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Don’t let a great smash In crockery 
surprise you, especially in China,

The Methodist conference having 
lodged the amusement question the 
inembers are also likely to dodge It.

The popularity of horse shows would 
Indicate that the animal still stands so 
many hands high in popular estimation.

The Methodists do not approve of all 
kinds of amusement, but they appear 
to have had all kinds of amusement at 
the conference.

The remains of some gigantic but un
known creature of other days have 
keen unearthed near Atlantic City, N. 
j .  I t may be the skeleton of the pre
historic mosquito.

Diamond thieves fed an ostrich $45,- 
«00 worth of gems while en route to 
.Europe. This is an insult to the ca
pacity and facilities of that time-hon
ored institution, the goat.

structlon of children who live at at 
unreasonable distance from theit 
schools. Where the saving of expens« 
or Increased advantage to the pupils 
may warrant it, arrangements may b« 
made for the transportation of any 
childnei to and from the school. The 
plan is in operation on the largest scale 
in Winnebago county. There forty- 
nine; children are conveyed from two 
and one-half to five and one-half miles, 
using four teams, at a cost of $25 a 
month. Since the plan was put in op
eration the county authorities have 
been able to dispense with four schooda 
saving $480 a year. The plan should 
be taken advantage of in more Iowa 
districts. There are now 233 school 
districts or sub-districts in Iowa, where 
schools are maintained for an average 
attendance of less than six pupils, 
while in 2,500 the average attendance 
is less than eleven. Such methods of 
instruction are wasteful when time and 
money could be saved by the transpor
tation of pupils, and the larger classes, 
graded schools, and better class of 
teachers that could be secured would be 
of benefit to the pupils.

A murderer arraigned, tried, convlct- 
«d and sentenced, all within oue day, is 
4he latest item in the fine annals of 
•“Jersey justice.” That is not neces
sarily “railroading.” It is avoidance 
<of “the law’s delay” and administra
tion of justice that, like the giving of 
alms, is twice as effective because it is 
done quickly.

It is the crowning honor of the Baron
ess Burdett-Ooutts, who has recently 
-celebrated her eighty-sixth birthday, 
.that the world does not so much say 
Jiow much money she inherited, or how 
anuch she is now worth, as how much 
•she has given away for the good of her 
ifellows. More than five million dollars 
4s the record of her beneficence, and 
there are few that surpass it.

“One-fourth of the lawyers,” said 
«Governor Shaw, of Iowa, recently, “c: 
try  a case no better to-day than when 
they began.” “There are also women 
«who can cook no better than on the 
«day they were married, and are told so 
(three times a day.” What connu«, nee- 
anent oration could better set forth, in 
•co-educational terms, the common prin
ciple of failure? Not to advance, as 
.Lord Bacon insisted long ago. is simply 
rto go back.

Samuel Rogers has verified the story 
of Uinevra, the beautiful bride of 
Francesco Doria, whose loveliness and 
pranks had beeu "the theme of every 
tongue.” At the bridal feast the bride 
was wanting, nor was she to be found. 
Francesco threw his life away in bat
tle with the Turk. The father lived 
long after, seeking always the blithe 
girl whose fate remained a mystery for 
fifty years, when, her family gone and 
the palace in the hands of strangers, a 
moldering chest was found in a gallery. 
On being moved, it fell apart, and there 
the skeleton of Ginevra revealed the 
tragic joke the bride had played in try
ing to make the bridegroom and the 
guests seek her in a secluded haunt. 
She knew not that the chest had a snap 
lock, and involuntarily made herself a 
prisoner unto death. Familiar as is 
the legend, it does not warn against the 
snap lock. Frequently the newspapers 
report fatal eases of fright or smother
ing from the snapping of locks on fold
ing beds or on doors not openable on 
both sides. The most recent case, that 
of the wife of a well-known author, 
emphasizes the danger of the snap lock 
on railroad cars. Mrs. Hamlin Gar
land had to be removed through a win
dow as the only menus of escape after 
being imprisoned in a railroad car 
drawing room whose snap lock would 
not yield to key, spring or tool.

If, sitting with his little, worn-out shoe 
And scarlet stocking lying on my Knee,

I knew the little feet had pattered 
through

The pearl-set gates that lie 'twixt 
heaven and me.

I could be reconciled, and happy, too,
And look with glad eyes toward the 

jasper sea.

If, in the morning, when the song of birds 
Reminds me of music far more sweet,

I listen for his pretty broken words 
And for the music of his dimpled feet,

I could be almost happy, though I heard 
No answer and but saw his vacant seat,

I could be glad if, when the day is done 
And all its cares and heartaches laid 

away,
I could look westward to the hidden sun 

And with a heart full of sweet yearning 
say,

“To-night I’m nearer to my little one 
By just the travel of a single day.”

If I could know those little feet were 
shod

In sandals wrought of light in better 
lands,

And that the footprints of a tender God 
Ran side by side with his in golden 

sands,
I could bow cheerfully and kiss the rod, 

Since Bennie was in wiser, safer hands.

If he were dend I would not sit to-day 
And stain with tears the wee sock on 

my knee;
I would not kiss the tiny shoe and say, 

“Bring back again my little boy to me!”
I would be patient, knowing 'twas God's 

way,
And that he'd lead me to him o’er 

deutli’s silent sea.

But, oh, to know the feet once pure and 
white

The haunts of vice have boldly ven
tured in.

The hands that should have battled for 
the right

Have been wrung crimson in the clasp 
of sin!

And should he knock at heaven’s gate to
night

I fear my boy could hardly enter in.
—Oshawa (Ont.) Vindicator.

■ r .  r e r rn s  looked meditatively at 
her for a second or two.

“1 should think you might teach,” 
said he.

“I did try It,” said Miss Archdale. “I 
was governess in a private family.” 

“And why (jlld you give it up?”
“Is this a cdtechlsm?” said Miss Amy, 

smiling, “well, I haven’t any objec
tion to answering. Do you waut me to 
tell you the j/lain truth?”

“Certainly.”
“Well, then, it was because my lady 

employer did not like to have her 
grown-upson address me with common 
politeness Perhaps she thought I was 
endeavoriig to fascinate him, but she 
was entlrdy mistaken.”

“Oh!” sad >lr. Perkins. “Please write 
down yout address.”

“Are you really going to give me 
some copy ini to do?” she asked eag
erly.

“I am golni to try you.”
For the firs) time the tears came into

her eyes 
“I’ll try myfrery best- 

she faltered.

L O V E  A N D  L A W .

Stock-raisers among our farmer read
e rs  may be interested in learning that, 
-according to information sent to the 
■State Department by the consul at 
JMainz, a simple preventive against the 
.boof and mouth disease, so fatal in its 
effects amoug cattle, is reported to have 
beeu discovered by a scientific investi
gator of the disease. It is said that if 
•well-boiled milk, taken from the dis
eased cattle, be fed for a period of 
about eight days to those of the herd 
mot yet affected, they will acquire com- 
jplete immunity from the disease tkere- 
Äfter.

said Mr. Perkins to his office 
some more coal.”

«■» IM,” said Mr. Pe 
f j l  boy, "put on some 

"Yes. sir.”

The recent postal frauds in Havana 
«emphasize, by the law of contraries, the 
marvellous reach and honesty of the 
mail system throughout the world. An 
•Ohio soldier, lately returned from the 
Philippines, displays a little jar of jam 
Addressed to him in Manila. It re
ceived the postmarks of San Francisco. 
{Honolulu, Guam and Manila; and then. 
After a brief pause, recontinued its long 
«chase. Iloilo, Negros, Jolo and back to 
Manila; Hongkong, Yokahama, San 
Eraacisco again; and finally that of the 
Ohio village In which It was properly 
delivered. The journey occupied eight 
months, and cost 38 cents.

At the recent marriage of the crown 
prince of Japan, Immense multitudes 
.In the streets watched and applauded 
Ihe  bridal procession, but not a person 
Booked out of an upper window. To the 
.American eye and inind this seemed 
strange. But the Japanese explanation 
• f  it was simple. It is contrary to eti- 
.qnette—Indeed, to royalty—for a Jap
anese to look down, either literally or 
(figuratively, upon a member of the roy
a l  family. One smiles at the quaint 
conceit that would Interpret the vis- 
awl angle as a slight. Yet there la much 
(that is admirable and worthy of emula
tion  in scrupulous regard for what are 
esteemed duty and honor.

That the Indian is leaving his native 
trail for the “white man's path” is well 
evidenced by statistics gathered from 
the annual reports of the United States 
Indian agents. A greatly increasing 
number of Indians on the reservations, 
or what have lately been reservations, 
can read. Nearly a hundred thousand 
of them have completely adopted the 
white men’s dress. Almost ail of them 
have discarded the original dress of the 
people of their tribes. Eleven hundred 
dwelling houses were built by Indians 
last year, and the Indians on the reser
vation now possess more than twenty- 
five thousand dwelling houses. They 
are, as a rule, no longer nomadic, no 
longer dwellers in wigwams. Exter
nally, at least, they are rapidly adopt
ing the ways of civilization. Are they 
at the same time “becoming civilized” 
In the true sense? It is not possible to 
answer yes with confidence. They are 
learning to read, to live in houses, and 
to wear white men’s clothes; yet unfor
tunately, in some cases at least, the 
vices of civilization seem likely to over
power some of the native virtues of the 
race., To civilize means to endow with 
the proper qualities of a citizen; and so 
far as the reading and house-dwelling 
Indian lacks these qualities, his trans
formation into the outward semblance 
of a white man fails in Its chief pur
pose. The duty of the white people to
ward the Indian is far from being end
ed with imposing upon him the super
ficial marks of their civilization.

indeed, I will,” 
For—I don’t mind tell

ing you now-i haven’t got a single sub
scription, anal was so discouraged.” 

And so Mia Amy Archdale walked 
off with a red-lape-tied. parcel of papers 
under her slia(vl.

“If she does them well and prompt
ly,” said Mr. lerkins, in a sort of men
tal soliloquy, ‘there’s no reason I can't 
let her have sbme more work. If she 
doesn’t It wot’t be the first case of 
female swindling in New York. But 
she had a pretty, Innocent little face, 
too—hang It, lie  half a mind to go to 
her address oil the sly and see if she 
really is a deserving object of—charity, 
1 was going totsay. But it Isn’t. She 
wants work, mjt alms. There’s always 
somebody waiting something in this 
great, chattering Bedlam of a city of 
ours,” added Mr. Perkins, irately, as he 
drove off two watch boys, an apple girl, 
and a vender of pins and shoestrings 
from hli doorstep.

Mr. lerkins followed np his crochet 
and w.tked up to No. 0 Meassey street 
about lusk that self-same evening, 
heedlea of snow and sleet.

"Doe* a lady named Archdale live 
here?” he asked in the grocery which 
occupiel the first floor.

"Yes, sir, she do,” the grocer’s wife 
interrupted, pushing herself before her 
husband, “and a nice, hard-working 
young ladj she is as ever breathed the 
breath of life, and pays her rent regu
larly every Saturday night, if she has

"Pick np the cards. Kathie, and look,* 
urged Edith Rosabelie.

“Amy Archdale,” she read aloud.
Why, ma, it’s the governess you di» 

charged! It’s our Miss Archdale.”
The old fool!” shrieked Mrs. Moly 

aeux Martin. “To go and marry a girl 
young enough to be his granddaughter! 
Well, that caps the climax!”

You forget, ma,” said Edith Rosa« 
belle, “Uncle Elisha’s only two year« 
older than you are. I’ve heard you say 
so lots of times.”

Hold your tongue, you ungrateful, 
undutlful daughter,” ejaculated Mrs. 
Molyueux Martin. “I’ll never speak to 
him again.”

But she did. Sober second thoughts 
convinced her that It was better to sub
mit to the Inevitable—and she was one 
of the first to call on Mr. and Mrs. 
Elisha Perkins in the elegant brown- 
stone house that the lawyer bought and 
furnished for bis bride.

And perhaps one of the most triumph
ant moments of Amy Archdale’s life 
was that In which she extended a gra
cious and patronizing greeting to the 
woman who had turned her out of 
doors scarcely three months before.

“Things do balance themselves even
ly in this world, If one only has pa
tience and faith to wait!” she said to 
her husband.—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

la  a  little Western town, originally 
Milled by Quakers, stands a church in 
which the practice of seating men and 
women apart still prevails. A few 
Sreare ago, a newcomer mustered cour- 
mge to cross the aisle and sit beside his 
ibride. The second Sunday another 
an an committed the same offense, and 
dhe third Sunday saw a generous 
sprinkling of bared heads alongside 
spring bonnets. The aged minister, 
w ith outraged sense of propriety, chose 
«for his text: “Let destruction come
■upon him at unawares; and let his net 
fihat he hath hid catch himself;” and 
cmlnced no words in exposition. The 
(men who had dared to stray from es
tablished custom rebelled at being 
«eternally doomed for sitting beside 
rtheir wives, and left the church in 
(body. The result is that to-day in that 
Rittle town stand two church buildings, 
side  by side, counterparts in size and 
tpaint and outlook; but iu one the sexes 
care divided by a middle aisle, while in 
rthe other “promiscuous sitting” pre- 
vpaiia. The trivialities which hinder 
«-Christian comity may travel far for an 
capter illustration.

One of the most prolific fields of oper
ation for wily swindlers has for many | 
years been the “unclaimed estates” 
and the “estates In chancery” In Eng
land, advertisements of which are con
tinually appearing in the American 
newspapers. These advertisements are 
skillfully worded and bring to the 
schemers thousands of letters from peo
ple who are already possessed of a lit
tle money and have a natural desire to 
possess much more. From the great 
list of applicants for information the 
swindlers select a few—of those who 
they have reason, after Investigation, 
to believe will fall most readily Into 
the trap and prove the best plucking. 
The cupidity of the victims Is aroused 
and then comes the process of obtain
ing from them sums of money, con
stantly Increasing In size, for the pre
tended purpose of pushing the claims, 
developing evidence, proving lineage, 
etc. Hundreds of confiding Americans 
have been trapped, and, from the num
ber of such advertisements as are still 
appearing, we should judge that the

"And, do you hear? Take this packet 
of papers around to Peun «& Ink’s, and 
ask 'em what they mean by sending me 
such a blotted piece of work.”

“Yes, sir,” and Jim, evidently pre
ferring the snow-freighted air and slip
pery sidewalks of the outer world to the 
close little law office, darted off like an 
arrow out of a bow.

Mr. Perkins took out a fresh bundle 
of quill pens and a quire of legal fools
cap and begau to work in good earnest, 
when, all of a sudden, a tap came to his 
office door.

"Come in,” said Mr. Perkins, In a 
voice that sounded considerably more 
like “Clear out,” and a young lady en
tered, dressed in currant-colored meri
no, with a little plumed hat and a neat
looking fiat satchel on her arm.

"1 haven’t anything to give,” said Mr. 
Perkins, sternly.

The young lady sat down uninvited, 
and then Mr. Perkins saw that she was 
very pretty.

“I was not begging, sir,” she said, 
j “May l ask, then, what was your bus
iness?” said Mr. Perkins, more frigidly 
than ever.

The young lady took a parcel from 
her bag.

"I don’t want to buy anything,” said 
Mr. Perkins.

I “I was not selling, sir,” said the lady.
1 “Please explain your business at 
once,” said he, tartly. “I have no time 
to spare."

I “Please allow he to do so. then,” said 
the young lady. "I was soliciting sub
scriptions for---- ”

“I don’t want to subscribe,” hastily 
Interrupted Mr. Perkins, 

j "How do you know whether you do 
or not,” Inquired the young lady, with 
some spirit, “until you have seen the 
work, at least?"

Mr. Perkins smiled a little. She was 
brusque, but he didn’t altogether dis 
like that. And, besides, she was decid
edly original.

“Because there have been at least 
three of your craft before you this 
morning,” said he, “all selling ’Illus
trated Lives of Great Men.’ ”

“But mine is quite different. Mine Is 
‘Careers of Famous Women,’ with steel 
plate engravings,” persisted the young 
lady.

“Your business Is overcrowded,” said 
Mr. Perkins. “No; you needn’t take the 
trouble to show me the book. Why 
don’t you do something else?’

"Will you tell me what?” said the 
young lady, despairingly. “Will you 
help me to get anything whereby I may 
support myself?”

“What can vou do?"
“What can I do! That is what every

body says,” she answered, “and lie-supply of gudgeons was yet far from 
being exhausted. The whole thing is a : tween you all I should starve.- You are 
fraud and a barefaced swindle, and the a lawyer. Will you give me some law 
State Department of the United States , copying?”
Government has sent out a warning 1 
against all such advertisements and an-

rh e  Journal of Education gives In- 
rifonumtion as to the plan in vogue In 
flosra for the transportation of rural 
«chUdren to school. The law permits 
fike authorities of one township to con- 

wlth those of anothsr for the ln-

nouncements. There are no great un
claimed estates in England, and the 
few dormant funds are small, averag
ing not more than $1,800 each. Over 
1,000 claims have been referred by the 
United States embassy at London to a 
firm of solicitors, and of not a single 
one has any validity whatever been 
proven. Don’t be a gudgeon!

Where British Recruiting Is Done.
One-third of the recruits of the Brit

ish army enlist in London and Dublin.

A man who cannot tell a story pretty 
well should not attempt It.

“Can you write a clear and legible 
hand?” Mr. Perkins asked.

The young lady sat boldly down at 
desk by the chimney-piece.

“I’ll show you what I can do," said 
she.

Mr. Perkins looked over her shoulder 
as she wrote, in a quaint, distinct style, 
the words:

“My name Is Amy Arcbdale, and 
want to earn my own living.”

“Amy Archdale,” repeated Mr. Per
kins. “Rather a romantic name, Isn 
It?”

I “I had no hand in naming myself,' 
retorted Miss Archdale, “so I can’t just- 

; ly be held up to blame In that matter.'

% m
i

“ i ’l l  s h o w  YOU W H A T  I  CAN D O ."

NAVAL BATTLE OF THc FUTURE.

to live on a cup of water and a crust.
And if she’s got auy rich relation---- ”

“You mistake my purpose,” said Mr. 
Perkins, coldly. “I am no rich relation 
—to auy one.”

Yet the woman’s testimony, coarse 
and rudely given as It was, uncon
sciously influenced him in Amy Arch
dale’s favor.

She brought the folios next day, neat, 
legible, and without blot or erasure, 
and Mr. Perklus gave her some more 
work.

“You needn’t bring It,” said he. “I— 
have business that way and 1’U call 

for It myself.”

“We haven’t seen your Uncle Elisha 
lately, dear,” said Mrs. Molyneux Mar
tin to her eldest daughter. “Kate must 
work a penwiper for him, and you must 
embroider him a pair of slippers. It 
won't do to let him lose sight of his 
nearest relatives.”

“Ma,” said Miss Katherine, “it’s 
pity you discharged Miss Archdale so 
suddenly, because she was so handy at 
fancy work.”

And, besides,” added Edith Rosa 
belle, “It really and truly wasn’t her 
fault because Walter chose to make 
eyes at her!”

Don’t use such vulgar expressions, 
my dear,” said the mamma. “She was 

pert, bold-faced thing, and would 
have eloped with your dear brother If 
she had remained in the house another 
week. And I told her so, pretty plain 
ly, too. Who’s that? The postman? 
Give me the letter at once, Edith Rosa- 
belle!”

“Somebody has sent us wedding 
cards,” cried the youngest hope of the 
family of Molyneux Martin. “Open it, 
mamma, quick, and let us see whom 
they are from.”

Mrs. Molyneux Martin hastily tore 
open the envelope, and giving one 
glance at Its contents, fell backward 
with an hysterical scream.

“Elisha Perkins!” she shrieked 
“Girls, it’s your uncle. Alas! my poor, 
disinherited pets!”

For Mrs. Molyneux Martin has edu 
cated her daughters In the full belief 
that each and every one of them was 
to be an heiress in the right of Uncle 
Elisha Perkins’ money.

“But, mamma, who's the bride— 
whom has he married? You don’t tell 
us the name,” persisted Katherine, who 
was endowed with a goodly spice of 
Mother Eve’s bequest 

“I don’t know! I don’t care!' 
screamed Mrs. Molyneux Martin, tap
ping the soles of her slippered feet on 
the carpet In a way that threatened 
y»t more violent attack of hysterica.

H o w  M a r i t i m e  E n g a R C m e n t i  W i l l  Be 
F o u g h t  in t h e  N e x t  Century. I 

The Stranger—Excuse me, I am a 1 
stranger here. Will you kindly Inform 
me why all these gayly dressed people 
are loitering ou the shores of this bay?

The Native—Eh? Dou’t you know? 
Why, a great uaval battle Is being 
fought here, aud the people for miles 
arouud have come to enjoy the event.

The Stranger—I’m new In this part 
of the country, but I’m not us fresh, 
perlmps, as I look. You tell me that 
a great naval battle Is being fought 
here. And yet ns far as the eye can 
reach I cun discern uo boat—no, nor 
even a ripple on those placid waters.

The Native—That's all right It’s a 
submarine battle fought by submarine 
bonts. They are now nt it tooth aud 
nail somewhere about the middle of 
the bay.

The Stranger—You astonish me. 
These people do not look as if they were 
attending a battle. Tlie women wear 
summer frocks, and the men are in 
afternoon clothes, with top hats. Aud, 
see, there Is a band over there!

The Native—Oh, yes; it's quite a 
function. That’s the Marine band, and 
those women and men about it are the 
special guests of the Secretary of the 
Navy. You wait around a little while 
aud we’ll have some news. There, see!

At that moment a black object like 
a mammoth strong cigar leaped up
ward from the waters aud lay quiver 
iug on the surface. Every opera glas« 
was leveled at It, and the strange« 
slanted his hand above bis eyes so be 
could see better. A grimy man crawl
ed from the midst of the thing aud 
raised a huge megnplioue to his lips.

The Native—Hooray! That’s old
Commodore Boh Evans’ grandson!

The man with the megaphone shout
ed in a stentorian voice:

"We've licked the blankety-blank- 
blank socks off of ’em!”

Whereat there arose a great cheer 
and a flutter of handkerchiefs, and the 
larine band played, aud the Secretary 

of the Navy held an Impromptu recep
tion, aud then everybody went borne to 
dinuer.—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

Memories of a Waltz.
Did you ever try to dance with a for

eigner?” asked a Louisville gentleman, I 
who had been traveling abroad, of the 
Detroit Free Press man. "I did once,” 
he continued, “and that experience was 
more than enough for me. It happened 
at a ball at Mustapha, at the Hotel S t 
Georges. 1 asked an Austrian countess 
to waicz, and when we started I sup
posed we would dance In the leisurely 
American fashion.

The countess had a different idea In 
her head. She preferred to whirl mad
ly, like a dervish, on a space that could 
be covered with a parasol, and, on ac
count of her superior strength, I clung 
to her and we began to spin.

Finally, when it seemed to me that 
we were performing our antics on the 
ceiling with our heads hanging down,
I could stand It no longer, and, gasping 
for breath, suggested that we sit down.
I saw two chairs galloping around the 
room and prepared to catch them on ! 
the next lap. We steered for them, I I 
clinging helplessly to the athletic lady, j 
and then we sank down. I sat dazed | 
and almost Insensible until I was j 
aroused by the countess saying;

Excuse me, but we are sitting on 
the same chair.* ”___________

Cae«ar Wasn't There.
The man on the street car was talk

ing to a friend about his trip through 
Greece and the tombs of the ancients 
he had met with, and, after awhile, the 
old man opposite, who had been listen- 
lug closely, leaned forward and re
marked:

“Sir, do I understand that you we« 
In Greece?”

“Yes, sir,” was the reply.
“And you saw tombs?” i
“Plenty of them.”
“Did you happen to run across tbs 

tomb of Julius Caesar?”
“No, sir. Julius Caesar was not a 

Greek, you know.”
“That’s bo—that’s so. Now, that yon 

mention It, I remember that he wasn’t  
You see, I had kind of got Julius Cae
sar and Christopher Columbus and 
George Washington mixed up, add I’m 
glad yon set me straight Thankee, air. 
Do as much for you some time. Uo on 
with yonr tombstones.”—Washington 
Poet

Spain's Hold on Africa,
Spain owns in Africa over 200,000

square mils«.

I Q eorgie’s Oab
•  •

P a  o n  Early M a r r ia g e a .
“I see they are a lot a Tawk goin oni 

About marrldge Lnitly,” maw told paw. 
“Are they?” paw says.
“Yes,” maw anseid. “Sum peeple 

say folks ot to Get married Soon and 
Some say they Ottent.”

“Well,” paw sed, I don’t  blaim 
them. That’s the great Trubble with 
peeple these Days. Thay put it off too 
Long. Look at Our palrunts, the way 
they yoost to Do. You didn’t see Them 
waiting Around till They had- to take 
medasun for the Room mut Tizzum Be
fore they Got to Havin luv’s yung 
Dream becoz they were afrade they 
mite make a Mistake. No. The furst 
Time thay felt Like getting married 
thay got, aud Lots of times Before a 
man would Get old enuff to vote he 
wouldn’t Have enuff trundle Beds in 
the House to go Round. Did It Hurt 
Them to get married Erly? I gess not. 
Thay could go rite on Growing up to 
Vtgerus manhood Just as well as Be
fore thay Got to be the Hed of a fam- 
bly. My Uucle Dan got married when 
He was Ate Teen and his wife was fif
teen Her next Burthday, but she new 
How to Trim down a man’s trowsers 
to Boy’s size all Rite, just the salm.

“It makes me Sad whenever I think 
how the Children that are agoing to 
Get Born In the Dim fewcher will Be 
robbed of Their burthrite.”

“I don’t see How It’ll he Bad for their 
Burthrite becos their parunts Don’t get 
married yung,” maw told him.

“You would,” paw snys, “If a Worn- 
mun could Look abed like men with 
Reesuning powers and see things. 
Where are they ennything That is plez- 
zunter for a boy than Having a grand- 
fawther? Boys that never Had enny 
grandfawther don’t no What they mist 
Look at me when I was a Little shalv- 
er. My paw ust to hammer the Ilf» 
nearly out of me when 1 would forget 
that He told me not to Do things and 
It offen makes my Hart ako when I look 
back and Think how I had to sneak In 
thru the kitchen when I would be off 
Swlmmun or flshln all Day without the 
aid or conseut of paw and wanted Him 
to forget about It Before the next mor
ning. That's whare it Conies in handy 
to have a grandfnwther. When I would 
go to Visut grandpaw He would let me 
clime trees and Fall out of the Hay 
mow and tie things to the cow’s tall 
without all the Time trying to get me 
Dlseurridged aud down harted by Say
ing I was'the worst Boy he ever saw. 
No. He would Just stand thare with 
his pale of milk In His hand and a 
Smile on His fais that neerly brings the 
Tears to my eyes when I Think of it 
and ast me if 1 didu’t want to Go home 
to-morrow Beeoz my pairunts mite be 
Greavun for their child.

"And dear old Grandmaw, how she 
! yoost to Try to make me Glad by lettln 
i me Eat doe nuts till 1 would get sick at 
! the stummick and Haft to go to Bed,
I and When 1 would upset the jam on the 
i Pantry Shelfs and sert it wasn’t me she 
j never Got me iu a corner and wep and 
! Talked about where liars would Go to 

Till I would Get to feeling Bad and 
I Haft to own up. That's why I say the 
! Boy that Hassent enny Grand palrunts 

is Going to Get robbed of his Burth
rite.”

"Yes," maw nnserd, “you sod that 
Once before, but why is the boy agoing 
to Get robbed of it?”

“Becoz they ain’t agoing to Be enny 
more Grandpalrunts after awhile,” paw 
sed, “if peeple keep on wnlting till they 
reach Years of Dlscreshun Before get
ting married. Sposen a man gets mar
ried when He’s forty and Then his boy 
Waits till He’s forty two. What Sto la 
His poor child agoing to Stand for Hav
ing a Grandpaw? The furst Tblig we 
no if Things keep agoing the Way they 
are now Grandpalrunts’ll be i Eext 

I Tlnct race of Peeple and That’sno way 
! to make the world a NobullerAnd Bet- 
! ter place. What fokes ot Todo Is Get 
! married yung. Marrldge Ir Like a 
I Dose of Caster oil enny Yay. The 

longer you thlhk about It t*e worse It 
seems and the more you guess you 
won’t take It.

“The way to Do Is shuPour eyes and 
Gulp it Down without Tinkin. That’s 
my motto In Life.”—Olcago Tlmee- 
Herald.

Origin o f  N e tt in g  thiRtver on Fire"
In old English times,when each fam

ily was obliged to sit Its own flour. 
It sometimes happens that an energet
ic man would turn h» sieve so rapidly 
aa to cause It to cath fire. The style 
of sieve used In thep days was called 
a “temse," and It beam* a customary 
saying that a lazytnan would never 
set the temse on fit- Now It happens 
that the name of the river Thames 
Is pronounced llkehe name of this old 
flour sieve, and afff many years, when 
the old-fashioned emse was forgotten, 
It was thought tkt setting the temse 
on fire meant seing the river on fire, 
snd that Is why:o-day we say that a 
stupid person wl never set the river 
on fire—Ladles’ffome Journal.

«tew ard/»r Fecundity.
Bulgaria Is Ding to take effective 

means to lncr«se its population. For 
every eon hot beyond a minimum 
number 20 frfics will be paid to the 
father and 20*’rancs to the mother. A 
soldier showfg a dozen sons will re
ceive a pensiA large enough to support 
him, an<j, beides, will be given a deco
ration. Theiame will go to his wife.

If there hany pig In a man’s natura 
It is sure tocrop out when he travels.

The mo« worthless a man Is tbs 
ptngM- be P*mS tO Uv».


