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"Keep Your Feet Warm and Dry"
If you would escape the long train of ailments brought

' about by imperfect protection of the feet. With your feet
" well housed," there need be little apprehension of the
diseases incident to the Winter's campaign of cold, wet
and changeable climatic moods. Keeping in mind the
adage that " an ounce of prevention is worth a pound of
cure," your feet would naturally incline you to our head-
quarters for Winter Equipment in Footwear.
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OUT IN THE COLD Baking Powders,

ROYA L SSB
Made under authority
of Congress by the
Chief Chemist of the
Department of Agri-
culture, Washing-
ton, D. C, shows the

Ilie Reliable Ueweler
No. I, RIDDLE BLOCK.

Iu Time Keepers we carry all the most reliable makes
of Medium and Fine standard OUR GUARANTEE
goes with every Time Piece, as to reliability and intrinsic
value

We carry, at all times, the finesfetock of

Watches, Jewelry,
Diamonds $ Silverware,
In the County, on which we court comparison of prices
of Local or Foreign Competition.

In Solid and Plated Silver Ware
Our etock comprises the finest Staple Goods, together with
all the latest Novelties, suitable for Gift Tokens on Wed-
ding, Birthday, Reunion and Graduating occasions and
anniversaries.
Complete Stock of Optical Goods.

Special attention given to correct tilting of the Eyes.

FINE WATCH REPAIRING.
Our Mr- - Gko. Cook has charge of the Repairing Depart-

ment. Mb. Cook has no superior in the country as a com-
petent and experienced workman, and all having Fine
Watches to repair, can leave them with us assured that

to be a cream of tartar baking pow-
der of the highest quality, superior
to all others in strength, leavening
power, and general usefulness.

The Royal Baking Powder ls thus distinguished by
the highest expert official authority the lead-

ing Baking Powder of the world.

Royal Baking Powder makes the finest, sweetest, lightest and most whole-
some food. It goes further in use, and is more economical than any other.

tbey will receive proper attention.

ROYAL BAK1NQ POWDER CO., 10C WALL ST., NEW-YORM.

It Will PAY Yon to Yisit Our Store

ANl SEE THE LARGEST LINE OF

MHilffBl, CBOGKBEY

Li
NOVELTIES and FANCY PIECES I

To be found in one house in the State,
Our Prices aro Below . Competition I

Our New Upholstered Rockers are Dandies,
FROM S.SO UP,

In CROCKERY Finest Line ever shown
A.T$T LOWEST PRICES.

Our Bargains in Lamps you should not let pass

Our UNDERTAKING DEPARTMENT
18 IN CHARGE OF A. B. FAIRCH ILD.

Which is a Guarantee that it will be well done. -

W. A. JENKINS & CO.
No. 8, Phenix Block.

The Bride's Father Furnished Maslo by
Shooting; at the Groom.

All the old residents of Montague
county, Texas, remember Uncle Henry
Harris, the preacher ferryman, of Red
River during the latter part of the
eighties. There have been many greater
men in this part of the state, and many
more intellectual ones, but there have
been few who were so universally loved
or who were so widely mourned for
after their death. Uncle Henry was a
one-legg- ed man, and the wooden stump
which supplied the place of his missing
member was a very primitive affair. It
was joined to the stump of his leg by a
strap, which could be removed in a few
moments.

Calvin Dubbs. a half-bree- d Choctaw
Indian, courted his daughter, May Har-
ris. Uncle Henry was opposed to the
suit of Dubbs because of his ungodliness
and bad character. His daughter did
not share in these objections.

One afternoon Calvin Dubbs rode up
to the ferry, and, as the river was high,
asked to be ferried over. The old man
and Tobe started to take him across, but
no sooner did they reach the middle of
the river when their passenger whipped
out a bowie knife and in a few passes
severed the longer of the two ropes that
bound them to the trolley. The boat
immediately swung around in the cur-
rent and remained stationary in mid-rive-r.

"What's that?" cried Uncle Henrv in
alarm. "Don't you know we can't get
aumss nowr

"Don't know about you. I kin make
it all right myself."

Calvin sprang to the saddle, urgad
his pony over the side of the boat into
the water, and struck out for shore.
The two captives on the boat watched
him helplessly until he gained the shore
they had just left. As he did so May
came out of the cabin, arrayed in her
Sunday best, and two men on horse-
back rode out from their concealment
back of the bluff. The object of the
stratagem gradually dawned on the old
man's mind.

"There's goin' to be a weddin'," yelled
Calvin from the bank. "We'll let you
attend as a witness."

"Whar's yore license?" shrieked the
father, "and whar's yore preacher?"

"Here's the license," yelled Dubbs,
waving a legal-looki- document; "can
you read it from there? And this man
here's the preacher."

The couple took their places, and the
alleged preac!er began the ceremony.
Uncle Henry began pleading and ex-
postulating, but all in vain. Suddenly
he grabbed the Winchester he carried
in the bottom of his boat, and drew a
bead on his prospective son-in-la- w.

"Stop that or I'll
shoot."

"Shoot and be d d!" yelled Calvin.
"Go on, parson!" This latter remark
was addressed to the preacher on shore.
Whatever might be said against Calvin's
morals, nobody ever doubted his nerve.

"Crack!" sounded the Winchester
from the boat, and with a thud a bullet
buried itself in the horn of the bride-
groom's saddle. Calvin made a quick
motion toward his own gun, but May
caught his arm.

"Don't!" she cried. . ."Pa won't hurt
you. If he'd wanted to, he'd bored you
the first crack."

The ceremony was a brief one, but
every few moments Uncle Henry would
blaze away, just close enough to the
bridegroom to be unpleasant. When it
was all over the party rode away, with
many tantalizing adieux to the captives
on the boat St. Louis Globe-Democr-

A Meringue Glace "Without Ants."
A man went into the cafe of a Broad-

way hotel the other day and sat down
on a stool in front of the lunch counter.
He had been in many of the eating-hous-es

or "beaneries," in the Bowery
and Park row and thought he was famil-
iar with the various terms which wait-
ers employ when repeating a custom-
er's order but he had a surprise in store
for him. When he had finished his
luncheon he told the waiter he would
like a meringue glace by the way of
dessert. The proud and haughty per-
son behind the counter stiffened his
spinal column and in loud and com-
manding tones said:

"John, meringue glace!"
One of the menials outside the coun-

ter sped on the errand with lightning-
like rapidity and after apparently mak-
ing the delicacy returned with it. On
close examination by the customer it
was found that numerous small red ants
were racing over it. He mentioned the
fact to the waiter.

"What!" he exclaimed, in a horrified
tone, "ants? Dear! dear!" Then he
called again: "John, John, come here;
look here at this! Get a meringue glace
without ants!"

"What?" said John, in a dazed way,
while every man in the room turned his
head and snickered.

"Get a meringue glace without ants,"
repeated the proud and haughty one,
with emphasis, "and hurry up about it,
too."

So John removed the small conven-
tion of insects and soon returned with a
meringue glace "without ants." N. Y.
Tribune.

Persona Tribute.
Initials may be nia'i( to stand for a

good many things which they were
never intended to indicate. Everything
depends upon the iugenvity of the reacP
er, says the Youth's Companion.

An old negro servant who had no-
ticed "Washington, D. C," stamped up-
on envelopes received by his mistress,
said one day:

"I jess like to know. Mis' Hannah,
w'y day alius put deiu letters 'D. C
after de name of Wash'n'ton, on dem
env'lopes?"

"What do you suppose they stand
for?" inquired the mistress, who always
enjoyed the old man's answers.

"W'y," said Sambo, after a moment's
reflection, "I'se been tinkin' day ruos'
likely stood fer "Daddy ob his country,'
but I wa'n't 'xackly sure and sartin but
w'at day might mean some udder ting,
fer Wash'n'ton he was a great man.and
'pears like dere's a moni?ous deal to be
said 'bout him."

With a Proviso.
A certain judge, who is blessed with

a tremendous head of hair, which is
generally in a state of wild disorder,
was questioning a youthful witness to
make sure that he comprehended the
character and importance of the oath
he was about to take.

"Boy," he said, with his severest and
most magisterial manner, "do you feel
sure that you could identify me after
six months? Now be careful. Think
before you speak."

"Weil, your honor," replied the boy,
after a prolonged survey of the judge's

j portly figure and rugged features, "I
ain't sure, but I think I could if you
wasn't to comb your hair." Philadel-
phia Record.

Rivals.
Mrs. Jones Wasn't that a powerful

address of Brother Smith's at the expe-
rience meeting?

j Deacon Jones Oh, Smith is a good
i man, but he's a little conceited. To
hear him talk you would think there
never was a hardened sinner in the
world exeept him! Puck.

Ladies' Warm Goods in
Beaver, Flannel Lined

Men's, Ladies' and
Children's Arctics.
Everything in Light and

Heavy Rubber Boots,
including the "Storm
King."

SMITH
The tin solved Problem.

He had spent long years in college and ac-
quired all kinds of knowledge,

From smoking cigarettes to reading Greek;
And it was said by many that in Hebrew,

Eskimo, and Latin
With the accent of a native he could speak.

He knew every modern sclence.and for every
new appliance

He was able some improvement to suggest;
And from bending orra hawser up to criticis-

ing Chaucer,
' Of all the greatest minds he was abreast.
He was charmed with hydrostatics, and in

higher mathematics
Not a thing to stump him could he find;

And to prove a line's direction or bisect 8
conic section

Was but a relaxation to his mind.

But he saw a little maiden after all this
store he laid in.

The most inviting problem he had met;
And he felt it was his mission to employ his

erudition
To solve this most Inviting problem yet.

So without a bit of shirking he has ever since
Deen working

On the question with an ardor that never
tires:

Yet with all his application, to his great and
aeep vexation,

He cannot get the answer he desires.
Frank Wysor in New Orleans Picayune.

IMAGINATION.

I met her on the shores of the Kike.
There were real tears in her eyes.

"Oh, Mr. Vansittart, she cried, "what
shall I do? My husband's out in a boat,
ever so far away, and the wind's rising,
and the boatman says that it's awfully
dangerous when there's a storm, and

n

I tilted my hat forward and scratched
my head.

"1 don t see what you can do, said l,
compassionately. I had sat next her
three nights at table d'hote, and liked
her extremely.

"Look at those trees! Oh, how it
blows! And see! Great waves!"

"The wind is certainly getting up," I
admitted, sitting on a garden seat.

"Oh, Mr. Vansittart, suppose he should.
be drowned!"

"Suppose he ?" I paused. The
idea was a new one to me. I turned it
over id my mind. "Well, suppose he
should?" I said at last in an inquiring
tone.

"And we've only been married a
yeari"

"xes,yes, said l thoughtfully. "Xour
love is still fresh?"

"As fresh as the day when "
"Your romance has not worn off. the

day of disillusion has not come. Your
husband's memory would be the sweet-
est of consolations to you."

"But, Mr. Vansit "
"There would be no alloy in your

recollecctions. You are young, your
life would not be spoiled, but it Would
be, as it were, hallowed by sweet and
not too poignant regrets. In the course
of time the violence of grief would wear
off."

She sat down-o- n the bench beside me,
and dug the end of her parasol into the
path.

"You would feel," I pursued, "that
sacred as these memories were precious
as they were you would not be justified
in giving your whole life to them. And
at last, it may be that another would
come who " .

"Oh, I can hardly imagine that, Mr.
Vansittait."

- "Try," said I, encouragingly. "One
who, though not perhaps the equal in all
respects of him you had lost, could yet
shelter you from the world . "

"I should want some one, shouldn't
I?"

"And give you an honest, enduring,
unwavering affection."

"It wouldn't be the same thing," said
she.

"Depend upon it," 1 returned earnest-
ly, "it would be in some ways better.
For he your second husband might
well be one who could appreciate the
serious when you were "

"Instead of always making jokes?
Ye-e- s, Mr. Vansittart."

"Serious, and yet able to enter into
your lighter moods always good-ter- u

pered "
"He would be a wonderful husband,

then!"
"Generous, nay, lavish, in giving you

whatever "
"Fancy!"
"You wished for; unspairing in his ef-

forts to please you "
"What, after marriage?"
"Devoted absolutely to you. Why, it's

a lovely picture."
"Yes, it does sound nice," she con-

ceded, digging with the parasol.
"Could not such a one," I continued,

leaning toward her, "by his affectionate
and constant efforts, in the course of
time heal the wound caused by your
crnel calamity?"

"I don't know. Yes I suppose so
well, perhaps in time, Mr. Vansittart,
he might"

"He would," said I, positively. "lean
imagine myself "

"Ibeg your pardon. Mr. Vansittart?"
"I say, 1 can imagine myself making

it the work the whole preoccupation
the worthy task of my life thus to re-
store happiness to one from whom it
seemed to have departed forever."

"It would be a splendid thing for a
man to do, wouldn't it?"

There was a pause. Then she said:
"But, Mr. Vansittart, would you who

are so young and so and so and so
I mean, who are so young be content
with a heart that had spent its first love
on another, in which the freshness of
youthful "

"I sometimes think," I interrupted in
low but urgent tones, "that affection of
.that kind is nobler, higher, better than
the rash impulsiveness of an ignorant
girl. It would be a sympathetic com-
munion of minds, of souls, Mrs. Law-
rence."

"Yes, I see. Yes, it would, Mr. Van-
sittart."

"My sympathy for you," I pursued,
"would soften and inspire my nature.
I should be elevated to your level. And
perhaps, at last, when long years had
obliterated "

"Well, had blurred, Mr. Vansittart."
"Yes, had blurred the pain of memory,

we might come to see to understand
how what once seemed so distressing,
was really, in spite of its sadness, the
necessary condition for tha perfect
dexvlevMeat of tws kuwan lives."

AND WET
your feet require comfortable pro-
tection. There s nothing in the
world as good as

Mishawaka All-Kn- it

VVK--
ifVi".-.- . WOOL BOOTS.

Three times as durable as any felt
boot made positively moth proof.
Watch lor the trade-mar- k "Ball

i -.. Band' in red. All others
are imitations. Patented
and made by

MISHAWAKA WOOLEN MFG. Co., Mishawaka, Ind.
For sale by

& BRIGHAM.
For a few moments we sat in thought."

Then Mrs. Lawrence observed: "Good
so often comes out of suffering, doesn't
it?"

"It indeed seems to be the way of the
world."

"A woman placed as youdescribe.Mr.
Vansittart, would feel, I am sure, so
deep, so strong a gratitude for the man
who had nobly dedicated his life to her
that as time wore on she would give to
him an affection, different in kind, per-
haps, but not inferior in intensity, to
that which she had felt for the man who
first won her heart."

"That would be the only reward I
should hope for," said I.

"So that, in the end, I should feel it
would be borne in upon me that this
man was my real, my true, my only

n

At this point Mrs. Lawrence stopped
abruptly, for a shadow fell between us,
and, on looking up, we saw a stout,
elderly man, wearing a blue jersey'
standing just in front of us.

"Beg pardon, mum," said he, "but are
you the lady what asked Jim Dobbs
about the gentleman what's out in the
boat?"

"About the what? Oh, yes, I sup-
pose oh, yes, I am."

"Well, you've no cause to be put out
about Mm, mum. He's just rounding
tbe point, and he'll be ashore in - two
minutes' time."

"But Dobbs said it was very danger-
ous" I protested.

"Dobbs don't know everything, sir,
beggin' your pardon. Anyways, the
gentleman's safe enough. Glad of it for
your sake, mum."

"Thank you thank you so much,"
said Mrs. Lawrence.

The elderly man stood looking at me
in such a manner that I took a six-
pence out of my pocket and gave it to
him. To be frank, I have seldom
grudged a sixpence more. Then the
elderly man passed on.

There was a long silence. Mrs. Law-
rence had made quite a little pit in the
gravel walk. Once she looked at me
and finding me regarding her (rather
gloomily, 1 believe), hastily turned away
again with a blush. At last the silence
became intolerable almost improper.in
fact.

"What were we talking about when
that man interrupted us?" asked Mrs.
Lawrence, with a desperate assumption
of ease.

It is a rule of mine to give a plain
answer to a plain question.

"We were talking," said I, "of what
would have happened if Dobbs had
known everything." And, having thus
said, I suddenly began to laugh.

Women are strange creatures. Mrs.
Lawrence leaped up from her seat and
stood over me. Her eyes flashed with
indignation and she positively brand-
ished Ler parasol at me. .

"You horrid, horrid boy!" she cried.
"My dear Mrs. Lawrence I pro-

tested.
"You've made me talk as if I "
"It was a mere hypothesis," 1 plead-

ed. ......
"As if I oh! Anyhow.if my husband

were drowned a thousand times over,
I'd never speak to you."

"So you say now," said I composedly.
"But you know you were quite taken
with the prospect a little while ago."

"Mr. Vansittart, you're wicked! How
can I go and tell my poor dear Rob-bie- ?"

"I don't insist on your telling him,"
said I in a conciliatory tone.

"Perhaps you think I don't care for
him?" she cried defiantly.
. "The hypothesis was that you did,"
said I. "That's what made it so inter-
esting."

"I shall sit somewhere else at dinner
t," Mrs. Lawrence announced,

haughtily.
"If you go on like this," I observed

warningly, "I shall end by being "
"You can be just what you like."
"By being glad," I concluded.
"Glad! Glad of what?"
"Glad," said I, "that 1 see your hus-

band walking toward us in perfect
health."

As I spoke he came within speaking
distance.

"Hullo. Georgie!" he cried to his
wife. "Here I am had a biluof a blow,
though.

Mrs. Lawrence ran a few steps toward
him. I took the liberty of following.

"Vansittart been looking after you?"
asked Lawrence with a smile.

"Oh, my darling Robbie," cried Mrs.
Lawrence, "I've been imaginning all
sorts of things about you."

"Foolish child!" said he, fondly.
"Did you think I was going to be
drowned?"

"We didn't exactly think it," I broke
in. "We assumed it by way of "

"Please, Robbie, will you take me in-

to the house?" said Mrs. Lawrence,
hastily.

Mrs. Lawrence did sit elsewhere at
dinner, but Lawrence said to me, as we
played billiards afterward:

"Tell you what, old chap, if a fellow
wants his wife to be extra pleasant to
him, he can't do better than risk his life
on this beastly lake," and he smiled
most contentedly.

It was merely penitence, of course.
But I let him alone.

Blackstone vs. the Justice.
A certain justice of the peace, having

arrived, previous to a tl-ia- at a conclu-
sion upon a question of law highly
satisfactory to himself, refused to enter-
tain an argument by the opposing
counsel.

"If your honor pleases," the counsel
replied, I should like to cite a few
authorities upon the poiut."

Here he was sharply interrupted by
the justice, who stated:

"The court knows the law and is
thoroughly advised in the premises, and
has given its opinion.and that settles it."

"It was not," continued counsel,
"with an idea of convincing your honor
that you are wroug, 'but I should like
to show you what a iool Blackstone
was." I'icro.

Much charity that begins at borne is
too feeble to get out of doors. Texas

! Sitings.

Needleful V

A

nf WiliimaTitip
whole spool.
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Snool Cotton is a test of the
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MR. RUNKLES' COURTSHIP.

He Won by the Exercise of Good Judg-
ment and a Powerful Arm.

"No I can't say as I was married to
my husband, Mr. Rankles, through jnst
what you folks now days would
call love. It came mostly about this
way: When I was a girl about 16 Mr.
Runkles took a strong hankerin' after
me, and he did considerable escortin'
with me, goin' to several places; and,
bein' seen there with him, it got out
that we was keepin' company; and Mr.
Runkles was a mighty strong man, and
no one could come up to him in fist
fightin', and the other fellers were feard
of him owin' to his brags if another fel-
ler started goin' with me he'd pull him
limb from limb. Now, there was a lot
of nice, slick fellers that took a han-
kerin' after me, but they were feared of
Mr. Runkles, and you could not get
one of them to go near me, much less --

start keepin' company.
"All this went mighty hard on me,

for I was a girl of no mean appearance;
and, when it came to dancin' and smart
back-tal- k, not a girl could come near
up to me. I can't say as Mr. Runkles
was the kind of man that I could take a
strong hankering' after. He was too
big and what you might call "raw boned'
in them days. He was not given to
talk at all, and I had just to keep quiet
when he was keepin company, if that
could be called keepin' company.
Things went on in this way, and I didn't
see any things tellin' of a change; I knew
Mr. Rankles was determined-lik- e, and
nothin' would happen unless some of
the fellers that had a hankerin' after
me would stand up fighty, and not be
feared of Mr. Runkles.

"Thar was one feller I shall never for-
get, and he was a nice feller, the nicest
one of them all; he was a feller named
Dave Harris, and I did bike Dave, and
Dave did like me; but Dave had not the
spirit of fightin' in him, and he would
have nothin' to do with me, owin' to
Mr. Runkles' intentions in that line. At
last I speaks np to him, and says, 'Mr.
Harris, why don't you come and Bee
me no more?' and he says back to me,
I'd like to awfully, Miss Briggs, but

don't you know I kinder hate to face the
wrath of Mr. Runkles.' And then I
tells him not to mind Mr. Runkles, but
he would not look at the case in that
way. 'Yon know I ain't no good at
fist-fighti- he said, 'but you know I
think the world and all of you,' I says
to him, 'Be a man, Dave Harris, and
make a stand for your rights and my
own as American citizens to do our free
will'; but Dave would say to every-
thing I said, 'You know I ain't no good
at

"Then I got very proud-lik- e, and had
nothin' to say to him. I was gittin'
well up in the twenties, and things did
look serious to me my looks was fadin',
and Mr. Runkles showed no signs of
yieldin'. I was so tired of trying to
hold out, I saw no feller would come
near me, owin' to their bein' feared of
Mr. Runkles. I came to terms, and
we was marrit, and that is the reason
that I am rather sharp on Mr. Runklea
at times, as you may have noticed.
Bessie Higgins, in Kate Fields Wash-

ington.

Wouldn't Use False Keys.

The notion that alcohol may do good
because, for a moment, it seems to do
good was well answered by a physi-
cian's response to a man who was some-
what too much given to the pleasures
of the table. This man had said to the
doctor:

"What do you think of the influence
of alcohol on the digestion, doctor?

"I think that its influence is bad,"
said the physician.

"But a little whisky taken just be-

fore a meal is the only key that will
open my appetite, doctor."

"I don't believe in opening things
with false keys, sir!" answered the oth-
er. "

.

This response was particularly ap-
plicable, for a falsely stimulated appe-
tite is a sure prelude to indigestion.
Youth's Companion.

Husband (during a domestic differ-
ence) I don't know how it is that you
have such a bad temper.

Wife (with whom patience had ceased
to be a virtue) It's because I've kept
it too long far too long. No wonder
it's baL Grip.

Awartct.
Highest Honors World's Fair.
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MOST PERFECT MADE.
A pure Grape Cream of Tartar Powder. Fre
from Ammonia, Alum or an y other adulterant

40 YEARS THE STANDARD.

! "Used to Play Before She Married."
There is something saddening about

the woman who "used to play the piano
beforeshe was married." You feel that
you would like to have known her be-
fore the song went out of her life; be-
fore the enthusiasm that makes the lav-ishm-

of time upon mere pleasure a
possibility left her. She says she has
not the leisure to practice, but it is oft-
en not so much the lack of half an hour
or more daily as it is the loss of vivacious
energy. She has learned to trudge
from yesterday to instead of
dancing the days through as she used
to. The need for music is gone.

A lady who was spoken to by one of
her friends on this subject was candid
and epigrammatic. "Wait until you
get married," she said. "Unless you
are rich you will do as I have done.
You cannot devote youtr attention to
keeping up your music and keeping
down your expenses at the same time."

That one had lost the buoyancy of
youth. She had not the delicious sense
of possession of the earth, with none of
the responsibility for keeping it in or-
der, that animated two younger women
whose conversation was recently over-
heard on the street. They had just
emerged from the telephone exchange,
where they were employed.

"Sometimes," said one of them, "I
think that I wotild like to be famous;
that I would like to go on the stage and
act, or on the lecture platform. Then
again, I think not."

"I think not all the time," was the
positively-spoke- n rejoinder.

"Still, it must be nice to play upon
the emotions of the multitude."

"Of course it is. That's what makes
it so jolly in the telephone exchange.
When we talk sweetly to some man
through the 'phone lean tell by the way
he coos back that he is smirking in the
most absurd manner. And if I want to
make him angry I can tell him the line's
busy and ring in ' his ear. I tell you,
my dear, when it comes to playing on
the emotions of the mulitude Sarah
Bernhardt will have to give extra
matiness if she wants to surpass, us in
opportunity." Kate Field's Washing-
ton.

HE SHOWED HE COULD RUN. "

rhe Utile Fellow Was Satisfied, Though
He Didn't AVln the Prize.

First in is the winner always, sure
enough. That the best man in pluck
or brains doesn't always get first place
in the competitions of the world is a gen-
erally accepted fact, while the merits
per se of wind or muscle in reaching
the front rank cannot be disputed, says
theN. Y. Herald.

One little boy forgot this distintion
the other day and remained blissfully
happy in consequence. It was at a
traveling circus at Patchogue, L. I.,
one of those one-nig- ht stands where
they fill out the show by an act or two
made up of local effort, running, bowl-
ing or sparring for some prize by mem-
bers of the audience, and where, before
the sets have time to be cleared after
the performance, they began to hand
the poles from under the tents.

A race for 6mall boys for a 25-ce- nt

prize was to be run, and a chubby, well-groom- ed

little lad of 6 pleaded with his
father and mother to allow him to run.
The other boys were bigger and shab-
bier boys and the father only consented
after long pleading and hesitation.

He ran like a little man and "Two to
one on the little chap!" shouted from all
sides spurred bim on to excited effort.
He threw his little curly head up and
stuffed his fists into his trousers' pocket,
just to show that he felt 'twas all as
easy as fun and if he won the 25 cents it
wouldn't be after any tremendous exer
tion. But few years and snort legs, as
was natural, fell behind and when a
raw-bon- ed lad of about 8 gripped the
post and claimed the quarter the little
chap was three rounds behind.

He wasn't thrown down about it.
His head kept up and his eyes gleamed
and he stepped back to his seat, his fists
still thrust independently in his pockets
and with an air of actual conquest,

"I told you I could run," he said.
"You see, I did run the best Every-
body says I did, only the first boy
won."

Getting There "With Both Feet.

A large, fleshy colored woman, carry-
ing two huge baskets of provisions,
got aboard a north-boun- d Pennsylvania
avenue car, says the Washington Post.
and, recognizing an acquaintance in
the next seat, said:

"Howdy, Mandy?"
"Mornin', Cyntha. How's Mandy?"
"I'se well, t'ank you. How's you'ns?"
"We're all pert-lik- e. Whar's you bin,

Cyntha?"
"I'se jist been to mawket"
"Mawket? Whar you don' git money

faw to go to mawket wif ?"
"Me git money? Why, han't you

heerd? I'se workin' faw Missus Jones
up on Ninth street, an' she gives me $10
to spend at mawket an' nebber even asr
faw no change, nedder.

"You doan' say?"
"Yas. I'se struck it rich. I'se doin'

de washin' an ironin' an' allde cookin'.
I'se puttin' ma feet under de table free
tlme3 a day now. an' I'se puttin' dem
'way under, too."

"Han't dat nice!"
"Yas, 'tis. Here's ma street Com'

ober aa' see me som' time, Mandy P

food-by- ."

C0ING ABOUT INC0CNIT0.

How the French President Made m Girl
Faint.

The example of the Caliph Haroun ai
Raschid, who used to go nightly in dis-

guise among his people ia order to see
how the laws were being enforced,. is
not often, followed by modern European
sovereigns, says the Youth's Companion.
Photography has made the features of
monarchs so familiar to the people that
a disguise is practically impossible, and
moreover, assassins lurk at every cor-
ner.

Nevertheless, there are heads of state,
even iu Europe, who go about unat-
tended. The Emperor Francis Joseph
of Austria, who is probably as little in
danger of assassination as any potentate
in Europe, is one of these.

Another is Monsieur Casimir-Perie- r,

president of the French republic, who
has not since his election, given up his
practice of walking alone on the boule-
vards in the midst of his Parisians.

During the recent summer, just be
fore the president's departure for his
chateau in the country at Pont our
Seine, a plain-lookin- g man, with a par-
cel wrapped in a newspaper, came into
a toy-sho- p on one of the boulevards
and began to undo his package.

"Mademoiselle," he said to a young
woman at the counter, "I have here a
little phonographic doll which has been
slightly crushed in. Can it be .re-
paired?"

The girl looked at it
"Certainly, sir," she said.
"And can it be sent to me in the coun-

try?"
"Yes, sir. What is the address?"
"Monsieur Casimir-Perie- r, Pont Sur

Seine, Aube."
The girl at the counter who had not

dreamed that she was dealing with the
president of the republic was so much
overcome that she fainted on the spot.
The proprietors and others came rush-
ing up and the unfortunate president
for the moment wished that he were a
little more obscure.

The king of Italy sometimes makes
similar excursions in Rome. On one of
these he was heavily run into by an in-

toxicated man, who, however, immedi-
ately recognized the king and fell upon
his knees, half-sober- ed and stammering
excuses.

The king, instead of having the
drunkard arrested, did what he could
for him, thinking possibly to turn him
from his evil habits.

Among the Bargains.
The saleswoman had just sold a

feather boa to a young lady with blonde
hair, who seemed very much pleased
with her bargain.

"I'm so glad she didn't ask me if it
was real ostrich," said the saleswoman,
as she looked over her book of sales.

"Was it?" asked the young man at
the remnant counter.

"Not at that price, thank you."
Just then the young woman returned

in a state of still alarm. She hurried
up to the girl who had just sold her the
ostrich feather boa and said excitedly:

"See here, please."
"Y-e-s- ," drawled the girl, who was

determined to die game.
"Will you please tell me whether the

feathers were plucked from a living
ostrich or a dead one?"

"Oh," said the girl, much relieved,
"yes, certainly, a living bird.of course."

"Thank you. I have made a vow
never to wear anything that is taken
from the dead."

She went away satisfied, and the
saleswoman gasped several times before
she could speak. Then she said:

"You could have knocked me down
with a feather." Free Press.

He Discovered a Resemblance.

I was immensely amused the other
day in a cat to watch the puzzled ex-
pression which came over the face of a
very swell-looki- ng roan, dressed in the
latest style, who got into the car a few
blocks after a very onartly dressed girl
had entered. He sad; down beside her
and rode for some time without discover-
ing that her costume was, with the ex-
ception of the trousers, the exact counter-
part of his own. His eyes traveled over
her covert coat.made just like the covert
coat which he was wearing; her shirt
front, high collar and perfectly tied cra-
vat; her Hamburg hat, her boutonniere
and her gloves with heavy switching. It
was niore like a dog looking at his re-
flection in the mirror than anything I
have ever seen, and when he got up,
shook himself, and with one parting"

fiance left the car I fully expected to
bark. The girl paid n atten-

tion. To her he was but one of many,
and if she noticed him at all it was quite
unnoticeable to any one else.

Husband Sarcastic but AVife Scores
The Husband You want to know

where I was so late last night? I was
at the office balancing any boo;ks.

The Wife It seems to me that you
balance your books very oftjen. That
excuse is about threadbare.

The H. H'm! If you don't believe
me why don't you consult ai fortune-
teller?

The W. Not muJ;b. I consulted one
once and she told me a uack Of lies.

The H. Indeed? What diti she tell
you?

The W. 5be told toe I would get a
rich, handsome kindt jtruthgal husaau

on your machine and see if there isn't better results ; try it
for mending and sae if it. doesn't stand the wear and tear
better than any you ever used. It's stronger than linen ;

better than silk for ordinary use. Ask the dealer for it.
Send 24 cents and receive six Kpools of thread, any color ornumber, together with

four bobbins lor your machine, ready wound, and an Interesting book on thread and
aewlng, Free, itesureawt mention the

WILLIMANTIC THREAD CO., WiMmantlc, Conn
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Are now ready,
They consist of

The end of the spool is the
beginning. It stands every

and uniformity of quality. Try

Star Thread

name ana number or your machine.

M Ml
THL's

and still coming.
the latest styles

BOYS' AND

CHILDREN'S

HOSIERY,
wLOVES,
TRUNKS,
VALISES,
UMBRELLAS, &c.

are prepared to furnish the
elegant fitting, well made,

figures. Give us a call.

No. 8 Phenix Block,
Ravenna, O.

S SDITS
OVERCOATS,

PANTS,
HATS, CAPS,
UNDERWEAR,
NECKWEAR,

Together with the best WORKINGMEN'S GARMENTS
1U l lie marnet, a.u (Jiiceo tiiat uau i uu ucai

We have also on hand and coming a new line of

FOREIGN and DOMESTIC WOOLENS
For the Custom Trade, and
best of Goods, Trimmings,
stylish Garments, at lowest

PHTIK
CLOTHIER,
MERCHANT TAILOR,
CUNTS PTBJIISHJCR,


