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Pittsburg, Pa.—According tp the
statement of the prisoners and
guards, murderers’ row, In the Al-
legheny county jail in this city is said
to be haunted, and the fear of the sup-
posed ghosts has so worked upon the
nerves of the condemned prisoners
that the cells of the entire row have
been vacated and the prisoners re-
moved to another section of the jail.

The ghost of W. A. Culp, who killed
himself in his cell some time ago
while awaiting trial for the murder of
his brother, is held directly responsi-
ble for the orders issued by Warden
Edward Lewis transferring the 14 men
occupying cells in murderer's row.

Culp’s ghost was haunting them,
they declared. “It” had come back,
they said, visiting cell after cell along
the tier set apart for murderers, re-
hearsing the murder of Culp's brother
and omitting none of its ghastly de-
tails. This happened night after night
following Culp's suicide, and always
between 12 and 1 o'clock in the morn-
ing.

Screams of terror from the fourth
tier of cells on the south side of the
old part of the jail, where murderer's
row was situated, aroused the guards
and all the prisoners, says the N. Y.
World. Lights were turned on and a
search made for the ghostly visitor,
but of course “it” was never found.
An hour or two always elapsed before
the terrified prisoners could be calmed
down and silence reigned once more
throughout the big county jail.

Prisoner’s Ghost Visits Cell,

Only oune prisoner, a condemned
murderer occupying the cell adjoining
the one in which Culp committed sui-
cide, a man who is to be executed in
October, saw the Culp ghost on the
first night it came back. That was on
the night following the one on which
the suicide was committed. The con-
demned wretch, who had ben convict-
ed of a most cowardly crime,
screamed for help and when the
guards entered his cell a few moments
later they found him cowering in a
corner and shaking like a leaf.

He had seen Culp, he said. Culp or
Culp's ghost had come into his cell
and after awakening him had started
to rehearse the murder of his brother.

“You have been dreaming, that’s
all,” said one of the deputy wardens,
reassuringly. “Don't you know that
Culp is dead and buried and even if he
were alive it would be impossible for
him to have been in your cell? Be-
sides, there are no such things as
ghosts. You have been having a bad
dream, so just lie down and go to
sleep and don’t be arousing the whole
jail like this in the middle of the
night.”

But the next night Culp's ghost
came back again. At least, three con-
demned criminals confined in cells
along murderer's row declared that
they saw “it” distinctly. When exam.
ined by the warden they all gave the
same description of the ghost, the di-
rection from which it came, and its
antics in front of cells along murder-
ers’ row.

This went on for several nights, al-
though extra guards were placed along
the fourth tier. The guards them-
selves declared that they saw nothing,
but this afforded little satisfaction-to
the prisoners, who were either too
frightened to sleep or who were dis-
turbed by the screams of their next-
door neighbors.

Culp’s ghost is not the only one said

A delicate situation is often really
an indelicate one.

It is never too late to mend, but it
it sometimes too late to realize it.

Lots of reform is wasted on the
world that might better be wused at
home. "

It seems a universal misfortune that
our close friends are not close-
mouthed.

That half the world that doesn’t
know how the other half lives is hap-
pler for it.

The man who has, too little confl-
dence in himself is apt to have too
much in other people.

The summer girl may have a liguid
glance, but in winter it is apt to be-
come an Icy stare. .

The original rib roast occurred when
Eve first told Adam just what she
thought of him.

Time is Money. :
Time is sureiy money with John D.

" Rockefeller—to be exact, jus: $21.26 a

sninute. How he must enjoy watckéing

to be responsible for the haunting of
the Allegheny county jail. For years
the murderers’ row there has been
gradually accumulating the reputation
of being haunted.

Did not Mike Ruminiski, the profes-
sional strangler, strangle himselfl to
death in his cell in a most ingenious
manner shortly before the date set for
his execution, and did not he come
back? That was during the time of
Warden John McAleese.

And did not the notorious Biddle
brothers, Jack and Ed, escape from
their cells in murderers’' row with the
assistance of Mrs. Kate Soffel, wife of
Warden Peter Soffel, only to be run
down and shot to death near Butler,
Pa., 48 hours later, and did not they
come back? That was during the time
of Warden Soffel.

And did not Hill and Douglass and
many another poor wretch who went
to death from murderers’ row by the
gallows route come back?

There are many who stoutly main-
tain that they did, and that they
haunted their old cells and terrified
their occupants for many nights.

Another mysterious happenin® that
contributed to the spooky reputation
of murderers’ row was not explained
away until it had been going on for
weeks.

At nine o'clock every night it has
been customary to switch the electric
lights from one dynamo to another.
This necessitated the changing of a
belt and occupied from flve to ten
seconds. During that time the entire
jail was in total darkness, except for a
few isolated gas jets in the front of-
fice, at the gate and in the main cor-
ridor.

An Unearthly Shriek Was Heard.

One night several years ago just be-
fore the lights had gone out as usual
an unearthly shriek pierced the inky
blackness of the big jail from some-
where in the neighborhood of murder-
ers' row. It was a long, moaning kind
of shriek, such as no mortal could
make, and it seemed to sweep and
circle down the main corridor before
dying away. Everybody who heard it
—deputy wardens, guards and prison-
ers alike—felt the marrow freezing in
his bones. An investigation was made
immediately the lights had been
turned on again, but no solution to
the mystery was found that night. The
prisoners were questioned, and, as
might have been expected, all denied
knowing anything about it. Men in
cells on the fourth tier thought the
noise, came from somewhere on the
ground floor. Those on the ground
floor thought it came from the roof.

Next night when the lights were
switched off at nine o'clock the same
unearthly scream resounded through
the building, and once more the resuit-
ant investigation came to mnaught.

termined to trace the mnoise to its
source, 8o on the third night he se-
cretly stationed guards in empty cells
and along corridors, with insttructions
to make careful note of the direction
from whence the yell came if it should
be repeated. The yell was repeated
without fail as soon as the jail was in
darkness, but the worden’s plan failed,
for the guards had totally different
ideas of where the sound came
from.

By the time the uncanny yell had
been heard for five nights in succes-
sion, with the mystery of its source as
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SENTENCE SERMONS.
Hidden sins are hard to heal.
Cursing yesterday does not correct
to-day.

The selfish heart always is short-
sighted.

Only a dead faith lies wrapped In
formalities. - ' '

'No language is more eloguent than
a life of love.

The beautiful life loses no time
looking for a mirror.

They who never stop for little joys
find no large ‘ones.

The church is a shelter for the sin-
ner, but not for his sins.

That Explained It.

“Are you the press bumorist on thig
paper? asked the visitor in the sanc-
tum.

- “T am.”

“Well, I merely wanted to ask how
you managed to think of so many
jokes every day.” 2 i
“I 'don’t,” frankly replied the press
humorist. “I. have an intellectual pair

of shears."—Milwaukee Sentinel

Warden Lewis was puzzled and he de-.

deep as ever, many of the most au-
perstitious prisoners were on the
verge of nervous prostration. Nohody
could ever tell them after that that
the jail was not haunted. The warden
was almost at his wits’ end, put he
tried one more scheme. He began to
transfer the prisoners, a few at a
time, from cell to cell, and guards
were instructed to watch each batch
of transferred men very closely. In
this way the noise was finally traced
to a practical joker among the pris-
apers, who produced the diabolical
vell with the aid of a hair comb and
a newspaper. A piece of paper was
folded across the comb and held as a
mouthpiece at the small end of a meg-
aphone made by rolling the newspaper
up into a cone. Everybody knows
what a fearful noise can be made by
pressing the lips against a paper-cov-
ered comb and blowing hard. With
the megaphone added the noise was
greatly magnified, and it made a noise
calculated to give anybody cold chills
in the pitchy darkness of a big prison.
With the detection of the culprit the
noises ceased, but the jail's reputation
for being haunted spread amazingly,
even beyond the granite walls of the
prison, and still elings to it.
The Case of Ruminski.

Mike Ruminski was one of the
shrewdest prisoners ever placed in
murderers’ row. On the morning he
was sentenced to death for strangling
his wife, pouring kerosene over the
body and setting fire to the house, he
declared that the sheriff would never
get a chance to hang him. The evi-
dence produced against Ruminski at
his trial tended to show that he was
a professional strangler and robber.
Several months before he killed his
wife he had strangled his own baby to
death, but this was not known until
the authorities made an investigation
following the death of his wife.

On account of the threat of the con-
demned man that he would cheat the
gallows, an extra close watch was kept
on him in his cell, a guard being sta-
tioned outside the door day and night
to prevent him from taking his own
life.

One night Ruminski went to bed as
usual. The light outside his cell door
shone directly on the cot, and the
guard outside could see him quite
plainly. But Ruminski, while pretend-
ing to be asleep, reached down with
his right hand between the edge of his
iron cot and the wall and untied one of
the thin cord laces fastened across
the framework of his cot and support-
ing the mattress. Still working with
one hand, he twisted the short length
of cord, tied it and slipped it over his
head and around his neck. The handle
of a tin cup, which he managed to get
possession of, was passed through the
loop, and then Ruminski ecarefully and
quietly proceeded to choke himself tto
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death. So cautiously did he kill him-
self that the guard outside the door,
although keeping one eye on Ruminski
all the time, imagined that the con-
demned man was sound asleep.
‘When Ruminski had choked himself
until he lost consciousness, his hand
released the handle of the tin cup. It
may be supposed that the tin handle
would spin around a few times and fly
from the loop and that the cord, being
released, would enable Ruminski to
breathe again. But the crafty strangler
had anticipated tha: very thing and

Not Equal.

During our war with Spain a cer-
tain hospital had a corps of nurses
of exceptional beauty, and it was
whispered that these fair mnurses
were inclined a little to frivolity, in-
clined a little to flirt with the ailing
young soldiers in their charge. Now,
when a soldier felt that he was on
the mend, a flirtation with a pretty
nurse was delightful, but when his
wounds were troublesome then gal-
lantry was a thing that he was hard-
ly up to. Sometimes a pretty nurse
in this hospital would come to a fa-
vorite soldier and find him lying with
closed eyes, as if asleep on his cot,
and this not® pinned near his counte-
nance: “To il to be nursed to-day.—
John Smith.”

BY THE WAY.
“Do let a brick in your hat becon:e
your headstone.”
"Dirt is no more a sign of industry

‘| than fat is of health. :

What ‘'you have been generally ac-

centuates the intenseness of what you
are. ;

1

[ had made provision to guard s¥ainst,

hia plans being thwarted in that way.
The handle of the tin cup had been
straightened out and then hooked at
the end in such a way that the mo-
ment Ruminski’s hand released it it
caught in the collar of his shirt and
held fast. Ruminski had been dead
several hours when the guard attempt-
ed to arouse him next morning.

Then a few hours after the strang-
ler's body had been removed to the
morgue it disappeared most mysteri-
ously and that night prisoners in mur-
derers’ row declared that they saw
Ruminski’'s ghost walking along the
corridor and making ghastly faces at
the occupants of the cells. Several
months later the murderer's body was
found in a stable on Carson street,
South side, and buried in potter's field.
The ears and fingers had been re-
moved, presumably to be kept as sou-
venirs,

The Biddle Brothers.

The two Biddle brothers did not die
in murderers’ row, but other prisoners
confined there have often declared
that they saw their ghosts on-many
nights since the two young despera-
does broke jail and fled with the war-
den’s wife, only to be run down and
killed a few hours later. The sensa-
tional case of the Biddle brothers is
too well known and has been drama-
tized too much to need recalling to
the memory of readers. It waas merely
one of many cases which have served
to give the Allegheny coanty jail a
spooky reputation and to make the old
murderers’ row no longer habitable.

The nerves of condemned prisoners
occupying cells there were recently
wrought up to such a pitch by hearing
the noise made by carpenters erecting
the wooden gallows in the jail yard
that Warden Lew#s has ordered a steel
scaffold which can be put together al-
most noiselessly with the aid of a few
screws and a wpench.

Origin of Sedan Chair.

Perhaps some expert in the Siamese
language will tell us what is its word
for “sedan chair.” When the King of
Siam’'s ministers, protesting against
his majesty’s favor toward motoring,
suggested recently that “the royal se-
dan” chair was always at his disposal
it is improbable that they used a word
reminiscent of the French town.

For it is from the scene of Napoleon
III’s collapse that the sedan chair
takes its name, and perhaps remote
posterity will suppose that it had
some connection with that event. But
Sedan first produced these convey-
ances centuries ago, and they were
seen in England in 1581. One used by
James I.'s Buckingham provoked great
popular outery against the employ-
ment of men as beasts of burden. Sir
S. Duncombe is credited with having
introduced them to London in 1634,

The Wrong Word.
“Did you finally sum up enoguh ceur
age to ask her to marry you?”
“Yes, and she gave her word—"
“Ah, I congratulate you!”
“You needn’t; the word she gavi
was ‘No'."—Philadelphia Press.

Off at Stations.
“Yes, he works off and on.”
“Why, I heard he had a good elcedy
job.”
“So he has, but he’s a railroad coo
ductor.”—Philadelphia Press.

To be idle is to be vicious.—De,
Johnsgn.

Idleness always envies industry.—
German.

If you have done no i1 the six days
¥You may play the seventh.—Spanish.

Who devour widows' houses and for
a show make long prayers.—New Tes
tament.

It is better to be unborn than un-
taught, for ignorance is the root of
misfortune.—Plato.

It requires little exertion upon our
part to bring misfortune upon our
selves.—McNander.

Man raises, but time weighs.—Mod-
ern Greek,

A growing moon and a flowing tide
are lucky times to marry in.—Irish.

Accounting for It.

“No,” sald the stubborn man, “no
body can alter my regard for Jiggins
sl:'s a man you dom't meet every
,'n <t b odiad : s N
“I sdwmit that” replied . Markley,
“but I attribute it to the fact that ]
loaned him $10 gseveral months age.”

HERO RESCUES YOUNG ACTRESS
FROM NEGRO VILLAINS IN
“LYTTLE AFRICA"

GIRL FAILS TO THANK SAVIOUR

Beats Quick Retreat, But Is Captured
and Taken to Station—Her Objec-
tion to Whipping Cause
of Play.

New York.—Bessie Thrall was a
sad, repentant little girl when she
was arraigned in the children’s court
here the other day. For although she
is 15 and works for a living, she is
little. She has large blue eyes and
golden hair—just the color of the
beautiful heroine in the play in which
Little Miss Bessie has a small speak-
ing part.

It all happened in such a simple
way. But its dire consequences
proved to Bessie it is often dangerous
to-attempt melo-drama in real life in
New York.

She lives with her parents on East
Forty-third street. She dallied after
the performance in which she takes
part and it was later than usual when
she reached home. She found her
anxious mother waiting for her with
the traditional slipper. There was a
stormy session, a few little shrieks,
and Miss Bessie had been reduced to
tears.

“The very idea,” she sobbed. “And
me a grown young lady! Never did I
think that I should have this awful
thing to bear. Oh, but they shall live
to rue the day!”

So instead of ecrying herself to
sleep, she quietly slipped on her
clothes again and stealthily crept out
of the house just as the girl does in
the play. She started to the home of
a girl chum on Twentieth street, who
she knew would sympathize with her.

In her tearful, excited condition
she got off at Thirtieth street instead
of Twentieth street and walked
through to Seventh avenue. She was
still burning with indignation, and
hadn’t the slightest idea that she was
in “Little Africa,” a good place for
any one to keep away from.

Enter villains, .

When she saw two negroes follow-
Ing her she increased her pace. She
was afraid to run, and the two ne-
groes soon caught up with her. One
seized her and she screamed. He at-
tempted to drag her into a hallway,

BATTLE FOR LIFE ON
LONELY BARREN ISLE

Vessel Wrecked in Storm on Rocky
Shore and Four of Crew
Perish.

New York.—Six members of the
American bark Prussia, wrecked on
Staten island, Terro del Fuego, were
landed here the other day by the

Wrecked on Staten lIsland.

steamer Tennyson, which brought
them from Montevideo.

Four members of the crew perished
and three are still in the hospital-at
Punta Arenas.

Capt. Johnson died on Staten island.
Sabata, a Japanese cook, and Harry
Hammond are supposed to have per-
ished in the wreck. Joseph Hosteth, a
Norweglan, died in trying to get to
the lighthouse on New Years island
for help.

Stanislaus Porthan, a sailor, and
Herman Harke are at Punta Arenas.

The Prussia was owned at San
Francisco and sailed from Norfolk on
March 17 with a cargo of coal. On
June 19 it was off Staten island. It

AIRS OF ALL NATIONS.
Each Country Has Y ; Own Particular
Patriotic 8ong.

Here is a list of the national airs of
all nations: Argentina, “Old, Mortales
el Grito Sagrado;” Austria, “Gott Er-
halte Unsern Kaiser;” Belgium, “La
Brabanconne;” Bohemia, “War Song
of the Hussites;” Brazil, “Hymo da
Proclamacao da Republica;” Burmah,
“Thaya Than;” Chife, “Dulce Pa-
tria;” Costa Rica, “De la Patria;” Den-
mark, “King Kristian Stod ved Hojen
Mast:” Ecuador, “Salve, O Patria;"”
Egypt, “Salaam, Effendina;"” Finland,
“Vart Land;” France, “La Marsell-
laise;” Germany, “Hel Dir in Sleger-
kranz;” Great Britgin, “God Save the
King;” Holland, “Wien Nierlansch;”
Hungary, “Isten Ald Meg a Magyart;”
Italy, “Royal March,” Japan, “Keemee
Gajo;"” Mexico, “Mexicanos, al Grito
de Guerra;” Persia, “Salamatl Shah;”
Peru, “Somos Libres, S8eamoslo Siem-
pre;” Roumania, “Traeasca Regale;”
Russia, “Bozhe Zaria, Chrany;” Sal-
vador, “Saludemos la Patria;” Servia,
'God in His Goodness;” Spain, “Hin-

MELODRAMA ON
GOTHAM STREETS

but her shrieks aroused the neighbor-
hood.

Then came the hero.

He was Albert Kelley. As villains
usually do when foiled by the hero,
the negroes hiked for the tall timbers.
But instead of a weeping, clinging,
grateful heroine, the rescuer saw a
blonde vision still making lots of
noise beating it down Seventh avenue.
He gave chase and overtook her.
Then he led her to the West Twen-
tieth Street station.

When she saw the big, blue uni-
formed policemen her fright increased
and she collapsed on the station house
floor and went into convulsions. Dr.
Forcour came from New York hos-
pital, fixed her up and took her to the
hospital.

Her mother came early in response
to a telegram from the hospital.

Then Came the Hero.

When she saw her daughter in a ward
she fainted. There were mutual as-
surances of repentance, and copious
tears, but when Mrs. Thrall wanted to
take her daughter home she was told
that a charge of vagrancy had been
preferred by the police and the girl
would have to be formally discharged
in court. 3

When taken to the station house,
the police knowing nothing of the
facts afterward given by the mother,
made a charge of vagrancy as a for-
mality.

And Bessie says it wasn't a bit like
a play.

————————————— — ————— — ———————— |

was bitterly cold. Capt. Johnson was
trying to make New Years island
light. A storm came up in the night,
and the bark was ashore a wreck be-
fore the danger was realized. It broke
up at once,

Every man jumped overboard, and

rocks. They kept warm as best they
could throughout the night.

At dawn Sabata, the cook and
Hammond, a sailor, were missing. The
Prussia was gone. The strip of sand
was not more than 311 feet long, and
impassable cliffs kept the men from
escaping across the island. The cap-
tain was so exhausted that he died
and was buried on the beach.

HANGED, BUT LIVES TO TELL IT.

Detective, Mistaken for Non-Union
Man, Cut Down Just in Time.

Pittsburg, Pa.—In a fight between
union and non-union workmen in the
Lawrenceville mill district County De-
tective J. K. McCollough was mistak-
en for a non-union man by a erowd,
which secured a rope, placed it about
his neck, threw the other end over the
cross-arm of a lamp post and had the
detective dangling in the air before
the mistake was discovered and he
was lowered to the ground.

Employes in a number of machine
shops are on strike. John Anderson,
a non-union man, met John Manning,
a striker, and both opened fire. Man-
ning was so seriously wounded that
he may not recover.

Detective McCollough and Anderson
engaged in a running pistol fight, in
which almost 50 ghots were ex-
changed. The crowd closed in and
mistook McCollough for Anderson.
The detective was almost dead when
some one noticed his badge. After
being lowered he was soon revived.
His- only injury is an ugly welt
around his neck from the rope. An-
derson was captured.

Wrong Kind of a Laugh.

The jokesmith was in high rage.

“What now?" asked the sympathiz.
ing friend.

“Enough,” exclaimed the jokesmith
with a disgusted look. ‘““That last edi-
tor 1 took my jokes to actually had
the nerve to laugh at them.”"—Milwau-
kee Sentinel.

no de Rlego;” Sweden, “Un Svenska
Hjertans;” Switzerland, “Rufs du
Mein Faterland;"” United States, “Star
Spangled Banner;” Uruguay, “Himno
Nactional de la Repulicia Oriental del
Uruguay;” Venezuela, *“Gloria al
Bravo Pueblo.”

The great Wellington was always
precise about religious observations.
One Saturday evening a lady, one of
his guests at Strathfieldsaye, Welling-
ton’s country seat, apologized for not
forming one of the party to church
the following morning.

She was a Roman Catholic and
there was not a Catholic church with-
in a distance of 20 or 30 miles.

‘“That,” said his grace, “need be no
difficulty. My carriage and horses ara
at your disposal. Breakfast shall be
ready a little before daybreak and tha
thing can easily be done.”

The second Duke of Wellington,
telling the story to the author of “Seo-
clety in the Country House.” adds,
“And she had to go.”,

“Imagine,” he exclaimed, “the im
possibilitv of living uy to,such a
father.”—saturday Evening Post.

11 eof the-13 reached a strip of sand |
which was sheltered by overhanging
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COULDN'T 7/ FFORD IT.
“Papa, I will marvy George!”
“Never!"”

The young girl's eyes flashed, and
Ihe hot, passionate blood of her fore-
lathers, to say nothing of her own,
mantled her cheek with an angry
flush. The old man was excited, too.
Parent and child confronted each oth-
ar, and neither gailed.

“Do you refuse me that alone which
will make me happy?”

“Your happiness is very dear to me,
my daughter.”

The old man assumed a lugubrious
tone and bowed his head sadly. But
the girl, although she was just turned
18, had read a few books and divined
the situation at once or sooner.

“Do not seek to deceive me, papa.”

“Child, child, it is for your good that
[ deny your request.”

The beautiful woman shivered. Her
lips curled scornfully or thereabouts.

“What wouldst have me do, sir?”

With infinite grace he led her to a
seat. He considered it a great en-
dorsement to have things come his
way thus.

“My child, you said marry.”
nodded.

“I say elope.” She started.

“Then I may marry George?”

“Most assuredly. But no wedding
at home, if you please.”

He looked at his watch. “Bless you,
my daughter. I am willing to pay for
& very stylish elopement, but a wed-
ding at home—no, indeed! Tell
George not to stint himself on car-
riage hire and hotel bills. I will
cheerfully meet the expense. You
may elope sumptuously and I'll furnish
the cash, but I can't possibly afford a
wedding at home.”

Like the sensible girl that she was,
she consented to the sacrifice after a
good long ery.

She

BAD OVERSIGHT.

She—But a man last week told me
the same story.

He—Yes, lady, you see 1 made the
mistake of not having the history of
my life copyrighted!—Chicago Jour-
nal.

Difficult to Estimate.
A college gift may sometimes be
The most uncertain thing on earth;
(n wisdom it is hard to see
Just when wyou've got vour
worth.
~Washington Star.

money's

He Saw One.

“When I was in New York recent-
ly I took a ride out Riverside drive.”

“Beautiful, isn’t it?”

“Yes. 1 was greatly astonished.”

“At the evidence of great wealth?”

“No. One of the houses was not
for eale.”—Chicago Record-Herald.

She Remembered.
“Jack, do you love me as much as
sver?”

“Dearest, I love you more than
er.”
“Wretch! The first time you told

me you loved me you said it was im-
possible to love me more than you
did.”—Milwaukee Sentinel.

Past Tense.

“These deceitful women are so ri-
diculous,” sald Miss Passy. “As for
me, 1 was never afraid to tell what
my age was.”

“No woman,’ replied Miss Wise,

“ever minds telling what her age
was.”
Safe.
“I called a prize-fighter a liar to-
day.”
“Ge whiz! What did he do?”

“I don't know—I hung up the re-
ceiver.”—Cleveland Leader.

Got -Exercise.
The Vicar—Do you give yonr dog
any exercise, Mr. Hodge?
Farmer Hodge—Oh, yes; he goes
for a tramp nearly every day.

THINGS BETER LEFT UNSAID.

Wife—It was so thoughtful of you,
.ay dear, John, to make your will, but
s you may go before me, nobody
Pnows, what do you want to be writ-
¥en on your grave?

John—*“Alone, at last!"”

i A Maxim.
Suy a stock and push it up;

All the &2y you'll have good luck.
3ell a stock and let it soar;

You'll ne'er have money any mors.

NEREDRS MITES

-y

Can’t Squelch Him.
“Perhaps,” said the after dinner or
ator, straightening out a reef in his
waistcoat, and beaming upon the as-
sembled guests, “you have heard the
story of the man who ordered the two
eggs at a restaurant—"

“We have,” interrupted the entire
audience, in unison.

“Then you know, of course, that it
goes like this.”

Thereupon he proceeded, in his
calmest and most genial manner, to
tell the story.—Chicago Tribune.

LOVE LAUGHS AT WORK.

Tim—Oh, miss, I simply love work.
Dolly—Then why on earth don't
You go look for some?

Tim—'Cos love is blind.

Careful.

A horseless rlg on a moonless night
Down a dustless road to whirl;

But don’t mistake and invite for such
A ride a hugless girl.

—Houston Post.

Ruling Passion.

The wealthy plumber stood on the
deck of the big ocean liner watch-
ing a distant whale.

“There she blows!"” shouted the sail-
or in stentorian tones.

And the plumber was silert and
thoughtful,

“Ah,” he mused to himself, after a
long while, “what a dandy bill 1 could

send in for stopping a leak like that'”
—Chicago News.

A Palpable Hit.
“That fighting porter of ours that we
are always laying off and taking back,
reminds me of a gun.”
“In what way?”
“It is only when he is loaded that
we discharged him, and he always
kicks hard when he's fired.”—Balti-
more American.

Tim's Joke.

“Did yez notice about th' joke me
brother Tim played on wan av thim
chauffeurs?”

“I heard a turrible thing happened
to him. Poor Tim!"

“‘Poor Tim,' th' divvle! He had a
shtick av dinnamite in his pocket
whin he wor run over."—Judge.

NAUTICAL FINANCE.

Mrs. Wigs (superciliously)—My hus.
band has a beautiful yacht. I don't
suppose your husband can afford such
a luxury?

Mrs. Digs—No; the best he can do
is to hold the mortgage on the one
your husband has.

“So Fade the Dreams of Men."
[ dreamed I had a mansion
In the sky,
All marbled and set with jewels,
But, oh, my,
How your mansions fade and crumble,
And your castles take a tumble,
When the clock begins to rumble:
“Sun is high.”
—Milwaukee Sentinel.

Almost as Important.

“I suppose,” observed the curlous
passenger, “you knew the exact lo-
cation of all the danger rocks along
this coast?”

“No, sir,” answered the pilot, “but
I know the exact location of all the
safe channels."—Chicago Tribune.

Willing to Replace.
Only last night I stole & kiss,
Now my conscience pricks, alack!
Therefore I think I'll go around
To-night and put it back.
—Chicago I_)aily News.

A Sardonic Satisfaction.

“You enjoy going to the theater?™

“Yes,” answered Mr. Meekton.

“But you don’t care much for mmu-
sical plays.”

“No. What I enjoy is to take Hen-
| rietta where there is a whole lot
of conversation going on in which
she can't say a word."—Washington
Star.

Curiosities.

Mr. Stubbs (reading)—Maria, I see
there is a place at the Jamestown ex-
position where they check babies.

Mrs. Stubbs—Really, John! My!
How funny a checksd baby must
look.—Chicago Daily News.

Too Lazy to Werk,

Little Willle—Say, pa, whats
ennui?

Pa—Ennui, my son, is the feeling

that comes over a man when he gets

too lazy (o work.—Chicago News
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