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lish in which to express his disgust of
the filthy, mopping skirt:

“To be serioue, the traling ekirt is
not only u delusion and a snare for

Btreet wear,but is a fraud, an impoeition
tion, and a dirt collee'ion outrage on

the sentiment that ‘cleanline:s is next
to godlinees.” It is an abuse that ought
to be prohibited by statute it no other
way can be found to put astop to §*,
and the wretch who is responsible for
makitg it the mede should be boiled in
his or her own tut. We make ordinunc-
€8 againet expectorating on the side-
walk; we close up the saloons at mid.
night and on Sundaye; we restriet the
borieg of oil wells within certtin limits:
we regulate the epeed of trains and bi
cycles and milk wugors; wy have a
plumbing ordinance losking to the san-
itation of houses, and in som» citios hats
are prohibited in theatres, Lut beside
the trailing ekire, the wide open suloon,
the near-by oil well, the fast truin the
ecorching bicycle, the whirling milk
wagon, eewer gas and the tall but at the
theatre fude into nothingnegs,”

ON THE REBOUND.

Of course, we'd meet the winter through
At balls and teas, but then, you know,
I thought the world of Ned Carew,
Who'd been devoted, and | kaew
Tom was in love with Kittie Snow.

So Tuesday night, at Kittie’s ball,

When they announced she was engaged
To Ned Carew, I thought I'd fall
Or faint I really can’t recall

When I've been so stunned or enraged |

She’s such a scheming girl—and then
Oh, lots of times I've heard Ned say

He thought she looked so silly when

She tried to flirt. Oh, dear, some men
Can’t keep the same mind through the day!

Well, Wednesday came, and as "twas Lent,
And I was blue about it all,

I thought the day would be best spent

In some good work, and so I went
To take flowers to the hospital.

And passing by, who should I see

As at their door, with all my flowers
I stood, but Tom. He said that he
Thought time best spent in charity —

I said those were my happiest hours.

Well, that began it. Then we found
Our tastes alike in everything,

We think respect’s the proper ground

For love, and ours is strong and sound,

Mine's twice'u big as Kittie’s ring!
Beatrice Hanscom in the May Ladies’ Home
Journal,

Two Kinds of Love-Letters.

It is safe to say that the Robert
Browning love.letters, just published by
Harper & Brothers, under the title of
“The Letters of Robert Browniug and
Elizabeth Barrett Barrett,” will be ap-
preciated when they are contrasted with
those written by another eminent man of
lettere, Bulwer Lytton. We quote two
letters. one of Robert Browning to Eliz-
ubeth Barrett, and one of Lord Lytton
to Miss Rosina Wheeler, afterwards
Lady Lytton, Women may chooge
which they would prefer to receive,
“Now, my love,” writes Robert Browr..
ing, “I am round you, , . My whole
lite is wound up and down and over you,

+ Ileel you stir evarywhere. |
4m not conscious of thinking or feeling
but about you, with some reference to
you—so will I live, so may I die! And
you have bleesed me beyond the bond,
in more than in giving me yourself 1o
love; inasmuch as you believed me from
the first. What you called
‘dream work' wase real of its kind, did
you not think? And now you believe
me, I believe, and am happy in what 1
write with my heart full of love for you,
Why do you tell me of a doubt, as now,
and bid me not clear it up, ‘not answer
you'? lHave 1 done wrong in thus
answering? Never, never do me direct

wrong and hide for a moment from me
what a word can explain, as now. Yeu
660, you thought, it but for a moment, |
loved your intellect—or what pro-domi.
nutes in your poctry and is most dis.
tinet from your heart—better, or as well
you—did you not? And ] have toll
you everything -explained everything,
have I not? An now I will dare; yes,
dearest, kisa you back to my henrt
8gain, my own. There—and there!”
And this is how Lord Lytton v lls his
love: My own dearest, kindest, most
beautitul, most darling poodle, Now,
dearest, shall chome oo triumph — it is 0o
only that shall tame auvd eul jugate oo
own wolt, Puppy, till he can lay his hesd
on that beautiful, beautiful bosom and
forget even to growl. Ah! that
me cou'd kiss oo! That me could
breath my homage, my worship to oo in
one, one long, burning, eternal kise!
Shall not we be both the bet'er, and the
wiser, and the happier for this, my
poodie, herefter? Me is sure we shall.
And is oo still ill, my ownest? RBut thie
will make oo well, will it not? Ah,
dearest, dearest Rose: 2000 [kisses], Do
not be hurt, love, me is going out of
town tomoirow for two dayse. Me is
very unwell, feverish, and nothing but
the country can do me any gool, so that
me will go down tomorrow und look at
Woodeot Hall, which me hopes g0 will
suit us. Me has bought such a pretty
tev set for 0o, and a dessert-set of Dree.
den. Me will not send back oo presents
yet, but me hopes 0o wili gee them at
Woodeot very, very soon. Oh, how me
does, does, lonyg for that day. . And
now, darling. good-bye and God ble_s oo,
und may oo forgive Puppy as utterly
and sincerely as oo possibly can, Mesers,
Kisss & Co., Pay to Poodle: 2,000,000 to
her eyes, 4,760,550,087 to her lips, and

9,000,070,005 to her cheeks. (Signed)
Puppy. 1827, London.—P, Is me
good?

PURC4ASED FAME.
English Newapapers Always Adves:
tise Obscure Society People.

During the recent upheaval In the
Pall Mall Gazette office one interesting
bit of information that came to the sur.
face wus that Mr, Astor's editors and
reporters  were  accustomed when
emong themselves to refer to a certain
department of the baper as “the tittle.
tattle column,” says the New York
Times, It contains divers short para-
Braphs in which are ~ecounted the
dolngs, social and other, of aotabilities
of varlous grades, Including always
many titled nonentities and occaslon-
ally professional persons llke doctors.
lawyers and diplomats. Most of the
other Londen journals have simllar
columns and they are all equally trivial
and snobbish. It now appears that
what has always seemed to be merely
an amusing illustration of the extent to
which the British public carries its in-
terest in the “upper classes” is in reai-
Ity something quite different,

A Manchester doctor recently got Ia-
to trouble with hig confreres because
he allowed himself to be advertized as
connected with a certajn sanitarium.
One of his friends, noticing that the
movements of other medica) men, all of
whom had been vociferously serupu-
lous in regard to the ethics of their
profession, wore constautly recorded by
the press, proceeded to the office of
the Thunderer {tgelf with a similar
Item exploi.ing a Journey of his own.
There he was informed that announce-
ments of that class were inserted at
the rate of 1 guinea for three lines and
10 shillings 6 pence for every addition-
al line, Continuing his Investigation
he learned that the soclety people, too,
bought fame at the same high price
and that the so-called “tittle-tattle”
was published not because the British
public yearned for it, but because the
Insser lights of society and sclence
yearned for notorfety and were willing
to pay lor It

Why

Who steals my purse steals trash; but
the burglar who leaves the gas burning
in my house steals that which not ep-
riches him, and leaves me poor indeed,

Furity or tne Aarmr.

"Out in Arizona we have a way of
Jragging on the purity and clearness
of our air,” sald Judge Murphy, the
delegate at Washington from that ter.
ritory, “and we have reason for it, for
there is nothing like it in the known
world. The air of California may sur-
pass that of Arizona from a photog-
rapher’s point of view, and it 15 claimed
that it does, but as the Arizonian only
cares for alr for breathing purposes, wae
are not at all jealous on that point,
We can ser mountain tops for over 100
miles, and some here claimed that
mountaing 130 miles distant can be
discerned with the naked eye. I was
speaking of this to some friends here
recently when I was blandly informed
by a Scotch clergyman, who was here
on a visit, that that would hardly be
vegarded as In any way remarkable in
Scotland, where, too, he sald, the air
was very clear. ‘We can egee murther
than 130 miles in Scotland,’ he sald,
‘We can see all the way to the moon,' "
—Ex,

Dan's Pay Ly,

It having been the custom of a cer-
tain establishment in the north to pay
the workers fortnightly, and the work-
men having found the custom some-
what inconvenleut, ft was decided to
send a delagnte to the head of the firm
to state their grievances. An Irish-
man, named Dan D——, famed for his
sagacity and persnasive powers, was
selected for the task. He duly waited
on the master, who addressed him
thus:

“Well, Daniel, what can
you this morning?"

“If yve plaze, sur, I've been sint as a
diligate by the workers to ask a favor
of ye regardin’' the Payment. of our
wages,”

“Yes, and what do
queried the mastey

“Well, sur, it Is the desire of mesllf,
and It is also the desire of ivery man
in the establiskment, that we receive
our fortnight's pay « rery week "

ve do for

they desire?”

Hibernlan (with dlgnll,\')—-n'nnl'torty,
If it's convanient, me colored frind. |
don't think.—Texas SBiftings,

Nutural hlloophy,

A farmer walked up and down a block
on Griswold street, a day or twon ago,
whistling a whistle that Was apparently
meant for a dog. When he had looked
up and down and around for ten min-
utes a newsboy came along and queried:

"Whistlin' fur your dorg?”

“Yes, but 1 guess the critter has got
too fur off. [ Knowed he'd git lost if |
brung him in"

"Your dorg ain't lost,
boy, “Can't nobody lose a dorg. It's
you that's lost, and |r you'll stand stin
a few minutes he'll find you."

The farmer smited at the boy’s phi-
losophy, but decided to heed it, and |t
wasn't five minutes  before his dog
turned in from Fort street and came up
to him,

“Didn't I tell ye? gatq the boy, as he
moved on. I don't make any charge
fur the pinter, hut next time you gt
lost just take a lean 4gin a lamppost
and gin yer dog a falr show to find ye,"
=Detroit Free Press.
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continued the

It Depended,

Mrs, Manhattan—How long I8 it cus-
tomary for a widow to wear mourning
for her husband in Chlcagn?

Mrs. Wabash Weeds—Phere is no
fixed rule about it It depends upon
how well fdcquainted you are, I am
Renerally pretiy lucky. —Ex.

*My dear, | have just gent that poem
to the Review, ynd | wanted you to
read it,"

“Never mind, 'l
comes buck."

read it when it

|
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Like a handsome bicycle, is a
thing of beauty and a joy for-
ever., The thoughtfu; buyer
will investigate inside quality
as well as outside finish. it
takes both to make a good
wheel.

Let us dissect a

Wittmman
Bicycle

for your critical comparison.

“1f defective parts are fouad
in Wittmann Bicycles- we will
replace free at our store and
pay all transportation charges
if any.H. WrrrMan & Co.

Such a guarantee has value.

H. WITTMANN &CO:

143-145 South 10th.

Harmess, Bicycles,
and Photographs.

We have the new stock for
1899, No job lots.

Our men have reputations,
Do you want your work done
nice? Do you want your house
painted good? [f SO, we are
the people,

J. W, MITCHELL & CO.
1338 O St,

Telephone 237,

TIME IS MONEY,
‘ When you are traveling, due con.
sideration snould be given to the

&mount of time spent in making your
journey.

The Union Pucific is the best line and
makes the fastest time by many hours
to Salt Lake City, Portland and Cali-
fornie points,

For time tables, folders, illustrated
books, pamphlets descriptive of the ter.
ritory traversed, call at City Office, 1044
O st, E. B, Brosson,

Gen, Agent.

»




