
T I M E L Y  T O P I C S

Honor bright, wouldn’t yon b e i  J. 
Pierpont Morgan If you could?

Every man might be a gentleman If 
It were not so easy to be a  hoodlum.

The woman whose face is her fortune 
always lives to regret it, If she doesn’t 
die young.

A man Is supposed to be landed when 
he owns real estate, or when he Invests 
In a marriage license.

“I hear three voices calling,” says an 
Eastern poet. The butcher, the iceman 
and the landlord, probably.

A man named Consider Glass died in 
Boston a few days ago. Let us hope 
that S t Peter has favorably done so.

You fellers that’s kickin’ about bein’ 
caricatured on the stage and in the 
newspapers, how about me?—Uncle
8am.

If  the wedding ring is a relic of bar
barism there are any number of young 
women ready to become fair barbari
ans with a little coaxing.

Miss Stone continues to assert that 
her liberation was due to prayers. 
Meantime, the brigands are having a 
high old time blowing them in.

"If pulling a  tooth is not surgery, 
what is it?” asks the Chicago Tribune. 
WeU, in the absence of a better name, 
suppose we call it torture.

The women who persist in wearing 
celluloid combs in their hair continue 
to  occupy the usual amount of space 
In the daily list of casualties.

Henry Labouchere says Morgan is 
putting the handwriting on the walk 
But perhaps Henry is mistaken. Mor
gan may be reaching for the wall.

Morgan is trying to put a girdle of 
transportation trusts around the earth. 
He is the one man who wants the earth 
and seems able to have what be wants.

It is too early to expect revolution 
In Russia. That country has not yet 
even reached the feudal system. It Is 
■till a huge patriarchy with the thin
nest veneer of modem civilization.

An Eastern man claims to have sold 
for $1,000,000 a mine that he bought 
from the Indians for $18. Still, it will 
be just as well for the average citizen 
to keep on being careful about specu
lating in mines.

One of the magazine writer says 
there Is nothing new to be said con
cerning J. Pierpont Morgan. He's 
right. John Bull has exhausted the 
possibilities of the English language in 
referring to the gentleman.

“Man,” says Victor Hugo, “was the 
conundrum of the eighteenth century; 
woman is the conundrum of the nine
teenth.” An American editor gallantly 
adds: “We can't guess her, but we
will never give her up—no, never.”

One danger in boycotting the beef 
trust lies in neglect to properly masti
cate the boiled egg and the merry 
mush. The result is "lack of saliva for 
proper digestion of mucilaginous food 
and an impairment of the gastronomic 
powers.” And sometimes it’s worse 
than that. j

Don Carlos of Portugal thinks of ab- 
Sicating because of trouble he is having 
In drawing his pay. Owing to the fact 
that he is married there is no chance 
for him to get a rich American father- 
in-law to help out. Poor Don Carlos 
Wouldn’t it be just awful if he had to 
go somewhere and work tot a living?

The game of indoor tennis, which is 
handicapped by the idiotic name of 
ping-pong, is now certain to become a 
fad since a British doctor has discov
ered that it engenders a disease called 
tenosynovitis—anglice, ping-pong an
kle. We have had the “tennis elbow,” 
“bicycle heart” and “golf neck.” It 
only needed that latest monstrosity to 
make the list symmetrical.

There may be developing a great up
heaval of the Russian people unless 
wise counsels prevail in the bureau- 
sracy and concessions are made to the 
Semand for reforms. Present condi
tions at least go to prove that the am
bitious imperialistic and aggrandizing 
policy of the empire, at the sacrifice of 
Home Interests—however popular it 
may be with the aristocracy, the army, 
the Russian church and even the 
masses—is raising up a domestic radi- 
:alism of the socialistic and revolution
ary sort that may in time convulse the 
land.

A man has filed suit for divorce, al
leging as the reason why he should; be 
granted the decree that his wife has 
abnormally large feet. It has come 
ant in the testimony that the couple 
had never met until a half hour before 
their marriage. She was standing on 
a corner, waiting for a street car when 
he came along and they became ac
quainted. A few minutes later they 
decided to go to  ̂the marriage license 
office, where they were« given the docu
ment that needed but the sequent ap
parence before a justice of the peace 
to make them one. And then the final 
itep was taken. Of course this fool 
marriage becomes the subject of liti
gation. This is the only possible out- 
•eme. I t  i t  a p ity  th e re  is not a  law

to pnnlsh people who have such a dis
regard for the rules which are sup
posed to govern the conduct of human 
beings. I t  would be a fit penalty for 
this man if he could be-sentenced to 
have tbose feet pressed against .his 
anatomy for a term of years after they 
had been thoroughly Iced. This might 
serve as a warning to others Inclined 
to like folly.

THEY LI VEIN THE EISA

PEARL DIVER8 OF T H E  PACIFIC  
OCEAN.

A new woman asserts that the young 
man of to-day la not a marrying man; 
“he has but puny passions and refuses 
to make any sacrifices for his love.” 
When you hear a man and woman ar
guing that manly love and matrimony 
are played-out institutions, don’t be
lieve I t  It Isn’t  true. This is a news 
age. One divorce with sensational sea
soning makes more noise than a hun
dred quiet love matches. It looks like 
a precedent when it Is only an acci
dent. Some persons mistake notoriety 
for statistics, and facts get the worst 
of It. A Castellane weds a Gould to 
get his itching fingers on millions of 
ready money, and somebody at once 
asserts that mercenary marriages are 
taking the place of love unions. But 
all around—in cottages, farmhouses, 
flats, homes of poverty and homes of 
wealth—young men and young women 
are setting up home nests and tasting 
the joy that belongs by right to them. 
Those are the marriages that mean 
everything to society. The future of 
the Nation rests with them. They are 
commonplace. They are not news, and 
they do not attract the attention of the 
writers and lecturers who would have 
us believe that men do not love as they 
once did, and that a race of women Is 
growing up that is sufficient unto itself. 
Men do make sacrifices for love. They 
do it willingly. They glory In It, find 
strength In It and are the better for It. 
But there are no statistics that cover 
the point, because it belongs to he sa
credness of the home.

An English writer has found in the 
latest statistics of the British Census 
Office much food for comment on early 
marriages and the conditions under 
which they are made. The figures are 
rather imposing, but if they should 
tend to excite Borne alarm in conserva
tive students of sociology, a compari
son with those of a few years ago 
may somewhat allay it. In 1874 it was 
noted that In London, out of every 
1,000 wedded couples, there were 84 
husbands and 227 wives under their 
majority; but there was a gradual de
crease of proportion thereafter, aud in 
1895 it was, as to the first item, 77 
and a fraction to 1,000, and as to the 
second, 182 to 1,000. To-day, from the 
standpoint of the social conservative, 
the outlook Is yet more cheerful, there 
being only 50 husbands aud 165 wivgs 
in each 1,000 couples who are under 
age. Of course, the question suggested 
by these bald figures is entirely a rela
tive one. As climate makes legitimate 
difference of morals, so economic and 
educational conditions make a very 
great difference In the expediency of 
marriage. The trouble with the many 
marriages of persons who are not yet 
legally men and women, in a great hive 
of contrasting misery and prosperity 
like London, is that the precedent con
ditions in most of the cases are not 
such as to promote happiness in mar
riage. The British writer, whether 
through the lack of gallantry towards 
women of which his nation is accused 
or through inexorable justice, for 
which it also has some reputation, con
cludes that the unfitness of the girl In 
most of the child marriages among the 
poor is the chief cause of their failure. 
Often the child wife is not more than 
13 years old. She is ignorant of any 
of the arts of housewifery and more
over is averse to them. She is unable 
or unwilling to make the very little and 
generally very squalid home provided 
for her as attractive as industry aud 
neatness might make it. The boy hus
band naturally seeks companionship 
and excitement elsewhere. And usu
ally, where no family status has engen
dered a restraining pride, they both go 
swiftly to the bad. Very early mar
riages are, as a rule, though not al
ways, to be deplored. But it is not so 
much because they are early that they 
often result disastrously, pitiably even, 
as it is that the young man and young 
woman or the boy aud girl are in no 
way capable of sustaining the responsi
bilities of the dual social state. That 
unfortunate fact exists largely also out
side of the ranks of poverty. Parents 
do not prepare their children enough 
far the common destiny of men aud 
women. The choice of a life mate is 
too often a matter of haphazard, not 
even so well regulated as a lottery« 
drawing. And herein modern civiliza
tion appears to be much at fault. There 
is no more important subject than this 
for our social reformers.

Strictly Gaelic.
Counselor Abraham H. Hummel, oc

casionally heard of in connection with 
divorce cases, tells the following:

“I was retained by an Australian 
banker’s daughter to secure her a di
vorce. After having obtained the de
cree, I delivered it to her, and was sur
prised when she burst into a roar of 
laugbter after reading it.

“What is so funny?” I asked.
“ ‘Why, look here,’ replied the di

vorcee. ‘Look at the names. “Dono
hue,” justice; “O’Byrne,” referee; 
“Keenan,” county clerk. ‘Why,’ she 
mirthfully added, ‘when I return home 
to my parents they’ll say: “You went 
to Ireland for your divorce—not to 
America.” ’ ’’—New York Times.

T h u rsd ay  I s la n d , B e tw e e n  A n a tr a lin
an d  N ew  G u in ea , l e  th e  C en ter o f  th e
R ich est P e a r l F ia h e r ie a  in  th e  W orld
—A D a n g e ro u s  C alling»

A large proportion of the pearls that 
deck the fair throats of the gentle sex 
tire found in the Pacific ocean, and one 
of the richest of the pearl fisheries is 
uear the rocky shores of Thursday 
Island. This island is one of the most 
curious aud luteresting bits of land on 
the globe. It is the commercial center 
of a race of people who live practi
cally iu the sea. They are the pearl 
divers of the Pacific ocean.

Thursday Island is one of the little 
group of coral formations lying be
tween Australia and New Guinea. Tak
en together the largest of these islands 
constitute a calendar, with au islaud 
for every day of the week, beginning 
with Sunday island. Thursday Island 
commands Torres Strait. Representa
tives of nearly all the nations of the 
far East may be seen any day along 
its shores, disporting themselves iu the 
water—Filipious, Japanese, Chinese, 
East Indians, Fijians, Papuans. To the 
right of the island, running for 1,200 
miles down the Australian coast, is a 
stretch of waving green vegetation, ap
parently afloat upon the surface of the 
placid ocean. This is the top of the 
Great Barrier Reef, the most notable 
coral reef in the world. Throughout 
Its length its banks are lined with pearl 
oysters.

Thursday Island forms the great 
market for these oysters. About £200,- 
000 worth of shells are raised annually 
along the reef and on the western coast 
of Australia. The business of pearl 
Ashing is conducted ou the basis of '.he 
profit from the oyster shells. The pearls 
are clear gain, the value varying a 
great deal. One pearl found in 1890 
sold for £2,000, another for £1,500. 
Pearls worth £20 are quite common.

The shells of pearl oysters are of 
enormous size, measuring frequently 
eighteen Inches across. The oysters lie 
in the sea fastened to rocks, especially 
coral rocks, and quite away from sand 
and dirt. They hang by thread-like 
filaments, about a dozen in a bunch.

The business of the diver is to cut 
this thread and bring up the oysters. 
The shells are worth from £100 to £200 
a ton for the best; the poorest from £15 
to £60 a ton. The natives trade them 
for merchandise, and realize about £15 
a ton on the average.

Fishing is done iu small boats or lug
gers. Each boat has a pumping appar
atus to force air to the divers under 
water. The smallest boat, with appar
atus, is worth £600.

The business is very dangerous. Poi
sonous fish, sharks and squid abound. 
Sharks rarely attack divers, but con
tribute immensely to their nervous
ness. Squid exude a quantity of lulty 
black liquid, which dangerously clouds 
the water.

Japanese are the best divers. They 
stay under water longer, dare more, 
and can be relied upon better than any 
of the other types, Among the Malay 
natives women are successful divers. 
They go down without diving suits, 
fastening stones to their feet to help 
them to sink. Natives and divers are 
not allowed to open the oysters. A 
careful watch is kept to prevent the 
theft of gems under the eye of an ex
perienced foreman. A good operator 
can open a ton of shells iu one day.

RESCUING A CAT.

Did you ever hear that a woman who 
can make flowers grow and bloom, is 
very apt to be also a good housekeeper 
and an excellent manager?

How many friends have you you 
could rely upon to keep dowD all talk 
about you after yor hav< left th# 
rooinl

S t. L o u is  M a n  C lim b e d  a  H ig h  P o le  to  
S a v e  a n  A n im a l .

At the riijk of bis life William 
Clynes, of St. Louis, climbed a flagpole 
seventy-five feet high to rescue a help
less cat. This piece of heroism, report
ed among the lesser events in the daily 
news columns, had no motive but sym
pathy with a dumb animal in distress. 
Three days before, the cat had run up 
the tall flagstaff in Carr Park iu her 
pursuit of a sparrow. When she was 
within three feet of him, the sparrow 
flew away. Then the cat, instead of 
turning back, continued to climb until 
she reached the golden ball at the top 
of the pole, and this, too, she sur
mounted.

After a brief rest she tried to de
scend. Then her feet slipped, and she 
made the discovery that her claws, al
though excellent for climbing, bead up, 
were useless when she put her weight 
upon them head down. The rotundity 
of the ball or fright at the elevation 
seemed to deprive her of the power to 
descend backward; so she sat clutching 
the ball a t the top of the swaying pole, 
and cried piteously.

Through all of one night of misery, 
through the following day, and then 
through another night she clung, cold 
and hungry, to her narrow perch. On 
the third day a park-keeper and a po
liceman tried to reach her. The police
man climbed forty feet and was then 
obliged to give up. “Can’t some one 
save the poor creature?” he asked, sym
pathetically, as he slid down.
, Then William Clynes, a tinner in a 

stove factory, pulled off his coat und 
started up the pole. Foot by foot he 
went, until he had reached the point, 
forty feet above the ground, where the 
light topmast was spliced on. Up this 
thin, swaying stem, which to the people 
below looked like a reed, and which 
bent and trembled under Clynes’ 
weight, he slowly worked his way.

Once, when near the top, he slipped 
back a few feet The crowd gathered 
below shivered, and many of the spec
tators called to him to come down. 
But he only gripped the pole the harder 
with hit shims and slowly worked his 
f v  up. until V  w«u only ten feet  from

TOMAS ESTRADA PALMA, FIRST PRESIDENT OFCIIBA

à

Tomas Estrada Palma Is a little, old 
man. He wears rusty black clothes. 
He moves nervously and quickly, wink
ing his blue eyes as he talks. He Is lav
ishly polite, after the manner of the old 
Spanish school. His chin Is more than 
strong and aggressive, being what 
country people call Jumper-jawed, 
which means that his chin betrays 
strength aud aggression raised ̂ to the 
highest power.

The President of the republic of Cuba 
Is 67 years old. He was born at Baya- 
mo, In the province of Santiago. His 
mother tried to keep him out of the 
revolutionary movements which were 
brewing in the island during his youth. 
She even went so far as to restrict him 
to the boundaries of the Bayamo estate.

Associates she knew he must have, 
but his boy friends had to come to see 
him; he was not allowed to visit them. 
The father had died when Tomas was 
very young. When he was 15 years old 
he broke from his mother’s leading 
strings and went to Havana to study. 
Soon after that the death of his mother 
left him in sole control of a great es
tate. He went back to Bayamo to man
age it.

By this time rebellion had broken out 
actively and Palma cast his lot with 
the island party. Years of agitation 
and organization followed. In which

Palma bore an active and prominent 
p a rt

In 1868, when open war began, he 
was one of the leaders In the newly- 
formed legislative body. His home 
town was the first upon which the 
Spanish troops descended. The pat
riots, loving It devotedly as they did, 
for It was an old and pleasant city of 
homes, burned It to the ground, so that 
the oncoming regiments should find 
neither food nor shelter there.

During the guerrilla campaigning of 
the Ten Years’ War Palma was elected 
President of a republic organized by 
the troops. In 1877 he was captured by 
the Spaniards, Imprisoned for a short 
time In Havana, and later taken to 
Spain, where he was confined in an old 
castle for over a year.

He takes care to give the Spaniards 
their due, and says he was treated with 
great kindness and respect by them.

After bis release he was postmaster 
general of Honduras for five years, and 
then came to the United States, where 
he established a collegiate school for 
Cuban and South American boys at 
Central Valley, N. Y.

During the last struggle for Cuban 
Independence he wqs the head of the 
junta which, with headquarters in New 
York, raised money and carried on a 
propaganda in behalf of the cause.

the cat, five feet, two feet A moment 
later he had gained the top, and wrap
ping his legs anti one hand firmly 
about the slender staff, he reached the 
other hand over the gilt ball, and gent
ly picked the cat from her place of 
danger. Then he slid down the pole to 
the ground, where he stood a moment 
for the crowd to inspect the eat before 
he took her off to get her some milk.

MOLD PLANTS.

B e a u t ie s  o f  t h e  F u n g u s  t h a t  G a th e r s  o n  
J e l l i e s  a n d  P r e s e r v e d  F r u i t s .

Mold over jelly or preserved fruit is 
justly regarded as a pest, yet scientists 
who have studied it under the micro
scope. declare that the mold plant is n 
most lovely creation. Indeed, a writer 
in the Kitchen Magazine says that 
nothing in nature is more beautiful. 
These plants are associated in our 
minds with death nnd decay, and so an 
unreasoning prejudice bus developed 
against them. In many cases they do 
accompany decay, but as the lily rises 
above the foulest pond, so a mold may 
develop its frost-like daintiness and 
cleanliness, its exquisite coloring, in 
the midst of putrefaction. Still they 
also thrive in the cleanest soil, nnd are 
wholly harmless in their growth.

The most common of the molds is the 
Pénicillium glaueum, well known to 
housekeepers as the fuugus. against 
which a tight is made at cunuing time. 
It first forms a grayisli-grecn mat, and 
if removed, gives forth a fine, powdery 
dust Under the microscope it is a 
wonderful thing, but housewives are 
probably less interested In its form 
thau in methods of combating it.

In their struggle for existence the 
plants are very hardy and obstinate, 
and nature has provided them with a 
way of upsetting the most careful plans 
for their undoing.' The spores, which 
take the place of seeds, sometimes, for 
a reason thus far unknown to science, 
pass into a resting stage. Instead of 
sprouting at once, they lie dormant for 
an indefinite period, and germinate ap
parently at their own sweet will. A 
German scientist has discovered that a 
spore may lie quiescent for two years, 
and then, under favorable conditions 
of heat and moisture, develop into a 
sturdy growth.

This Is probably the reason why fj-uit 
may exhibit no mold for months, and 
then suddenly make the housekeeper’s 
heart to faint by a thick greçn growth. 
Here, as everywhere, “eternal vigi
lance” only may expect to win the day.

A Comedy o f an  Umbrella.
When the lady sat down in the car 

she put her umbrella in the narrow slit 
between the window and the back of 
the seat Then she looked with what 
the New York Tribune calls an air of 
victory and compassion a t the stupid 
passengers who sat holding their um
brellas uncomfortably against their 
knees. «

Of course when the car lurched the

umbrella toppled and went down the 
hole, but its owner did not notice its 
disappearance until she rose to get out

“Where is my umbrella?” she cried.
C onductor, somebody has stolen my 

umbrella. I put it right in that—that 
silt in the car.”

"Then I guess perhaps you may get 
it next summer when they repair the 
car,” answered the conductor, amiably.

‘But It couldn’t have gone down 
there. I made sure it couldn’t drop 
down. Some one has stolen i t ”

"Well, I’m sorry, but I can’t block the 
line. Do you want to get off at this 
stop?”

“I want my umbrella.”
“One moment, madam,” said the man 

opposite. He took his own umbrella, 
which bad a hook-shaped bandle, and 
went fishing.

“Don’t tear It!” criée»' the woman. 
“It's a nice silk one, and I think a good 
deal of it because my cousin Nellie 
gave it to me.”

After a few probes, the rescuer pulled 
out a dirty umbrella and handed it to 
its owner.

“Thank you, sir!” she snapped, and 
strode out. The conductor pulled the 
bell-cord vigorously. The passengers 
smiled.

TRAPPERS’ KNELL SOUNDED.

F u r* B e a r in g  A n im a ls  W il l  P r o b a b ly  
B e  ‘’F a r m ed ”  l a  th e  F u tu re .

The trapper's Ufe la not all beer and 
■kittles, not one long round of pleasure 
and success. Every pelt that cornea to 
hia hand is procured only after a vast 
amount of work—work that would 
make the ordinary laborer shudder. 
And yet when the fashionable woman 
selects a garment that suits her fas
tidious taste, out of the many that are 
shown her, how little does she realize 
what that fur may have meant to the 
man who got It, the man who braved 
the bitter cold that^be might contribute 
a few pelts to the great marts of the 
world, and get In exchange a bare live
lihood!

But perhaps, after all, the trapper la 
a man to be envied, especially so If his 
country is one rich In fur-bearing ani
mals, for then he can make a good liv
ing. and. greatest of all luxuries, be his 
own master. The lives of trappers In 
different parts of the country are prob
ably very much alike, varying chiefly 
with the climatic conditions. In Flor
ida, for example, the life Is seen in lta 
easiest form—mild climate and abun
dance of food animals—furs, too, are 
plentiful, but owing to their thinness 
they are of much less value thau those 
from the northern countries.

In Canada the furs are thicker and 
better, but the difficulties are increased 
because of the climate. The winters are 
long and snowbound. There are days 
togetherof raging storm. Not only must 
the trapper know the weather, but he 
must be prepared to meet It with for
titude, wherever he may be. The coun
try Itself Is immense in geographical 
area. The trapper must be self-reli
ant and know what to do in an emer
gency. JJke the animals he hunts, bis 
uative wits become acute.

With the Increasing demand for furs 
and the extravagant demand of fash
ion which requires that fur garments 
be of different shape and stylo each 
year, the fur-bearing animals in their 
wild state are becoming scarcer year 
by year, so it Is safe to conjecture that 
fur farms will In the future supply tb s 
markets and the trapper will be a man 
of the past. Those who come after us, 
says “Country Life In America,” will 
read of his life, and It will be like 
fairy tale. As the large Indian birch- 
bark canoe laden to the gunwale with 
furs is passing down the quick-flowing 
rivers of time and civilization, so will 
the picturesque trapper slowly but 
surely fade out of existence.

THE PAPER TOP.

Disadvantages ol a Flat.
Ping-Pong is not an unmitigated 

blessing when played In a flat—that Is, 
to the dwellers In other apartments. 
“The family that lives over me is ad
dicted to the game,” says one victim, 
"and 1 am familiar with some of the 
drawbacks of living In such close rela
tions with habitual plng-pongers. Reg
ularly every night after dinner I hear 
the furniture In the drawing room 
above me being pulled about the room. 
I know that the large table 1b being 
prepared for the game. After that I 
hear steadily until bedtime the inevita
ble two tones of the bats, ping-pong, 
ping-pong, ping-pong, as the game goes 
on. I don’t know at what time they 
stop. I escape to a bedroom before that 
time and try to go to sleep. I t Is not 
possible to do anything In the drawing 
room In which the constant and un
changing ping-pong Is heard.”

Bearing Reverses.
As a rule, women bear fortune’s re

verses better than men. A woman per
forms little gets of self-denial as a mat
ter of course; she gives up her own per
sonal luxuries, or even necessaries 
without comment or coujplaint; there
fore her deeds of unselfishness often 
escape notice. The average man can
not do this. He may relinquish some 
big thing without a growl; his conduct 
In a great renunciation may be charac
terized by the same exemplary pa
tience which marks women at such a 
time, but, should the string of unaccus
tomed poverty be so severe as to take 
from him any of the trifles which be 
treats as a matter of course, he be
comes morose« and his temper suffers 
Is consequence.

Who can make n top that will set it
self in motion? Nobody? We will 
show you how it is done. Take a cork, 
a sewing needle and a/square piece 
or writing paper. Place the cork on 
the table nnd fasten the needle In It 
point up, find the center of the piece 
of paper by drawing the diagonal lines, 
nnd bulnuc-e it on the needle after bend
ing two opposite corners of the paper, 
one upward, the other dowu. Now we 
are ready for the trick. Hold your 
hand close to the paper as shown in 
figure. Before long the paper will set 
Itself in motion, auu will stop as soon 
as you remove your hand. This sim
ple mechanical effect is produced by 
the warmth of the bnud catching the 
corner of the pnper that we have bent 
downward, which sets the paper top In 
motion.

A Sidewalk Conversation. 
“From which State does the new 

Pension Commissioner hall?”
“Ware?”
“Yes, where?”
“That’s right.”
“What’s right?”
“Ware.”
“Confound It; I said where.”
“I kuow you said Ware.”
“Well, where?”
“Sing It if you want to. I told yon 

W’are.”
“Yon didn’t tell me where.”
“Well, you knew Ware, you Idiot!” 
“Knew where?”
“Yes, you knew Ware.”
“You’re no gentleman!”

' “You’re a pig-headed dolt!”
And they hastily part in a towering 

rage.—Cleveland Plain Dealer.

Appropriately Pleased.
“Our amateur minstrel show Will be 

great. We’ve got two professional end 
men.”

“You don’t say? Who are they? 
“One’s a phrenologist and the other’s 

a  chiropodist.”
“Indeed? Now, all yon need Is a belt 

manufacturer for middleman.”—Phila
delphia Press.

Extremely Spare.
Subbubs (on a visit to Cltlman)—i  

thought you said you had a  spare room 
Is your flat?

Cltlman—1This Is I t
Subbubs—What! this closet? Why, 

this is barely four feet square.
Cltlman—Well, what could be more 

spare than that?—Philadelphia Press.

When a child goes over to the neigh
bor’s to e a t it soon learns that It can 
get permission to go oftener if It brings 
back accounts of all that was served.

A man without ambition Is like a pan 
of dough without any yeast to raise I t


