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i chief.

The shelter whence you dare no
Is—love is life, and life is love.
~Walter Hu'l'hl Pollock !.n Imln

A WORLD OF TROUBLE.

Why the Apartment House ll.-l-'el- 3

Had n Case of the Blues..

The manager of the upm'tmmt honse. : T

a well fed, well featured, -well dressed
man, was standing in the main door-
way of bis establishment, which, by

the way, is owned by an out of town |®
capitalist, who is not the most generous |-

~ provider in the world and insists npon
the flat being conducted upon the most
economical Hnes. The manager was not
happy, however fajr he may have ap-

peared to the eye, and he heaved a long C

drawn sigh as a friend approached and
greeted him.

““What's wrong ?"? inquired the new-
comer.

‘‘Oh, we’'ve all got our h'ouhles{"
was the vague and lugubrious reply.

*“You onghtn’t to have any.”’

“Bat 1 -have, just thesame. &

‘“What, for instance?’’

*“Well, I'm worried sick becanse I
haven't got an elevator boy.”’

¢*There shouldn’{ be any difficulty in
removing that tronble, I should say.’’

‘There is. I've tried 40 and can’t
get one to suit.”’

““Yon must be very hard.to please. "’

1t isn’t that,’’ sighed the manager.
“T'm all right,-but it’s this- way: The
old man insists on' having the elevator
boy wear a uniform, and he furnishes
it. Uniforms cost money, and when the
last boy retired he left a brand new

“ mmiform, and the old man won’'t get

‘another. Thaf’s the rub. I can find
plenty of boys of sufficient intelligence,

- ~ample experience, industrions habits,

good moral character and fine address,
but I'll be darned if I can get one that
the aniform will fit, and there you have
it. Now what the dickens am I ta do?
Ain’t that enongh trouble for any one
man ?''-—Washington Star.

A Painful Discovery.

*It was about the witching hour,”
san] the suburbanite. *I had left the
station some distance behind me and
was on my way mp the road toward
“home." 1 had got comfortably cool by
that time, and the charming influence
of the starlit night possessed me and

new suit had made a hit with the

friends I had been'visiting detract from
she fullness of my self satisfaction.

*‘All went well until I came. toa

street crossing my road. At the corner

¢ was a street lamp, which from some

‘Leansa was mnot lit, and from this lamp

Muttered what seemed to be a handker-
You know I am a little bit near
¢ ghted
‘I reached over to take if, but it was
uched by the wind and ‘waved just
yond my grasp. I reached over far-
ither, leaning full against the lamp
post. This time I was snccessful, and
1 found that the snpposed handkerchief
was a piece of paper on which was
written in bold and dashing letters the
;lege\nd ‘Fresh Paint.’ *'—Philadelphia

The Real Reason.

Long ago he had taken the resolution

‘ways to be' perfectly honest with his
hildren.

“‘My gon,’" he accordingly observed,-

“T' am beating you with this tronk

gtrap not for your own good, but be-

causé I am hot nnder the collar! No, it |:

“does not by any means hurt me ‘more
than it horts yoo !’

In the faee of such & l'nmmons exam-
‘ple it would be strange if a boy did not

grow up to be an honest man.

1t was perhaps possible _tooverﬂb this
thing-and render.a boy 80 -honest "I':hat
e would be mnable ‘to earn his living

in any of the learned professions, buf |

that difficulty, if it existed at.all, was
theoretical rather than pracnee.L-—D&
" troit Journal

 With Pleasure. =
Aicswatters—1 always love to hear
at girl next door play "The Star
pangled Banner.”
c,hsya?hers-—l thought you said
1 dn’t stand her piano playing?
McSwatters—Well, when she plays*
o ‘The *Star Spangled Banner” it's a
flgn . ghe's  got ' through.—Syracuse

. How It Happened.
.T ! ee'—-What 4 funny looking house.

pith—TIsn’t _u; an uddxty, thh‘ugh?
ﬁﬁ'ﬂemtand -tha owner ins

‘they are both on yon.

Ollltn- Xn Tq-o There. 5
Of course there is in Haiti asnmn
circle of ‘native born creoles,
natorally born ladies -and :
exquisite in their.courtly
most desirablé as friends Then -
white men who are living there, as

have already mentigned, are charaoters..
If they take a liking to you,all “they.
have or can capture is yours. The fol-

who are

lowing ‘will - illustrate ‘this t:i:lm'm’:tal'b

istic:

MJnahostandnfne.ndwmmlhng B

through the leading thoroughfare of | v
one of the towns when the friend snd- |.

denly came to a standstill and, placing
hig long nervouns index finger on mine
host’s breast, remarked:: S

“*My dear boy, in‘here they maker the
best cocktails ‘in Haiti. I have spent |q
three fortunes in assuring myself of the

-| trath of this. Let's goin and try one.”’

There ‘was -a prompt adjonrnment
from'the pathwalk'to the ‘interior :of
the building, a few minntes of delight-
ful, expectant silence asthe ingredients [;
were shaken together, a mutnal bow,

oomo infor ‘a lagacynf.ﬁ_oml »and

coulddowlstureply

th:f-aﬂwt

followed " by dmppearsma of ‘the. lig- | 'That closed the- l:un'anpmdenpe. :

nids.
Friend—How do you like that ?
 Mine Host—Delicions! .
Friend—Let ns-have another.
Mine Host—Certainly, only thin Bac-
ond one is on.me. ’
Friend—Make no Jmstnke my hoy
I've no.money.
It is the nnexpected that hnppem,

especially in - Haiti the mnknown.— |

0One evemng
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Chickens l‘l n-ltL i
The natives call the island “Eyo-ta. 2
Nearly every one 1 have met who can

speak English-at all drope the “h’’ and:|

picks ‘it up after the manner of the |-

the cockneys and Arryboyn Apples
in Eye-te are happles.- Tt 4s a great |
chicken country, the variety of poultry.
depending entirely on the color of ‘the |

complexion of the incoming president. |

If he be yellow, the ‘“‘yaller legged”’ |u
4 Dominique is permitted to thrive alome {a
in his glory. ‘Every black legged chiok- |/
.en i8 killed, and any person ennght ’

harboring oné: is bound to suffer. - Gn.|story
the other hand, if the president be black |
only blackleggedponltryisinw i B

icn.  The ‘‘yaller legs’! are “destroyed.
Similar conditions prevail in SBanto De-

mgo.-——Victnr Emith in New . York ;

R s:inui'-c a Rallway.
‘Do yon: know that a- raifway track

‘has an odor? The fact-was learned

a blind manwhowaa walking

“Is a tt'mn coming?"? he asked. -
“Why do you ask?’ his* fri
guired, for, though there was B
way irack afew hundred feet ahe

them there was not the .slightest

{to mdicate its presence.

friend’s nose was. not i
twe. he conlﬂ w1th his’h




