunnel waists

with fancy effects and i Persian designs

are decidedlyv benatiful. Still more

stylish effects, intended for matinee
and similar afternoon functions ii the
city, or for afterntoon receptions and
teas in the country-, are of peau tde soie
and fancy silks, trimmted with velvet
and laces.

Of these. new blouses the sleeves are
one of the main features, and most of
them have ruffles, or stome sort, of
puffing either at the elbow or wrist,
put on doubel or single.

One of these dainty afternoon
blouses, worn by a New York lie ll. who
is now entering her seconid seasont. is
of peau de soie. It is an effective af-
fair, and shows a great amoulllnt of hand
work upon it. In color it is black. The
vest is formed of wee tucks, all made
by hand, and at each sitde the blouse
is finely shirred and .liightly full.
caught in a deep pointed girdle. A
beautiful piece of guipiure lae. is over
the shoullder, aind extends t o a ,ilnt to
the waist line in front. tlhis forming

OF ROBE SILK WITH VIANS POINT NET.

revers at each side of the vest. The
sleeves are shirred at the top, theni a
puffing at th.e elbow, then shirring
again down to the elbisu. where there
is a very full puff. and finished with
shirring and puffing at the wrist.

A blouse designed for e'enit•g wea'ir
is a hatndutlne garlllent of rose silk
that fits the figure sinu•gly. Over this
is a fancy bolero of transparent net.
jetted and embroidered in black with
cut steel. The sleeves are bell-shaped
of the same. It has a white chitffon
tucked vest to finish the froiit.

Aseparate blouse designed for morn-
ing wear. though which is both pretty
and elaborate enough to be worn for

afternoon occasions, is of French flan-
nel in a delicate blue, with a yoke of a
Persian embroidered piece, lace bead-
ing and small tucks. The front and
back of this yoke are tucked, extend-
I ing upwards and forming a collar. Be-
low the yoke the flannel is tucked,
forming a point in front, with the
tucks left loose. Bishop sleeve.s with
small tucks at the back, in a Persian
embroidered cuff. Over the shoulder
seam, and extending:on the collar, is a
strap of the Persian trimming.

Women at Lenoxare following in the
footsteps of such recognized leaders
as Mrs. Howard Gould, Maxine Elliot.t
and Isobel Haskins and discarding the
pompadour style in hair dressing.

No matter what -these women may
think upon the subject; no mattlet
whether they liked the pompadour or
not, they see the direction of the
straws and have adopted other coif-
fures for the fall.

Even during my short sojourn in
New York between the closing of the
summer and the beginning of the fall
seasons I saw this change coming.
Sensible women have tired of the home-
ly, nonsensical style that sentenced
women to wear their hair puffed out
in a roll over their foreheads. But like
all other fashions it took a leader to
change the established order of
things. The lesser lights in the world
of the mode could not do it even if they
would. Now the leaders have spoken,
and the pompadour has passed into his-

IBut what has taken the place of the
POmlpadour? A decided c ontrast, of

Scotirse. The very latest coiffure.. show
the hair dressed low, waved ptrettily,
and sometimes parted. When not part-
ed it is usually loosely drawsn Iackl
from the facie t,: a coil that ma1y hI

worn as loIw Is desired. For evening
wear these coils are worn very low, in-
deed, and as a rule one curl rests upon
the neck.

Hair decorations, too. are changing,
and the shell combs, aigrettes, bows
and even tiaras are giving place to
natural flowers, with the rose pre-

.::
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OF FRENCH FLANNEL.

ferred. To be once more rid of the

pompadour and the elaborate decora-

tions worn in the hair seems almost

like tlhe dawn of the nmillennium.
Great is green, and, in the slang

of the day. we might add "the greens

are great." Green is u.i:d .htedly the

favorite of all the fall shades. anl it
is beoing worn everywhere and woriked

into evei'ry conceivalilt. g lrn"ili I. In

Stion, . i. varies fruom the palest shim-
fi-ering silver green to the pri no inced

huiinter's. ilI and myrtlt shadets. Of
all the toneits the hunter's green i tlhe

one nost frequently steen, esp n ri ly
for street and afternolon wear. 'hue
green in this east' is almost soure to le
inlivtined wi thI little touches of black
and white. reei hroad"eloths. echevi-

t•. rienetin cloths, and in hfact all the
lheavier fil goods are proving ipopular
for tailor-imiade suits.

SARATI iDAVIDSOlN.

KiNen for Punctun Ii Pupila..

Miss uiliai Wilsoui. a vchoiili-te aciiher

in White caounty. htd.. has introeiuieid

a ni'w iii'thod liy lwhich to prevent ter-
diness among her pupnils. Slii a•l-
niutincred before tihe school that she
wouild kiss the first tirrival every
morning. NIirs 1YiIson is a handsiotne
lass of lS summers, and the boys de-
clare she is "shwe et as a peach." The
first morning after her anno unce•ernt
as eroy as five o'clsick a number iif
the eldest schioo!lboiys were roostillng on
the fence awaiting their pretty school-
tcacher'a arrival. At eight 0'cloclk the
entire schood was there. T'he town-
ship trustees ala's, put in anl alpplear-
ancc. Miss Wilson kept her promise.

iaviender oS011 1 Powerful.
The majority of ladies would he sur-

priset if they were i Afornei t iDt a
bottlI ,f laveiidtr water ci ontPins but

about a thinmblcful if plure oil. for a
larger iproportiin wonuld hut only ran-
iner the a.nter , o stroiIg for ise. but

woiltd burn hlres tit rough lthe lhin d-

kerchief wherever the scent touched it.

S Beauty Malde to Order.

Bealuty is slurgobry is wiioiw a fidi in
Paris. Fcr tihe fee of $1t00 y ,,o mav
hiaiie your cliuintiitniace changed. nose
I I hdoe Oreioan. f Tlup nrs remedied;

while a slit ii the facet can ie tade a
rsebiid iufthe y deft tinoreds f the
nder i :Intl te I t u1 t .- lIni e Ioure face
irhiied if it doriert suit you.

WIT AND WISDOM.

Why doesn't some shrewd board-
ing house landlady suddenly acquire
a fortune by advertising her place as
a sanitarium for the cure of obesity?
-Chicago Daily News.

Not a Flattering Attention.--"Who
is that strange-looking man who
stares at me so much?" "Why, that's
Von Humperdincl, the eminent in-
sanity expert."-Cleveland Plain Deal-
er.

Little Ethel-"Mamma. I know why
it isn't safe tocount your chickens be-
fore they'rehatched." Mother--"Why,
clear?" Little Ethel-"Coz sum of
'em might be ducks."-Ohio State
Journal.

e Dr. A.-"I performed an operation
h on Bornson yesterday." Dr. Ti.-
1 "Yes. 1 know: I saw it in the pa-
r pers." A.-"In the papers?" P.-

r "Yes; in the death notices this morn-

ing."-Sondags Nisse.a A Trut Hero.-She-"I shall marry
s no man who is not a hero." He-"Say

t you'll lbe mine. and I'll prove that Ia am one." She-"Oh. Adolphus. how?"

He-"I'll go right in and 'ask papa.' "
- -Philadelphia Bulletin.

I' Ier Predicament.-:Mamie-"I think
r Mr. Crustleigh is just too mean for

anything." Fannye-"IButt hei mar-
ried your mamma." Mamie-"I know
he did. I jilted him for Harold,I then he married" mamma, and now
e he won't let me marry Harold."-
11 ialtintore American.

In Ta ttiers.--lacklots-"Aire you
going to the fancy dress ball?" Sub-
hIlbs-"Yes., I'm going as a tramp."

t Ilaeklots-"Hlave vyo got your on--
tuae ill rteady?" Sllhlbtlls-"Yes. T'll
we:r my dress suit. Mly wife forgot

io putl it 1It of t le way of ihe mioths

last s•ring."--- lhi delllhin Pr.-s.

THROWING THINGS AWAY.

Trhe I t'ul C'ours-e 'llull a FIamnily
(on'.s Thr'rutglha hiie .•trrull

f Iiel're TM vina.

".\lwtays biefore we mtorte." said Mr.
lill,,ps. "'\ve go thlrolgh evetrything
ill thei storetltolltl n1d ( ill oullt and

Sthrlow away the tihings t hat we don't
wani1t. If sett neve-ir It\ve'd-l I1 don't
-knIow blit what finally we'd he uliti.id
under the aetilumuhlation of things
whic-h from tile to tillle we sa\ie.

"W'ie save tons of ne.\wslpaper clip-s pings alone, and we always have a
SpI ilte of lnagazines conta ining articles

that w\e want to retad over again. butit
never do. We put away old lotlhes.
atntd dtlo't know what lnot of thinigs
we've got thro-ugh with that are of
no e'nillily use to ns. bull t hat we
hate ti to lhrow ant\V. .And how wst (lto
hlng ion to somnte of thee things.

WVlcv, sayi. Vwe-'ve got 1xtie's andI trunllllks
(tcontaining I hings1'. that weV've- saved

in that way that we'( beenlti lugging

a1"ottnd for tyear s. )ayi 1ig to have

ltheini niotedl aindi e'giving tlup 'lroom for
1thlie storing of thInle. that Iwe never
lootk into at all. W\ i- eoiilin't tell
what was in some of unth wit hout

lookingt, but they- are thiings we sort
of chat- Ito ltheow awayV. undt s weve

keel)Is l ining 'cum around.

" I dolln't \vlant tor drag in Inclan-
I.holy thoughtls in a cheerful conver-

satlio, btiil I find m" yetlIf wonldtering
sont'il uitnes. now. as I grotwe older,
w\\lat will Iecoinie of nil t i: trutck
we sayve tip. in I his w\\:Iy. \\-hen we
die. It will all ,e just lying there
ilnd those wholi ctome 1 after uis 1will

look at it and \\wonder \\hat underh

the canopy we savtedl it for. lnd then
they'll throw it aw'ay: whicth I tell
Mrs. Iliilltops we lnight just as iell
do now oursel\ves and get rid of it.

e 'ITheire's nothing in the \\holet blessed
S. stortierotiO that ei"i n irht 1not with

t perfect safety throw righlt outll with-
oiit ev-er lookinig lat it. Oht. of c-ourse,g thatilt is raliter a s\weeipi•ng aissertion;

s ht re are bilankeit s t here, and l hat
e sort of thing stored a:\ay fur the
t sulltnter

:  
hlt ne\crtl elet'ss it is stul-d stantially true that ill thal t mlisetel-

n il 'e( ll
•
s :lrr I. o (f )oxes and bulll esllt'

-thlerei, f oddills aindl tunIs o(f one11( sort
d ntd atotthir. ivwe might just as utell
if throw awal\\ bodily. lll a \dAe never'\t'l

Smissi 'cuim. We had I c'iriouls expie-y rietm-e in this wav last fall.

e "\Veeing tihings out then. h;i the
e usu Il itn:inetr. eve set( (ill ()t f thle

k stolremronts1 linte dlay thllreet- hig h~ostws

S of stut1 tIi ti hiliik iVt-tr. I hut siitlt'ltosw

e th'st boxtes Lla niillxedl ill \ith ilhe
r sitft t1lit had Ibtitin Ilok-ltd ci\-er and

was i- rtlld\ tic throivw aInt: anid owitly

lit'"- \\wi-it. net-inr loolkedI , t at. llI \vwe
never disc.-ttiereii it till thi' titNx i day.
'luhen thI1 " \\iwas Ia ti e! tis. I;ill-

to I, \wantetd to hole tme /2o riizht
awniay :l-tl citse P'tirct Nag-le. anld find
ol: \\iihat i l hir l thI e thint gs ctollectcd

oil o llr bl"clk \\nt"111 to. alnd s et. if 1
e onhtil•t't get the hoxis bacik. Our
olelst dtln lh I er. luceind]i. \\i-as sure
thilt gri-tin box containti-i all of her

\t'ry best pattetrns. alnt I don't re-
inlitlitr no\v whtat other thiiigs of
trmniiendious \ahlte thotse boxes idid
ciontaii, but I stn\'ted the folks iff.,

sotnelihon, fronm illl. I-o day. antd grald-
ually thiy felt easier aiout it and in
a \\'eelk thtty forgot it.

"ThaIt was It year ago. And tdo you
iulnlpos-e \\we'\e missed s lnytlhing?
\VhyI. Not a thiiig. ''Thlert- asn't

anything in tlhose boxus that wt- real-
1 us tanled to us•-: if thele lai 1 i teen

a we wouhl hlve kept on usicing it. lcut

S\t' haild uilted to throw thie stlluff

"I tell .Mrs. Ililltols. us I snul he,-
t fore, t l:it it \\ouhli l it, 1, trfti(.ly safe

to i-leair oIllt thlli \vhtlolt 5- iort-rooln
i\\ilith lit lookiig ait ltihi stail ait all:;

ju.slt tihrow tlhe whtole ihin.g right
ait\\'a: thlint \re nit\t-r store cash
Slhere, n r" title dttleeds, nor aInytlhiilg
ttf cIe-tl \ihlue. Bullt she Slis no. 'shet''de rather loeok things ove'r.' .\ti I

sutl'liose thlint soIt otf these old
I Icings., tnyl"how. nmy have iin old tas-

C sociations ai v-alue tlhat will ilake us

cligll to llhenl to the end."

PERSONAL AND LITERAm .Y..

The crown prince of Siam has writ-

ten a book which is soon to be pul-
lished in London. It deals with "The

War of the Polish Succession."

Five books by the late Walter

3Besant will appear within a year.
These include his autobiography, a

novel, two volumes of essays, and a

volume of short stories.

Anthony Hope has written four
new "Dolly Dialogues," which will be

added to the ones with which the
public is already familiar, and thus
make a new edition of the book.

Dr. Edward Everett Hale is at the

head of a movement in Boston for
the sending of mcdiern agricultural
I implements to the Filipinos. Several

Smanufacturers and wholesale dealers
in seeds have cooperated in the
scheme.

The day before he delivered his
notable address at the Buffalo expo-
sition President lcKhinley made this

confession: "I am just as nei.rvous
before beginning a speech nowadays
as I was before delivering my maiden
address in the house of representa-
tives years and years ago."

A preacher living near Zumbrota,
Minn., was born of parents named
I Rog, and when he grew up asked to

r have his name changed. The judge

to whonl he applied asked what
r name he preferred and the applicant

said anything would do for a change.
The judge gave hint the name of
Thing, which is his for keeps. tMem-
bers of his flock refer to him as
"'C;ood Thing."

The popular king of Port ugal is es-
I sentially a man of pleasure, hut not

in the sense that c.onveys discredit.
s lie is a first-clacs tennis hi layer and

an enithusi:,sttl yanchlsnman; he has
somtietnin• of the prince of , l' t lon ea's

appreiationl for the Vwoolers of the

si-llln l is a collector 'of i i tantu y hiiltr-
e ('t.-.ii" etnriosities fronm its depths.

Ile is rept't' d to lie tine of the best

shots in IEturope. telqially deadly in
liis nim \withi ritfle or s otilii utin and

able to hit birds in flihlit with a rifle
b illet. lie is an artist of no small
I scolpe.

THE BANK HOLIDAY.

Timne Vhlen All l angland .Drops Work
and Goes for an Out-

ing.

A fig for business ,to-cday! Mr. and
MtIrs. John Bull and the babies are go-
illg tio enjoy t heinse lveis without the

slighlest referencle to desiks, dividends,
ledgers, inlleolle 1tax. ItBoer. ald all the
rest of thei fol-de-.ro!; for a bantk holi-
(Iday n(othingi is of an con.isequtenee ex-
ceplt the noblilt art oif being ilmerry. If,

while lit tle lTommy stands. on hi head
otn lntiltpsteacl hieath i the fulllnetiss of
his joyi Mlr. hull takes to runlinating

tand thinkning thini.s over in oirder to
arrive at solne eticnclt sion as to ihere

he is , Ihe wii realize. if heli riieasons
"properly' . lithat i.th rei is nii cearthly oi-
1 st'tile to his joining T"''utniv in his ac-

roiat icst and waving his own legs in

thlit iutllophere from pure lig.ht-heart-
editness. says he illnticon Expr c-s.
Enlandt is richl. alni i:ihappy.l cnd well

go(ve rned, and la ci fortabile. eoizy

plae in which to dtwell. si. , awayt with

dull tare tand hurrah for ai vigoiroius

title onil heath tlutd Ibetich. It is a fine
thinL" to giv'e he :ilih boo(,lks alnd t:he

day hiols to the shpilh rs for one whole

work day. anti let the inice play hide-
I and-seetk in the 'bloaitr rilnt of ltilhe tire-

some company 't'hat is always holding
t stulid solemn meetings and declaring

I lilly old dividends.
It is glorious to drag the managing

editor. or the hanker. or the stuperiin-
I tend ent. or the .workmtan from his

I place of husiness. scaniper with himn

over the hills. dutck hinl in the wavelets
of the' c.hannel. or watch hint gambol
on theli sioft. green swardt. It is good
t alike for his head and for his liver.

lit ciottties tiack ito his deisk tlss of an
-old fogy. if he hats lbeen one. and more
of it humaln being.

SAnd. if you c:ita gel him into an caln-

niblsii with half a dozen of tihe children
I of other ipeople overfloiwinl:g on his lap

I and treadililng on his feet. so much the
-lbetter for hini. A ecomnrehensive
knlhtwli acge of huiinntlliti is ii good for all
"of itus. The guolf iplayersi will relturn
froln cite ink is .better Ii,' ings. Even tlhe
p 'r.iure d fishermen, wvil l thuirstorit-,
of tliie ilnml'nse creaturt's that just.

Imclnni ct''d i to i si;i lhil' tlhiir hotik. will hie
i imro\'ed 'l by t htilt htliuat.v e. n 'thouRgh
tilhxi rnetxrlnl viih souils bruised and
d' nted by prevarie, txion.

Alollih itnia F'cnt.
As to ittlher tiossilili iies of tilhe can-

noIn. lthiere is that of titol.iing frost.
Ilerb t aitu resiltouis \\iotid :llre often
liuriled so is to sllt'ier the planlts

nixilir a screen of sntlke, inut just a

Sfew nights ago the cannon were tried
instead in the lBeanujolais. Two of
thtemn were tpportioned tt a hectare.

hibouti two and one-half acres, and

they were fired horizontally about
two yards over the fields. The
ground was rendered damp and warm,
though the surrounding soil was cold
alnd frost-laden. liut the most
estoundinug use of this artillery has
been found in Matlagascar and Al-
gerin-I o fight grasshoppers. It is
claimed that the shot cuts a discour-
aginxg swathl in the invading swarms.
Anii niow thie (Ine.'stion is. whant mitglt
it not dlo to a cvt'lone? There is seri-
ons food for reflection in that same
quest ion.-Everybody's Maglzine.

1ihy HIe Wann't Looking 1ell.
"Ytour huitsband is nilt lookixg siell

to-niglit. Mrs. Ilhynter."
"lit isn't. anid I'm not surprised

at it."
"N,? IIHas he been overworking him-

self?"
"It isn't that so much; it's his orig-

inalits-. Why, that man is struck by so
tni ny original ideas that his mind must

be tile mass of bruises."-Pearson's
\eekly.


