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Music and Health.
Music has a decided influence upon 

the blood pressure in the arteries, and 
upon the respiration. We all know 
hew it soothes, refreshes and rests us 
when Jaded and worried. When its 
sweet harmonies fill the soul, all cares, 
worries and anxieties fly away. Many 
nervous diseases have been cured by 
music, while others have been greatly 
retarded in their development by it. 
Anything which keeps the mind oft 
our troubles tends to restore harmony 
throughout the body. All the uplifting, 
encouraging, cheer-producing emo
tions which create hope and buoyancy 
if spirits, expectancy of better things 
•—all optimistic emotions—have a de- 
tidedly beneficial influence upon the 
health. A feeling of uplift, of happi
ness, and well-being, quickens the 
heart's action, increases the circula
tion of the blood, and tends to open 
up all the avenues of health. Worry, 
fear, anxiety, jealousy—all the de
structive emotions—tend to give a 
sense of restriction and repression. 
They inhibit the heart’s action rather 
than accelerate it. Where these emo
tion predominate, writes Orison Swett 
Marden, in Success Magazine, there 
is a sense of constriction through the 
whole arterial system; even the nerve 
renters feel the suppression and con- 
st riet ion. Whatever makes us happy, 
whether it is a good or useful story, a 
good joke, or the tonic which comes 
from success or any unusual achieve
ment, tends to produce health and 
mental well-being.

The confidence with which farmers 
are turning to the department of ag
riculture and the readiness with which 
scientific methods are accepted shows 
what education along this line is ac
complishing. Many a farmer in the 
west and elsewhere is now raising bet
ter and more profitable crops because 
of the instruction he has received and 
heeded, and the results thus obtained 
and also from the teaching of the vari
ous agricultural colleges are highly 
gratifying. In other ways much is be
ing accomplished. Obeying the wishes 
of constituents, says the Troy (N. Y.) 
Times, members of congress from 
Kansas have applied to the depart
ment of agriculture for experts to go 
to their state and teach the people 
how to make passable roads. In cer
tain sections of Kansas the soil Is 
light and sandy, and the difficulty is to 
create durable highways. The experts 
will give the matter careful attention, 
and nb doubt much practical good will 
come of the inquiry. The circum
stances are significant as showing how 
the farmers are coming to a realiza
tion of the fact that good roads are 
most valuable adjuncts to profitable 
farming.

It looks as though the gypsy moth, 
which has committed such ravages in 
New England, has met an enemy 
which cannot be overcome. Scientists 
in the service of the M assachusetts 
gypsy moth commission have devel 
oped a parasite which attacks and de
stroys the insect, and these foes are to 
be let loose in great numbers to hunt 
up and prey on the victims. The lines 
along which the commission has been 
working are those suggested by the ex
perience of investigators a t W ashing
ton and elsewhere. It has been shown 
th a t the gypsy moth, the cotton boll 
weevil and other pests which do vast 
damage to the trees and crops may be 
overcome by employing the right kind 
of parasite. W ith the encouragement 
and protection given to birds and the 
propagation of insect-eating parasites 
the work of getting rid of the pests 
6hould be greatly accelerated.

Just 70 years ago John Jacob Astor 
bought a t foreclosure sale the John 
Cozine farm located beyond what was 
then a settled part of New York city, 
in the vicinity now of Fifty-fourth 
stree t and Eighth avenue. He paid 
123,000 for the property, which has 
now been partitioned into 32 parts and 
divided equally among the eight liv
ing Chanler brothers and sisters, heirs 
of L aura Astor Delano, a granddaugh
te r  of the founder of the Astor for
tune, who received the farm as her 

\ wedding portion. The land altogether 
m akes up over 300 city lots and is 
given a  present value of $3,250,000. 
The eight beneficiaries of this settle
m ent are  Lieut. Gov. Lewis S. Chanler, 
John  A rm strong Chanler, Robert Win
th rop  Chanler, William Astor Chanler, 
W inthrop A stor Chanler, M argaret L. 
Aldrich, Allda B. Emm et and Eliza
beth  W inthrop Chapman.

It was in Germany that the fireless 
cook-stove was perfected, and now 
comes news from a special consular 
agent that the Germans are making a 
tireless railroad locomotive. it is 
equipped with a boiler after the man
ner of other locomotives, but the wa
ter la it is heated to the necessary 
temperature from a stationary plant. 
Enough power can be stored in it to 
operate It for hours for switching pur
poses to a railroad yard, and it does 
not take more than M minutes to 
charge It

Ï  THE ORANGE LAMP-SHADE
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HIS LITTLE ALU

“W ith all my worldly goods I thee en
dow,”

And yet, I fall to understand Just how 
You'll ever use 
My worn-out shoes.

My threadbare shirts Of faded hues; 
My corn-cob pipe,
My hemstitched wipe,
My suit of clothes of ancient type.

Can these few simple bits of property 
Give any special pleasuie, love to, thee?

The expressman had tracked the 
snow into the room and Matilda 
stopped to sweep it up. Emily waited 
tremblingly, her hands fluttering with 
excitement; Bhe had to hold one with 
the other to prevent herself from 
snatching the enveloping wrappings 
from the box.

Matilda shook the dust-pan into the 
stove and put the broom away before 
she began to untie the package.

“Well, she's done it up well enough,” 
she said, grudgingly, as she took off 
the layers of stiff paper.

Matilda Blowly unwound the last 
paper and held up the gift. It was 
an enormous orange-colored silk lamp
shade, made over an umbrella-shaped 
form, voluminously flounced with tum
bled lace, with a huge bunch of yellow 
And crimson roses with overblown pet
als on one side. Its edges were a lit
tle frayed and the ribs of the frame 
slightly soiled.

Emily clasped her hands and gasped 
in sheer delight

"Oh, how beautiful, how beautiful!’’ 
she whispered. “For us! For us!” 
Her sense of unworthiness of such a 
gift overwhelmed her.

Matilda turned upon her fiercely. 
“Yes, for us!” she repeated, bitterly, 

“for us! Miserable, mussed, faded old 
thing, out of style, of course, too old 
for her parlor, but good enough for 
her sisters-in-law!” She laughed an
grily.

Emily smoothed tbe flounces rever
ently. “I think It’s lovely,” she said, 
with unwonted firmness. “Perhaps it 
is out of style, but, anyway, It’s beau
tiful; all silk and lace flowers, and 
such a color! Just like sunshine!” 

She held her outspread hands over 
the shade as though to warm them. 
The chill, stiff room with its brown in
grain carpet and horsehair furniture, 
its oval photographs and dingy wall 
paper, all spoke of an existence sparse 
and bare.

Suddenly Matilda snorted with con
tempt both of gift and giver and 
tossed the shade recklessly on the 
table.

“Of all <he fool things she ever did, 
this caps ’em !” she exclaimed vehe
mently. “A lamp-shade, and for a  
lamp as big as th a t rocking-chair! 
Where did she s’pose we’d get a  lamp 
like that, and what in the name of 
sense would we w ant with it, anyhow?
I s'pose she thought we’d like it! Like 
It!” She passed into the kitchen and 
shut the door with no uncertain sound.

Emily gently lifted the despised gift. 
The flounces were a little  wrinkled, 
it was true. She hefd the shade close 
to her cheek. She could almost feel the 
glowing warmth of Its intense color. 
“Lovely, lovely—and for u s!” she m ur
mured, softly. Her cup of happiness 
held but a thimbleful, and now It 
overflowed.

When Matilda returned, the shade 
was suspended uncertainly by the 
chimney of the small kerosene lamp 
which stood on the table; Its flounces 
lay sweeping the marble top. Emily 
stood contem plating it thoughtfully. 
It certainly was very large. Matilda 
snorted again.

“Got it on the lamp, have you? 
Looks nice, don't it? Did you ever see 
such a fool as Eleanor in your life? 
Well, there 's ju st one thing to do 
with It, and th a t's  give It away. I 
won't have it cluttering up the house 
and we ain’t got any use for it, good
ness knows.”

Emily trem bled; her hands clasped 
each other and held fast. “Give It 
away?” she inquired, faintly.

“Of course,” returned her sister, 
briskly, her pleasure in the happy 
thought increasing as she dwelt upon 
It. "You get some more string  and 
we'll do it up right again, and I’ll 
think of somebody we can give It to.

She snatched the shade front the 
lamp, and began to tw ist the papers 
about it again with growing cheerful
ness. Emily stood looking mourn
fully at its fast-vanishing beauty. Like 
all the lovely things her soul desired 
hungrily, it was not for her.

“There,” she (.aid, “there’s an end 
of that! Nice present, wasn’t It? 
You put it up In the attic  till I get 
time to send it off somewhere. I don’t 
know whether I'll give It to Miss Jam e
son or not, but I’ll think of somebody 
after awhile.”

Emily took the box In silence, and 
went upstairs. That night after she 
had locked her door she pulled it  out 
from the farthest corner under the 
bed and took out the lamp shade, 
handling it with the tenderest touches. 
Her slender figure in its scant gown 
seemed to expnnd in its light, and her 
lined face softened to an almost 
youthful contour and bloom. Every 
night for weeks she held innocent 
revel with the lamp shade In her Icy 
chamber, while Matilda slept across 
the hall in forgetfulness.

When the Invitation to H enrietta 
Hudson's wedding came late in March, 
Emily experienced a sudden shock; 
her heart throbbed in nervous proph
ecy.

“So she’s going to get married at 
last,” commented Matilda. “Well, I 
should think it was about time; she's 
been keeping company with James 
Headly nobody knows how long. I 
s'pose we’ll have to go.’’

“Will you send a present?” inquired 
Emily, trembling. Hter sister looked 
at her sharply.

“Yes, of course, i’m going to give 
a present,” she said, emphatically. “1 
don't think so much of Mrs. Hudson, 
but * neighbor's a neighbor. nod. 1

ain't going to do less than other peo 
pie. I guess I’ll get a glass dish for 
jelly. They’ve got some at Johnson’s 
for 39 cents, I believe; they was green 
with gilt on ’em, real handsome. If 
she’s seen ’em and knows how much 
they are, I don’t care a mite.” Emily 
breathed again.

The glass dish was duly purchased 
and brought home. Emily regarded it 
admiringly; but Tor it ahe might have 
been robbed of her hoarded wealth. 
It was a beautiful dish.

The day before tbe wedding MrB. 
Hudson came over to borrow the 
silver plated cake basket. She said 
she couldn’t stop a minute, but after 
she bad risen to go she paused, beam
ing with maternal pride.

“You Just ought to see her pre» 
ents,” she said, exultlngly. “His folks 
gave her six tablespoons and six tea
spoons, all solid, and his married qjs- 
ter matched ’em in forks. And she’s 
got china and three tablecloths and 
two pictures and four of them green 
glass Jelly dishes for jelly they’ve got 
at Johnson’s. 1 think four’s too many, 
but she says she’ll probably break 
some moving, and I don’t know but 
she will. Well, you come over early, 
and I’m obliged for the cake basket.”

Matilda shut the door after her and 
returned with lips tightly set.

“It that don’t beat me,” she said, 
vindictively. “Four green glass dishes 
already, and she thinks that’s too 
many! I wonder if she found out we 
got one? If I thought she had, I’d
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Held Innocent Revel with the Lamp 
shade.

send it over anyhow. Ju s t like the 
Hudsons! I could shake th a t H enriet
ta, with her weddings!”

Emily Bald nothing. She was gatner- 
ing herself together to m eet the blow 
she knew Intuitively was approaching. 
Her hands trem bled so th a t she could 
scarcely hold her knitting. Presently 
Matilda paused and looked reflective
ly out of the window.

“There's th a t lamp-shade,” she said, 
musingly. "I alm ost forgot we had 
it. I’ll ju st give ’em that. They’ll not 
have four lamp-shades—not like that 
one, th a t's  sure! T hat’ll he just the 
thing.”

Emily watched her disappear in 
silence. Then she crawled miserably 
onto the bed and pulled the quilt over 
her and shivered.

An icy gust of wind rushed in with 
Matilda when she returned, but she 
herself was warm enough. She almost 
stu ttered  in her wrath.

“W hat do you th ink !” she exclaimed, 
leaning over her sister and shaking a 
long finger a t  her. “T hat old Miss 
G rant was a t the wedding, and, do you 
know, she suspicloned right away 
where tha t lamp-shade came from. 
‘That your present?’ she said, kind of 
turning up her eyes the way she does, 
you know. ‘Well, now th a t does beat 
all. I don’t  see where you got It. 
Looks like it came from the city.’ 
‘Well, so it did,’ I says, as short as 
th a t; but I couldn't stop her. She 
kind of smiled to herself in a knowing 
sort of way, and, 'Looks as If Mrs. 
Henry bought it for you,’ she says, 
and laughed right out. She Is the 
m eanest! Well, blme by I heard her 
saying something to H enrietta about 
lam pshades, and she ju st bristled' 
right up, and when I came away, 
‘Thank you for the lamp shade,’ she 
says. T hear it came from the city !’ 
And I’m going to send for it  back, 
and give ’em the glass dish after all, 
and plenty good enough, too. I’ll 
write ’em a note that'll make ’em open 
their eyes for once!”

Emily flushed deeply. She sa t up
right on the sofa and threw off the 
shawl. “Oh, Matilda, don’t do th a t!” 
she begged. “Don't send for It back 
after you have given It to them !’’ 
But her s is ter’s face was se t In gran
ite lines.

I t  was dreadful of Matilda to ask 
for !jer present back again, yet after 
all, the lamp-shade was worth the 
price of the humiliation. H er heart 
beat heppily. Once more she would 
have her treasure back.

She never asked what was In the 
note sent by the grocer's boy with the 
green glass dish, but he brought the 
lamp-sbade back with him and Ma
tilda received it at the door in haugh
ty silence and set the box on the 
floor while she went to get supper. In 
an Instant Emily had the shade In 
he* arms and spread out the flounces. 
She caressed the rosa petals and laid 
her pallid face against the brilliant 
color and smiled at h«r good fortune. 
That nigbf she slept restfully vrith 
the bos bidden safely ander her }ed.

"With all my worldly goods I thee en
dow.”

Here, take ’em, I'll not shirk m y mar
riage vow.

Accept them, do.
There's but a  Jew.

Here, take these collar-buttons, too. 
Now, don’t refuse 
Those worn-out shoes;

You see I haven't much to lose—
Look here—you needn't corrugate your 

brow,
“W ith all my worldly goods I thee en

dow.”
—H . 8. Macau ley. In Puck.

TAKING NO CHANCES.

Evelyn—Don’t you think, Harold, 
that June is a common month to get 
married in? Almost all the weddings 
take place that month.

Harold—Well, what's the matter 
with July, then?

Evelyn—N-o; let's make it the twen
tieth.

The Viewpoint.
The pltful pig in the sty  
May suppose that the patch of the sky 

W hich it sees as it looks from the place 
Wherein it is narrowly pent.

Is the end and beginning of space. 
Comprises the sky’s  whole extent.

The man who has never strayed far 
From where his poor interests are,

May think the sm all spot where he 
strains.

With never a thrill or a  smile,
Is the world’s w idest realm and contains 

All that may be counted worth while.
- S .  E. Kiser.

Feminine Generalship.
Miss De Fashion (breathlessly)— 

Oh, mother! I t  won’t do to w ait three 
weeks before having my party. We 
m ust send out the invitations a t once, 
and have It this week.

Mrs. De Fashion—Goodness me! 
W hat’s the hurry?

Miss De Fashion—T hat odious Miss 
De Vere, whom Mr. Rlchfellow so 
much admires, has a w art on her 
nose.—New York Weekly.

Echoes of the Past.
William the Conqueror had ju st won 

the battle of Hastings.
“Well,” he said, “I guess we may as 

well put up the sign, ‘This Country 
Has Changed Hands.’ ”

Which, when you consider the fact 
that the country was under his heel, 
shows that William was lamentably 
careless and inexact in his rhetoric.— 
Chicago Tribune.

Tommy Explains.
“Tommy, you have been to church 

two Sunday mornings in succession, 
that is doing splendidly—for you.” 

“Yes'm. Last Sunday the preacher 
was going to talk about Jonah an’ the 
whale, but he only talked about Jonah. 
Said he’d preach the rest of It to-day, 
and I had to go again to-day to hear 
about the whale.”—Chicago Tribune.

Refined Torture.
“Lil, you just ought to have heard 

how Miss Capsicum talked the other 
day when she was real mad. You 
missed.”

“W hat did she say, Jen?’’
“Gracious! You don't expect me to 

say the dreadful things she said, do 
you?”—Chicago Tribune.

Knew He Was an Artist.
Miss Lakeside (of Chicago)—The 

gentleman you just bowed to is an ar
tist. isn't he?

Miss Gotham—Yes, a  great artist. 
You divined his profession from his 
finely-chiseled features, 1 presume.

Miss Lakeside—No; I smelled the 
turpentine.—New York Weekly.

A Sad Blow.
Mr. Bliffers—Beg pardon. Mr. Ham

mer. but can you tell ike where my 
wife is seated? I can't find her.

Mr. Hammer (auctioneer)—She has 
not been here to-day.

Mr. Bliffers (wildly)—My! My! She 
must be dead.—New York Weekly.

A Man of Means.
Mrs. Stuckup—Is this Mr. Slimpurse 

you have engaged yourself to a man of 
means?

Sensible Daughter—Yes, mother. 
He means all he says, and that's  the 
sort of a husband I want.—New York 
Weekly.

Secret of 8uccess.
Thin Boarder—I don’t see how you 

manage to fare so well a t this board
ing house. I have industriously 
courted the landlady and all her 
daughters, but I’m half starved.

F at Boarder—I courted the cook.— 
New York Weekly.

A Killing Compliment.
He—You are a perfect duck of A

Ctrl.
She—Now you are m a l t in g  game of 

me.—Baltimore America* _

STRATEGY.

“Got any cow-bells?” inquired A 
country-looking man of A clerk in a  
hardware store.

“Yes, sir. Step this way,” replied 
the young man.

The farm er picked up the largest he 
could find and said: “Have you no 
larger than th is?”

“No, sir; the largest ones are all 
sold.”

The farmer, on hearing this, turned 
to  leave, and had reached the door, 
when the clerk called after him:

"Look here, stranger! Take one of 
these small bells for your cow and you 
won't have half as much bother find
ing her, for when you hear the bell 
you will always know th a t she can 't be 
far off.”

He bought the bell.

Too Hasty.
“Laura,” said Mr. Ferguson, cross» 

Ing his knife and fork on his plate and 
folding up bis napkin, “what Is the 
difference—”

“Now, George,” impatiently Inter
rupted Mrs. Ferguson, "you know I'm 
no good at answering conundrums!”

“I was going to ask you,” he re
sumed, looking at his watch and ris
ing from the table, “what tbe differ
ence in price Is between the parlor 
rug I picked out for you at the store 
the other day and the one you thought 
you would rather have, but if it 
doesn’t interest you we’ll let the rug 
matter go by default. It’s time for me 
to start downtown. Don’t forget to 
feed Rover. Good-by.”—Chicago Trib
une.

Finesse.
Mr. Quinby called up bis wife by 

telephone.
“Arabella,” he said, “I’d like to 

bring a friend home to dine with us 
this evening. Have you something 
good.”

“Jason,” she said, “you told me you 
were going to bring a friend to take 
dinner with us, and I’ve laid myself 
out to get a good meal. Where is 
he?”

“Arabella,” answered Mr. Quinby, “I 
said I’d like to bring a friend. I 
couldn’t find any to bring. If dinner 
is ready, let’s eat. I’m hungry.”—Chi
cago Tribune.

8trange, If True.
“A curious thing happened a t a lit

tle gathering which I attended a few 
nights ago.”

“Did somebody, mistaking the  host 
for one of the guest3, tell him It was 
stupid?”

“No. A young lady who was asked 
to sing got up without any urging.”

"Oh, I've seen girls do that.”
“But this one could sing.”—Chicago 

Record-Herald.

HEREDITARY TAINT.

Cholly—I suppose you Inherited you? 
taste  for baseball?

Johnny—Sure! Dad is a highball 
fiend, and ma says she was de belle 
of the ball before she was married.

Triolet By a Billiard Ball.
Apwinst th e  cushion she reclines— 

W hen m y cue comes. I 'll  k iss her! 
H er ivory cheek so purely  sh ines 
A gainst th e  cushion! She reclines 
In ignorance of my designs—

F a te  g ra n t I m ay not m iss lier! 
A gainst th e  cushion she reclines— 

W hen m y cue comes. I ’ll k iss her!
—Cleveland Leader.

He Could Prove It.
“W hat was his excuse for not meet

ing you last night?”
“He said he was run down by an 

automobile on his way to the appoint
ed place.”

"You didn't believe any such yarn 
as that, did you?”

“Sure. I had to. You see. he was 
In the hospital when he told it to me.” 
—Detroit FYee Press.

A Difficult Profession.
Miss Antique—Do you consider type

writing a good profession for women?
Miss De Pretty (a successful type

writer»—Urn—yes, but typewriting is 
verv difficult to learn, and to make a 
suC'Æss of it a woman should begin 
young.—New York Weekly.

The Business Blot.
Mrs. Spriggs—Why do you leave 

those horrid blots in your le tter to 
Mr. Richfban, asking for a  business in
terview?

Mr. Spriggs—I want him to see that 
I am business man enongh to use a 
fountain pen.—New York Weekly.

Aqua Pura.
New Drug Clerk—Is this the d*s- 

tilled w ater?
Druggist—W hat's it like?
Clerk (sniffing)—Tastes flat and 

smells had.
Druggist—Yes, th a t’s  It.—New York 

Weekly.

First Essentia'.
Nan—What is the first thing 7 0 a 

have to learn in playing golf?
I  an—The accent—Chicago Tribun#. •

Fortune Teller—You will shortly 
meet with an accident.

Victim—How did you know I owned 
an automobile?

P ill

MISA JULIA MARLOWE.
••I nm glad te  wrlta my endorae- 

ment 0 /  the g n a t remedy. Périma. I 
do bo moat heartily. ••--Julia Marlowe.

Any remedy that benefits digestion 
strengthens the nerves.

The nerve centers require nutrition. 
If the digestion la Impaired, the nerve 
centers become anemic, and nervous 
debility is the result.

Parana la not n nervine tlor a
atlmulant. It banalité the nervea ;
by benefiting dlgaatlon.

Peruna frees the stomach of ca
tarrhal congestions and normal diges
tion is the result.

In other words, Peruna goes to the 
bottom of the whole difficulty, when 
the disagreeable symptoms disappear.

Mrs. J. C. Jamison, Wallace, Cal., 
writes:

“I was troubled with my stomach 
for six years. Was treated by three 
doctors. They said that I had nervous 
dyspepsia. I was put on a  liquid diet 
for three months.

“I improved under the treatment, 
but as ebon as I stopped taking the 
medicine, I got bad again.

“I saw a testimonial of a man whose 
case was similar to mine being cured 
by Peruna, so I thought I would give It 
a trial.

**I procured a bottle at once and 
commenced taking i t  I have taken 
several bottles and am entirely cured.”

Food 
Products

Peerless 
Dried Beef
Unlike the ordinary dried 

beef—that sold in bulk—  
Libby's Peerless Dried Beef 
comes in a  sealed glass jar 
in which it is packed the 
moment it is sliced into those 
delicious thin wafers.

None of the rich natural 
flavor or goodness escapes 
or dries out. It reaches you 
fresh and with all the nutri
ment retained.

Libby's Peerless Dried 
Beef is only one of a  Great 
number of high-grade* ready 
to serve, pure food products 
that are prepared in Libby'S 
Crest While Kitchen.

Just try a  package of any 
of these, such as O x Tongue. 
Vienna Sausage. Pickles,

' Olives, etc., and see how 

delightfully dif
ferent they are 
from  o th e rs  
youhaveeaten.

Libby, McNeill A 
Libby. Cbicags
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