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Tbe wlgmaker !« a locksmith that 
lore never laughs at.

Many a man who Is eo’.or blud is 
«capable of feeling blue.

American money left illirond by tour- 
fats may have to be sent back for 
Aanerieun wheat.

go to a convention to bear the subject 
discussed by the highest authorities. 
Acting on this principle that a Hozcn 
of observation is worth a gross of hear
say, a firm of Scotch publishers sent 
twelve representative British workmen 
to the Buffalo Exposition to inspect 
American machinery and industrial 
methods, and to form In themselves a 
nucleus of future progression in ihelr 
various trades;

THREE PRESIDENTS T HE VICTIMS OF ASSASSINS’ BULLETS.

"“Gate money” is what the father of 
«Several pretty daughters Is called upon 
to  put up for repairs.

A man never objects to hnving hl»t 
!»air cut at cut races, but he draws the 
line at a cut-rate shave.

Plain-spoken people in denouncing 
the newly formed shovel trust will be 
feikely to call a spade a spade.

Au American locomotive has badly 
beaten an English engine in a severe 
test in Jamaica. What, again?

Unless a man lias will power to burn 
be  has no business trying to make love 
to  a girl wlio jars the scale s at 250.

Chancellor Andrews thinks that 
fereachciM who preach for salary alone 
sought to be hauged. He neglected to 
way what ought to be done with teach- 
t r «  who teach for salary alone.

Miss Amelia A. Barr teils the renders 
of the Lady’s Review of Reviews that 
men are much more contemptible and 
useless in their celibacy than are wom
en. An old maid, she says, can gener
ally make herself of service to some 
one. At any rate, she never descends 
to such depths of enuni and selfishness 
as do the old bachelors, who kdl about 
on club sofas or who dawdle content
edly at afternoon teas. An old maid 
may be troublesome in church business 
or particular lu household affairs, but it 
tnkes an old bachelor to quariel with 
waiters and grumble everyone Insane 
about the dinner menu. The unmarried 
woman is In-coming every year more 
self-reliant and more respectable and 
respected, and the unmarried man more 
feminine and contemptible. What is 
here said about the male celibate Is 
from a woman's view point and Just a 
mite exaggerated, but it contains a 
large measure of truth, and the notab e 
exceptions only accentuate the rule. 
One of the first commandments to 
Adam and Eve was to multiply and re
plenish the earth. In dodging this com
mandment with promise the man seems 
to have brought down upon him a dou
ble measure of the primeval penally.
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Abraham Lincoln, the first of the martyr Presidents, was shot and fatally wounded on the night of April 14, tf*05, by 
John Wilkes Booth, an aberrated actor. The crime was committed in Ford's Theater., Washington, while Lincoln was wit
nessing “The American Cousin." James A. Garfield the secoud President of the United States to be similarly stricken, was 
shot by Charles J. Guiteau, July 2, 1881, while ubout to depart from the Pennsylvania Railway station in Washington, 
lie died Sept. 19 following.

THE GIRL WHO IS TO
MARRY ROCKEFELLER.

Miss Abb le C. Aldrich is the second 
daughter of the millionaire. Senator 
Aldrich, of Rhode Island, and her re. 
cently announced engagement to wed 
John D. Rockefeller, Jr., the only son 
of John, D. Rockefeller, the Standard 
Oil magnate, and perhaps the richest 
man in the world, baa caused a furor in 
Eastern society clrclés. Young Rocke
feller Is by all odds the richest catch in 
the matrimonial market, and his déter
mination to take up dancing has caused 
discussion In Baptist circles, where lie 
has long shone as a Bible class teacher. 
The father of bis fiancee was a grocer 
before he entered politics. Now he is 
president <jf the United Traction Com
pany, of Providence, R. 1., and very

THE HOME LIGHT.

A London society of millionaires has 
Issued a stateiniint or tract lu which 
th e  troubles of the rich are pitifully set 
forth. These are troubles few of us 
%iiow about, but we are willing to learn.

Five hundred Islands In the 8t. Law- 
fence River ure to be sold by the Cana- 
adiaa Government. Anyone In need of 

Island would do well to call and ex- 
» the goods before purchasing else- 
».

Kt Is snnouuced that King Edward 
a n y  appoint the Duchess of Marlbor
ough mistress of the rubes. It must be 
feard Rnes for the daughter of a Van- 
tderbllt to have to accept a job as prop
e r ty  woman.

WllHam K. Vanderbilt says that in- 
feerlted wealth is a mockery. We would 
fake to Inherit about $10,OliO for fifteen 
e r  twenty mlhutes and go around and 
feaad ont the coal baron and the potato 
feard a few mockeries.

Young man, make a note of this: The 
E’en body, Kansas, News has discovered 
f t  young woman who develops her form 
fey helping mother with house work 
en d  keeps her hands and arms soft and 
White by kneading bread.

The health bulletin recenlty issued 
by the Census Bureuu is the most in
teresting' publication of the govern
ment In connection with the census of 
1UU0. Its tables are a useful study 
aud afford some surprising though sat
isfactory and promising results. Tbe 
most Important health aud mortality 
statistics relate to townB and cities of 
over 5,OUU Inhabitants. Probably the 
conditions of village, rural and farm 
life do not vary materially from de
cade to decade. It Is In city communi
ties that the great Improvement In 
public health has occurred, that the 
average term of life has been 
lengthened. The rural death rate Is 
generally less than the city rate. The 
Improvement In the public health, the 
lower death rate and the extended av
erage term of human life are pro-

The light of home’s a wondrous light.
So tender in its shining.

So soft It follows through the night,
Our weary road outlining.

Though lonely and for years we roam. 
Far from the ones who love ns.

Yet ever shines the light of home,
Like God'a grace spread above ua.

The light of home’s a wondrous light, 
Through life it follows, seeming;

Yet when with age the hair is white. 
Clear in the front ’tis gleaming.

It shines frtim where our loved ones are. 
Oh, this is love divining!

And through the gates of heaven ajar 
At laat we see It shining!

—St. Louis Renubllc.
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Tbe Biundering Idiot. I
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In London, by recent orders from 
febelr employers, reporters must wear 
»Hk hats and frock coats so as to "look 
like gentlemen." In this country re- 
giorters may wear overalls aud a hick
o ry  shirt if they want to. The ouly 
»rder is to “get the news.”

GORGE MORTON had thrown 
K f l s  handful of rice Into the car- 
v"- * riage windows, filling the bride’a 

are pro- hair with the cereal, and the bride- 
nouuced features of city vital statts- groom’s mind with profanity, 
tics. Medical and sanitary science ! He watched the carriage bowl away 
huve shown the most conspicuous In the dust of the late June afternoon, 
progress in cities. Improved methods his eyes upon the little gray-gloved 
of treatment and new preventives hand, waving Its adieu, until they had 
have caused the partial eradication of disappeared at a turn of the wide coun- 
soiue diseases, once the terror of man- try road. When he turned to follow the 
kind, or have greatly reduced their other guests to the house he uearly 
fatal effects. The scourges that In stepped upon a small figure that was 
former centuries swept away entire pulling a dulsy to pieces at his feet, 
communities and decimated nations , "He loves me not*, he loves me,” the 
no longer visit mankind. The pesti- figure said, tossing away the decapltat- 
lenee does not walk at noonday. The cd stem. "Why do you sigh, Mr. Mor- 
prevalence of famine and disease In ton?”
India last year’ is the only exception I “Oh. it’s you. little one? Teople don’t 
to the general rule of amelioration In always know why they sigh, do they? 
health conditions that 1ms prevailed It may he disappointment or It may be 
throughout the world. In medical indigestion. So he loves you?”

A printed request for the name of the 
«writer of a popular ballad Is said to 
feave resulted lu the communication of 
lb s  names of forty-eight different au
thors. It Is growing to be of more and 
»■ora importance that the author's name 
fea blown, so to say, in tbe poetical hot-

science even the bubonic plague met 
Its conqueror. But it Is in American 
eitles that medical and sanitary sci
ence have wrought their greatest ben
efits. The purification of the water 
supply und the saultary disposition of 
sewage have caused an immense re-

"He does, Mr. Morton?”
“And who is he, may I ask?”
“I’ll confide In you some other day. 

Let’s go lu and drink aguin to Ethel’s 
happiness. Another sigh. Is It Indiges
tion ?”

She was the bride’s youngest sister.

“Not at all. I think it's very pleas
ant.”

George Morton studied her with his 
kindly, short-sighted eyes. The little 
one bad really grown tall. He had not 
noticed that before. Her brown eyes 
were very pretty, with their rogulsh- 
uess softened by a haze something like 
tears. There were two flames where 
excitement burned through the fairness 
of her cheeks. She looked like Ethel, 
no, like Millie, no—well. In fact, the lit
tle one had a trick of looking like no 
one but herself.

“I am afraid tbe wedding fuss has 
made you feverish," be said. “You’d 
better—er—doo’t you. think you’d better 
go to—better retire?”

She grew wonderfully tall for an In
stant. Tbe fever spots burned appall
ingly. He heard an omnlous rustle and 
saw for tbe first time that she was 
wearing a train.

“You want me to be off so that you 
can reminisce wltb Ethel,” she accused 
hotly.

“Ethel,” be. said. “I had forgotten- 
yes, I mean 1 must hunt her up. I’ve 
hardly seen her this evening.”

“By all means, find her at once. Don’t 
let me detain you. I’m sorry Millie 
isn't here to listen to the foolish things 
you might say.”

“I’ll—go—at once,” he stammered.

m
“ i o x u  w i s h  u k  c o n n u  u s d i u t a n d . "

ductlon In the extent of sickness and home from school and In her first long ,eaviUK the Prett>’ tuvy. His kind heart 
mortality. The better homes for the frock, to bear her honors as flower girl bade him tu,n back’ 
poor, where more comforts are en- to her sister. Pmluil.lv Kthei w .t .  “You do®’* J«8* like yourself.

ML nlpptolyte Chariton, of the Paris 
(Realty of medicine, says the modern 
theory of ruthless warfare against mi- 
»robes Is all wrong, since there are ral- 
t tp U *  of health as well as of disease, 
l a d  we can’t destroy one without dc- 
wtroylng the other. The best way Is tO| 
le t  the rival microbes fight It out among 
themselves. This is certainly a com- 
■Cartable theory for a lazy man.

“The one you called a blind, blunder
ing Idiot?”

“No, he’s too stupid to understand 
anythlug at all. I only wish he could 
understand.”

Morton looked curiously pleased, for a 
man renowned for bis sympathies, at 
this announcement. He moved as near 
the little one as her clouds of skirts 
would permit.

"But he has redeeming traits,” she 
continued in cool, eve» tones. “He is 
just as lovable as he is stupid. And 
just as sure,” she lifted brown eyes in 
which be thought fun lurked, “as he is 
slow.”

“I hope—you’ll—be happy,” be said 
with an effort.

“Thank you/’ she Bald simply, “1 hope 
you will also.*

George Morton looked frownlngly at 
the tinkling fountain. “There Is no hap
piness for me, little one,” he said.

“Ethel or Millie might lose their hus
bands, you know, and I’ve always 
thought bachelors had. such an affinity 
for widows.”

“Ethel and Millie be---- ”
“Take care, George Morton; they’re 

my sisters.”
“I beg your pardon. 1—I don’t feel 

like myself to-night.”
"Why?”
“How should I know?”
“Certainly. You’re sure to be the last 

one who knows.”
“Eh?”
“Never mind. Now tell me really 

why didn’t you propose to my older sis
ter?”

“I—really Ethel was a charming glrL 
I don’t know.”

"And Millie?”
“Same, 

rest !”
The little one rose and daintily shook 

out her draperies. "Jack Milton is wait
ing to sit out the next dance with me.’! 
she said carelessly.

George Morton raised miserable eyes 
to her face.

“Little one,” he called desperately, “I 
know.”

“Know what?”
“The reason I didn’t ask your slstert 

to marry me. It’s—why. it’s you.”
The little one crossed the conserva-
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rich. Miss Aldrich will, It Is expected, 
add several mUllons to young Rockefel
ler’s immense fortune. The friends of 
both say this is pprely a love match. 
The bride-to-be Is a social leader, and 
cares more for gaiety than for Instruc
tion In Biblical topics. Sbe will doubt
less look wltb more favor on young Mr. 
Rockefeller after be has achieved the 
same success as leader of a dancing 
class that has greeted bis work as lead
er of a Bible class.

SUES A ROYAL PRINCESS

A n American Woman Bringe Snlt 
A m inat Infan ta Katalia.

Mrs. Charles T. Yerkes, wife of 
Charles T. Yerkes. the millionaire rail
way promoter, formerly of Chicago but 
now of London, has come Into interna
tional notoriety owing to a suit sbe in
stituted against a Paris dressmaker and 
the Infanta Eulalia of Spain. It seems 
that eight gowns ordered by Mrs. 
Yerkes were shown to the Infanta as 
specimens of the dressmaker’s work. 
The Princess fell In love with two of

Confound^MlIlle and all the

are en* to her sister. Probably Ethel bad look- ..... „ , ,
Joyed, are not Invaded by diseases ed like her at her age he reflected Dalu- I,ttle oae* be sa,d’ Now don * 
which were formerly the peculiar af-1 fuiiv i* had been iminfni to r» tw t vexed> but If It’s anything about that tory and tbrew two impulsive young
diction of poverty. The term of hu- ! upon Ethel ever since her engagement ,e,,ow you were PUlHng the daisy to ar“'R al™ut hls neck-
man life In the United States has been bad j**,,, announced last winter He P,eces f°r—you know—the day Ethel “You b,K- blundering Idiot!” she said
prolonged. Ten years ago and previ- ! i,ad funy intended to propose to Ethel I wa* married—“®d I can be of any as- as she ki88ed him.—Buffalo Inquirer.
ously the average age of the people but wbUe he wag gumi|ng himself con- ' 8Utance~ w<‘11’ 1 never 8ald anything — -----------
at the time of death was a trifle over ! tentedly in her gracious presence Phil- becaU8e children will have their se
al years. The phrase “a generation” , i,p H engon< a n,an of youth and action : creta’ but 1 tbought about h,a> often.
«.«. ------  ------  -  reached the house ten minâtes before and- ten «*> oae be’8 not w°rthy of you,

I t  la highly gratifying to be told that 
Vie average age at death In 1900 was 
feS.2, as against 31.1 in 18U0. Everyone 
Blow has the chance to live four aud 
sooe-tentb years longer than he had ten 
Jrears ago. There can be no doubt that 
(letter food, more abundance of food 
an d  better sanitation ure accountable 
For tbe increased leugth of life. Every 
Improvement in sewering, every suc
cessful quarantine, every benevolent 
Work, every new medical discovery will 
» Id  In prolonging life.

In England the uutomohlle comes into 
Favor less rapidly than on the Conti- 
bent. A London writer calls it ”a fad. 
«nd  an extremely dirty, dusty, uucoiu- 
Fortable fad,” and a nuisance on the 
tpabUc ways. He thinks it will he many 
.years la-fore “these crude, ltupraerk-a- 
fele machines” displace in the English
m an 's affections “a fine trotting-horse 
«and a smart trap.” No doubt the horse 
(a  here to stay, and no doubt the auto
mobile is still iu its clumsy beginning; 
feut Just watt a little, till the problem 
«of alight and cheap storage-battery has 
been solved.

was understood to mean about 30 
years, or the uverage lifetime of man
kind. The census of 1900 shows that 
the average at death in the United 
States was a fraction over 35 years. Iu 
a decade four years had been added to 
the general term of life. There Is no 
reason why the health, of the people 
should not continue to Improve, nor 
why length of life should not contluue 
to Increase. The progress of science iu 
sanitation keeps progress with the 
years. The health hoards of cities are 
faithful guardians of the public. The 
science of medicine is progressive. No 
doubt tbe generation now living will 
see the end of many diseases. The 
longevity of the people will approuch 
that of—

* • • the long livers
In the world’s hale and undegenerate 

days.

W ithout Assistance.
The sentiment recently expressed by 

a good-nntured Swede, when Interro
gated ^y a young bride, may be shared 
by a good many queens of the kitchen.

“Now. Ina, can you cook?” asked the 
bride, earnestly. “Are you a good cook, 
Ina?"

“Ya-’as’m. I t’lnk so,” responded the 
girl, with perfect innocence, “If you 
viU not try to help me.”

him one evening. When Morton enter
ed he suspected that something bad 
happened. Philip promptly confirmed 
his supiclon.

“We're engaged,” he announced. 
“Congratulate us.”

George had congratulated them, but 
he sighed when he went to hls bache
lor home that night. He was sighing 
urv.

"Again, Mr. Morton! Fie! Fie!” The 
teasing elf at hls elbow laughed at bis 
vacant look and empty glasg.

“You’re a naughty child. I ’ll tell your 
mother to send you to bed,” be said se
verely.

Two years later there was another 
wedding In tbe Foster family. “The 
middle Miss Foster” was the bride, this 
time, and tbe former bride was there 
iu young matrouly pride and splendor. 
Again George Morton threw a well-di
rected handful of rice after tbe bride.

He stood at the window watching the 
wedded ones drive away. Ulf face was 
overcast.

“Yours is a grave face for a wed
ding,” said a ringing voice. “A penny 
for your thoughts.”

“You may have them for nothing, lit
tle ones,” he said. “A man shouldn’t

■ little one.”
"He Isn’t?” flashed the little one. 
•Oh!”
•Ha’s a blind, blundering idiot.’

Lost Arts.
“We hear a good deal these days 

about the lost arts,” said the man, who, | 
though old In years Is still young at ! 
heart. “I wonder if the world realizes i 
that some of the most precious arts of 
childhood are in danger of becoming

□ ß
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George Morton started In surprise and ext*Ect? How many boys to-day can 
compassion. The girl ran from tbe mf, a kbe’ Pr°P«rly hung and with a 
room. He went into the smoking room i îf  sufficient to balance it? Hotf many 
and smoked and p(baled and grieved i . can raake a bow wbb the ends

The chief of the Good Roads’ train, 
■wrlileh made a spring tour through the 
•«South, declares that people will flock 
Ho «ee the actual construction aud ope- 
crUuu of a  model road who would never

r r

be expected to have a sunny face at any 
wedding except bis own. I was thlnk- 

Pigeoa’s Great Flight. ' Ing that Ethel had driven away from
The Belgian pigeon which won tbe ns through spring flowers, and Millie 

great race from Burgos, In Spain, to through autumn leaves. We are left 
Brussels, did the 700 miles la fourteen behind. It’s rather sad somehow, isn’t 
hours. It, little oner

over tbe matter until tbe last guest had 
gone.

George Morton was the first guest to 
arrive at the little one’s coming out 
party. Stately and white as a snow 
maiden she looked curiously grown up 
and remote to the grave bachelor who 
bowed over her band. .

“You are as beautiful as tbe most 
beautiful thing on earth,” be said.

“What is that. Sir Knight of the 
Courtly Tongue?”

“A bride.”
“Oh!”
The debutante caught her breath with 

an odd little gasp.
“Is anything wrong? Are you vexed?” 
“No, only brides are painful subjects

to me. I shall uever lie one unless---- ”
She turned to greet some early ar

rivals.
In the conservatory, where he had 

persuaded her to go for a five-minute 
rest, he afterward said, hesitatingly: 

“Yon said you would never be a bride 
unless—have yon made up with that 
fellow you told me about?*’

The debutante raised a pair of high
ly educated eyebrows af Just the height 
of surprised luquiry.

nicely bent and worked down with a 
bit of broken glass? I

“I Interviewed my young nephew the 
other day and was thunderstruck to dis
cover that he knew nothing about I t .1 
Could he make a water wheel, a wind
mill, an elder popgun, a jack lantern, a , 
buzz wheel, an air gun from a goose ! 
quill with a sliced potato for ammuni-1 
tion, a willow whistle, a squirt gun? 
No, he knew nothing about them. | 

“ ‘But surely,’ said I, almost pathetl-j 
pally, ‘you can make a cornstalk fld- 
die?'

“ ‘Do you mean a violin, unk?’ said 
he. yawning.

“Then I gave It up. I don’t believe 
the youths of to-day know enough to 
stick a feather In a corncob and throw I 
it into the air. I am going to write a i 
book some day upon the arts of child
hood to save them from utter annlh.la- 
tloo!”—Detroit Free Press.

the dresses and offered to buy them 
provided the dressmaker would not 
duplicate them for thé American mil
lionairess. The dressmaker promised 
and offered Mrs. Yerkes two other 
modes gratis. But the American woman 
rebelled violently and refused to accept 
any of the gowns unless the whole or
iginal lot were delivered to her Imme
diately. After a couple of days spent 
In argument and expostulation Mrs. 
Yerkes Instituted suit charging the 
dressmaker and the Infanta with con
spiracy to prevent the delivery of 
dresses which she had ordered and 
which she had tried on several times. 
And because a royal princess of Spain 
Is made a defendant Mrs. Yerkes has 
found herself Internationally famous. 
It Is not expected that another war will 
result between Spain and the United 
States Just because these two women 
cannot agree.

Camel vs. Ox.
A camel can carry 400 pounds’ weight 

forty miles a day, and work from the 
age of 5 years to 30. An ox cannot 
carry more than 200 pounds on hls 
back, nor travel over twenty-four mii^, 
a day.

Mite’s Highest Flight.
A meterological kite was flown to an 

altltudé of 1,900 feet a t the American 
Observatory, at Bine Hill, recently. 
This Is tbe highest flight on  ̂record In 
America, even for balloons. Four and 
three quarter miles of piano wire form
ed the line. The air was very dry and 
the temperature freezing a t the highest 
point

To m a k e  H i m  Right.
Hicks—That young Freeblelgh Isn’t 

worth hls salt
Wicks—I • suppose you mean the 

amount of salt he needs.—lomsrvlUs 
Journal.


