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THE STORY OF A PICTURE.

It fs about 10 o'clock p. m., the hour

when life inits lightest and most fri

— Broadway.

:l‘é{v'.: ”

will not diminish much before mid

might. The crowd upon the pavementa
and in the hotels is frequently ang-
mented for a few moments by persons
beaving theatres in the vicinity during
the entr'acte for an airing, refresh-

ments or cigars.

The crowd on promenade is a motely
one, composed for the most part of
welldressed men and women, and

from the animated tones and gestures,
ﬂ:.py jests and light laughter, dis-

Jingling of car bells, one might think
that sare rested lightl on the shoulders
of the most who are here,
Among the crowd of busy talkers,
thoughtless idlers and devotees of
pleasure walking at a leisu ely pace
and with a thoughtful air, comes a man
whose genius has already made his
name & household word in many lands.
It is Geoffrey Vail the artist. The
bandsome. scholarly face, with its deli-
cate white complexion, its large, soft,
black eyes and sweeping Llack mous-
tache whieh fringes his sensitive mouth,
his graceful carriage and the plain but
faultlesa style of his attire, stamp him
eazily asa man of superior type even
to those who do not recognize in the
lone individual the well-knoan figure
ef me‘ropolitan life,
Above the jorgon of sounds in the
streels rise occasionally from a side
street the tones of a piano-organ ac-
eompauied by the voice of a person
singing some Italian songs. Th+ artist
panses for & moment to listen to the
pathetic ring of this voice, and as he
spproaches s struck by the appearance
of the singer. It is a young girl, about
sixtesn years of age with a Madonna-
like face touched with a look of most
exquisite sorrow. Isit possible that
the coarse-looking Italian yonder can
have any connection with this lovely
chuld? It is not of this Lle artist
thinks as he lingers, throwing coin.
into the old man’s hat. It is of how
that lovely fa & wonld look on canvas,

Suddenly the girl sees his ardent gaze,
and her eyes droop to the ground, while
& color like the first blush of sunrise
mantles her cheek. The artist is yet
more charmed, although he diverts his
gase, still following the couple from
street to street.

Finally the organ is closed up, and
the two perfurmers prepare to go home.
Geoffrey Vail approaches the Italian as
he is about to go hogpe and touches
him on the shoulder.

“Is it your danghter " he asks point-
ing to the girl

The man nods his head.

*l am an artist and would like to
paint ber pictire," said Geoffrey.

Tne man shook his head in disap-

-

“11 rou will allow her to coms to my
stadio everyday for a month I will pay
you liberally.”

“How much ?” asked the man, gruffiy.

*One hundred dollars,” answered the
artist, after a moment's hesitation.

“She will earn more than that with
the organ.”

*“Then we will say two hundred.”

The man's greed was satisfied, and
be consented to the terma.

“When shall we commence "

*To-morrow, if it suits you" said
the artist.

*Very well,” answered the man, and
Geofirey banded him his card

Geoffrey turned homeward, pleased
with his discovery. For a long time he
bad meditated painting & seriea of

- pletures representing the emotions,

*Here is my ‘Angel of Sorrow’ iasal-
izad already,” he said to himself, as he
pursusd his way throngh the still
erowdsa thorough- fare home.

The pretly Itallan found Geoffrey
Vaill in his studio awaiting her visit on
the following day.

The strong light in the studio, where
the ecuriains wers purposely drawn
back, revealed to the artist that he had
- mot been deceived with regard to her

staff sad a shawl of the samesabls hus
ed round ber head and shoulders.
_'Imhn posod as a model before "

volons form is on parade 1n the upper
part of the city's great artery of tratlic

Madison Square is brilliant with a
thousand lights; the great hotels are
saronged with idle groups, while up
#3d down the side-walks continues the
s"eady stream of foot passengers which

tinguishable above the steady tramp of
fost, the r ttling of cab wheels and the
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ac Rim with wonder agam. It was in
conceivable to ber that she should feel
timid in his presenee,

The grave gentle face of the artist
ihad wou her confidence comple ey,
Accustomed to rough looks and some
times blows, the chill seemsd in the

But the
face,

| breathe the air of paradise,
Iook of sorrow did not Jeave her
it was too deeply imprinted there,

Geoffrey was soon busy with hic per-
eil  An artist, his soul was in s art
To him the animate beauty was only a
stepping-stone to the inanimute, every-
thing lovely created that it might be
copied onthe canvas and immortalized

Consuelo's sitting was not a long one,
e thought it best not to tire her too
much the first day, and at the end of
the third hour rose from his easel and
thanking Ler, dismissed her till the
mOTrow.

said Geoffrey.

The girl's look answered him.

For the first that she could remember
Conseuelo went to her miserahle home
happy. A new vista had been opened
to ber. She had caught the glimpse of
another world, with which she seemed
to feel a strange kinship,

How gladly those days glided by
while the “Angel of Sorrw,” half real
and half the creation of the artist's
superb fancy, grew upon the canvas,
The last sitting came. Artist and
model were Lo part.

(zeoffrey, who had grown familiar
with the child, took her hand in his
own when he bade her adien. Sudden-
ly Consuelo burst into tewrs.

The artist himself felt unexpecteily
and strangely moved Even to him
the parting seemed painful. Why?
Alind egotiam! nnknown to himself he
had learned to love. Only at this
crisis did the truth dimly dawn wupon
him. But why these tears of hers?
strange infatuaton! Then the child
must love him also.

She then turned away to weep,
“Consuelo,” he said gravely, “come
Conseulo came at his bidding

“Look me straight in the face.”

“l eannot,” she sobbed.

“Conseulo, why do you weep ¥"

The face could be doubted no longer
except by the blind.

“Consuelo, would jyou like to stay
here alwaws—to bem wife? ha said
rather nervously, half frightened him-
self.

The girl looked at him and sesmed
to make somo sudden resolve.
Withdrawing her han . from his, she
wiped her eyes, and then without an-
other word or look fled from the studio,
“She is frightened, but 1 must follow
her,” said the artist. How soon she
had becoms infinately precious to him!
He hastened to the door, but no trace
of Conseulo could be seen. He paused
to reflect. He did not know even her
address. :The Italian had already
called for his money, How should he
find her? What strange impulse had
caused her to turn and fly so suddenly ?
It was inexplisable, but hs must find &

atmosphere of this elegant studio to|

“Youn will come again, won't you?"

“On no consiperation,” tepueld
ariist  “It Is rescrved at & price whi
even the el x0T wwagant WLl
never care Lo go
Which means tha!
to sell it,” replied the visitor.
The artist bowed in acquiseroe
“And did you ever see & 1808
snggested such peauty ¢ asked tae 55

itor, sdding: “Pardon my, bt ! have .

you il ret care

sl.ch

purposs 1 INguirms
=1 T w1 one,” rephied the arhist
“with el this creation ol nLiae

could but feebly compare”

As he said this lis eye caught the
face of the lady, who lad remoyed her
| vedl.
| *“Consuelo! cried the artist,
ting his visitors for a4 inoment.

Bat they were smiling at him pleas-
antly.

“Pardon me,” said Lhe. ‘Some fan-
cied resemblance compelled me to ut-
ter that name."”

The lady approached nearer to Lim.

“Do you remember me. then she
said softly.
| The artist Inoked puzzled and per
' plexed. “Surely it is Consuelo; but
| pardon me, you have changed your
|name.” And he glanced siguificantly
| at her companion. *Ah!and you are

no more the ‘Angel of Sorrow’ you
| might now pose for the ‘Angel of Joy.”
[ Consuelo seemed Lo enjoy his perplex-
ity. “And have you not found laugh-
| ingly.

The artist shook his head sadly.

“Pa, this is Mr. Vail," said Consuelo,
| turning to her companion, who offered
{ his hand to Geoffrey with a pleasant
smile.

“You are wonaering what it all
means,” said Consuelo, also smiiing,
“burit is a long story: papa will tell
you while I look at some pictures
around the studio and if you wish to
repeat the question which you asked
me so long ago, which I never an-
swered, repeat it to him "

The story was briefly rold.

Consuelo had been kiduapped from
her home in Italy and shipped to New-
York. After many years she had been
traced and returned to her parents
*he hid fled from (zeoffrey presence be-
cau e ashamed of her humble origin
and parentage, believing the padrone
to be her father, and had been rescued
immediately alter.

Such a story could have but one se-
quel—a happy marriage. It was as-
|suredly a happy one, and soon after

forget-

| Geoffrey commenced the twin picture,

having found in his beloved wife a
suitable subject for his celebrated artis-
tic creatiun.—"The Angel of Juy."

A Battle Between Ductors.

Although the matter has been to »
great extent kept secret, & battle be-
tween homeopathy and allopathy has
raged over the sick bed of Princess
Heunrietla of Flanders precisely similar
to that which occurred z* the com-
mencement of Lord Reaconfield's fatal
fliness. Her mother, whois an ardent
homeopathist, called in Dr. Martiny,
the head of that school of medicine

key to the mystry. How? Would she

not return to her old avocation, accom- l

soon find her again.

But days, weeks and months rolled
by, and no trace of Conseulo or the
1talian rewarded his anxious searoh.

So his passion died away into a
vague and hopeless regret. Nething
remained of Conseulo but the blending
of he- pesuty with his own dreams in
the picture. So he devoted himself
with renewed ardor to his favorits
pursuits. The “Angel of Sorrow”™ was
completed; extravagant offers wers
made for it, but the picture was not
for sale. Money could not buy it.
Ithung In the artist's own studio—
his yreatest achievement—and many
wondered as they gazed upon the sor-
rowful face whencs came the inspirs-
tion for it.

Geoffrey Vall received many visitors
at his studio. Wealthy patrons and
personal friends brought others often
to seo the great artist's work's aften
sadly interropting him when he wished
to be alone, but courteously received.
Five years had gone by since his
brief love dream had its sudden birth
and tragic finale. His gentle facs had
grown gentler, and perhaps a tinge of
sadness crept in between ths hand.
some lines; but he had little to ecom
plain of so far as success was con-
cerned.

He is busy in his studio when some
callers are annonnoed. They are for-
elgners, evidently, from their names.
Geoffrey glanced carelessly at the eard,
and, and not recognizing the names, is
about to excuse himself, but saddenly

panying the organ? If he searched
{he streets for 8 few days he would, cessitated the summoning of 2 provin-
| cisl practitioner by telegraph, and has

and all the eminent orthodox physi-
cians declinad to meet him in consulta.
tion. The attitude they assuwed ne-

given a wonderful opportunity to a
young and able military docter, who

|eon.lld.arl obedience the first duty of

his calling.—London World.

Did Not Want Freckles.

A handsome young womsan, who is
well known for her philanthropy and
who devutes a great deal of ber home
to making light the burden of poverty
which other folks bear, recently found
& family worthy of her assist®uce. It
consisted of a mother and several chil-
dren, the eldest a girl of 20 years,
wrelchedly dresssd. The young woman
cast about and finally secured a po-
sition im a wholesals candy store for
the girl

The salary was fair, the hours were
not long, and all the girl had to do was
to pack candy. Bhe acoepted the situ-
ation gladly, and the young woman
left the family fesling that she had
placed thegirl ina position toeamn
snough money to support them.,

About two weeks later she called at
the tenement where the family lived
and was surprised to find the girl at
home.

“Why, what's the matter 7™ she askou.
“Are you not working today ?”

“No, ma'am,” was the reply. “I'm
not working st all.”

“When did you leave your place®”

“Last week.”

“¥What was the matter? Didn't they
pay you enough money 7

“Oh, yes, ma'am, the wages was uli

asiced Geoffrey, noteing the artistic ef- his mind. right. It wasn't that”
fwet of this simple costume, His visitors mre shown iuto the| “Wasthe work too heavy for you?"
*No.” sald the girl “never before.” “No, ma'am, the work was light
“What is your name?” asked the| A gentleman refined and distin- 4
artiss, ; + - {guished in sppesrance, and alady some| The young womaa began to fesl very
“Consuslo.” years his junior. A vell partly secludes | unessy. She dreaded what might fol-
“Sousuelo,” repeated the artist, “and | the Iady’s face. Jow. But she fssed the situation
look (noomsolable.” bows politely, and advances | bravely and asked:
girl did not understand his re- | to weet them as they are snnounced.| “Were you not treated right, then?
but ber largs dark ey were | The _ : in Freuch,| +0h, yes, ma'am, they ght me te work
taroed upon him w % for their introsion, and asks | in an aloove near s sunny window, sad
%0 Jook at some of the art-|thssun camein nearly all day, and I
_ s ist's work, and the lady, who bad ob- | was afrald 1'd get freckied, 30 { lefe”
armaage you a8 I wish yoa tosit,” [served the artist's favorito pieture,
plased 8 ehair for her, arrang |leads her companion towardsit. After| New York Herald: Ethel—Clars went
i some onre her attit.de amd |viewing it for some minvtes, and|to Earope to got didsbe? I'd
RN e exchangiog remarks of admirstien in|like to see the man to Europe to
piot-| Moed—Without do % Timbuo-
Jioo sithar, £ fonay. , 7% " T

the !

\ enerable Vaulty.

The vamty that survives the 4
f =
| of every persounl eharm 18, UL R
bles, the moat 1l Line
| eaitiful woimen for re
hardly blan i Ea
7 ud 1 Y hirk hier
| joieing in the sdmiration to Which hie
# ¥
mirrog tells per she lus a right, or Jor
setting off te tha best advantage the
phyeical periections W ith which heaver
!m; endowed her: but the withered
grandms who Was ouce & Halw is not
antecedents for attemp-

excused Ly her
ting the ral« of Hebe in spite of faded

hair tha

cheeks, Lick juster dyes and

what the mirror says silently sogiely
repeats with a sneer. It i3 impossiiie
to mistake ronge for the tint of nature
The imposiure is as apparent to every
observer as it “Heware of paint” were
written on the forchead of the pin<
sancered lady,

Pale soung women as well ns sal
low old oues are much given to color-
ing their cheeks i this age of personal
artifice.  Hundreds of girls between
the ages of 16 and 20 paint their faces
at least as often as they clean their
teeth.

Neverwere there more counlerfeits
of nature in circulation than in this
our day, If seams to be the fashion to
be spurious.—New York Ledger.

Iis Wite Is Susplcious.

He was standing In a doorway on
Jefferson avenue and prasently he
halted a pedestrian with a wave of Lis
hand, and beckoned him to approach
and sail:

“How do I laok "

appearance, {f you want an hones. an
swer,” replisd the surprised cilizen,

“That's pood. Shabby refers to my
dress. How's my facial sppearatce ="

“Pinched and hungry.”

“That’s excelient. Do [ look like a
man who had money #”

“No."

“Would you class me &8 hard up and
friendless "

“] eertainiy would ™

“Thank you. To sum up, you woul
sel me down asa vietim of unfortu

out of this town too fast?”
“That's ahont it.”
“Thanks, Hereis a letter 1 have

to get homa, She's & suspicious wom
Please write at the bottom:

than he says it is
name,”

Was at onee taken to the postofice
Free Press.
He Got a Holhiday.

When I was abont 11 yeara ol
day rebelled against going to schoal
preferred the hook and line and th
babbling brook, and I said to father—
farmer at the dinaer table. *“Can’t
stay out of school this afternoon ¥

my no small surprise.

ing up the fallow ground.”

me” I knew what he meant, and
went.

[ said, “Father, I think 1 would ratha
go to school today.”

for a holiday without soma ver
reason.—Chichgo Herald.

As U 8ad Lisbilistes,
Creditor—“How long will it

Lo prepare & alatement %"
Mr. De Bugt (head of bankrupt firm

it will take us about three mont
coliec them." i

jong time to wait; and besides you
must then have additional time l;) p’ro-
pa;; & statement of the sassts.”
r. De Bust—“Oh, I can
5 get up that
in five minutes"—New York Weekly
Twe Forms of Goverament,
English Traveler— 1,
your form of governme
ours ¥
American  Riatesmans
You have to help support
royal family, don't youy”
:Indlmetlr. yes; but——»
Well, I don't haye s——cent to pay

Wward the support of
and, besides tm} ?‘r:n ;or :ldllgilg
(]

one of my own mily into
A f i~ nice, soft
W Pukitions."— New ’ ork

you consider
nt. superior to

Tnfinitaly
the whole

: Mo Donb
nbt of it
“Ts this & sleeping.ear
commercial me,'z he ﬂ'::lmh‘
bead out of his beryl, b»
“Yea, sah” P
'wdl.'lteup,'m'gm ied. 5is

e

s depreciated from guld 10 ;‘. ater  compos
and is lsequerad over Lo eonesal te
change
Looking plisses tell the truth to
threescace as to sixteen.  They retiect
saffron as foithful as rose and when (o
the satffron is overlald with manufact-
ured bloom they tell the enameled elder
to her face that it 18 unnatural ynd

“Why, youn present a pratty shabby |

nate circumstances who couldn’t get |

And sign your

The ecitizen complied and the letter

“Oh, yes," he answered promptly, to |

[ ate my dinner with keen anticipa
tion of & jolly afternoon; but as we
“053 from tha table fa her said, “Come
with me. © need alitts help in pick-

When the trees of the forest were
felled they were out into logs, rolled to-
gether and burning, after which it was - y
= to pick up the charred mck!ﬂmm_ Nobody can tell exactly why.
Sl ma.k,e smaller heaps for another but after you have met her you turn
fire. When father said “Coms with | #W4Y 10 s0me nther woman and you

At night I was black as & neg o and
sour as a lemon, and the next morning

“All right,” he anawered; “go ahead
and after that | was carefal not to ask
take you | gressive people,
—"Our Mabilities are so scattered Lhat

Creditor—“Three months? T hat's a

e Funny M,

who have saén ey

wever t wr

i
{1 o Life of comie Journals and
nals with comic departments
o this kind of work, like predty

every other kind, may be nade

t hyir

know 1

mul

ai st copnpietely mne hanieal IMwre
s a regulation way to make @ juks :
(1t is to say, A regniation joke 0
courss, gentinge Humor awl positive Wit
tratscend all rules, Auy the great iester
s born, pol made.  But for all that,

thes have beéen [..._:,.‘“j..f,a] luuny
t o graln of wit in their
15 wel

1 whio kadn
Far instance, (L

of a eertam

tion

known that the proprietor
greal New York daily newspaper fias
! of mixing lis editons al up

A habit

periodically, to prevent Lem from slud

g into ruts, and o give each depart-
ment the benefit of fresh deas and
tresh iznoranac) from Lime to Lime le

chinnges his men all about trap=ferring

the sporting edilor to the financial e
partmen!, setting the live stock re

porter 1o writing sditorials, an 1 80 0l

Now it chuncod that in one of the
mixups the funny column fel 10 thie
tot of 4 reporter who did pot know 2
joke from s logarithm—who had no,
mare sense of hemeor than a haystack
He was accustomed to obey, huwever, |

and he went 10 work making Joxes
s first attempts  were something
wonderful to read. People with pale
faces stopped one anotlier on the streel,
pointed  out with trembling fngers
these jokes and asked f they realy

rend as they wars answered that they
[did, they drew deep broaths of reliel
tand passed on.  Friends of the pro}
prietor nf the paper beggel him te
make i change, and  declared ta hilm
that there werp soma things the paper
could not stand.  But he adliered Lo
{ils programme and kept the man
wotk, and in course of time the now
funny mans jokes that were copied in
othier papers for jokes, and became an
| admired member of the National Para-

| grapher’'s Assoclation.

DBusiness and Sentiment,

| newpaper office.
“Well,” asked the editor,

“My eousin Jim is dead,” said the | “Us.

(tired man, with a deep rooted sigh

“my only cousin, whom [ loved as a much 10 the reitef of the sufferen 4
4 | brother—or more.”

| “That's too bad.”
“Isn’t it, though?

And [-1 haw

but what you might be inclined 1

written to my wife, asking for mu““lprint them."”
| The editor found upon inspection

an and she won't take my word for it, that the poetry was not so bad as "‘|
might be—in faet, for Jbitunry poetry :
“Attest: Ivsadurned sight worse it was rather a superior articls.  So he | Was h's wife and the other two m 7S
“I think we can find room for

said

this”
“Ahb, if you only willl My poar, poar
_|eousin! 1f this tribute to his mem-
!ury -

Herp he either got stuek in his sen

[
Then he put on his hat
| stood un one foot and then on the othe
and finadly said:

“Oh, er—do 1 get miy check
wait till publication "

“What check **

1
L]
7; | now, o
Do you expect a man to sit up till |
for the fun of the thing¥*

Tha tribute to Coustn Jim has no

appearsd yat,

Everybuily Likes Her.

1%y, “Don’t yon like Miss Grosvenor?

one; without knowing all about hLe
you feel jast the sort of girl she i,

r

pleasure all over the world,

and doea not find joy in ineiting ag-

She is the girl who has (a0t enongh
notto say tha very thing that wip
caitss the skeleton in her Triend's el
to rattle his bones.

Bhe is the girl, wlo, whethar it s
Warm or cold, elear or storm Y, fin
fault with the weather,

h l“l:! ix the girl, who when You inrvita
er Lo any placs, go I
it h-‘rphut_ mplimenss yoy by

Bheis the girt who [
womanly to look at and hnwn“r: :::ii
who doesn't strike you as a poor ;mau
lion of & demi-mondaine, ‘

dha is the girl who makes
A pleasant placs becayse sha
ant herself.

And, by the by,
think of f, sn't g

et

a4 no

the world
¥ 80 plona

h:men Yon come to
* the girl who mak
you fg-i she Ifkes you, and, therefol‘?.
you like her¥— Boston Globe,
Fazhion of i
De I'mde—# 4 o mah
Aw, good man, do
you miake .
M"; trousahs wide or DarTow
Fashlonable Cutter—

1]
h'on th legn, sir; the less A1 depsads
ll'ou.lu;'.u_"

log th' more

Why do them falss eyes be
made of ginm now? Pat: Shure an’

Mike:

move y"~ w‘u"

5

bow else -
M'J‘mm’-’“m ... '.

A tired Jooking man, with » deep
band of crape on his hat came into &

written a few verses of poetry on him, | tracted to the performance again
or rather about him; and I didn’t know |

tence or broke down emotion and gave
d1 one | way to tears,

T sach suow as falls is dry as meal. Mol

“The check for my poetry, of course, |

o'clock in the morning WTiting poelry |

There ig & type of girl that every body

Now, the reason you like her is 2 subtle

She i the girl who {8 not “too bright
and good” to beable to find joy and

BShe is the girl who appreciates (e
y good | fact that she cannot always have

| first chioice of everything in the world, | ing s,
| Shels the girl whois not aggressive| - Fo4 further and I wet s chanf

the | ownno e?”

|

howl he dashed it io the
face & 1d remarked:;

8 blankety-blank son-of s gus
Texna”

while he was slowly wiping W
answered

know whers you ware from”

The Schene Wor. oq
The thwatre was erow || Tie
tais bad just risen Jewsy
= plumes on wondrons hagg
fluttered fu the heated ar o
waved siowly to and fro g gy
ionable sudience turred i
opera ginswes towand the siage
ted into the hnsh of expriage
precedes the opening of the ply,
Ly rl],n-rimwd slage I:..]n“
waled considerately for
comers 10 be sealsd befor: e by
for the curtain to r se.

I & conspicuous loceu. 1 abegyd
way between te wiceatrs and ol
front seals of the paiqut i gl
three ladies who had co.an iy linamg 18
ed about five winutes befury @
were noticeable for the wide,
umbrageous hats they wore
[sehindl them sat a uervous I
spairing man, who was M kg
but fruitiess efforta 1o sae tha gyl SRl
The wide hats with their wegsy JorE
tropical bird foliage hid en.-\tu."
wanted to see from his view, Iy P
he wrigzled and squirmed aud o
s neck from side to side The
were too large, Wo close togethe
too richly upholstersd.

Apparently uneonseious that be

attracting the attention of evar
i his neighborhood and bringingngt
Indies in front of him into ung .
| prominence, Lo persevered Ll somd
of 1l suppressed laughter wors
on all sides of him. Then s s
liimself back in his chair withi 2«
sigh, but the ext moment took sl
tage of alull in the perforciaomsy
the stage to lean forward and
one of the Iadies —-the one wio mt
the middie.

“Madam,” he said in & loud  whisyl
“T beg pardon, but it is utterly impe
nie for me to see through your ha,
the Lord made me too spinll 1o see pul
it. 1f you will kindly semove it y
will make a wretched man Lappy fu
whole evening "

The forty or fifly persons whe
looking ou saw Lhe lady remore
hiat at once, turn around, and smilag®
beg his pardon. They saw the otie®
two ladise take off their hats aise, wsl
Lie exampls beoame instantly cont

Ten or a dozen other en
'!Imta came off in the next half minmy

¥ .

-

rectly behind them, Then the st g
the evening stopped on the stag m
¢ | the attention of the andience wm

The deteils of this pleasing 1t =Kl :
o | cldent are given in full for the piel ;
{of expluming to thosa who  w/tne
it that the whole affair was & pul

Joh =

The tady whom that man addne ,.

| "hleazn Trivne

Iiis siaters .

It Must Uave tseca Chilly, :
You think you have it cold hes b e
Bostou;yon stould live in Mosrwges
one winter. Thers they have ne ‘

{audden chnnges as we do here buti i
| & continuous ittar cold al' along

Jnotdamp, but dry and elear

¥ A

| pie Lhere wear moceasing, but never g
F|their feet wet, excepl in case of & p
longed thaw. But—cold? Why,
[ could talk to you about it from
till midnight. Yon won't bLelien
|but the firemen dip their mitiess
hands inlo a pail of water when ¢
leave the eugine houso to run to s &
#0 that their mittens will freeze. |
see, the contlug of ice keeps the
mir from their hands, Without it
hands would be fromt bitten in
minutes. You won't believe (i
froze my nose once while crossing
street.  It's a matter of courteq) i
If you see n man whose nose is f
""f to tell him so,

came out of tie house and s
friend at the corner, talked with he!
minute and then walked ac om ¥
Streel” A gird whom | knew sliph
Was pasaing as | stapped upon the s
walk. Mer right ear was as white®
sheet. Says I, “Miss, excuse ma
your ear s frozen’  “Phank
| says she, “what's the matter with
[ thought she was §?
Yousee and [ walked

i

t

*

r

[l

mine, and says he, “[MHeaven's
{ Lowtie, rub some snow on your
IUs ik an iceberg.” Then 1 belin
|and I rabbed on the snow, and
{ Into the drug store and got soms ™
|grease to put onit. -
| ¥'ve stood on the bank of the St 1
retce and ssen the river freezs ove®
fors my eyes.  You conld see the
iee crenp out from the stiore uné
tict the ice from the farther side B
was n wonderfal sight, Cold?
man, ete, ele.—Boston Letter.

Sure of Une Thing.

C. W. Couldoek, the veieran s
talking one day to & couple of
of some experience on the rosd, W/
this story: A number of persons ¥
mnanding in e ber-room of 8 el
when & typieal froutier cowboy, 18
shirt and sombrero, with dspper bo®
entered and insolently demsoded !
Rixs of besr.  The bartender, o
inoffensive looking tellow, filled
glass and pet it before him.

Taking it up with » swage™

bartesds

“I want you to understand thet |®

‘The bartender picked up & :

“1 know what you wers, bu!

1o
>

A




