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LAW ON TELEGRAMS.

E X T E N T  T O  W H IC H  C O M P A N Y  IS  

R E S P O N S IB L E  F O R  E R R O R S .
<y~ ♦ » , ... ’•

Conditions Under %bich Message. Are 
Transmittal, and Which Are Printed 
on Baqfc* hf Company's Blanks Fa
vor the Carrier, of Course.

À very small percentage of the large 
•timber of people who patronize the 
teiegnipft companies stop to read the 
conditions printed on the form blanks 
used In sending a message. In fact, 
▼cry  few know that there are any con
ditions connected with the transaction. 
When a loss occurs and they seek to re
cover they sometimes find that these 
rules, which,'of course, favor the com
pany, bar a recovery.
. The telegraph blank usually an
nounces on Its face that “the company 
transmits and delivers this message 
•object to the terms and conditions 
printed on the back of this blank.” The 
conditions mentioned provide, among 
other things, that “said company »hall 
not be liable for mistakes or delays in 
the transmission or delivery or for non
delivery of any unrepeated message be
yond the amount received for sending 
the same.” The company also dis
claims liability for damages in any case 
where the claim is not presented in 
writing within sixty days after the 
message is hied for transmission.

At law telegraph companies are gen
erally regarded in the same light as 
common carriers—such as express com
panies—in their obligations to serve the 
public in good faith and are responsible 
only for want of proper care. While 
thfey have the right to provide rules and 
regulations to those employing their 
services, such right is subject to the re
striction that the rules and regulations 
•hall not be unreasonable. The stipu
lation releasing the company from lia- 

jhility unless a message is ordered re- 
peated is not a reasonable regulation 
M{l .ls invalid upon the ground of pub- 
Ufi policy; but the Supreme Court of 
Illinois has held that the regulation is 
void for want of consideration, as well 
as being against public policy (West
ern Uniou Telegraph Company vs. Ty
ler, 74 111., 168). On this question the 
Supreme Court of Maine aptly said: 
(^Telegraph, companies are quasi-public 

.-servants. They receive from the pub
lic valuable franchises. They owe the 
public care and diligence. They should 
>o more be allowed effectually to stip
ulate for exemption from the duty than 
should a carrier of passengers. Having 

' taken the message and the pay, why 
should they not do all things (including 
repeating) necessary for correct trans
mission? Why should they insist on 
special compensation for using any par
ticular mode or instrumentality as a 
guard against their own negligence?” 
(Ayer vs. Western Union Telegraph 
Company, 79 Me., 493.)

But the other stipulation as to limit
ing the time for presentation of claims 
has been held to be a reasonable regu
lation.

The sender of a telegraph message 
Ssn always recover for actual damage 
from failure of the company properly 
t» transmit or deliver the message. The 
addressee, also, may recover for mis
take or delay in transmission if it has 
caused him damage. The courts have 
stated various grounds for allowing the 
latter to maintain his action; some 
holding that the sender acts as the 
addressee’s agent, others basing his 
right on the ground that the company 
•w es a duty to the public and is there- 

■! fore liable to anyone to whom this duty 
is owing for damages as a consequence 
• f  its negligence. While Illinois and 

'■> some- other States allow the addressee 
to recover damages for failure of the 
company to deliver at all, it is hard to 
And a satisfactory reason to support a 
recovery unless it can be shown that 
the sender acted as the addressee’s 
agent.

Actual damage must be proved in or
der to recover. Mistakes or delays 

y< which do not in themselves cause a loss 
will not be sufficient.—Chicago Daily 
News.

game. Twenty-eight skunks In one 
night Is the highest record he has ever 
made, although the dog has started 
thirty-one in a night.

But it is in coons that Joe is inter
ested most just now. He has four of 
the cunning little sharp-nosed critters 
at his home. One is the old twenty- 
eight-pound fellow who follows Joe 
about the fields and the street like an 
affectionate dog. This is thé coon that 
frequently accompanies Joe to Lewis
ton on his trips. Then there are the 
two baby coons and the mother.

All the tricks of sly Mr. Coon are 
easy reading to Joe. He can tell in a 
minute when the dogs have treed the 
coon or if the cute little beggar has run 
up the tree trunk a few feet, circled 
half way round and then jumped far 
off into the snow. This trick baffles the 
dogs frequently and has sometimes lost 
the dogs their coon.

One day the dogs treed the coon in 
a giant old pine tree. Joe took an hour 
and a half to climb the tree and de
scend, there being not a limb or a knot 
for fifty feet. But he got his coon. At 
another time when he had reached tha 
limb where the coon was coonie Jumped 
to a scrub spruce just below. That 
didn’t jar Joe a b it He just gathered 
himself together, took his lantern bail 
In bis teeth and jumped, too. He land
ed, crashing into the so ft springy 
branches at the tip of the spruce, and 
this time he bagged his coon.

When be handles his coons little 
recks it with Joe if he has gloves on 
or not, says the Lewiston, Mè., Journal. 
Often the sharp teeth of the enraged 
coon meet in his thumb or his finger 
tip. Then he crowds his whole hand 
into the mouth of the creature and the 
sharp little teeth are forced apart, 
willy nilly. Joe says he never yet suf
fered any bother from the coon bites, 
maddened and ferocious though the 
animals were.

T H E  D U S T  O F  T H E  W A Y .

I’m weary of the summer lanes, and of 
the blackbird's lay;

I'm weary of the red cock that erows at 
dawn of day;

I'm lodging for the windy deck, the blue 
that fades to gray.

And the dust of the way, my boys, the 
dust of the way.

The Jjnst of the way that has neither 
çùice nor turning.

The dust of the way that has neither rail 
nor end:

So it's farewell to yon all, for I hear the 
ship-hells call

Down beside the harbor whence the 
windy highways trend.

I’m weary of the bustling street, the end
less tramp and roar,

I’m weary of the gaudy glare from every 
gin-shop door;

I* mlongiug for the royal way where 
never gas-lamp glowed.

And the lights on the road, my boys, the 
lights on the road.

The lights on the road that has neither 
fence nor turning.

The lights on the road that watch o'er 
us lest we stray,

Round the world and home again; so 
they watch us o'er the main.

The lamps that hang for mariners for 
ever and a day.

I’m weary of the weary winds that, 
mazed from off the main,

Go gasping down the stifling street and 
up the wooded lane,

I’m longing for the smell and sound of 
sea. and salt, and spray.

And the winds on the way, my boys, the 
winds on the way.

The winds on the way that has neither' 
fence nor turning.

The winds on the way that has neither 
ruil nor end;

So it's farewell to you all, for I 
the ship-bells call.

Down beside the harbor whence 
windy highways trend.

—London Outlook.

/what does dreaming about marriage 
mean? You say that It cannot rneai 
marriage?”

“I didn't say anything of the sort, 
Bea. It—er does mean marriage. The 
only question is ns to the man you are 
going to marry. That’s why I required 
a particular description of him.”

She shook her head.
“You certainly said that a dream 

must mean the opposite,” she insisted.
“But surely you don’t mean to hold 

me down to a foolish statement of that 
kind,” I objected, with some heat.

“A foolish statement! Why, Hugh, 1 
thought—do you know anything about 
dreams at all ?” she asked, suspiciously.

I foresaw trouble if I attempted to 
keep up the role of interpreter.

“To be candid, I do not, Bea. But——”
“Then why did you profess to be able 

to help me?”
“Because I wanted to help you. It is 

my one desire.” •
“Your one desire? Not much ambi

tion-----”
“One of my desires,” I corrected.
She prepared to move away.
“Well, I’m sorry that we have wasted 

so much time,” she said. “I’m going 
now to see Aunt Sarah. I’m sure she 
knows all about dreams, and—and that 
coffin truly troubles me.”

“Don't go,” I Implored. “I—the fact 
is. Bea, I can help you—if you'll let 
me.’

“I gave you the opportunity,” she 
said.

“O, I know, but I can’t—I mean I
She snt down and gazed at me.
“What do you mean?” she asked

DO NOT READ DICKENS from toe climate or other cause« voices 
are undergoing an unfavorable modifi
cation. Really fine bassos are difficult 
to find, and a great musical authority 
affirms that tenoks are growing scarce. 
If this continues- predominant voices 
will be of the class which a poor, in

expensive Uin.trated Edition« of HU | »orant woman whose husband was a 
Novel. Are Still Frequently Called *ood 8,n»er ^  ^-tempered, tried

to describe. Being asked whether his

F E W  Y O U N G  P E O P L E  K N O W  H I6  

F A M O U S  C H A R A C T E R S .

For, but Cheap Edition«, Which Be
token Popularity, a Urns on Market.

"The sulo of the works of Dickens 
has been gradually but surely dimin
ishing during the last ten or fifteen 
years,” said a book dealer. ‘‘The fine
ly bound editions are, oi course, still 
in fnlr demand by persons engaged In 
assembling libraries of their own, but 
the cheap, popular editions have for 
some years been more or less of a drug 
ou the market. The young people, 
even those who are omnivorous readers 
of fiction, scarcely ever ask for a book 
of Dickens.

“I re-read two or three of Dickens’ 
books every year for the fun of the 
thing, and I know of plenty old fogies 
of my age who do the same. The

voice was tenor or bass, she answered: 
“He says it is barytone, but at home 
it is bear-i-tone.” The best diet for 
the voice is that which keeps the di
gestion perfect and all the organs and 
muscles employed in respiration unin
cumbered.

A Touching Tribute.
“The most touching compliment 1 

ever received,” remarked a well-known 
soprano, the other day, “was paid' to 
me by a poor old woman, who must 
have amused those who heard her, i  
had sung two solos at the evening 
service of a fashionable church, after 
which I boarded a car. The old wom
an, whose clothes indicated great pov
erty, got In and sat down beside me, 
her face fairly shining with pleasure a» 

young people who fail to familiarize I she recognized ipe. 
themselves with Dickens deprive them- “ ‘Lady, I want to tell you how 1 
selves of a lot of diversion. The Dick- | likes your voice,’ she exclaimed in ratli-
ens characters are around us every
where. There are very few odd 
quaint eccentricities of human beings 
that Dickens didn’t touch upon, and 
one who has these characters In the 
works of Dickens stored «way in his 
mind scarcely ever gets through a day 
that lie doesn’t meet up with some-

er broken English. 'It goes right to my 
heart, and makes me so happy, just as  
If I’d heard the angels sing. 1 thank 
you.’

‘Of course I thanked her, but the 
funny part was when the conductor 
came for our fares. The old lady 
counted out ten pennies before I could

I drew in my breath and prepared tc j bo(i.V or other in .the flesh who recalls paSS over my nickel,

hear

the

H U N T  S K U N K S  B Y N IG H T .

Maine Hunter Has a Record of 1,300 
Bagged in Six Years.

“A cross between a pug and a grey 
hound," says Joe Dignard, “Is the best 
skunk dog I have.”

Joe Dignard, the famous skunk hunt
er of Sabatis. Me., with a record of 
1,500 skunkB caught in six years, is in 
a position to talk understanding^ of 
bis unique trade.

“What is the best skunk dog. hah?’ 
■ays Joe. “Let some other feller say 
dat. But that dog of mine, she earn 
,a s  $500. and I had her six years.

Joe himself acknowledges that he has 
never before heard of a cross between 
a pug and a greyhound, but he still 
gvers that his dog is a good one. Seven 
'dogs in all has this Sabatis hunter.

' Some he has trained especially for coon 
tracking and some of them be uses to 

,,.. • f train the others.
, r . For six years he has averaged 250 

skunk pelts sold to New York and Bos 
, ton middlemen, and many of the band 

«orne marten neckpieces worn by Lew- 
' tston maidens were one time trotting 

gbout over Webster pastures, a black 
' 10 and white streak ahead of Joe’s howl- 
'’ ' lng pack.
ii.-i i- This ÿear he has sold 157 skins, for 
1 - which be obtained somewhere in the 
b neighborhood of $100. Joe has a metb- 
v>i od of bla own regarding the hunting of 

the wily polecat He starts out at 
!, nightfall with team, gun and dog. 
.... When he reaches a promising field he 

'"j ' unleashes the dog. Away scampers the 
' beastie, hot on the scent of the skunk. 

"When he finally comes up with the 
little animal he bay« a message to his 
master. Joe hurries up and with club

A  S U C C E S S F U L  “ L O C K O U T .”

Funny Experience of a Staid Man in 
an Early Morning.

There Is a certain dignified and hon
ored resident of Detroit who resents 
all reference to the now popular song 
which contains that pathetic under
tone refrain, "Have a little pity, have 
a little pity, I’m standin’ hyar freez- 
in\ ” and which has gained a wide 
reputation under the title “Ain't That 
a Shame?” It all comes of the afore
said dignified person’s unusual experi
ence with the elements at a time ih the 
morning when the weather is supposed 
to be most penetrating.

The gentleman awoke to find the 
house unusually chilly and, the bed 
clothing failing to supply the required 
comfort, he concluded that the furnace j 
must be out of order. So he arose and 
went to remedy the difficulty. The fur- ! 
nace investigated, he- started to return j 
to his bed, when a happy thought | 
struck him. It would be a good idea ! 
to go out to the porch and get his j 
morning paper and enjoy the mental [ 
refreshment provided until the house j 
was warmed up and it' was time to j 
get up. He opened the front door of j 
his residence and stepped out. As he j 
did so the door slammed to and was j 
locked after him.

It was the most complete and effec
tive “lockout” that has been recorded 
in the news columns of the paper in 
some time. The dignified gentleman, 
attired in a loosely fitting robe de nuit 
of very thin and undisguisabie bar
gain-counter material, gave the door 
bell a vigorous pull. No response. 
Again and again he pulled on the bell 
without avail. Finally, shivering and 
despairing, he went around to the cel
lar window, by which he expected to 
find easy ingress. But, alas! it was 
securely locked. Then he went around 
to the front door again and once more 
attacked the bell—with the same re
sult as before.

Early mass stragglers were making 
their appearance, and when they be
gan to come too thickly, the embar
rassed gentleman hastened through a 
back alley to a nearby engine house. 
There he managed to wake up his wife 
over the telephone, and, provided by 
the firemen with a rubber coat and a 
pair of boots, he hastily made his way 
liQine and was let in.

Now all his friends have to do to se
cure a response in the way of some
thing warming, says the Detroit Free 
Press, is to sing “Ain’t That a Shame— 
I’m Standin’ Hyar Freezln’.” etc.

D R E A M S  A N D  A  R E A L I T Y .

C r
AN you interpret dreams?” asked 
Beatrice, eagerly.

could not, but 1 saw no reason 
why I should make the confession.

“Certainly,” I replied. “1 never fail.”
“O, I'm so glad.” she returned. “Late

ly I’ve been dreaming such a lo t and— 
well, I’m sure there must be something 
in it.”

“I haven’t the least doubt about 
that,” I said, thinking of those charm
ing, if slightly indigestible, suppers 
which we had been having.

m

some corresponding or similar type in 
! Dickens. Who, for instance, doesn't 
! know any number of Micawbers, who,
like the original of the species, are al
ways waiting for something to turn 
up? Haven’t we all been thrown into 
contact with numerous Dick Swlvel- 
lers? Hasn't every one of us with any 
experience In the game of life met and 
loathed at least one Pecksniff? Haven’t 
we all been imposed upon and bored 
by a Chadband?

“And yet, if you mention the name 
of one of these wonderfully portrayed 
characters of Dickens In the presence 
of a roomful of young people of to-day 
it is 5 to 1 that they will stare at you 
and wonder what you are driving at. 
Just try it on and see If l  am not 
right.

“ WAS TH E  MAM D ARK OR F A IR ? ”

“Perhaps if you could tell me some 
of the dreams?” I suggested.

“Well, last night I narrowly escaped 
being burned to death in a tire in the 
house at which I was staying.”

"No difficulty there,” 1 said, prompt
ly. “It means marriage.”

"Not—not death?” she asked, some
what anxiously.

“Death? No. What put that into 
your head?” •

“The night before I dreamed that I
saw a coffin, and-----”

“My dear Bea! You must allow me to 
congratulate you.”

“O. if you wish,” she returned. “But 
why ?”

“It is quite evident that you are to be 
married soon,” 1 replied. “The coffin 
Is—er—maiviage again.”

“A second marriage?”
“No—I mean it corroborates the fire.” 
She looked at me with some distrust. 
“I hope you know what you’re talk

ing about, Hugh,” she said, gravely. 
“The coffin couldn’t well corroliorate
the fire, as it came first, and---- ”

"Ah, you don’t understand dreams,
I cut In, anxious to restore her faith In 
my powers. “In real life, of course, the 
corroboration couldn’t come first, but 
it’s quite different in dream life.” 

“0 —0 !” She waited for a moment or 
two and then added: “I suppose dreams 
always mean something exactly oppo
site?”

She seemed anxious that I should an 
ince of Luzon, where he was in charge swer the question in the affirmative, 
of about 10,000 square miles of terri-\ so, of course, I hastened to do so. 
tory. He says that when he went to i “That is the case. I’ve never heard 
Mexico the band that provided the inu- j of a dream episode being enacted in 
sic for the Catholic Church was in the real life."

make a plunge.
“I mean that I can inteipret your 

coffin dream for---- ”
“But you admitted a moment ago 

that you couldn’t,” she said.
“You might allow me to finish,” I 

said. “The dream may mean marriage 
or it may not—I don’t know. But you 
can make it mean marriage if you 
like.”

She still looked mystified.
“Marry me.” I said, “and then—and 

then the dream can’t mean anything 
else.”

It was out at last, and I waited anx
iously for her next remark.

“And if I don’t?” she nsked.
“If you don’t,” I replied, firmly, 

though my heart was in my mouth, “I 
refuse to answer for the consequences.
The dream might mean—something 
dreadful. In fact. I’m sure it would.

She gave a little shiver.
“O, anything rather than that. Hugh,

I am yours.”
I sealed the bargain with a kiss, but 

she did not respond to the caress. It 
was evident that she had something on 
her mind.

“What is it?” I asked, presently.
“I suppose,” she replied, slowly, “that 

whether l had dreamed about a coffin 
or not you would have-----”

“Have asked you to marry me?” I cut 
In, eagerly. “Of course I should.”

Aud so—It doesn't really matter 
whether 1 dreamed or n ot”

‘Bea! What do you mean?” I asked.
‘I hate to have every one wondering 

when we are going to become engaged,” 
she remarked, calmly, “so 1 hastened 
matters a little and invented some 
dreams.”

1 stared at her in astonishment. _____ _ __ _____ __  _______
"But-how did you know that would j tqmracter. wäs“ ïorc^"toTeco~mm'end
er—bring me up to the scratch !” I j tj,e y0uug woman to read ‘Martin 

a s k e l b  j Chuzzlewit.’ The young woman sol
'When you said that you could inter- eulniy made a note of it, nnd she got 

U 1 S , 1 knew, she replied. A  th »  i,nnk fro m  m e  th e  n e x t  iln v . enn-

Two! Two!’ she said to him, as she 
nodded t me. T wants tp, lady, for I 
likes your voice so much; I likes your 
voice.’

“So, while I felt that perhaps the 
poor old soul could ill spare her extra 
pennies. 1 let her make the sacrifice 
because of the evident pleasure it gave 
her, and no compliment 1 ever received 
has touched me more deeply than her 
oft repeated words, T likes your 
voice.’ ” *■

They Left.
It does me good to see a smart 

Aleck get the worst of It,” said the  
communicative conductor to the man 
on the back platfotm. “There were 
two of them on my car yesterday, and 

I’ll* just mention an example J  * b e 1 r  w a 8  to 8 c a r e  P e ° P l e  i n t ®

Filipino Music.
The Filipinos have no conception of 

sacred music as distinguished from sec
ular airs. All times are alike to them 
so far as that is concerned.

Captain Francis Pierpont Siviter, of 
the Forty-first Volunteer Infantry, was 
stationed at the town of Mexico, prov-

pret dreams, 
man nearly always makes out that 
marriage is the interpretation of”—she 
bowed mockingly—"a fairly good-look
ing young woman’s dreams. And when 
the would-be interpreter happens to be
inlove with the fairly good-looking---- ”

“Bea,” I interrupted, "you ran a 
great risk.”

“Why?”
“Because yon are not a fairly good- 

looking young woman," I replied, let
ting my eyes rest on her with open ad
miration. “And if it is only to women
of that sort that men interpret-----”

In all the great affairs of life one 
must run some risk.” she remarked; 
aud she looked so charming as she

habit of playing “Aguinaldo’s March" 
at the most solemn portion of the 
church service. One day the captain’s 
interpreter said to the leader of the 
band. “You’d better stop playing that 
insurrecto march, or el capital) will put 
you in the calaboose.”

The musician inquired wbat sort of 
niusic would suit the captain, and the 
interpreter supplied him with the mu
sic of the "Star-Spangled Banner.” 
Ever since then the strains of “Oh, Say, 
Can You See?” rise daily in the church 
service.—Harper’s Weekly.

Stopped the Came.
“What broke up the ping-pong social 

down at your church last night?” asked 
the young man with the clerical gar
ments.

“Some unregenerate son of Belial,” 
said the second mau in churchly garb, 
“substituted eggs for the balls.”— 
J udge.

She gave a sigh—of relief. 1 imagined. 
"Three nights ago I dreamed that I 

was being married,” she said. "What 
did that mean? That I am to be an 
old maid?”

“I meant---- ” I said, and then paused.
It was my earnest wish that she 
should lie married to me.

"I am sure I have puzzled you now, 
she said, with quiet satisfaction.

“Anything but.” I returned. "I was 
only wondering whether—was the man 
fair or dark?”

“Dreams always go by contraries, 
you know,” she remarked, studying my 
golden locks intently. “Yes; he was 
fair, very fair.”

"Tall or short?”
She took In my six feet one.
“Tall.”
“Stout or thin?”
"Medium.”
“Like-----?"
“Like yourself,” she interrupted

_  It is probably true that nobody loves “But of course that doesn’t matter, so
or guA end* the straggle and bags his you; but does it make any differenceÏ | far as I can see. AU I want to know is,

of this. My sister-in-law, a quiet, el
derly woman, was humorously describ
ing at dinner n few evenings ago the 
garrulousness of a trained nurse whom 
she had employed a short time before. 
There were eight young men and wom
en, their age* ranging from 18 to 22. 
and all of them considered pretty well 
educated for their years, at the table.

“ ’That nurse must have been Salrey 
Gamp reincarnated.’ said my sister-in- 
law, in concluding her narration.

“Well, the middle-aged and elderly 
folk at the table all chuckled at the 
comparison, of course, but every one of 
those eight young people looked blank
ly at my sister-in-law, plainly wonder
ing ’.vhat in the world she meant.

“ ‘Who was Sarah Gamp?’ finally 
asked one of the young women.

“My sister-in-law, realizing the utter 
hopelessness of endeavoring to draw a 
proper portrayal of Sarah Gamp for 
the benefit of persons who had never 
become acquainted with that amiable

thinking that they were Just recover
ing from smallpox. They talked loud
ly about it for the benefit of the other 
passengers, and the more nervous 
ones, especially the women, began to  
grow apprehensive.

Yes.’ said one, ‘my case was m 
pretty bad one, the doctors said.’

So was mine,* replied the other 
fellow, ‘it seems good to get out of 
the Municipal Hospital, doesn’t it?’ 

That's wbat it does,’ said the first
one.

“Sitting next to them was a man 
who had been taking it all in. At this 
point he leaned over and said:

“ ’Say, when did' you fellows get 
out?’

“ ‘Only yesterday,’ loudly remarked 
one of the bidders.

Ts that so,' exclaimed the man. ‘So 
did i. What ward were you in?’ 

‘Well, say. those fellows jumped off 
the car as though it had been struck 
by lightulng, and you couldn’t sea 
their heels for dust.”

the book from me the next day, con
fessing that she had never read a soli
tary work of Dickens from cover to 
cover. She found Dickens so dull, she 
said! And 1 have heard many young 
people of the present generation say 
the same thiug—that Dickens seemed 
stupid and prosy to them. How they 
cau say such a thing, much less expe
rience the feeling, is quite beyond me.

“Thackeray, too, perhaps a keener, 
if less mellow, writer of fiction than 
Dickens, is sadly neglected these days. 
There is little or no call for his books. 
The uprising generation seem to have 
no interest whatever in Thackeray. 
They all know about Becky Sharpe be
cause a play written about that deml-

she had 
Tribune.

run uo risk at all.—Chicago
spoke that I was constrained touted her I rep j,as j,een produced in recent years,

but they appear to know no more 
about Arthur Pendennis, or Capt. Cos- 
tlgan or Barry Lyndon, or even Henry 
Esmond, than they do about the char
acters in the mystery plays of the mid
dle ages.

“If the young people were,to devote 
themselves as assiduously to Dickens 
and Thackeray as they do to the bal
derdash which seems to form their 
mental staple," concluded the book 
dealer, according to the Washington 
Star, “they would develop Into better 
men and women for It"

Hanger Teaches Doga.
The man with the troupe of trick 

dogs, while waiting for his turn to go 
on, was chatting In the wings about 
bis methods of training.

A great many people.” he said, 
“have an idea that cruelty must be re
sorted to in breaking in a young dog. 
That is very far from the truth, un
less you call it cruel to put a dog on 
short rations. That is often very nec- 
cessary. The dog that gets all he 
wants to eat during his period of 
tuition is a hopeless subject.

“The simplest method, and the one 
I have been most successful with, is to 
make the young dog imitate the tricks 
of an old one. At meal time 1 take 
them both into an empty room and 
make the educated dog do a-trick for 
every mouthful of food he gets. The 
beginner goes hungry, although he gets 
something to eat later, when he is 
alone. This performance is repeated 
for several days, and by and by the 
young dog begins to get it through HIb 
head that if he acts like the other one 
he will get something to eat, too. The 
minute he begins, in hiB clumsy way, 
to imitate the older dog, I encourage 
him in every way possible, and soon 
he will be in. condition to take his les
sons with the aid of my regular appli
ances.

“No,” said the trainer, according to 
the Detroit Free Press, “highly bred 
dogs are not the best subjects, with 
the possible exception of French poo
dles, which seem born with the acro
batic and comedy instincts developed. 
Aside from the poodles, I would much 
prefer to work with a mongreL”

Havana Street Cars.
One of the principal features of the 

Americanizing of Havana has beeu the 
introduction of electric cars. There 
were formerly about six miles of track 
in the capital, hut the equipment, con
sisting of little, bob-tailed cars and 
scrawny, undersized mules, did not 
combine to make a service worthy of 
enthusiastic mention. When the track 
was lengthened out to twenty-four 
miles aud Wizard Edison’s big electric 
flyers put on, all of Havana’s two hun
dred and fifty thousand inhabitants 
wanted to ride at once. One of the pe
culiarities of the service Is the tenden
cy of the motormen to run ahead of the 
schedule. They tear through the nar
row. crooked streets at a rate that is 
exceedingly dangerous. The frequency 
of fatalities does not seem to have the 
desired effect. These yellow fellows 
are strangers to the automatic brake. 
They have beeu so accustomed to driv
ing steeds that have to be urged by 
the constant application of whip and 
spur, that they seem to have no fear 
of one that will run away. As a conse
quence, the Havana street cars put the 
island express trains to shame.

T H E  S IN G IN G  V O IC E .

The Beat Kales for Keeping It in Good 
Condition.

The greatest choir in the world Is 
said »and we believe with'truth) to be 
that attached to a monastery at St,
Petersburg, erected In honor of Alex- . . . .  ., . .
ander Nevski, patron saint of Russia. |
It consists of about thirty monks, cho-

Toteme and Mascotte«.
The totems cherished by sotne of the 

Indian tribes suggest the French mas
cotte. A “totem” is the generic word 
for a class of material objects which 

savage regards with superstitious 
awe, under the belief that between him 
and every member of the class there 
exiBts an Intimate relation. The to
tem may be a wolf, a beaver, a buffa
lo, a salmon, a snake, the wind, birch- 
bark, the leaves of trees, the sun or 
the snow. But whatever it happens to

sen from the best voices in all the Rub 
slan monasteries. It is really worth 
a journey to St. Petersburg to hear 
that choir sing.

A contemporary speaking of them 
announces that they believe that the 
eating of carrots has much to do with

I protege Is mutually beneficial. The to
tem protects the man, and the man 
testifies his esteem for bis protection 
by not killing it should It be an ani
mal, and not destroying It should it 

I be a plant.

The Plucky B a b o o n .

One day a German traveler and his 
sustaining the strength and sweetness I companions while in Abyssinia fell in  
of their voices. Great singers are of- I with a band of baboous in a valley, 
ten great cranks. A list filling a col- The apes all hurried away before the 
umn might be made of the things travelers, all except a poor sickly crea- 
which they have credited with having ture, which sat upon a rock and howled 
a fine effect upon their' voices; and the and trembled with fear. The dogs o f  
list would be very contradictory, some I the travelers made a rush for the spot, 
warqlng others against what their but before they could reach it an old 
equals have commended. If It be true baboon darted down the hillside, plck- 
tbat carrots tend to make such sing- I ed up its poor companion from under 
érs as these or tq improve voices, there the very noses of the dogs, who scatter- 
are many reasons why the fact should I ed rather than fight the newcomer, and 
be made known in this country, where [ carried H off.


