
THE OLD FRONT GATE. 

It to forty years, this summer, since a 
youth of twenty-one, 

When Katie smiled upon, me, an' our court-
in' days begun, 

An* the Posey county village love had made 
to me so fair 

That to Kden I'd a voted annexation then 
an* there. 

Katherine was like the county as regards 
its bonny name, 

An' I was struggling for a catch-as-catch-
can hold on fame. 

Bweet dream of bliss, the wooing In the 
dewy evens' late 

,When we, leaning low for kisses, sprung 
the hinges on the gate. 

The months were slow in passing, as they 
always are to youth, 

But winter brought our plighting, spring 
our wedding day, forsooth. 

And we trotted, double-harnessed, down 
life's road with all of joy. 

Though 'twas often rough an' jolty as a. 
. stretch o' corduroy. 

But life was full o' sweetness an' our lives 
were crowned with love, 

Our hearts twined close together like the 
vines that climbed above 

The swinging length of pickets where we 
used to linger late 

And leaning low for kisses sprung the 
hinges on the gate. 

Zt Is forty years, come June-time, years 
once lagging late have flown, 

IWe've a gate arched o'er with roses an' a 
cottage of our own, 

And there's trysts in twilight hours 'neath 
the climbing rose's vine, 

iWhere our Katie lists a story as her mother 
listed mine. 

But it's not to me romantic as 'twas thirty 
years and ten, 

It didn't keep me broke a fixing broken 
hinges then! 

But Jim's a true, good fellow, and a bonnle 
girl is Kate, 

And forty years may see him buying hinges 
for his gate. 

—Roy Farrell Greene, In Detroit Free 
Press. 
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The Color Line 
By E. Crayton HcCants 
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THE long, hot afternoon wore slowly 
away—too slowly it seemed to the 

tired little fellows who sat on the rough 
pine benches of the little log school-
house. The teacher dozed in his chair 
and the bald spot on the top of his 
head wagged invitingly. The boys 
nudged each other, pointed at it, and 
began to chew paper. Presently a soft 
wad of the macerated material struck 
the wall high above the head of the 
drowsy pedagogue. The boys sudden
ly became interested in their books 
and watched from the corners only of 
their eyes. The teacher did not stir, 
the bald spot drooped a little lower, 
that was all. Therefore the paper 
chewing was resumed and went on 
\igorously. The next shot struck a lit
tle lower, and as it produced no alarm
ing movement, they all began to throw. 
What an exciting game it was to come 
just as near as possible to that bald 
spot without hitting it. 

Presently there was a catastrophe. 
An unusually large wad landed just 
in the middle of the nodding target. 
Mighty in his wrath at all times was 
this pedagogue of by-gone days, but 
they who saw him said that never did 
lie Eeein so terrible as at this moment 
when he dragged the culprit—a little, 
delicate, yellow-haired lad—from the 
bench. A flogging was nothing to most 
of the sturdy, rioting lads who com
posed the school, but to this delicate 
child, who had never had a blow in his 
life, it was like facing death. Accord
ing to the unwritten law his punish
ment was just, therefore he made no 
plea. The gleam of mischief was gone 
from his face and naught was left but 
stark, wild-eyed terror; yet he set his 
jaws, clenched his little fists to keep 
them from shaking, and tried to be 
brave. 

As the teacher bent the supple "hick
ories" in his hands to make sure of their 
strength, the features of another lad 
began twitching with emotion. He was 
a sort of social "outlander," this lat
ter boy—the son of an overseer. There 
was little in common between the fair-
haired heir of a wealthy planter and 
the dark, robust son of the driver of 
slaves, and yet, of them all, he alone 
understood. "He kain't stand it," he 
muttered. "An' lie" looks like little Jim
my whut died." 

Already the lithe rods Were aloft. 
"Hoi1 on a minutfe, teacher. I throwed 

that spitball myself." 
The pupils looked at the speaker in 

amazement. They could not under
stand that kind of a lie. The small boy 
made some faint protest, but the teacher 
was too angry to heed. The son of the 
overseer carried sore bones home that 
xdght. ' 

heard, for It ia not pleasant to find one's 
neighbor dead in the highway and feci 
that one's own turn may come next; 
so they crowded through the gap and 
moved silently toward the light of the 
fire. As they drew, near they halted 
in the shadows of the low pines and 
listened. A white man—a candidate 
for congress—stood on a dry goods box 
addressing a gathering of negroes. It 
was near election day. 

"There are more negroes than there 
are whites in this district," he was 
saying. "Why is it, then, that you can
not elect your candidate? I'll tell you. 
It's because they have taken your right 
to vote with their cursed registration 
laws." 

"Trufe, Lord," echoed a half-dozen 
voices. 

"It is the truth. Now, if you want 
to see me elected, if you want to fill 
these post offices that white men now 
fill, if you want the money that the 
white man now gets, if you want to live 
in a big house and let him live in a 
cabin, go to the polls to-morrow and 
vote. This country belongs to you. 
Rise and take it. Stand up for me 
and I'll stand up for you. You are not 
afraid of the white man! You are as 
free as he is! Go to the polls and vote. 
If any man asks for your registration 
ticket, show him your gun!" 

A chorus of "Dat's de talk!" "Hear 
fcim tell it!" "Nowyou'se talkin'l" in
terrupted the speaker. 

"Guess we've heard about enough," 
said the man with the shotgun, spur
ring his horse forward. The horse 
stumbled and a negro on the edge of 
the crowd shouted: 

"Look at dem whate men out dar!" 
"Lord a massy! Whar!" yelled a 

fat negress, leaping from her seat on 
an upturned bucket. 

A ghastly pallor spread over the face 
of the candidate. He knew that a man 
lay dead back there in the road, knew 
whose words had nerved the black men 
to their deed; knew, ay, well knew, 
the temper of the men who now drew 
near and could almost hear the clock 
of fate ticking away the seconds of 
his life. But he was no coward, so he 
stood with folded arms, watching the 
air righted negroes run hither and 
thither—and waited. Close about the 
box on which he stood a few of the 
bolder ones gathered with guns in 
their hands. These guns would be 
their death warrants. He felt a touch 
of belated pity for t.liem, for he had 
brought them to this and for his own 
ends. For himself he cared nothing. 
He had been an Ishmaelite for a long 
time, and the game had gone against 
him, that was all. He heard the click 
of the gunlocks and baring his head he 
straightened himself. At any rate, he 
would die decently. 

A man on a black horse charged 
through the blazing fire and straight 
toward the approaching line. His gray 
head was bare and his cloak blew wide 
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It was 50 years afterward. The 
bones of the pedagogue and the logs of 
the schoolhouse had long ago crumbled 
into dust. A lantern hung on a corner 
of a rail fence and lighted dimly a sec
tion of the hard road bed. Back beyond 
the fields a half-dozen cabins were 
faintly outlined against the sky line 
and near them the reflected glare of 
a lire told that a meeting of some sort 
was in progress. Out in the shadows 
where the feeble rays of the lantern 
could not penetrate a score of stamp
ing horses sawed at their bits impa
tiently. Two men lifted a body from 
the ground. A great hole gaped in the 
side of the head and the coarse hair 
was matted with blood. The lips were 
drawn by the sardonic smile of death 
and the white face gleamed beneath 
the red mustache. 

A Man with a shotgun in his hand 
suddenly began throwing the rails 
from the fence. 

"They killed him because he was 
xvhite," he said, jerking his thumb over 
Mis shoulder toward the thing in the 
.*oad. "Suppose we go over there and 
kill a few because they are black/' 
/ Xliis logic seemed good to those who 

"YOU ARE NOT AFRAID OF THE 
« WHITE MAN:" 

from his shoulders. With one hand 
waving them back and the other rein
ing his horse to a stand, he cried: 
"Halt!" 

They obeyed like one man. They had 
followed that gray head up the gory 
heights of Gettysburg and through the 
dark mazes of the tangled Wilderness. 
The old tone of command had revived 
for an instant the force of long dor
mant habit and the general had gained 
the moment he desired. As they gath
ered about him he alternately pleaded, 
argued and threatened. Somewhere in 
a distant cabin, an old negress, all un
conscious of the impending storm, was 
singing in a quavering voice: 
"Stairs In de elements shine so bright, 
Shine des lak my Saviour's light. 
I'm swine" ter jine de Heaben an' de beau

tiful home, 
Beautiful ho-oh-ome, beautiful ho-oh-ome, 
I'm gwine ter jine de Heaben an' de beau

tiful home." 
In imagination, she was singing again 

"ter de missus' chill'un een de big 
'ouse," and the children, now bearded 
men, heard her and were touched. 

"Let's take him and let the fool nig
gers go," said the man with the shot
gun, pointing to the candidate. 

The general considered a moment. 
Was it not better that this stirrer up of 
strife should perish and the people have 
peace? He looked at the candidate. 
Underneath the heavy beard and the 
lines that seamed the face he could 
still see the lineaments of the boy who 
had pitied him and taken his beating 
in the old schoolhouse so many years 
before. 

A man began unwinding a rope from 
the horn of a saddle. The general's 
hand slid to his hip pocket and he 
threw up his head, defiantly. 

"If you take John you'll have to take 
me, too," he said, abruptly.—N. Y. In
dependent. 

More Agreeable. ' 
The difference between an acquain

tance and a friend is that.an acquain
tance seldom feels at libery to tell us, 
for our own good, things that he knows 
we don't want to hear.—Puck. 

'3 PUVGENT PARAGRAPHS 

Kindly.—"Why did you laugh at that 
joke?" "Well, I expect to be old myself, 
sometime."—Detroit Journal. 

Mrs. De Cohen—MI hear you've got a 
very industrious husband?" Laundress 
—-"Yes, mum; he's always finding some-
thing for me to do."—Baltimore Jewish 
Comment. 

"Well, the jury found Spiffins guilty," 
said Mr. Bloomfield. "Spiffins always 
was a chap open to conviction," added 
Mr. Bellefield.—Pittsburgh Chronicle-
Telegraph. _rr ^ f 

She—"I wouldn't marry you if you 
were worth your weight in gold." He— 
"But suppose I tell you 1 am at the head 
of a trust ?" She—"My own! You have 
conquered me!"—Philadelphia Amer
ican. f i 

"Fickle-hearted creature!" she said; 
"when I was a girl you thought the 
world of me." Keplied he: "It is you 
who have changed, not I. I still love 
the girls as warmly as every."—Boston 
Transcript. 

Why He Called.—Editor—"I sent you 
word that we didn't want anybody 1" 
Applicant—"Yes, sir; but I thought if 
I succeeded in getting a position where 
they don't want anybody it might con
vince. you that I can hustle!"—Puck. 

"Wot are you breathin' so hard for, 
Dusty?" "A shoemaker run me outo* 
town for most a mile." "Wot riled 
him?" "He runs a quick repair shop, 
an' he got mad 'cause I handed him a 
couple o' boot heels an' a shoestring, an' 
told him I'd call fer de shoes in half'n 
hour."—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 

Expert Becommendations.—Two bur
glars, after working on a safe all night, 
acknowledged themselves completely 
baffled by the new combination, and 
were gathering up their tools in dis
gust. "Say, Bill, I'll tell yer how we kin 
make something out o' this job." 
"W'at yer mean?" "Let's hunt up the 
manufacturer of this safe an' sell him 
our testimonials."—Ohio State Journal. 

AN EYELESS EDEH. 

A Utah Town That Has No 'Women 
and Will Not Permit Them 

to Enter. • 

Utah is returning to Edenic condi
tions. It has a town which no woman 
may enter. The town is Sunnyside, a 
new coal camp in Whitmore Canyon, 
near Price, Utah. Kobert Forrester, 
the manager of the properties and 
superintendent in charge, has issued 
an edict against women. 

There are 350 men employed in the 
mines at Sunnyside. Most of them are 
married, but they are not only not al
lowed to bring their wives to live at 
Sunnyside, but their better halves may 
not visit them there. If the married 
man wants to visit his family he must 
take "a day off" at his own expense. 
His wages are "docked" in punishment 
of this foolish show of sentiment. As 
a consequence a few of the men have 
forsaken their jobs in spite of the 
rigors of hard times. 

Mr. Forrester, who proclaimed the 
severe edict, is not a woman hater. He 
declares that he is a fervent admirer of 
the sex. He proudly claims the distinc
tion of being a "ladies' man." 

The reason for the order which was 
issued recently forbidding women to 
live in, or even visit, the camp, is a sor
did business one. There are 2,500 acres 
of coal lands to which the company 
owning the Sunnyside mines has not 
yet secured a perfect title. Were the 
men permitted to bring their wives 
upon the lands, and, by even an occa
sional visit from them, give color to 
the claim that their cabins in the coal 
lands were their homes there might 
arise a question of title. In this case if 
the men were unscrupulous and so 
willed they might force the company 
to buy out their rights. 

Hence the ungallant proclamation of 
the prudent Mr. Forrester. — N. Y. 
Journal. 

He Marveled Much. 
He had been elected a member for 

his native county, and had come to the 
metropolis to take his seat in the 
house. He was quite a modest, retir
ing individual, and felt quite over
awed as he stood diffidently in the lob
by among a throng of the ordinary 
members. 

"Well, Mr. G ," said one of the 
legislators near him, "and what are 
your impressions of the house?" 

"To tell you the truth," replied the 
new member, in some confusion, "I 
wonder how I got here!" 

A week afterward he made a speech 
which astonished them, and the same 
member button-holed him again after 
the debate. 

"What are your impressions of the 
house now?" was the question. "Get
ting to know us, eh?" 

"Yes," quietly replied Mr. G——; 
"and now I wonder how you all got 
here!" 

He was not asked about his impres
sions after that.—London Answers. 

"Eaten a Mountain." 
A. good example of the caustic hu

mor of a Scotch examiner floats this 
way from we know not where. It 
seems that Scotch parish schoolmas
ters are, on their appointment, exam
ined as to their literary qualifications. 
One of the fraternity being called by 
his examiner to translate Horace's ode 
beginning: Exegi monumentum 
oere perennius," began as follows: 
"Exegi monumentum." (I have eaten 
a mountain.) "Ah," said one of the 
examiners, "ye needna proceed any 
further; for after eatin' sic a dinner, 
this parish wad be a puir mouthfu't' 
ye. Ye maun try some wider sphere." 
—Poet Lore. • 

The Golden State's Half Century. 
California will celebrate on October 

13 next the fiftieth anniversary of the 
drafting of the state constitution. The 
original document hangs framed in a 
public hall at Monterey, the old capi
tal.—N. Y. Sun. 

NEW WATERING DEVICE. 

Very Useful Where Cows and Other 
Farm Animals Have to De 

Watered In tbe Stalls. '' 

The cut shows a device for watering 
stock in the stalls. A V-shaped trough 
extends along before . the whole row 
of stalls, forming, with its cover, the 
front of the crib. This trough can be 
fiushedi out, the lower end then stopped 
and the trough filled. The covers can 
be arranged so that the cattle can lift 
them when desiring to drink, then 

WATERING DEVICE FOR COWS, 
falling back into place of their own 
weight. A very little slope to the 
trough will carry the water from one 
end to the other. Until one has tried 
the experiment of keeping water con
stantly before his cows, thus giving 
them the chance to drink whenever 
thirsty—just as is the case when the 
animals are at pasture—he will not 
realize how much better his stock will 
thrive and produce flesh or milk than is 
the case when the stock is watered but 
once, or, at most, twice, a day. In the 
latteF case, if an animal does not hap
pen to be thirsty at watering time, it 
must go until the next journey to the 
trough is made—perhaps 24 hours dis
tant.—N. Y. Tribune. 

MILKERS AND MILKING. 

Six Cows to One Man Is Abont (he 
Riflrht Proportion for the Aver

age Farm Employe. 

There seems to be a great deal of 
discussion among the farmers in differ
ent localities nowadays in regard to 
the subject of good milkers. The re
mark that it is now almost-impossible 
to find good milkers is quite frequent
ly heard among dairymen. This is a 
great mistake, says a writer in Rural 
New Yorker. I thoroughly believe that 
there are just as good milkers in this 
and other localities as there ever were, 
if not better. 

The farmer who depends on day 
hands for his help, as a general rule, 
is the one who complains most bitterly 
in regard to this matter. The average 
man who is hired by the day will not 
milk even if he can. Wherever or when
ever I find a good month hand, one who 
stays on the farm continually, one who 
is not constantly listening for the 
sound of the six o'clock whistle, one 
who does not go to town every night, 
I find a good/ milker. 

A cow should be milked as quickly 
as possible. A good milker can milk 12 
sows an hour. The muscles of the fore
arm, wrist and hands of a good milker 
must be well developed; therefore, as 
a rule, women are poor milkers. They 
require too much time to milk a cow. 
The evil resulting from this practice 
is that the cows do not readily give 
down their milk. Some farmers ex
pect a man to do too much of this work. 

The number of cows that a man milks 
should depend on the amount and na
ture of other labor that he performs. 
As a rule, I dio not believe that a man 
should be allowed to milk more than 
six cows. 

PRACTICAL DAIRY HINTS. 

Keep the cow warm and dry. 
Milk with clean, dry hands as quick

ly as possible. 
Feed clean, bright food in variety to 

produce good results. 
Keep the cow clean by using plenty 

of clean, bright bedding. 
Do not allow a cow to drink water 

you would not drink yourself. 
Own and milk good cows. If you 

have poor cows send, them to the 
butcher. 

It takes as much muscle to milk one 
hard-milking cow as it does to milk 
four or five e<sy milkers. Sell her. 

Remember when filling cans with 
skimmed milk at the creamery that it 
is not always the other fellow that 
needs watching. 

The cornstalk, either shredded, or in 
ensilage, is one of the best feeds for the 
cow. Hundreds of thousands of dol
lars' worth of this feed are annually 
lost. 

In freezing weather, scald can cov
ers just before starting the milk for 
the creamery. The cream will not 
stick and freeze in them. Also cover 
cans. 

THE WEANING PROBLSK 

Prefers Fodder to Pasture. : 
I consider corn fodder better feed 

for stock than pasture, especially 
when the pasture is run down as so 
many are in the western states. I pre
fer to cut for feed corn that was plant
ed late and that has rather small ears. 
This makes a splendid feed for all kinds 
of stock. Horses and cattle will do very 
well on corn fodder .which has a small 
amount of corn on the stalks. It is also 
a fine feed for sheep. It should be fed 
on the ground when it is dry or frozen, 
or It may be fed in ricks. It is a good 
substitute when the hay crop is short. 
—John H. Lambert, in Prairie Farmer. 

In Order to Malke S(Om4 Calf the 
Youngster Should Bo Weaned 

. Almost laatanter. 1 

A lady in Mississippi has a fine calf 
from a heifer only 17 months old; a 
grade between the Jersey and the 
Friesian breeds. She does not need tbe 
milk and queries whether it be best to 
turn heifer and calf into pasture or to 
let tbe calf draw the milk twice a day. 
Either way would spoil both dam and 
calf. 

In order to make a good* cow of the 
heifer and a well-behaved youngster of 
the calf, the best time to wean a calf is 
instanter. No matter what the object. 
A calf, if healthy, can be taught to 
drink from the bucket in three days. 
We are not unmindful of the fact that 
the natural way for the calf to look for 
nourishment is to look up, but we also 
know that to drink any drinkable sub
stance, either water or milk, the calf 
must hold its head down; hence, sooner 
or later, it must look down in order to 
drink. 

We are also mindful of the fact that 
the. first milk is a physic, but that fact 
has never given us any trouble; the 
first milk drawn from the dam does 
not lose all of that property. Another 
season for the "instanter"? is that a 
heifer is easier to handle and to gentle 
or break to milking. The process is 
agreeable to the animal to have relief 
from a distended udder. When the 
calf is placed in a pen or stall near the 
dam and she sees it doing well, she will 
mew a little, but will soon quiet down 
and be content, especially when she 
notices the contentment of her young 
and it chewing the cud. 

There is always more or less danger 
of a young cow learning to suck her
self, a vice when once learned she will 
never forget. There is no end of trouble 
with Buch an animal. There is a beauti
ful young Jersey cow that practices 
it. All manner of contrivances have 
been applied with very indifferent re
sults. Of course, in a very valuable 
animal it may be endured, but can never 
be entirely cured.—C. W. Murtfeldt, in 
St. Louis Republic. N 

> CONVENIENT BARty 

It Is Fitted with Labor-Savins Meth
ods for Feeding Horses, Cattle 

and Other Farm Stock. 

This barn is intended for horses and 
cattle, and special attention is called to 
the convenient methods of feeding. 
Horses and cattle face the alleys with 
a partition in front of the horses which 
forms the back of manger. The horses 
are fed through small drop doors in the 
partition. The hay chute and feed 
spouts open into these alleys, thus sav-
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COW AND HORSE BAKN. 
ing many steps. Spouts from an oat 
bin on second floor, which bin is in cen
ter of the barn over left end of drive
way, come down into alleyways. Spouts 
from feed bins on second floor are at 
right of alleys; these extend to 
ground floor, as feed does not run well 
through spouts. Grain and feed are 
carried up by an elevator which is in 
the center of barn and which dumps 
into spouts leading to the bins.—Lau
rence Doolittle, in Farm and Home.. 

The Mills Coir'o Condition. 
As we have before averred, the weak

est spot in our dairy practice is the win
tering of the milkers, the condition of 
poverty they are allowed to run down 
to when dry. A milking cow should be 
poor once a year, not poverty stricken, 
but robust without flesh, and that 
period should be at the drying-off 
point. As soon as a cow is put dry 
she should again begin to improve her 
condition and continue it suiely to 
calving, otherwise she can never do her 
best. A proper cow will always run 
herself down the first three or four 
months of her milking season, and this 
is a very good index to a cow's merit.— 
Agricultural Gazette (Tasmania). 

The Oleomargarine Combine. 
The butterine factories are now in a 

trust, also, or aft least thegreater num
ber of them. The butterine trust has 
advanced the price of this table delica
cy until it has reached a figure that 
threatens to put it out of the reach of 
the poor altogether. It has been ad
vanced in price wih such a steady and 
regular movement that before long 
none but the rich will be able to keep 
it on their tables. The poor will have 
to go back to poor butter or eat dry 
bread if the price goes much higher.— 
Chicago Tribune. 

Dutter Without Churning:. 
It is reported that a Swedish in

ventor has introduced what he terms a 
"radiator," which produces butter 
from milk without churning. It com
bines the principle of the well known 
separator, so far as removing the 
cream from the milk is concerned, but 
the butter is produced from the cream, 
the whole operation of pasteurizingthe 
milk, separating the cream and con-
verting it into butter being done et the 
same time with the one machine. 

"One Year's Seeding, 
Nine Years' 9* 

9(ffflected impurities in your Hood 
will torn seedsof disease of which you 
may never get rid. If your Hood is even 
the least bit impure, dn not delay, but 
take Hood's Sarsapariffa at once. In 
so doing there is safety t in delay there 
is danger. Be sure to get Hoofs Sar-

anrf only Hood's, because 

he 
of pie. 
wished 
ment. 
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An Excellent Combination. 
The pleasant method and beneficial 

effects of the well known remedy. 
SYRUP OP FIGS, manufactured by the 
CALIFORNIA. FIG SYRUP CO., illustrate 
the value of obtaining the liquid laxa
tive principles of plants known to be 
medicinally laxative and presenting 
them in the form most refreshing to the 
taste and acceptable to the system. It 
is the one perfect strengthening laxa
tive, cleansing the system effectually, 
dispelling colds, headaches and fevers 
gently yet promptly and enabling one 
to overcome habitual, constipation per
manently. Its perfect freedom from 
every objectionable quality and sub
stance, and its acting on the kidneys, 
liver and bowels, without weakening 
or irritating them, make it the ideu 
laxative. 

In the process of manufacturing figa 
are used, as they are pleasant to the 
taste, but the medicinal qualities of the 
remedy are obtained from senna and 
other aromatic plants, by a method 
known to the CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP 
Co. only. In order to get its beneficial 
effects and to avoid imitations, please 
remember the full name of the Company 
printed on the front of every package. • 
CALIFORNIA FIG SYRUP CO. 

SAN FRANCISCO, CAL. 
LOUISVILLE KT. HEW 'YORK. ». T. 

For sale by all Druggists.—Price 50c. per bottle 

PLIGHT OF A BASHFUL MAN. 

He Would Have Gone If He Could 
Have Summoned Up Co a rase 

vf >> to AsIc for His Hat. * ' 

"I always was a bashful sort of a fellow 
when 1 was young," said Ananias FisheK as 

sd his plate for the third piece 
He was dining out with fnends and 
them to understand his .tempera-

I was broken of that habit before 
I was 25. It was either a case of get over 
it or stay all night, and I got over it," he 
said,'as his plate was returned with a good 
sized piece of pie such as Topeka house
keepers make. "I was calling, out on Fill
more street, and when I went in I forgot all 
about putting my hat on the rack in the 
hall, and carried it into the parlor with me. 
I put it on a sofa, and when the lady of the 
house came in she said 'how-dye-do' and sat 
her 280 pounds down on that nat. 
" 'I beg your pardon,' I said. 
" 'Why, what's the matter?' she asked, 

for I guess I looked kind of bewildered. 
" '0, nothing,' I answered. 'I just got a 

stitch in my heart.' 
"We went on talking, and I thought that 

when slic got up I could sneak that hat, but 
she talked and talked. 

"It got along to nine o'clock, and I knew 
I ought to go, but I was too bashful to say 
anything, so 1 just waited. Then the clock 
struck ten, ana I knew I was staying too 
long, but I could not get that hat 
" Is it moonlight?' asked the 2 

lady. 
'I s; 

go, but I did not have the nerve to ask 
lor that hat. Just as the clock struck 12 
she blurted out: 'Why don't you go?' 
" 'I will if you will give me that hat,' I 

•aid. 
" 'What hat?' 
" 'My hat.' 
"'Where is it?' 
" 'You are sitting on it.' 
" 'Me?' and she lumped up. 
"There was my nat, and it looked much 

sat upon, but no more than that woman. 
I have never been bashful since then."— 
Burlington Hawkcye. 

moonlight?'"asked the 280-pound 

'aid it was, and knew she wanted me to 

The Battle Field Route* 
The Veterans of sixty-one and five and 

their friends, who are going to attend the 
33rd 6. A. R. Annual Encampment at Phila
delphia in September, could not select a bet
ter nor more histonc route than the Bite 
Four, Chesapeake & Ohio, with splendid 
service from Chicago, Peoria and St. Louis 
on the Big Four, ail connecting at Indian
apolis or Cincinnati and thence over the 
Picturesque Chesapeake & Ohio along the 
Ohio river to Huntington, West Va., thence 
through the foot-hills of the Alleghanies, 
over the Mountains, through the famous 
Springs Region of Virginia to Staunton, 

a., between which point and Washington 
are many of the most prominent Battle
fields: Waynesboro, Gordonsville, Cedar 
Mountain, Rappahannock, Kettle Run. 
Manassas, Bull Run, Fairfax, and a score oi 
others nearly as prominent. Washington is 
next, and thence via the Pennsylvania Line 
direct to Philadelphia. There will be three 
rates in effect for this business: 1st. Contin
uous passage, with no stop-over privilege; 
2nd. Going and coming same route with one 
stop-over in each direction; 3d. Circuitous 
route, going one way and back another with 
one stop-over in each direction. For full 
information as to Routes, Rates, etc., ad
dress J. C. Tucker, G. N. A., 234 Clark St* 
Chicago. 

A Profane Silence. 
A story is going the rounds of a golf match 

between Rev. Dr. Sterret and Justice Har
lan of the United States supreme court. The 
incident occurred at Chevy Chase Golf 
club, one of the prominent organizations 
near Washington, during a meeting be-
twen these two ardent golfers. The doctor 
discovered that his ball teed up in tempting 
style for a fine brassie shot, and, with the 
utmost deliberation, he went through with 
the preliminary "waggles," and with a su
preme effort—missed the ball. For fully a 
minute he gazed at the tantalizing sphere 
without uttering a word. At length Jus
tice Harlan remarked solemnly: "Doctor, 
that was the most profane silence I ever 
listened to."—Pittsburgh Dispatch. 

Like the Admiral. 
Mrs. Stubb—John, is that you coming 

home at such an unearthly hour? 
Mr. Stubb—Yes, M-Maria; the club had 

a little D Dewey toast to-night. 
"Well, you remind me of Dewey." 
"Ir. w-what way, M-Maria?" 
"A lone time coming home."—Chicago 

Evening Isews. 

A man who can be fooled the same way 
four times is a fool.—Atchison Globe. 
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