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MILLIE E. LONGFELLOW, faNMaktr. That was its last appearance it pub- 
The Liechtensteiners had grown 

weary of supporting the onerous mili
tary burden imposed upon the princi
pality by these eighty idle men. and 
sent a weighty and respectful protest 
to the prince, who discontinued the 
army. So there is now no military 
service, no national debt, no direct 

The prince is very rich and

What one might call an "after-din- 
ner-eoffee-Bize” country is the princi
pality of Liechtenstein, a tiny land 

Austrian province of

lie.dishes; some of them are hard enough 
even to spell.”

Browne—“Well, my experience is 
that most of them spell indigestion. 
—Philadelphia Press.

^ *sa*MOUNTAIN HOME. IDAHO.
* ■saO

between the 
Tyrol and the Rhine, recently describ
ed by a writer in Harper’s Magazine.

Bachelors will tell you that matri
mony also is among the doubtful 
states. about sixty-one squareIts area isToo Light.

“Ugh!” grunted Mr. Skinnay, who 
was being uncomfortably crowded by 
the jolly looking fat man, "these cars 
should charge by weight. ’

“Think so?” replied the fat man; 
“why, they’d hardly think it worth 
while to stop for you.”

miles of territory, and its population 
thousand. Although

Dr. Hirsch tells us that marriage Is 
no picnic. The doctor’s text is older 
than the Pentateuch.

taxes.
pays much of the expense-of bis little 
country instead of taxing it to sup
port him. He issues coins with his 
head on them, and stamps of the same 
design. That is a pleasure in itself 
worth supporting a smail country for, 
and he is the only member of the 
Austrian nobility who enjoys sued^is

less than ten 
practically a part of Austria, it has 
been more or less independent for 
nearly three centuries, and was, ac
cording to a local peasantry, forgot
ten by Bismarck when he reorganized 
Europe after the Prussian wars with 
France and Austria.

Once Liechtenstein had a standing 
army. In full force, armed and equip
ped, it marched away to join the Aus
trian forces in the war with Prussia, 
and had it arrived in time might have 
turned the scale, for although it con
sisted of but eighty men with a cap
tain and a trumpeter, it was a whole 
army in itself, and very brave. For
tunately, the country was mountain
ous, and the roads bad. and when the 
army arrived at the camp of the Aus
trians the war was over.

The First Drop Counts.
Percy—Molly, for your sake I'd shed 

the last drop of my blood!
Molly—Yes, all young men say that. 

But somehow (hey seem very careful 
never to shed the first drop.—New- 
Yorker. XFrance produced 9,000 novels last

percentage adapted for perusalyear
by The Young Girl not stated.

There Is, Indeed.
City Editor—Why do you say he ran 

into the police station “puffing and 
blowing”? “Puffing” and “blowing"

There is a cat in Ixindon worth $5,- 
000—just us there are postage stamps 
that are “worth” $7,000 or so apiece.

The Baldwin flying machine lighted 
in a tree. The only genuine and orig
inal flying machines also light in 
trees.

The Best Place for It.
“I’d like to make a good, safe bet on 

the election,” said Chance. “What 
would you advise?”

"Put your money in it, by all 
means, ’ replied Mr. Wise.

“In what?”
“A good safe.”

tinction.
His little capital Vaduz, is but a 

modest city, and the prince visits it 
but seldom. He wears an Austrian ti
tle as well as that of Liechtenstein, 
and sits in the Austrian House of 
Lords. But from Vienna he can call 
up his own country by long-distanee 
telephone, and it serves him all the 
purposes of a suburban village to 
which to retire lor rest from bis dm 
ties as an Austrian nobleman.

*

are synonymous.
Reporter—Not at all. There’s a 

vast difference, for instance, between 
puffing a man up and blowing him up.

Nothing Fast About Him.
Gladys (sighing)—Oh, dear, he 

hasn’t proposed yet.
Ethel—Well, what can you expect of 

a chap who never runs his auto over 
ten miles an hour!—Puck.

A minister says Manhattan island is 
named in the Bible. Certainly—that, 
island is heaven on earth—if you 
not bankrupt.

Who Was Conceited?
“If there's anything I hate it's a 

conceited person, and that Blowley is 
certainly the limit.”

"What makes you think him con
ceited?”

“He told someone he knew as much
as 1 know.”

are

, A St. Louis woman has left her 
comparatively new husband because 
he is too good natured. It surely is 
hard to suit ’em.

Coming Time of JoyLiteral Fulfillment of a Prediction.
“Biggsley ought to be much pleased 

over the success of one of his prophe- 
cjea >• The world is growing better, so the eeers

and prophets say.
How was that? Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!

“Why, he said that a certain lit'le And sin and immorality will soon be
fellow who used to work in an adjoin- Glorj^Glory^ Hallelujah! 

ing office was bound to rise in the The scouts of the millennium are drawing 
>■ near our lines,

worla- The earth is full of tokens and the heav-
"And did it come true?” ens full of signs,
“Yes. The boy grew up and becan^tf** ^^are^ gHUng bunched into mil-

an expert porch climber.” Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!

Our women, bless Iheir precious hearts, 
will to themselves be true.

Will tell the fashion makers they can go 
to Ballyhoo,

And all will dress for comfort as their 
grandmas used to do,

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!

The rules of matrimony will be based 
on honest love.

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!
The marriages be only of the brand

that’s made above,
Glory! Glory' Hallelujah!

From our vocabulary will the word 
“Divorce” be torn.

And youths and maids who double t*p. 
will solemnly be sworn

To never break the coupling till old
Gabriel toots his horn,

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah.

How sweet the contemplation of th& 
things our sages view,

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!
They sort o’ cheer a fellow when he> 

feeling glum and blue,
Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!

And let us strive, dear brethren, from 
our minds to banish doubt,

Accept as truth unquestioned all tha 
things they tell about,

And pray that they may never let their 
dopey pipes go out,

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!
—James Barton Adams in Denver Post,

A Money-Making Combination.
Friend—How are you doing now? 
Scribbler—First rate.

Saintlie and I have gone into partner 
ship. Making money hand over fist. 

“Eh? How do you manage?”
"I write books and he denounces 

them.”—New York Weekly.

A Chicago newspaper says that John 
D. Rockefeller is "rich beyond the 
dreams of avarice.” Rot! 
never closes an eye.

Rev. MrAvarice

Prof. I^angley may retort to Prof. 
Baldwin that anyway he wouldn’t 
give much for an airship that won’t 
stand when hitched.

The Fictitious Bootjack.
“That Thomas cat must be verj 

old," said the first feline.
“I guess he is,” replied the other.
“Oh, he must be,or else he’s just 

using his imagination. He claims to 
Jiave seen a bootjack once in his young 
days.”

The trusts and corporations will be stern
ly brought to bay,

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!
The millionaires be busted and be work

ing by the day,
Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!

The crooked politicians will be banished 
from the earth

And colonized together ’round the fiery 
furnace hearth

In the kingdom where of breezes there 
is an eternal dearth,

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!

He Was Envious.
The Groom—You look envious, old 

man.
Best Man—Well, I am.
The Groom (thinking he’s it)—Of 

whom?
Best Man—Of the minister. He told 

me you gave him $10.

No, King Edward, you are not pow
erful enough to set up the fashion of 
bracelets for men, and they are al
ready worn by dudes.

They say parting the masculine 
head of hair in the middle has really 
gone out. The side part's the thing. 
Besides, It’s more masculine. A Common Occurrence.

Wife—That’s a pretty legend about 
I-eander being drowned while trying to 
swim the Hellespont to Hero, isn’t it?

Husband—Duplicated continually in 
modern life, my dear.

Wife—I don’t understand.
Husband—Every day I hear of some 

man going under because he attempt
ed to “come across” in response to his 
wife’s demands.

Hadn’t Tried It.
Mrs. Pinkleigh—Have you tried that 

new complexion cream that has just 
been placed on the market?

Mrs. Newrich—No; I don’t think our 
milkman handles it.

There’ll be no maidens practicing piano 
tunes next door,

Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!
No bargain counters will be seen in any 

city store,.e
Glory! Glory! Hallelujah!

Uncle Sam must be something of a 
farmer when the statistics show that 
the railroads received more than $463,- 
WO.OOO for simply moving his 1904
crop.

Plea in Hindoo-En^lishNo Mistake.
Diggs—Poor Blowitz! The fool- 

killer got him at last.
Biggs—Why, I thought It was a case 

of suicide.
Diggs—So it was.

1 Really, the correspondents in St. 
Petersburg aren’t doing their full duty 
wo the world. Are there any indications 
Bmt that the new baby is going to have 
• tooth?

honor’s eye. My learned friend vainly 
runs amuck upon the sheet irons of 
my case. Your honor will be pleased 
to observe that my client is a widow, 
a poor chap with one post-mortem son 
A widow of this country, your honu* 
will be pleased to observe, is not like 
a widow of your honor’s country. A 
widow of this country is not able to 
eat more than one meal a day, or to 
wear clean clothes, or to look after a 
man. So my poor client had not sueb- 
physic or mind as to be able to assault 
the lusty complainant. Yet she hai 
been deprived of some of her most 
valuable leather—the leather of het 
nose. I am sorry to say, though th« 
witness is a man of my own feathers, 
that there are in my profession black 
sheep of every complexion. Until thi* 
witness explains what has become oi 
my client’s nose leather he cannot b« 
believed.”

Since the death of Max Muller, Prof. 
Francis A. March of Lafayette college 
is universally admitted to be the 
world's foremost linguist. Prof. March 
has an admirable sense of humor, and 
this humor is permitted to reveal it
self often in his conversation, and oc
casionally in his clear and graceful 
prose.

One of the distinguished scholar’s 
students, now living in India, sent to 
Prof. March last week an amusing 
specimen of Hindoo-English. It was 
an excerpt from a speech delivered 
in an Indian court by an attorney 
whose client, a widow, has been as
saulted. It ran:

"My learned friend, with mere wind 
frojn a teapot, thinks to browbeat me 
from my legs. But this is mere gor- 
rilla warfare. I stand under the shoes 
of my client, and only seek to place 
my bone of contention plainly in your

Hi* Evening Welcome.
Newliwed—“My wife Is a very thor

ough and methodical housekeeper. 
She’s a great trouble saver.”

Nagget—“So’s mine. All the trou
ble she has during the day she eaves 
up to fire at me when I come home at 
night.”

Young Mr. Thaw’s pretty little cho
rus girl ofTers to give him up for $250,- 
000. But what can a pretty little cho
rus girl be expected to know about ad 
valorem?

Asked and Answered.
Professor—If a patient had drunk 

sulphuric acid what would you give 
him?

Medical Student—I’d give him up.

Now that her husband is the King 
,of Saxony, Louise, who ran away with 
Giron, seeks to join His Majesty in 
the exercise of the divine right of 
kingship.

Information by Mail.
Rastus—"What’s yo gwine to do dis 

fall?”
Johnson—"I’se gwine open a school 

of half the an’ teach chicken stealin’ by mail.”

Spelling and Digestion.
Towne—“My objection to these 

French restaurants is the difficulty of 
understanding what the menu says. I 
can’t read the names

The fifty Italians who plotted to 
burn the Norfolk, Va., navy yards are 
to be shipped out of the state. The 
Virginians think this is worse tban 
capital punishment.

NOVELTY TO PRINCE HENRY. TO KEEP FLOWERS FRESH.

Reward for the First Man Who Called 
Him a Blockhead.

Prince Henry of Prussia, while rid
ing in an uutomobile near Kiel recent 
ly, suddenly found his way blocked by 
a large farm wagon which was going 
at a snail’s pace. The prince’s chauf
feur blew his horn over and over 
again, hut it produced no effect on the 
sturdy old farmer who was guiding 
the sluggish horses, and finally the 
prince told the chauffeur to try to 
pass the wagon at all hazards. This 
he did, and, though the passage was 
very narrow, he skilfully managed to 
avoid an accident, 
plunged, however, as the puffing ma
chine passed by them, and the old 
farmer, roused from his apathy, 
poured forth a storm of maledictions 
on the stalwart gentleman in the au
tomobile.

“You’re nothing but a big block
head!” he finally shouted; and at the 
words the prince whispered to the 
chauffeur, who at once left the car
riage and went up to the old man.

“What do you mean by calling his 
royal highness a blockhead?” he ask
ed him.

“Heavens above! Is that his royal 
highness?” stammered the farmer. 
“Good Lord! I didn’t know 'twas him.”

“All right,” answered the chauffeur. 
“The prince is satisfied that you did 
not know him, and as you are the first 
person who has ever called him a 
blockhead he wishes to return the 
compliment by presenting you with 
these five dollars."

Will Last Three or Four Weeks if 
Treated Properly.

“Cut flowers when properly treat
ed," said a florist, “can be made to 
look fresh for three or four weeks. 
Every night take them out of the wa
ter and thoroughly rinse the stalks un
der a faucet, removing with the fin
gers any decomposed matter. Then 
put them to bed for the night in a 
basin of strong soap suds, but be 
careful not to allow any water to 
touch the blossoms. The soap suds 
supply a certain amount of nourish
ment. t

"In the morning rinse the stalks un
der the water again and as each blos
som is arranged for the day in the 
vase of fresh water snip off a tiny 
portion of the stalk with a pair of scis
sors. Always carefully trim away any 
faded part

“Food for the day is supplied by 
sulphate of ammonia, a few drops of 
which should be added to the water 
put in the vase. At night put the 
flowers into some dark, cool place— 
say a pantry—as it is not good either 
for the flowers or for the household 
that they should remain all tho time 
in the living rooms.

"To revive cut flowers put them into 
warm salt water to which' has been 
added a few drops of sulphate of 
monia. Cut flowers are constantly 
sent by express and through the mails, 
but seldom in such a fashion as to 
preserve their bloom and freshness. 
To effect this pack them in a light 
wooden box lined with cotton or wad
ding, laying over this a sheet of tis
sue paper. Then lay the flowers not 
on top of each other but in row’s, side 
by side, the blossoms of each 
the stems of their neighbors.

“Pack closely, otherwise the flow
ers will bo displaced and Injured In 
tho journey. Before packing they 
should stand iu -water for several 
hours in order to absorb moisture 
enough to keep them from withering. 
It is not good to sprinkle them too 
heavily after they are in the box, for 
without air this is likely to produce 
mildew.”—St. Louis Republic.

King Edward has just celebrated 
his sixty-third birthday, but he hopes 
that he is in no immediate danger of 
losing his Job so that a place may be 
made for a younger man. John_Morley Well Liked

So Mr. Schwab has “made” $8,600,- 
■000 and Mr. Gates $6,000,000 in the 
mtrry game of manipulating stocks. 
Oar sincere condolences to the bleat- 
inf lambs who lost their money.

Everyone remembers how Mill, just | after an immensity of first-hand inves 
before polling day, and at. a meeting tigation, and to them he would stand, 
mainly composed of workingmen, was w>n or lose. He won; it was a nar 
asked whether he had ever said that 
the working classes were given to ly
ing; how he answered straight out, "I 
did," and how the meeting rose to his 
courageous frankness with thundering 
cheers, writes Sydney Brooks in Har

row victory, but still a victory; and 
when a few weeks later Mr. Morley 
accepted office and by the English 
custom had to face his constituents 
again he fought the election |Out once 
more on the same principles, abating 
nothing, compromising on nothing,, 
and was rewarded this time by a de
cisive triumph. “Honest John” 
the nickname with which the Newcas
tle workingmen paid tribute to his 
constancy and courage. This cold, 
austere, self-contained man, with none 
of the accomplishments that English
men asked of their leaders, accused of 
being a doctrinaire, known to be a 

sup- philosopher, yet was able, through tha 
influence of an upright and unswerv- 

Mr. Morley remained unshakable; his ing character, to reach and dominate 
convictions had been honestly formed 1 the affections of the populace.

There is some hope for the plain 
people.
tenced a chauffeur to a long term of 
imprisonment for running down a 

'farm wagon and injuring its occu
pants.

The horses
A Georgia judge has sen-

per’s Weekly. Mr. Morley has more 
than once been similarly tested. He 
was for some years one of the mem
bers for Newcastle, and Newcastle is 
a laboring ami not a mining constit
uency. Local feeling among the min
ers was hotly in favor of an eight- 
hour day. Mr. Morley with equal firm
ness was opposed to it. The Labor 
party accordingly withdrew its 
port and ran a candidate against him.

wasThe vice president of Mexico attend
ed the Gans-Britt prize fight at San 
Fraucisco recently. He says It was 
worse than bull fighting. What would 
he have thought if they had really 
fought?

In view of the riot in the Spanish 
chamber of deputies, Premier Maura 
is going to suspend the sittings and 
ask for a vote of confidence. He seems 
to need one badly, among the flying 
inkstands.

rtIs_Past Century Markam-

kDoubtless the criminal who suggests 
novelties in the way of home-made 
Christmas presents for the male mem
bers of the household is responsible 
for the report that knitting is coming 
back into style.

There is living at present in St. Pe
ter’s Home, Clapham, a suburb of 
London, Eng., a man named James 
McNally, who is 107 years old. It has 
been verified that he was born in 
Kings county, Ireland, Feb. 15, 1797, 
He drifted to England the year of 
Queen Victoria's coronation, and came 
from there to the United States when 
60 years old to seek his fortune, so 
that as well as living in three centu
ries he has resided in three countries. 
When Coluey Hatch Lunatic Asylum 
was erected in 1851 he was employed 
in building it as a scaffolder. In the 
same capacity he assisted in construct
ing some of the, early skyscrapers of 
New York and Brooklyn. During the

civil war he was employed in looking 
nfter the baggage of the Northern 
troops in Tennessee. When 80 years 
old he returned to England with $3,- 
500, part of which he invested in s 
home for his granddaughter. He 
able to provide for himself until he 
reached the age of 95. The effect oi 
his extraordinary age on him is now 
quite discernible. A recent attack ol 
influenza deprived him of the use oi 
his legs, and with only a solitary 
tooth left his speech is very indis
tinct. Vague impressions of what h* 
heard about the battle of Trafalgar 
the year it was-fought still hover in 
his mind, and he remembers very well 
the return of the troops from the bat
tle of Waterloo. •

Imports Woolless Sheep.
The Department of Agriculture has 

recently imported five woolless sheep 
for use In the extreme southern states. 
A heavy crop of wool is a burden in 
hot, dry districts, resulting in a direct 
ill effect on the quality of the mutton. 
These sheep are being experimented 
with by the bureau of animal indus
try. They are hardy and are easy 
keepers. They were brought from the 
Barbadoes, where they prov 
able.—Country Life in Ju

wasJohn D. Rockefeller recited a poem 
to his Sunday school class in Cleve
land when he bade it good-by for the 
winter a few weeks ago. If John D. 
develops a liking for it poetry may 
pick up a bit, after all.

row on

A

The London Times is printing ex
tracts from its columns of even date 
100 years ago, but, interesting as they 
are, they aren’t nearly as much so as 
.extracts from Its columns of even date 
jlOO years hence would be.
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