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NEW ROMAN CATHOLIC CATHEDRAL IN
LONDON, RECENTLY OPENED FOR SERVICE.
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The new Roman Catholic Cathedral in London, recently opened for service 
by Cardinal Vaughan, is one of the most superb church edifices erected since 
St. Peter’s at Rome or S t Paul’s in London. It stands in the heart of West
minster, on the site of the old Tothill Fields prison, about half a mile from Hyde 
Park Corner and quite near to Victoria street. The area in which it rises, 
and which it adorns, embraces the houses of parliament, the royal palaces, the 
government offices and other great buildings. In dimensions it compares favor
ably with the other great cathedrals of the world. Its entire length is 350 feet. 
Its greatest width is 156 feet. Its height is 90 feet. The nave is an inspiring 
and spacious place, 240 feet in length 60 feet wide, with the traditional tran
septs, aisles and side chapels. On the raised floor of the apse is the monks’ 
choir, and in the sanctuary the canons’ stall. Over the high altar a magnificent 
figure of the crucified Christ strikes the visitor who first enters the great 
nave, and other inspiring images and architectural decorations lend to the inte
rior the beauty and awesomeness of the great temples of the Roman faith in 
many lands. In style the sacred edifice is Byzantine. The total cost of this 
superb pile was £150,000, or, in American money, the equivalent of $750,000.

MISS ROOSEVELT LIKES DANCING

B u t S o m etim e s  S h e  H as to  P la y  a  
W a ll-F lo w e r -P a r t .

Dancing is one of Alice Roosevelt’s 
greatest accomplishments.' She does a 
great many things and does them vast
ly better than any of her conscientious 
Imitators, but nowhere does she excel 
so markedly as on the polished floor of 
the ball room. With the President’s 
daughter dancing is not a mere pas
time, popular because of the oppor
tunities it affords to show fine gowns
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and enjoy the sdciety of men. She 
leves to dance for the joy of It, and 
in the ball room conducts herself with 
the same delightful vim and fasclnat 
ing abandon that she displays on horse
back.

Miss Roosevelt is at the dancing age 
—that time of life when every girl’s 
heart beats to the tune of a waltz. Of 
all the diversions of the last season, her 
first in society, she has enjoyed danc
ing most. The men with whom she 
haa danced do not matter so much, be
cause her idea of a partner is a man 
who can dance well. Beyond this fact 
she has never on a single occasion ex 
pressed any preference. Her dances 
have been divided chiefly between mil 
itary men and college men. Of the two 
she confesses with that frankness 
which is one of her most striking char
acteristics that she prefers the latter. 
Sophomores are to her more interesting 
thap blase society men. College flags 
and flag pins hold as honored a place 
with her as with other young women 
of all classes and conditions. Yet she 
has the same weakness for brass but 
tons tuat distinguishes every normal 
girl. So far, however, the flags and 
buttons, not their owners, appear to 

the intrinsic interest in her

eyes. Altogether she has held herself 
in band as firmly and as skillfully as 
she would a pair of spirited horses and 
has uriven her social chariot down the 
line with the coolness, the dash, and 
the unaffected grace of a mistress of 
the reins.

An amusing Incident, illustrating her 
modesty and the apparent awe with 
which her would-be partners regard 
her, is told by a young newspaper man 
of Washington, who met Miss Roose
velt at the hop at the Naval Academy 
in Annapolis. With a modesty not gen
erally supposed characteristic of the 
newspaper reporter this young man 
wavered for half an hour before the 
dance began between the impulse to 
ask the girl from the White House for 
a dance and a lurking fear of refusel. 
At last, however, the natural enter
prise of his profession came to his aid, 
and, screwing his courage to his aid, 
and, point, he preferred his request 
‘Why, certainly, you may have one,” 
readily replied the President’s daugh
ter with a gracious smile. The news
paper man took her program, and lo! 
there were five empty spaces upon it. 
Every other glfl in the room had her 
program filled, the dance had begun, 
yet the girl from the White House had 
five unengaged dances. The reporter 
took one—all he dared—then rushed out 
to tell the others of the situation, and 
the yoûng lady’s program was soon 
filled by those who had before been too 
bashful to seek the privilege.

At another time Miss Roosevelt was 
asked by an aspiring but not wholly 
desirable party to lead a prospective 
german. She accepted at once and 
without hesitation.

“Why on earth did you accept?” 
asked a girl friend, “when you might 
have had any dacing man in Washing
ton?”

I was afraid I might not get an
other invitation,” she answered sim
ply.

Miss Roosevelt’s dancing gowns are 
all dainty, pretty, and rich, but not 
striking nor showy. She Invariably 
looks well, but she would never be 
singled out from the crowd on a ball 
room floor. She loves pretty things, 
and last winter was more desperately 
in love with her first velvet visiting 
gown than with any other one person 
or thing in Washington. White is her 
favorite color, and she has a variety of 
white gowns; a snowy crisp taffeta, a  
sofe crepe de chine, a silk, and a sim 
pie mull.

AMERICANS GO TO OXFORD. ‘

Som e S tad en  to fro m  T h U  C o u n try  T ak e  
Course a t  K n g la n d ’a U n iv e r s ity .

The few Americans who are now to 
be found at Oxford and Cambridge are 
of two classes, says the London Speak
er. There are the sons of rich men 
affected by a more or less acute form of 
Anglomania, who are often more Eng
lish than the English undergraduates 
themselves. These may be ignored, for 
they will not want to participate in Mr. 
Rhodes’ scheme. The second class, and 
it is a very small one, consists of the 
sons of English-born parents who have 
settled in America but wish to maintain 
English traditions. The sons them
selves possibly do not, but I believe 
that nearly all the new scholarships 
will go to Americans the traditions of 
whose families are largely English.

I have never heard of a pure-bred 
American who came to Oxford or Cam
bridge merely because he thought, or 
his parents thought, thut he could get 
a better education at those universities 
than he could at home. And l believe 
that the pure-bred American with no 
English ax to grind who would come 
to Oxford for his degree, and then go 
back to his own country, will be as rare 
when Mr. Rhodes’ scheme comes into 
effect as he is now. But, in any case, 
the result will be the same, for, what
ever their fathers may be, American 
sons of English parents are as Ameri
can as anybody, and they are not likely 
to forget their nationality when they 
find themselves at Oxford.

You will have, then, in Oxford, a hun
dred young Americans, glorying in their 
nationality, glorying, that is, in being 
unlike the other young men who now, 
to use a phrase, own the place. They 
will bring with them ideas of what uni
versity life should be like, drawn from 
their knowledge of what university life 
is in the United States. They may be 
very good ideas,, but they will not be 
the ideas of Oxford. The Americans 
will form themselves Into a society and 
will try to push those ideas, and they 
will not do It very quietly, for those 
are the ways of young Americans. The 
men who own the place will resist them, 
very tenaciously at first, and with im
mense scorn and dislike. And there will 
probably be a good deal of trouble, 
which will bind the newcomer still 
more closely together. Finally, I be
lieve that the American ideas of what a 
thoroughly up-to-date university should 
be like socially will make way, and Ox
ford will to some extent be American
ized. ____________ ______

S tr o n g  V o lts  in  H o u ses .
An article has been going the rounds 

of the newspapers recently maintain
ing the existence o fh  house that is so 
completely electrified as to be unten
able. Such articles are not uncommon 
and display a woeful amount of ig
norance of electrical phenomena. It 
is usually stated that some one has 
discovered that everything he touches 
in his house, the radiators, picture 
frames, banquet lamps, etc., give him 
an electric shock. Hence, he fears 
there is some connection between the 
arc light wires and the water pipes 
near his residence. The electric light 
inspector is therefore summoned and 
reports that the wires of ^his company 
are intact and that the electricity must 
come from some other source.

It does not dawn on any of the peo
ple consulted that the discoverer of 
the phenomenon is unconsciously per
forming one of the simplest and oldest 
of electrostatic experiments, the shuf
fling of his shoes over the dry carpet 
raising the potential of his body to sev
eral thousand volts, which discharge 
at every opportunity. One may even 
get electrical discharges from his 
knuckles to the brass lock of a hand
bag which he may be carrying while 
walking on a stone pavement during 
cold, 'dry weather. But, dismissing 
newspaper science, it is somewhat 
astonishing, in view of the many ways 
In which in cold, dry countries elec
tricity is unintentionally developed 
and manifested by sparking, that the 
first knowledge concerning this phe
nomenon did not come to the ancients 
in this way rather than by the attrac
tion of liglit substances by amber. 
The explanation of thlB, however, may 
be that the scientists of bygone days 
did not reside in cola, dry countries.

NO NICKEL, NO CAJjL.

DISADVANTAGE OF ONE PARTY 
LINE TELEPHONE.

C iv il iz in g  N e g ro es  in  A fr ic a .
Great changes have been made 

among the negroes of German East 
Africa. They now use plates, cups, glass
es, saucers, looking-glasses, spoons, 
knives, umbrellas and occasionally 
clocks; they call for soap and for kero
sene. In their market places they are 
seen drinking tea with sugar at table. 
The women have adopted European 
clothes and make use of sewing ma
chines, even In the Interior districts.

E le c tr ic  R a ilw a y  In  S h a n g h a i.
Shanghai Is the first Chinese city to 

arrange for electric street railways;

If you are of a  more grateful disposi
tion than your neighbor, don’t take 
credit to yourself, i t  may be that you 
are older.

O b s o le te  M axim a.
In business schools they used to 

teach such maxims as these: “Make
your deposits In the bank as early in 
the day as possible, and never without 
your bank book,” “For your own secur
ity It is wise to have one particular 
person to do your business at the 
bank,” “Always make out your own de
posit slips.” These are falling into 
Innocuous desuetude. Much of the 
banking business of firms is done by 
boys. And now comes the revolution
ary practice of Inviting deposits by 
mail. Presently we shall have checks 
cashed by mall. Banks lose a vast 
amount of business by not being “John
ny on the spot”—as the wags have it— 
whenever a person has need of them. 
New York Press.

B ed  T ape T ook  U p  V a lu a b le  T im e  
W h en  T h ere W ere B n r g la r a  in  th e  
H ouse an d  th e  O w n er W an ted  Con
n ec tio n  w ith  P o lic e  H e a d q u a rter s .

There is one man in Washington who 
Is the sworn foe of the telephone com
pany. He declares that while It is true 
that corporations have no souls, and 
he is, therefore, barred from Invoking 
perdition on the head of the company, 
he would cheerfully consign the di
rectors and stockholders of the con
cern to the uttermost limbo of the 
inferno. He has not yet cooled down 
sufliciently to tell the reason for his 
feud in coherent fashion, but from 
other sources equally as authentic the 
cause of the trouble is learned.

Mr. Subscriber has a telephone in 
his house. It is one of these three-or- 
four-on-the-line affairs, and you have 
to drop a nickel In the slot to get 
action. Central is always particular 
about the nickel. One night last week 
Mrs. Subscriber, who is a light sleeper, 
heard a noise in the house. It was 
one of those stealthy, creepy, noise
less noises that suggest missing silver, 
stolen watches, and sometimes mur
der. She is a courageous woman, and 
she made certain that her ears did not 
deceive her. Then she screamed. Mr. 
Subscriber woke with a start, but was 
still a bit foggy. Another scream.

“What’s the matter?” asked the mas
ter of the house.

“Burglars! Don’t  you hear them? 
Murder! Help! Burglars! Police!” 

Mr. Subscriber leaped up and ran to 
the door of the room. He saw a man 
hustling down the stair». He ran back 
and proceeded to put on his trousers. 
Then he hunted for a match, but his 
match box was empty and he could 
not find one until he had ransacked 
nearly every room on the upper floor, 
and finally located one in the bath
room. He lit the gas and looked at his 
watch and found that it was half-past 
2. He ran to the telephone, and told 
sleepy Central that there were bur
glars in the house, and he waited po
lice headquarters in order that the 
bluecoats might be warned in time to 
capture the marauders. Wouldn’t  Cen
tral please hurry?

“Put in your nickel,” said Central.
“I haven’t a bit of change, not a 

thing less than a dollar bill. Charge 
me up with a nickel—a dollar—ten dol
lars. Do anything, but just give me 
police headquarters.”

“Well, I’m sorry,” said Central in a 
manner both deliberate and sympa
thetic, “but you will bave to put 
nickel in the slot before I can give 
you headquarters. That’s the rule, you 
know.”

“But don’t you see how it Is,” plead
ed Mr. Subscriber. “Burglars in the 
bouse. I saw ’em. Police! Help 
Say, charge ine up with anything. I've 
got all kinds of money except nickels. 
Hurry up, do. The women in the 
house are nearly frantic.”

This appeal was not without its in 
fluence on Central, who said: “I’ll call 
the chief operator.” After wha^ seem
ed an endless time a voice came over 
the ’phone:

“This is the chief operator. Wbat is 
it?”

Mr. Subscriber stated his case again, 
saying that he could hear the spoons 
rattling downstairs and the house 
woula be looted before the police 
could leave the stntion. The chief 
operator listened attentively—at least 
she didn't interrupt. Then she asked 
sweetly:

“Well, you know we can't let you 
have the number unless you put In 
the nickel except In case of an emer
gency call. Now, is this an emergency 
call?” ♦

My God, woman,” said Mr. Sub
scriber. “Two o’clock in the morning 
—burglars—spoons stolen—saw ’em
myself, burglars I mean—folks faint
ing—no nickel. Of course, this is an 
emergency cull.” This last he fairly 
shrieked.

He got headquarters and the police 
came out in a few minutes, but found 
no burglars, although they made the 
comforting assurance that there had 
undoubtedly been some there. This 
comment, however, failed to appease 
Mr. Subscriber, who now swears that 
be will get even with the telephone 
company.

manship the trend of European art 
and metal-working skill.

The first it called the English toma
hawk, for the reason that It was the 
kind n^ade by the English, and traded 
by them to the tribes with whom they 
came in contact in their settlement of 
the new world. The English-made 
tomahawk is patterned after the old 
English ax. The fore part' of the tom* 
ahaWk runs in a perfectly straight line 
from the “pipe” or “hammer," down to 
the edge of the blade, while the rear 
part of the blade curves upward and 
Inward toward the handle. -The French 
style of tomahawk is altogether differ
ent. The “pipe” is the same as in the 
English (for that matter, all toma
hawks are, in this respect, alike), but 
the blade was shaped exactly like an 
ace of diamonds, forming a sort of 
double triangle that cfihsed the weapon 
to look like a spear-head set In the 
side, rather than in the end, of the 
handle or shaft. This idea the French 
took from the pike, a weapon very 
common and popular in the French ar
mies of that period.

The tomahawk which the Spanish 
traders sold to their Indian customers, 
and which was manufactured in the 
steel foundries of Toledo, differed very 
much from the other and Is the rarest 
of the three. The Spanish tomahawk 
was an exact copy, only on a smaller 
scale, of the old halberds, which were 
exceedingly popular during the cru
sades, and had reached a high state of 
perfection in Spain.

As a general thing, says the Wash
ington Post, onè would be most apt to 
find the English type of tomahawk 
among the Iroquois, Delawares, Shaw- 
nees, Cherokees, Creeks, Choctaws 
and other tribes that lived within the 
Anglo-Saxon sphere of settlement; the 
French style among the Ojlbwaa, Chip- 
pewas, Ottawas, Sioux, Ne» Perces, 
Flatheads and Créés, with whom they 
dealt and came in contact before any 
other whites, while the Spanish type 
would be most apt to occur among the 
Semlnoles, Klowas, Zunis and 
Apaches.

C a red  fo r  T b e ir  O w n  D ru n k a rd s .
Lord Avebury Inebriated fifty ants, 

twenty-five from one nest and twenty- 
five from another, and put them all 
into the nest from which one lot had 
been taken. The inhabitants at once 
took the helpless strangers and threw 
them into the water, while those who 
were citizens of the nest were carried 
tenderly away into remote corners to 
recover from their festivity at leisure.

MAKERS OF TOMAHAWK8.

If a man adopts a protective air with 
a girl in lifting a sunshade for her. 
she feels that it would be nice to have 
a man take such good care of one all 
through life.

No theatrical performance exactly 
pleases a woman, unless she is given 
plenty of opportunity to wipe her eyes

E n g lis h , F r en ch  an d  S p a n ish  M ade 
th e  M eta l In d ia n  W eap on s.

Before the discovery of America by 
Columbus the Indians used as weapons 
of war stone axes, or celts, such as one 
finds occasionally in opening mounds, 
plowing fields or digging foundations 
the general form of which is familiar 
to almost every one. With the arrival 
of the whites the Indians discarded 
these clumsy weapons of the stone age 
and began using tomahawks of iron or 
steel, which they obtained from the 
white traders, and which, after the 
wants of the Indians came to be.better 
known, were manufactured for the 
American trade in various parts of Eu 
rope. With the improvement in tire- 
arms the Indians came in time to have 
very little use even for the tomahawk 
so that none were made after 1754.

Thus it happens that these metal 
tomahawks are of more ,value and 
greater Interest than the earlier stone 
axes, or celts, by reason of the fact 
that the latter are fairly common and 
can be found in almost any mound, 
whereas the tomahawks of European 
manufacture are to-day exceedingly 
rare and also because there are three 
different varieties of the latter, show 
ing in their design and general work

WHY WOMEN LIKE FICTION.

R eared  in  a  R o m a n tic  A tm o sp h e r e  an d  
R ead fo r  L ove o f  a  S to ry .

Do women find in fiction the roman
tic element they crave, and perhaps 
do-not find in sufficient quantity in 
life? How otherwise are we to ac
count for their devotion to novels, 
without whlçh the story-writer would 
fare but ill upon the slim diet of an 
unfilled purse, and the publisher share 
the disaster? If Mr. Carnegie should 
be able to keep out of libraries, as he 
suggested, all fiction under three years 
old, it might safely be said that the 
women would be against him—which 
means that the thing could not be 
done. Women like new fiction; they 
want the book that is “just out.” If it 
is a historical novel, they feel that they 
are gathering information, heaven 
bless them!

If it is a romance, pure and sim
ple, they forget over its pages the do
mestic trials of the morning or the af
ternoon. It does them no more harm 
than has been done for countless gen
erations. For women are nourished 
upon fiction from the days of their 
birth. Our girls are reared in an at 
mosphere rarefied and cleared from all 
impurities. The world is shown them 
through a rosetinctured glass. “Here, 
dearest, is a city, a wonderful city of 
happy homes, of beautiful art, of bea 
enly aspiration. And these—these are 
men, noble, high-minded beings who 
will always guide and teach and pro
tect you. These other are women, 
lovelier than everything else.” And so 
on.

Fiction without discrimination is fed 
to the girl who looks with heaven-giv
en trust into the eyes of her well- 
meaning teachers. And when she be
comes a woman, the habit haB sent 
its roots into her soul, and be she hap
py or pensive, she reads fiction.

With men it is different They do 
not expect from life what women do 
When they read novels It is to forget 
the rigors of business, to enter delib
erately a region which they know does 
not exist. But women can seldom 
quite believe that It does not exist To 
them life is romance. If it does not 
turn out well, so much the worse for 
life, and they turn to books, where the 
happy ending is fairly sur^to be count 
ed upon. In women’s love for fiction 
there is something more than is super
ficially apparent.—Harper’s Weekly,

P r o te s ta n t  K it te n s .
Pressed for a little ready money a 

Kerry “bhoy” took It Into his bead that 
perhaps a Protestant clergyman would 
buy from him a couple of kittens. The 
bargain, however, could not be struck 
even with an indorsement from* Conn 
that “they were sound Protestant kit 
tens,” and he returned to bis cabin, 
About a week later, and things gone 
from bad to worse, it struck Conn that 
perhaps the parish priest might take a 
fancy to the kittens, and off he set 
with them, one under each arm, for the 
presbytery. “Och, your riverence, do 
buy them. Sure, they are good Gatho 
lie kittens, anyhow.” “But you said 
the other day, that they were sound 
Protestant kittens,” replied the father, 
who liad beard in conversation about 
Conn’s offer to the other clergyman. 
•Ai’hrue. father dear, and so they were, 
but their eyes weren’t opened then! 
And the kittens were sold.

F r o o f  on  T ap .
Clara—Was I# a case of love on her 

part, do you. think?
Maude—It certainly was. Why, she 

gave up a position paying a salary of 
$15 a week to marry him and he is only 
getting $10.

It is a good plan for a man to leave 
his widow some life insurance, in/or
der that Hope May Take Root Again 
in her heart

Charles—Did the tailor take you» 
Measure? Algy—I think he did. Ha 
«aid I’d have to pay in advance.—Tib 
Bits.

Briggs—I hear you have been opera«*
Ing in Wall street Griggs—A great 
Mistake. I’ve been operated upon.— 
Harper’s Basar.

1 wonder what papa always call* 
mamma ‘Honey* for?” queried little 
Margie. “I don’t know," replied her 
small brother, “unless It’s because she 
wears a comb."

What reform are you Interested in 
now?" “I am advocating that people 
be paid double for the work they da 
when they don’t feel like working.— 
Chicago Record.

“I was in the South African war,** 
said one Engllshm* .a. “General?” asked 
the other. “No, journalist” “Oh, 1 sen. 
Vou were a reporter; not a regretter.’’-» 
Washington Star.

An Easy Rule Hard to Follow: Rox— 
It’s easy to win a woman’s love; just 
give her all the money she wants. Bios 
—You don’t call that easy, do you?— 
Detroit Free Press.

Rushed: Parke—Are you doing much 
in your business now? Lane—Well, l  
should say so. Why, we are so bus/ 
that we employ a man to Insult neuf 
customers.—Town Topics.

How Is brother, Tommy?” “Ill to 
bed, miss. He’s hurt himself.” “How 
Did he do that?” “We were playing •»« 
who could lean farthest out of the win* 
iow, and he won.”—1Tit-Bits.

Farmer Honk—Your niece, that’s Jusk 
graduated from the academy, doe» fan
cy work most of the time, doesn’t shot 
Farmer Fllntrock—Yes; an’ she don*« 
fancy work none of the time. ,

Faith to Him: Towue—Do I under
stand you to say that Spender’s <wse 
was really a faith cure? Browne- Yes. 
You see, the doctor and the druggist 
both trusted him.—Philadelphia Press.

Interested Party—And so you are 
married now, Lydia? 1 hope your hus
band is a good provider. The Bride- 
Deed he is, missus! He provided me 
three new places to wash at ast week..

Don’t you miss your husband very 
much now that he is away?" “Oh, not 
At hreakfast I just stand hie newspaper 
up in front of a plate, and half the time 
I really forget he isn’t  there.”—Ex
change.

Beginning at Home: Jasper—I un
derstood that you had turned over e  
new leaf, and were even going to love 
your enemies; but it seems to me that 
you love no one but yourself. “Well, I  
tm my own worst enemy.’’—Life.

Sufficient Evidence: Sambo—Whar
you get dat chicken? Mark Anthony— 
Nebber you mind 'bout dat chicken» 
Taln’t yours. Sambo—How you know 
taln’t? Mark Anthony—’Cause I found 
l it  in youah coop.—New York Weekly.

Here’s a distinguished scientist who 
jays that, after all, there is nothing to 
germs.” “Nothing In germs? Non
sense! Why. look bow much the doc
tors have made out of them.”—Detroit 
Free Press.

O sir. please. I have swallowed ft 
pin!" exclaimed a sen-ant ■girl, running, 
into her employer's room. “Never mind, 
Mary,” he replied, deep in study, “nev
er mind; here’s another,” drawing one 
from his pincushion.

Those strings,” said the first fish* 
“hanging down in the water witl» 
worms on the end of them mean dan
ger.” “How do you know?” asked the 
other. “Oh. i can read between the> 
lines.”—Philadelphia Press.

Is you gwlne ter let dat mewel do 
is  he please?” asked Uncle Ephraim’» 
srlfe. “Wha’s you’ will power?” “My 
will power’s all right," he answered* 
You Jest want ter come out hyar an“ 

Measure dis here mewel’s won’t pow*

How much are you getting for that?** 
be asked tbe man, who was mowing, 
the lawn. “Nothing,” replied the man* 
Then you’re a fool." “I know It; bu$ 
as I own this place, and can't get away 
from it, I’ve been a fool a long while.*“ 
-Philadelphia Record.

Kindly Visltor-Mrs. A., what do yo» 
suppose makes you suffer so? Mrs. A* 
—1 don’t know, I am sure; and I be
lieve nothing but ft post-mortem wilt 
ever show. Kindly Visitor-Yon poor 
thing! You are so weak that you ca* 
never stand that—Tlt-Blts.

“I think I’ll have some of those crul
lers,’' said Jones at the lunch countert 
“don’t you want some?” “No,” replied 
Smith; “they don’t agree with me.” 
“That so?” “Yes; I couldn’t even èft» 
tbe hole in one witbont getting dys
pepsia.”—Philadelphia Record.

“Mike,” said Plodding Pete, “do yon 
Pink tt does a man much good to go* 
troo college?” “Not much,” replied 
Meandering Mike. “I went troo a col
lege once, an’ all I got was two dle- 
tloneries an’ a suit of football clothes* 
De »wäg wasn’t wort’ de risk.”—Wash
ington Star.

“Won’t it be splendid when we can 
talk to the people on Mars!” exclaimed 
Mr. Meekton’8 wife. Mr. Meektov. 
roused himself from bis semi-doze, and 
exclaimed: “What’s the matter, Hw* 
rietta! Yon haven’t got all through with, 
the people of this earth, have you?”— 
Washington Star.

Old Gentleman—7V> yen mean to say 
that your teachers never thrash you* 
Little Boy—Never. We bave moral 
iuaslon at our school Old Gentleman— 
What’s that? Boy—Oh, wa get kep’ to. 
and stood up in corners, and locked out* 
and locked ln. and made to write one 
word a thousand times, and scowled at* 
lad jawed at; and that's alL—Tit-Bit»


