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A LOO CABIN SONa 

X know dat d« wealhor is chilly Mid 
Be in time! Be in timel 

Yet de Jee'mine flower's bright M 
In its prime! Ia its prime! 

Hit bloomin bright. Lit Mooraio ligHt— 
In its prime! In its prime! 

Fer I plant it on a moonlight, night; 
tie® it climb! See it climb! 

I brought it from de darkly 
See it climb! See it climb 

I bronght it from dc chilly d 
Be in time! Be in time! 

I plant an name it for my bean— 
IV in time! Bo in time! 

Hit wind aroun my cabin do1— 
See it climb! See it climb! 

It he ahould cetw to love me 
Be in time! Be in timet 

Dat Jctft'mine hit would wither too— 
!;i it< prime' In its prime! 

—Ill s»hcp;-ui'd in New Orleans Times-DrMM! 
rrat. _ 
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"Speakin—of—tenderfeet," said Jim 
Harden, as with a critical air be packed 
the tobacco in the bowl of his pipe, pre
paratory to relighting that article— 
"speakin of tenderfeet reminds ine of 
one I knowed oncet, sence wliich time I 
hev be'n a whole lot more respective in 
speakin of "em. 

"Twas in the summer of 18—. I was 
then workin fer Ole Harvey Skerrett, 
who kep' store an run a ranch down at 
Three Forks, in th' foothills. 

"Near Skerrett, 'l>out two miles away, 
Ole Si Hendershott hed a ranch. He 
likewise hed 'bout th' pnrtiest an nicest 
darter thet ever wore millinery, an Si, 
he was proper proud of her, yon bet. 
Moreovennore, all of us galoots 'round 
Three Forks was up to our back hair in 
love with her—plumb, toarin, wide 
awake mashed, as I've heard say. But 
it didn't do- none of us no good—least
ways, only one of us. Tliat war Perry 
Roane, a young rancher from down th' 
creek 'bout ten mile. Perry, he cut us 
all out, thout half tryin, 'cause he was 
a big, han'some cuss an well fixed, be
sides havin been t' school lots when a 
kid. So he went in an winned—almost. 
That is t' say, he froze us out an kep' 
reg'lar comp'ny with Hetty. 

"I guess 'twas all settled that they 
was t' be hitched some time or other, 
when 'bout May along come a fellar 
from Boston with a letter to Ole Si from 
some relation o' his'n, an jes' camped 
right at Si's fer th' summer. He was 
one of these here artist chumps—not it 
real, genooine fottygrapher, but one <rf 
th' sort that carries a lot of paper an 
pencils an colors in little lead squirt 
guns, an draws red, white an blue sun
sets, likewise funny lookin trees an 
bowlders. He talked like a book <an 
called all th' boys 'Mister,' besides say
ing "Beg parding* if he didn't hear what 
ye said tirst time. 

"Sure 'nough, we guyed th' chap lots 
at first, but Spenceley—that wuz th' 
tenderfoot'* name—was so doggoned 
nice an pleasant an took a joke so easy, 
we all got t' likin him tiptop. All 'xcept 
Perry Roane. He hated him lots soon's 
he seen him. 'Cause why? Jest 'cause 
Spenceley was under th' same roof with 
Hetty, an he knowed that it might turn 
out kind of bad fer him, 'specially as he 
knowed right then—which nobody else 
did—that Hetty wa'n't much stuck on 
him, anyhow, an had only promised t' 
many- him t' please th' ole man. Ye see 
Perry was a good deal of a bully, an 
drank considerable, an then there was 
an ole story 'bout his havin' skipped out 
from th' states, leavin a wife that died a 
little later. But this didn't cut no figger 
with Si. He had his eye on Perry's j»ile, 
an was willin t' take chances on makin 
Perry treat Hetty first rate, 'cause th' 
ole man was a toler'ble dangerous cuss 
himself. 

"Well, th' artist feller got t' feelin 
sort of soft on Hetty himself, an 'most 
ev'ry day they'd go wanderin 'round th' 
country, drawin, an fishin, an so on, an 
in th' evenin when Perry come over t' 
set awhile he'd find Mister Artist there 
in th' settin room, cool as a cucumber 
an polite as polite, him not knowin that 
Perry had a first filin on th' calico. An 
Hetty, jest like any woman, 'njoyed it 
all immense. 

"But Perry wasnt th" chap t' stand tlii* 
very long; so ono mornin, happenin t' 
be at th' store an meetin Spenceley there, 
he walks up an says t' him: 'See here, 
my pale faced an weak eyed consump
tive. D ye know whose toes you've been 
steppin on?* 

"Spenceley looked at him kind of 
queer, but said he didn't know aa he'd 
hurt .' "body. 

*"* V says Perry, 'it's my toes, 'and 
it"!, . ou t' climb from under, 'fore 
something draps on ye. D'ye know who 
hat* th' first claim on Miss Hcndershott's 
company? Better find out and take care 
of yourself.' And Perry started t' go out, 
swaggering, but th' artist says, real 
sharp, 'Mr. Roane, I wasn't aware that I 
was interfering with you. If I am, how
ever, and you don't like it, I'm sorry; but 
I wish you t' understand that nyther you 
n'r any other rowdy can bluff me one bit. 
D'ye understand?1 

"Perry turned like he'd ben kicked. 
It was th' first time we'd ever heerd him 
Biased and we Was looking fer th' artist 
feller t* get bruised a whole lot. But he 
wasn't—not any. Perry looked at him 
a whole minute and seen there was no 
scare there, so he jest turned and walked 
out. grumbling and cursing. 

"Somebody hid, took a shot at Spenoe-
% a few nights later, but he never 
kicked none, only come up t' th' store an 
Mowed hisfcelf in fer a forty-four an 
took shots at a mark ev'ry day—jes' -fer 
sport, he n-z. but I kinder s'mised he 
Was 'x]>ectin Mister Roan© an him'd hev 
trouble in th near foochur, which was 

• • «ftrect 
"One da? no* longer arter this some 

galoot bmng word thet thT Taches was 
out 'thou muzzles, an was chawin ev'ry-

. thin in bight —au, moreovennore, cousin 
«nr way, an not fur off, nuther. Nope, 
lie didn't wait none. Me n an the ole 
man jes'tuk all th'dust in tli'box, hid 
all th' stock we could, Vailed up th' 
shop—'twas stone—an lit out fer Hen-
;#?rshott'ft t' tell them. Thar Skerrett 
leaves me, him havin th' \fastest little 
mustang in the kentry, au g«*» am t' 

folk*, es many ez he kin. 

" Wa-al, Hendershott's folks was 
ready, real sudden, only Old Si, he 
wouldn't go. Sez he: 'I hain't goin one 
foot. This here's all I've got, 'cept th' 
ole lady at Hetty, an I'm goin t* stay 
right here an hold it. Elf them wimuien 
hed me an no ranch they'd be wuss off 
nor nothin.' An thar Ole Si staid, an 
bundled me 'n th' artist an the women 
folks off fer Chloride quick. Th' wim-
men was in a light waggin, little Jo**, 
a Greaser kid, drivin, an two Grea ;-r 
girls on th' back seat. Me 'n Spenceley 
lid the bronco back 'longside. 

" 'Long in th' arternoon, 'bout 3, we 
looked over south, an here come n feller 
on boss back, like a streak o' greased 
lightnin. throwin dnst like th' very 
dooce--an back o' hini.'bout two'r three 
miles, come 'bout a dozen 'r fifteen fel
lers—near as we c'd guess—also kickin 
np a big cloud. 

"'Twas a good ten mile t' Chlorido 
and we thought we was goners, fer of 
course we didn't s'pose them last fellers 
was nothin but Injuns. 

"Spenceley set his teeth an looked at 
his guns, an so did I. Then he rid up t' 
th' waggin, give Hetty a six shooter, 
sayin somethin 1 didn't hear, and told 
th' boy t' make them mules fly. Then 
he come back whar I wuz an sez real 
quiet, 'D'ye think we kiu hold 'em off 
long 'nough, Mr. Harden?1 I guessed 
yes, but great Scott! didn't 1 wish I was 
outer that! 

"Th' lone chap come racin up. Twas 
Perry Roane, whiter'n a gravestone. He 
didn't stop, only yelled 'Injuns!' an kep' 
on going, not stoppin t' say 'Hello!' t' 
Hetty in th' waggin—jes'kep' on, headed 
fer Chloride. Th' artist turned t' me in 
a minute, with his mouth curled up an 
sez, 'Stampededf 

"We waited, all ready for them In
juns, but when they come up th' blood 
sort of come back t' my heart agen, 
'cause we c'd see a mile off thet th^y 
was white—surveyors an cowboys; some 
stamp'<led theirselves, we foun out 

"Things got quiet in a day 'r so, fer it 
happened thet Uncle Sam hed a lot o' 
sojers lyin in camp dear Chloride, an th' 
way they kep' them Injuns movin back 
south was real lively. 

"Wal, in a week r so np coma Mister 
Roane, jes 'z big ez life, an ez chipper, 
an goes t' Hendershott's when th* old 
folks was at th' store and Spenceley out 
ridin. I reckon him 'n Hetty jes' hed a 
real lovely row. He hed th' gall t' tell 
'er thet he was jes' ridin fer a doctor fer 
a sick cowboy, an hadn't heard o' no In
juns. Hetty was onto him, though, ar 
talked real rough t' the cuss, I reckon. 

"'Bout 5 o'clock little Jose come ridin 
t' th' store in a hurry, an tole us he hed 
be'n listenin t' Hetty an Roane talkin, 
an all of a sudden he heerd a little 
scream. Nex' thing he seen Roane 
carrvin Hetty outer th' door an puttin 
'er in his buggy—she lookin like she'd 
fainted—an Roane druv off, an Jose lit 
out fer th' store, mi etin Spenceley on th' 
way, an tellin him. 

"Th' ole man an I guessed th' same 
thing—he'd doped th' girl with chlory-
form, 'r somethin'. an lit out for Mineral 
Point, whar Eph Hines, a justice of th' 
peace, lived. I don't know how we come 
t' think of it; but I hed read o' sech 
things, an so hod Si, 1 reckon. Lord, 
but tli' ole chap looked tur"ble! He 
didn't say nothin, but lie looked like he 
was thinkin lots, an it didn't take me'n 
him long t' git t' Mineral Point, fifteen 
mile—bad trail too. When we got near 
th* burg Ole Si loosened up, an ef he 
didn't cuss fer fifteen minutes I'm a jay. 

"We rid up t' Hines', ready t' shoot, 
an Si kicked th' door open, an there, on 
th' floor, lyin tied han's an feet, was 
Perry Roane—an Spenceley, kind of 
flustrated, but smilin, riz up, an pointin 
t' Hetty, who was settin in a cheer, 
lookin kind of pale, sez, 'Gentlemen, let 
me interjuce my wife.' 

" 'Twas this way: Roane—he's doin 
time now—hedn't drugged th' gyurl, 
only gagged 'er, an, between thar an th' 
point, hed made 'er promise t' marry 
him an make no fuss, 'r else he'd kill 
him an her both—an he meant it. Hines 
was jest gettin ready fer th' perform
ance when Spenceley rid up. Perry 
reached for his gun, but Spenceley was 
too sudden, an caught 'im in th' gun 
arm, an him an Hines, who tumbled at 
oncet, tied th1 cuss, arter which he ast 
Hetty t' marry him on th' spot, an she 
done it. 

"No, I don't never play low on no ten
derfoot."—R. L, Ketchum in San Fran
cisco Argonaut. ' 

COttfng tfootl. 
A device has l>een patented in Eng

land by which all kinds of wood can be 
cut into veneers or boards. The logs are 
cut into suitable lengths, steamed in a 
close box through which a current of 
electricity is sent, and finally placed in a 
lathe, where they are rotated against a 
knife. The thin sheets are afterward 
nipped at the edges, and can be used to 
make barrels, pails, etc., from one stave. 
—New York Times. 

HUNTING .KANGABQOS. 
"liHlWE ARE NOT SO MANY TN AUS

TRALIA AS THERE ONCE WAS. 

WhatmU Extermination Beforo the Value 
of Their Skin* XVan Known—How a 
Kangaroo DlaembnweU a Han or a 
Dog—Fought Only oo the Defensive. 

CO-OPEPATIVE YACHTING. 

Autograph* Cheaply Valued. 
Only eleven shillings! That was all 

that could be obtained at a recent auc
tion sale of autographs in London for a 
letter from Adelina Patti, in which she 
says everybody madly loves her. At 
the same sale documents signed by Rich
elieu, the great cardinal, fetched but 
two shillings each. So greatness fades 
away, and, as the preacher savs, "Van
ity, all is vanity!" 

A Heavy 
Mrs. Fiveroome Flatte (to grocer's 

boy)—How is it the elevator won't come 
up? Your bread must be fearfully 
heavy! 

Grocer's Boy—'Tain't the bread that's 
on it, ma'am; it's the bill for what you 
owe.—New York Sun. 

One Way. 
Teacher • Supposing 1 should eat a 

fish weighing nine pounds into three 
parts, keeping one myself and giving 
one each to you and Freddie, what would 
you each get? 

Dick Hicks—He would get the tail 
and 1 the head.—Harper's Bazar. 

The traveler whom fate brings to the 
colonies may journey from end to end of 
them without seeing in the flesh either 
of the animals that figure upon the Aus
tralian coat of arms—the kangaroo and 
the emu. There are plenty of both iu 
certain districts, but they are many 
miles away from the railroads, as a rule, 
and are seen only by those who have oc
casion to visit remote "•stations." and to 
explore the alternate stretches of plain 
and "bush," which constitute the "back 
flocks," as the interior portions of the 
country are styled in colonial phrase
ology. 

When the early settlers entered the 
country they found the marsupial tribe 
swarming iu countless millions all over 
it, and when they sought pasturage for 
their flocks discovered that the ungener
ous soil would not furnish grass enough 
for kangaroos and sheep together A 
war of extermination upon the original 
pasturers upon the land was therefore 
inaugurated, and waged with such dead
ly effect that at present a kangaroo is in 
most districts quite as conspicuous by 
his absence as the buffalo upon the plains 
of America. 

OSCK ABUNDANT. 
The old Bquatters relate extraordinary 

tales of the former abundance of these 
strange creatures—how the eye could 
not range in any direction without see
ing hundreds of them; how they entered 
the "paddocks" and grazed in the midst 
of the sheep, and how, when the grass 
grew scant and the flocks were on the 
verge of starvation, "drives" were or
ganized, in which thousands of the kan
garoos were killed and the sparse pastur
age was eased. Wanton as seems the 
wholesale slaughter of these animals, it 
was, from the squatter's point of view, 
a stern and imperative necessity. The 
only regret of pastoralists in the prem
ises is that they did not then know the 
fortune that they lost by allowing the 
carcasses of the slain to lie and rot where 
they had fallen; for there was no sus
picion then that kangaroo leather was of 
any value, or that a demand would 
spring up for it that should make the 
skin of one of these animals worth more 
than that of the sheep whose protection 
was bought by their slaughter. So im
portant has the trade in kangaroo hides 
now become that the question of how the 
animals that furnish them shad be pre
served has taken the place of devising 
measures for their extinction. 

The progress of the kangaroo is rapid, 
and for a mile or two it requires a good 
horse to keep in sight of him After 
that, however, he tires, and is overtaken 
without difficulty. 

The chase of the kangaroo is under
taken variously—on horseback, with or 
without dogs, and by stalking, either 
with rifle or shotgun. A kangaroo hunt 
on horseback is an exciting and often 
dangerous pastime. In timber, where it 
usually takes place, it is particularly 
hazardous, owing to fallen logs and low 
set branches, which often sweep the 
incautious hunter over his horse's tail 
and drop him in an undignified position 
on the ground behind Firearms are 
not employed in this pursuit, and when 
the game is cornered it is killed by a 
blow from the but}; end of a heavy rid
ing whip or from a stirrup which is un
shipped from the saddle for the purpose. 
The dogs used in the chase are a rough 
breed of large greyhounds, which have 
not only the strength necessary to pur
sue a flying kangaroo for miles, but also 
to^attack him when he is brought to bay. 
The old dogs in a station pack of kan
garoo hunters are often marked from 
ears to tail with frightful scars, the rec
ords of many tough encounters with an 
animal which, timid and inoffensive as 
it is by nature, develops in peril a cour
age and even ferocity that are rarely 
found outside the order of carnivora. 

HOW HE FIGHTS. 
The kangaroo seems poorly provided 

by nature with offensive weapons. His 
powers of biting are not formidable, and 
his forepaws are so weak as to seem al
most rudimentary members and of little 
ase. His hind legs are muscular and 
strong, but are apparently of use only to 
assist flight from his enemies. In these 
hind legs is found, however, a most for
midable weapon in the shape of a long 
claw as hard as steel and sharp as a 
chisel—as terrible to dogs as the scythe 
chariots of the ancients were to their en
emies. When run down, the kangaroo, 
placing a tree behind him to protect his 
rear, will seize in his forepaws such in
discreet dogs m rush upon him, and, 
holding them firmly, disembowel them 
with a sweep of his sicklelike claws. 
Even the hunters themselves thus caught 
in the viselike grip of an "old man" kan
garoo of the larger breeds have some
times suffered in like manner, and have 
now and then taken their own turn at 
being hunted as the enraged animal 
turned upon them and attacked their 
horses with blind ferocity. The kanga
roo fights with great address and intelli
gence, and if he can find a stream or 
vrater hole in which to await his foes^ 
Will station himself waist deep in it and, 
pushing the dogs under one by one as 
they swim out to attack him, either 
drown them outright or compel them to 
retire from want of breath. Against 
human enemies, armed only with clubs 
or stirrup irons, the kangaroo 
•hows himself a clever boxer, warding 
»ff blows very dexterously with his fore
paws, and now and then making for
ward bounds, with rapid play of his dan
gerous hind feet, which are difficult to 
avoid.—Melbourne Cor. Boston Journal 

4La Method of CruUiag WltliMft 
Buying an Kxpcmilve Boat. 

It is becoming more and more popular 
every year in Euglaud for steamers to 
go out with passengers i>oUn(j OM a regu
lar yachting cruise. In summer they go 
cruising up among the fiords of Norway 
and visit the North cape. In winter 
they go to the Mediteranean or the West 
Indies. A lot of people on pleasure bent 
engage passage and havo all the pleasure 
of a cruise on a stpani yacht without the 
trouble and expense of owning one. 

Richard J. Goodwin, a retired mer
chant of this city, who has made a trip 
on ono of these vessels to the North cape, 
said in conversation with a reporter re
cently: "I was delighted with my ex
perience, and don't know of a better way 
to spend au outing. Captain Ii. D. Livn-
ham was the pioneer in this service. He 
commanded the British steamer Ceylon, 
and ran her with great success on various 
pleasure cruises to Norway, the Baltic 
and the Mediterranean. He then pur
chased the steamer Victoria. She is a 
beautiful vessel of over 1,800 tons and 
fitted uy like the most luxurious of pri
vate yachts. Her saloons are paneled 
in different colored marbles, and she is 
lighted with electric lights. In fact 
nothing could exceed the beauty and 
elegance of the Victoria's fittings. I was 
so much pleased with her when I went 
on board to- inspect her that I engaged 
passage at once. 

•'There were sixty-eight passengers on 
board when we left the Tilbury docks, 
below London, for our twenty-five days' 
cruise to Norwegian fiords and the Cape 
of the Midnight Sun. Nearly all of the 
passengers were English, but we had 
three or four from Brooklyn and New 
York. We left the Thames on June 27, 
and at 6 o'clock that night had cleared 
the Nore and stood out into the North 
sea. The wind and sea increased and 
shook us up somewhat, and the next day 
it blew almost a gale. Most of the pas
sengers put in an appearance at the 
breakfast table, however. As the day 
wore on the sea and wind continued to 
increase, and many of the passengers 
sought the seclusion which their state
rooms granted. By noon of June 29 we 
ran into smooth water again and were 
able to make an acquaintance with each 
other. A pleasant party it proved to be. 

"We reached the Norwegian coast that 
day at the little village of Scudesnaes, a 
quaint old Norwegian place, where u 
government officer came on board and 
remained with us for the rest of the 
cruise, which was through sheltered 
passages up the coast. After leaving 
Scudesnaes we entered the Fiord Har-
danger, and by 6 o'clock the next morn
ing anchored in the charming bay of 
Odde, surrounded with snow capped 
hills. We remained here thirty-six hours, 
our steam launch making frequent trii>s 
to the shore, so we had a chance thor
oughly to inspect the town. 

"From Odde we ran up through a long 
line of fiords, seeing on every hand the 
grand Norwegian scenery, until wo fin
ally arrived at the North cape, and from 
its stern heights beheld the midnight 
sun. It was a trip I T ever can forget, 
and one of the most satisfactory in every 
respect which I ever made. It was not 
an expensive trip either. In fact, I re
gard such a trip as the perfection qt eco
nomical enjoyment. 

"The expense of such atrip as I have de
scribed is about ten dollars a day, which 
cannot be considered large considering 
the accommodations offered and the lux
ury in which one travels."—New York 
Tribune. 

Site Found Him Out. 
A couple of Erin's sons were taking 

their noonday rest on Court street Fri
day, and 1 heard ono of them ask his 
companion: 

"How is it, Mike, that yez don't spend 
the money that yez used t' ?" 

Mike ejected about a quart of tobacco 
juice from between his lips and replied: 

"Well, Denny, I'll tell yez. Yasees, 
1 get me sixteen dollars ivery week, an 1 
used to tell the old lady that I was only 
gettin tin dollars. I usty puttin dollars 
in wan pocket for the old lady an the 
other six in me other pocket for meself, 
d'y' see? Well, about three weeks ago, 
sure, I forgot to separate the money, an 
when 1 got home I handed the old lady 
the whole sixteen dollanu A little whoile 
after she sez t' mo: 

" 'How much did yez make this week, 
Moike? 

" 'Tin dollars,' to* Ot 
" 'Th' six dollars,' sez she. 
"An thin it kem t' me all in a minute, 

an I sez: 'Oh, he must ha' med a mistake 
an given mo some wan else's money. 
Give it here 't me an 11 tek it back t' 
him agin.' But the divil a penny would 
she gimme, an the very next day she 
kim down t' see th' boss. Of course she 
found out that I was makin me sixteen 
dollars a week, an now I have to give 
her ivery cent." 

And then the boss came along and or
dered them to go to work before Denny 
had a chance to convey his sympathy.— 
Brooklyn Citizen. 

f*rou4 of the Climate. 
Cousin John and his wife were visit

ing relatives in the west. It was their 
first trip to that part of the country, and 
they listened respectfully and admiring
ly to the descriptions of the climate 
given by their western host. 

"There's nothing like it in the world. 
Why. we have days and weeks here 
without any moisture at ni ?ht. We sit 
right out on our lawn until 10 o'clock 
and never think of taking cold. We 
don't have fog in the morning the way j 
you do back* in New England, either. ; 

Clear, bracing nir and dry for an hour \ 
before sunrise. And then people talk ; 
about the wind in some parts of the 
west. 1 never saw any wind to com
pare with tho east wind on Boston Com
mon. The . beauty of this climate, 
though, is its dry, oool. bracing atmos
phere. It beats the world. Yee, sir, 
this is the paradise for people suffering 
from lung or throat trouble." 

The next morning the visitors awoke 
and looked out of their window. A fog, 
or something very much like a fog, such 
as they were familiar with "down east," 
held possession of the country, and they 
could see nothing of the scenery. 

They went down to breakfast, and the 
host apologized for the weather; it was 
the first fog he had seen for two years, 
he assured them, and it would lift in an 
hour or two. 

Sure enough,* it did lift, and before 
night it was blowing a gale. The sever
est wind that the "oldest inhabitant" 
could recollect set in and lasted three 
days. Several houses were unroofed and 
considerabl9 damage was done to grow
ing crops. 

During the visitors' stay several very 
severe rainstorms occurred. Only one 
or two evenings were dry enough to per
mit sitting "on the lawn." Cousin 
John was afflicted nearly the whole 
time with a hacking cough, and his wife 
caught cold in the head from sitting on 
the veranda after sunset. 

The host was disgusted. "Catch met' 
bragging again about the climate! It's . 
as dangerous as trying to have a child" 
'show off.' It's sure to do just what > ou 
don't want it to. After this 1 don't say 
anything about our weather!"—Youth's 
Companion. 

So If PoMtMed. 
Two Jfcgies and an invalid boy who 

was carried on a stretcher were the 
last passengers on the gang plank of a 
river steamer. The boy and one of the 
ladies were successfully embarked, and 
the other lady was crossing the plank, 
which was loose and partially drawn in,^ 
when »t tipped and plunged her into thet 
river. Several young men on the boat? 
hastily removed their coats and were 
just ready to leap into the water, when 
she came up smiling, holding fast to her 
bag ami umbrella. 

"Now don't any one jump in after 
me," she called to the excited passen
gers; "I'm all right, and will float until 
my clothes become soaked with water. 
Just throw me a rope. Thero's no ne
cessity for any one else to get wet." 

The rope was thrown to her. and she 
grasped it with one hand and was drawn 
to the side of the steamer, when she 
said: 

"Now some one lie fiat on the deck 
and reach down and take my bag and 
umbrella, and then help me out." 

A young inan followed her instruc
tions and she was soon starlding safe on 
the deck. 

Requesting a porter to take her trunk 
immediately to a stateroom, she retired," 
and in a few minutes returned dry clad 
and cheerful to receive the congratula
tions of her fellow passengers, and to re«^ 
lieve the alarm of her lady friend, wh<^ 
had promptly fainted at sight of the ac» 
cident.—Washington Republic. 
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The Daily Leader. 
Its readers consult its columns lor 

bargains in 

MERCHANDISE 

Abbreviation* in Lettora. 

Emerson said that "in a letter any ex
pressions may be abbreviated rather 
than those of respect and kindne&H; 
never write "Yours affly.'" But, be it 
said with all respect, this smacks of ped
antry. The close of a letter is mere for
mula, and is precisely that part which, 
in writing to a friend, may without risk 
of misunderstanding be cut short or dis
pensed with. But no haste or degree of 
familiarity excuses careless expressions 
in the letter itself. Written words stand 
by themselves; the tone of the voice and 

often j the glance of the eye, which often con
vey more than half the meaning, are not/ 
there as footnotes; many and many an 
unintentional sting has been planted by 
a clumsy phrase or halting expression. 
The same principle holds good in con-
•enation.—Blackwood's Magazine 

A Dolieate Hint. 
He—1 stepped on your drat You 

must think me a perfect bear. 
She—Oh, no, Mr. Bashful; yon do not 

remind me in the least of a bear. 

!\ 

. Chinese street* as* «ftea mode Una } he has been wondering ever since 
* tight feet wide. what she meant.—Detroit Free Preia 

H« Wanted to Keep Sunday. 

Mrs. Gazzam (as she came in from 
church)—Sometimes it is very hard work 
to listen to Dr. Thirdly's sermons. 

Gazzam—That's the reason 1 don't go 
to church. I don't believe m wwjfing os 
Sanday.—Harper's Bazar. 

J*olly't Command to Har Falitor. 
The following extract from "Madame 

Knight's Journal," written in 1723, 
shows that children were much the same 
at that time as they are now: , -* 

Thursday, about 3 in the afternoon, 
£ set forward with neighbor Polly, a 
girl about eighteen years, who her far 
ther said he had been to fetch out of th# 
Narragansetts, and said they had rod# 
thirty miles that day -on a sorry lean 
horse with only a Bagg under her for a 
pillion, which the poor Girl often com-
plained of. 

About 7 that evening we came to 
New London Ferry. Here, by reason of 
a very high wind, we mett with great 
difficulty in getting over. 

The boat tost exceedingly, and our 
Horses cappered at a very Surprisinjr 
rate, and set us all in a fright, especially 
poor Polly, who desired her father to 
say "So Jack" to the horse to make hini 
stand. 

But the careless parent, taking no 
notice of her repeated desires, She Rored 
out in a Passionate manner, "Pray, Suth, 
father, Are you deaf? 8ay 'So Jack* 
to the horse 1 tell you." 

The Dutiful Parent obeyed saying 
"So Jack, So Jack," as gravely as if he 
had bin saying Chatchiso after young 
Miss, who with her fright look t ail the 
Colours of ye Rainbow. 

Working fur a Wife. 
An infinite amount of trouble ha# a 

youth of the Philippines ere he is allowed 
to take a wife to his bosom. After the 
parents on both sides have come to terms 
the young gentleman has to work for his 
intended father-in-law for a certain tim#, 
very often for four years, and sometimes 
longer. During this time he must mind 
his p's and q's, for if he does anything 
wrong ho is instantly discarded. Very 
frequently unscrupulous fathers make a 
practice of dismissing their daughters' 
young men on the merest pretense, thus 
enriching themselves by their gratuitous 
labor.—San Franoisco Examiner. 
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detail. Orders for work will re
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What Makes Hair Cnrljr.. .•» j 

The difference between straight and 
curly hair is very apparent on a micro
scopical examination. . , . j in i ••••> 

A h^ir is a hollow tube, and a straight 
hair is as round as a reed, while a curly 
hair is always flattened on both sides 
and curls toward one of the flat sides, 
never toward the edge. It is a curious 
and little known fact that the hair of 
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