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very croms. The afternoon had

been most trying. At his prac
fiee hour the plano was out of tune, the
pecompanist bad played abominably,
sz he half suspected that he had bim-
olf made s false note. Whereupon he
bad called the luckless Celestino by
pome very hard Itallan names, and
peising his hat and coat had started ou¢
for & walk in the avenue to relleve his
mifled feelings.

As be walked along briskly In the
gear, cold, winter alr, noting how peo-
ple pansad to look st him, nudging one
another as the famous singer passed
Ms spirita slowly rose. He was very
bandsome, was [l Tenore, and the is-
dles were always wont to eye him ad-
miringly, even when they did not know
ihat his broad chest could send forth
sae of the finest volces in the world.

Il Bignore was forgetting all about
the opers. which was to come that night,
forgetting the unpleasaniness of the
sfternoon, his hatred of the robustious
basso and bls jealousy of the new sec- |
ond tenor. He was forgetting Verdl
and Meyerbeer and Gounod snd con-
tenting himself with the beantiful
weather and the comfortable feellng of
being alive and strong and well and |
good to Jook upon. Now he need be no
languishing troubadour, no f[li-starred
Huguenot, nor even a bereaved lover,
but just an ordinary man like all the
sthere—only handsomer.

Il Tenore was smiling softly to him-
pelf at the wide-eyed looks of admira-
Uen In the faces of two pretty school
girls who bad just passed him, when
a0 unwelcome sound struck upon his
sensitive ear. The smile faded from
his lips and a frown wrinkled the com-
piacent forebead as his eye caught
sight of the obnoxious traveling plano
and the quaint little fignre which was
“makiag the music go.”
| Tt Bignore strode angrily to the eurb-
stune.

“Basta’™ he cried In flerce [tallan to
ds bumble little compatriot, “why do
gou shriek at me that horrible tune?
Why do you sound It to me—to me, Il
Tenore? Cielo! Do I not hear it often
enough? Do I not work over !t night
and day, and must I always hear when
1 would forget for & moment? Ah—
must I not sing It to-night, that note

Sw.umm'rmnmundnd

' which Boston seldom vouchsafed to the

with her, and sinee then his leg bad
never straightened out. Bo Bettina had
to drag the plano and make the music
alone. And hard work It was for a girl
of 16 But he had made the dingy
room where he worked to blossom with
flowers of the most intricate designs
| known to bomny—flowers such as do
|not grow In the cold America, bor
blossom In any but the most tropic of
climes; flowera of such varied hue as
| only an Itallan imagination conld recall
| from the gardens of ita own bella patria.
He made litile windmllls, too, that
spun prettily and with kaleldoscopie
effect when there was just breeze
enough to fill them, but not too much to
tear the mimle salls. But as this was
a delightful eombination of weather

little would-be huyers of windmills the
old man’s trade was slender. For even
his rosea were viewed askance by the
skeptical eyes accustomed to the frail,
pale beautles of our less florid mea-
dows. These green, purple, yellow and
blue blossoma were too impressionistic
for even the Boaton taste.

Bettina had no mother to Inslst upon
the polite conventions of good society
nor to act as chaperon when her dangh-
ter attended the opera. Bo when, after
their scanty supper, Bettina announced
that she was golng to the opera that
night her father expressed only wonder
at her good fortune and rejoiced there-
at with her, For he was food of hils
pretty daughter, though he was some-
times & harsh master and made ber
work very hard

Bettina had never been to the opera.
Her acquaintance with the stage was
limited to sundry visits to the dlme
musenms and the galleries of the cheap-
er theaters. But this was to her a
land of pure delight Bhe watched the
surging crowd, the beautiful ladies and
their attendant cavaliers, the rows up-
on rows of happy, amiing faces, and
she knew that she, too, was a part ot
it all.

Then came the overture—the dear,
blessed music that she loved—and then,
oh, wonderful! another fairy world,
even more bewlildering than the one
about her, was opened to her daszling
sight.

Bettina sat motionless, rigld, the
tears standing In her soft, brown eyes,

which drives me crazy? Corpo dl Bae-
to! it 18 maddening!”

The poor Itallan mald had begun to |
ery at the first angry tones of the grand |
gentleman who had spoken the only |
words that she had understood since
morning. But such unkind words!

“] did not kpow, signore," she be-

gan.
_ “Bah! You did not know! Well,
take yourself off. | will give you this

mot to sound that tupe to me agaln,”
and he thrust a round dollar toward the
girl, who was drying her eyes on her
green allk apron.

But the lUttde mald did not reach for-
ward to take the money, &8s he had ex-

“Ohb, signore!” she cried, eagerly, “}
played it this time as | always play It
oftenest, because I love It so. Oh, sig-

more, do you really love the beautiful |
music?" and an expression of wonder |

eame Into her soft brown eyes as she
ralped them admiriogly to the tenor's
Mandsome face.

her head bent forward, with parted
lips, her hands clasped close about a
great bouguet. More than one of rthat
vast andience noticed the girl, aitting
there alone In ber great, self-uncon-
sclous dellght. And their eyes mols-
tened, too, se-ing her happiness, and
they wished that It was all as new to
them, a8 real and as beautiful, that
they, too, might enjoy It as a child,
with all lts glamour.

Then he came forth—oh, the heautiful
gentleman! Her signore, In his plumed
hat and velvet cloak. A prince he was,
the glittering. jeweled hero of Bettina's
dreamas, of the falry tales which the
dark Itallan mother used to tell long
ago In that sunny land across the sea.

Breathlesaly she watched him, the
color flushing deeper In her ollve
cheeks, the soft eyes growing bhright
and luminous with excltement, as hix
clear volce rose high among the raftern
of the great hall
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Rettina saw him standing there, radl
ant, beautiful, bolding her flowers alone

Too Much of a Good Thing.
to his breast, bot with all the others Itis “sand™ that makes a man a “brick,”

Iring at his feet With strength to carry his load;

Then the bright vision faded from Dut the average soul is sure to kick
Bettina’s sight, and she wakened from | ¥ 8 th::k finds it apread too bloomin
her blisaful dream of brief. uoreal bap- | ., A
piness, of light and beauty and melody. ¢ life's weary road.

wakened Into the dark night, alone.

Often, oh, often after that, whenever
11 Tenore sang the little arla, he would
giance Instinctively up at the right-
hand balcony, close to the stage. But
the two brown eyes were never there,
brimmed full of tears, to tell him he
was singing as the master would have
wished

Btill, the little song always brought
before bis eyes the vision of a qualnt,
small figure in kerchief and apron and
beflowered bonnet; of a sweet, olive
face and glorions eyes beaming softly
into hls: a vision which would grad-
ually fade and grow dim and vanish,
leaving him, too, im the dark, alone.—
Bhort Btories.

The Plakat

Bo aggressive Ia the plakat, a llttle
fish from Riam, that the entertalnment
it affords has become a national pas-
time. but not a very creditable one, to
say the least. The fishes are tralned
to wo through regular battles, and are
reared artificially for the purpose, while
the llcense to exhibit them to the gener-
al public la farmed out and brings &
large amount of money into the royal
coffers. They are kept o aquariums
bullt for the purpose and fed upon the
larvae of mosquitoes, and every possl-
ble care taken of them.

When the fish is In & quiet state, with
the fins at rest, the dull colors are not
at all remarkable. But If the two are
brought together or within sight of each
other, or even If one sees Its own Image
in a looking-glass, the llitle creature
becomes suddenly excited. The fins
are ralsed, and the whole bady shines
with metalllec lustre and colors of daz-
zling beauty, while the protruding gill
membrane, waving like a black frill
round the throat makes grotesque the
general appearance,

In thia state of irritation it makes re-
peated darts at ita real or reflacted an-
tagonist. If now two are placed to-
gether In a tank they rush at each other
with the utmost fury.

The batile is kept on until one Is kill-
ed or put to Alight, but not untll they
are entirely separated does the victor
shut his gaudy fins, that, ke flags ol
war, are never lowered nntil peace bae
been declared.

The Horse a Hard Fighter.

“‘Hoofs No Match for Horne® was
the title of an Interesting Item 1 read
the other day,” sald a rich ex-cowboy,
who |s stopping at one of the Brondway

Value of Giood Roads.

“Here In Virginia the value of gond
 roads can be lllustrated practically. In
those sections where the country Is
traversed by thoroughfares Improved
in modern style, farms can be sold
| without effort. Intending purchasers
know that a rich farm would be of lit-
tle value If there were no way to reach
& market with the products. For this
reason many fine lands, with riches In
the sofl, are uncultivated and unsought.
| Good roads double and treble the value
of such property. Let the good work
of the Good Roads Association go on.—
Lynchburg Advance.

An Argument for Good Roads.

A pews Item states that an impulse
to the movement of good romds on the
ypart of the authorities has been given
at Los Angeles by & woman blcyelist,
Miss Glover, who la sulng the city for
damages for severe Injuries caused by
falling into & hole in the pavement of
Broadway In that city. It is thought
there that a few verdicts aguinast the
city will do wonders toward securing
good pavements. This is in accord with
the vlews of the Unlontown judge who
says that If & century road la ln such
condition as to hurt a wheslman the
townahip Is llable for damages. All
good wishea to the bieyele. 1t will yet
prove the argument for better high-
wayL

Convicts ae Road Bullders,

The use of convicta on publle roads
bas been Intimately connected with the
growth of road mprovement In North
CaroHna. As far back as 1867 the
Btate made provisiona for the use of
conviet abor In road bullding. The
Mecklenburg road law is & great Im.
provement, and under Its proviaions
many miles of the finest roads in the
Routh have been constructed. Returns
from elghty countles showed an aver-
Age cost of 30 cents per 4Aay for keeping
convieta, but by the use of convicts on
the roads the cost has been reduced to
A general average of 24 cents. Convicts
are carefully deseribed and photograph-
ed. Bhorter term Inducements are of-
fered for good behavior. They are em
ployed In road bullding, much as hired
men, under & superintendent and with-
out guand. They are allowed to remaln
at their homes from Batordasy nlght to
Monday morning. This novel experi
ment has been In operation a8 vear and
not & convict has attempied to escape
or déclined to labor falthfully, and the

hotela. "It described a Nght Lerwesn
8 horse and a cow. Now, | never saw |
elther cows or bufaloes attack a liorse

result has been a declded Improvement,
An examipation of county records
shows that but few conviets have es

50 &% 10 Amount to aoything. but 1o ng conviet health Is better in road-
want to rise right up and testify to the bullding than when In jall, that thelr

wonderful fAghting powers of the hurse. | j10r 4 more efficlent than that hired
He Is bullt for more ways and Kinds of | 44 8 10 55 cents per day, the cost of

Oh, how he sang! Bettina had never
heard or Imagined such muslc as this,

“You love the muslc? My Iitile arfa!”
Be cried, half pleased, half scornfully.
*Well. my chiid, and why do you love
it 0 well that you play It always on
your horrible |nstrument, so that 1
must hear it as I go by? Bah!"

“Oh. signore, It s 80 beautiful, so
tender, so full of the great feeling. 1
jove the master who wrote |t so well,
and—I feel that [ could love the ane
who sang It. too, If he sang it as the
great master meant Oh, I feel how he
eould do 1t!" and the llttle brown hands

themnelves eagerly together on
the blue s!lk handkerchief,

"“Ro you know how I should sing It
doyou? Well, my chlld, you shall come
snd bear me, and I hope, Httle one, that
my singing will please you as the great
master's would have done,” and Le-

grande Tenore hastily wrote s ra.w)

words on & card and handed It to the
sl wonder-eyed girl.

“h, signore, & thousand rhanks,” the
girl began to say fervently. But the
Bandsome gentleman had already gone.
and Bettina, looked after hls departing
fixure, then glanced down at the bit of
eardboard in her hand and breathed a

of wondering delight. Comld
be true, and was she golng to

dark, ing eyes and the lovely long
maustache sing her song—her hesutiful

really
Betting crept hetween the shafta of
» plano and dragged her heary instru
1o the next block. Her day's work
pet ended yet. and many weary
before that would
which her sonl was

‘that afternoon the
manfolly over
the ronnd, weary
crank with new
heary machine
lems than usual
bodice, closs over
s magie

and wa-

Bat the
“ﬂl

| and her little soul thrilled with the de- |
|llght of sweet sound. The beautiful |
| Jadles In their satin gowns, the jewnls
flashing in the soft light, the bright
colors which the chorus wore, the mu-
| sle of the great opera {tself—all these
| were to her but an Indistinguishable
blur of color and of melody. It was
all only a background to that central,
| glortous figure, which was the easence
of It all; the divine apirit of musiec It-
| self; the good genius who had permit-
ted her this taste of bllss

R0 the npera went on, act by act, and
| Bettina sat there llke one entranced.

drinking In deep draughts of ecstasy.

At last, at the very end, came the

tenor's grand solo, A few soft four.
| Inhen, a tremulous note of prelude and
then—her spong: her own little song,
which she ground out day after day,
| and a hundred times a day, In the raln

and the snow; In the cold and the heut.
' Bnt it was her tune so glorified and
made perfect that to Bettina It scemed
| an air chanted by one of the very an-
gels aof heaven, so flutelike was it and

80 clear, so ronnd and full, so tremu-
lously soft and tender.

It was a farewell love song which he
| earoled to the beautiful lady with gold-
| en halr, as she stood on the balcony
[above. But as he finished Bettina's
eyes were full of tears and her heart
was lifted far above the dome of the
great hall into another world; for she
| felt that it had been sung to her.

Yes, he sang an the master would
| have wished, but better; oh, better than
| any one but the angeln could!

Then came the mighty storm of ap-
plause that wakened Bettina from her
trance, and through her tear-dimmed
eyes she saw the whule houme wildly
waving handkerchiefs and cheering.
She heard the cries of “Bravo, bravo!™

fighting than any other product of na- | Gneter keep In reduced and fine roads

ture,
behind and he can strike with his fore
legs, When he I8 in netlon he fights all
aver. If you want to see fup you |
shonld see a wolf pack attuck a buneh
of horses on the plalns.  The aorses et
together with thelr heads forming the
bub of & wheel, and thelr bodles for

ing the spokes.

--New York Sun.

Lightning Ktrokes.

Certaln facts about lightning strokes,
the result of years of experiment by the
tabulated.,

recently  been

and July, though reported In every

winter thnnderstormas centering about
Loulslang. Forty such storins are the
maxinm average for any such section,
The average wnnual joss of life from
Hghtulog In the United Btates s twen.
ty-four personn; of lowa of property over
$1.000,000. People lving in cities and
thickly built towns run littde danger,
the risks In the country and suburbe
being five thmes an great.  For the
sume reason the center of A grove or
forest In moch safer thau {ts wdges or
isolated trees, the denwe growth acting
to distribute the current.—Rochester
Herald.

Pald the Preacher.
A povelty o advertisiug Is shown In

United Btates weather burean, have
Thunder
storms reach thelr maximum |y June | xon he did not fall

He can bite, and he can Klek 0Nt | 400 thus obtalned st & minfmum cost.

The Bird Did Not Fall
People who were walking along a
Ean Franclseo street oot long ago sud-
denly bheard plercing eries from the
upper story of a lodglng houge, says

Then they fight the | the P'owt of that ¢lty. A woman was

wolves with their hind legs. They Al leaning from u window and for n mo
the alr with wolves, and every wolf | ment it was thought that xome brote
lands dead. wounded or 1l Hnr\nmi wis trying (o throw her out

avoid a fight as a roie, but will go out| A #econd look, however, showed that
of thelr way to kill & snake They ! she held in ber hand a bird-cage. She
Jump on the saakes. clubbing their | had been hanging it out of the window
hoofs and using them ke a maller | to give her bird the sun, when the
The only other fights they seek are with | bottom dropped out.  The startled bird
nnmounted men, whom they frequently | Was futtering about the top of jis
attack, or else with one another: amd | prison, and the woman was screaming
In the latter case they resemble o buzz [ 0n, he'll fall! be'll fall! My poor it
suw In action, all parts golug at once”  Ue birdle!™

Thisx was only for & moment. With
great presence of mind she turmed the
cage upside down. so that her pet
could not drop out and be dashed upon
the cruel pavement. And then the
captive went salling away over the
tops of the bulldings. For some rea

month except in January, the reglon of | Bdison Barned & Thousand Letters.

Thomas A. Edison went back to Lis
house in Orange, N. I, last evening.
He spent the day very quletly in the
office of the Edison Electrie Light Co.,
As he did not bave anything In par:
ticular on his hande, and wasn't wrest.
ling with any big problem, he Just aat
around and talked to President Will
jam D), Marks and the men, He I a
most unassuining mao, without any
trace of big head, and enjoys & good
story with all the heartiness of & boy
in college.

He told Prof. Murks more strange
and wonderrul things that he had come
upon In his lsboratory work than the
professor would have belleved if he had
beard them from anyhody but Edison.
Now and then he would Sash out with
one of hia ideas, and FProf. Marks
would realise that there was a giant
st play in his office.

While, as president of the electric
company, Prof. Marks began to dis

plle Edl-

Ei

that

n't attempt to go through 1,000 lettars,
could he?™

Prof. Marks’ stenographer was Im-
pressed by the thoughtful act, but was
also much shocked.

“Oh, pothing ever came of IL” ex-
claimed the wisard, easily.—Philadel-
phia Ledger.

Outwitting aa Indiasn.

Fighters of Indians need to be men
of quick wit and a steady band. Soch
a man was John Hawks, one of the set-
tiers of Hadley, Masa. An exploit of
this ploneer, In 1676, is narrated by the
bistorian of Deerfield. The Indlans
had made an attack vpon Hatfield, and
troops from other towns had gone to the
rescue. Among the men from Hadley
was John Hawka, L

Boon after the Hadley men got ashore
John liawks, who was behind a tree,
heard some one call hiin by name. A
Pocumtuck Indian, who had taken a
position behind another tree, had rec-
ognized Hawks as an old acquaintance.

Hawks returned the compliment, and
each man began taunting the other, and
daring his enemy to come into the open
and fght the thing out

The Indisn had the best of it, and
was perfectly aware of his advantage,
Af any moment some of the gathering
Indians were likely to come up behind
Hawks and force him out of his cover.
Under such circumstances, of course,
the Indian was In no haste to expose
himself,

However, the white man was not
blind to the danger of his own situs-
tion. Bomething must be done, and
that speedily. He knew what his ad-
versary counted upon, and that gave
him his clue.

All at once he sprang from behind his
tree, and levelled his gun as if to repel
an attack from another direction. The
Pocumtuck took the bait, and sprang
forward. He would capture Hawks
the moment his gun was empty.

Quick as thought the whits man
wheeled, and before the Indian could
ralse his gun or reach his cover gave
him a fatal shot. It was all the work
of & few seconds, and Hawka, thoogh
wounded in the ensulng fight, lived to
fight other battles,

In the City of Culture,

Ome of the Listener's friends, a lady,
tells him this pleasant story, which
rather goes against the common notion
of & atreet ear conductor's ways:

“I found myself on a moving electric
ear the other day minus my purse, hav.
Ing forgotten It for the first time In
my life. I motioned violently to the
conductor to let me off, so that I could
go back after it. To my surprise, be
did not stop the car, but cawe forward
to my seit. handing me five cenls—4o
ride home with and pay him some
other day. He surmised, no doubt,
that I was en route for the library and
not for E. II. White & Co's. 1 was al-
most too much surprised to thank bim
sdequately, but all day I felt an though
sometbing Joyous had happened to me,
and when I met my conductor agaln,
which was not till almost & week after
the vecurreuce, It was llke meeting an
old friend."

Boston cullure sometimes crops out
where one wouldo't expect It In &
popular restqorant the other day, whers
the prices ure moderate and the waltars

girle, a middle-nged business mas evil
dressed and of genteel appearnpce,
beckoned 1o a waltress, polnted to some
open windows and they sald Joudly:

“Can’t ye shet down one o them win.
Aers?"”

Whercupon the girl ealled to the hend
winiter:

“This geitleman wishes to koow It
yor won't please close one of those
windows" “Hoston Transeript,

Fore cd to ﬂ; travagance.

There 18 o man In Alexandrin, says
the Wasldogton ost, whio laws g grost
denl of woney, o which he I deeply
attached.  He bas a well-preserved
silk hat which he would Hke to wenr
every day, but sl hais are expeusive,
wi L s Dweem wenring his for thes
many years on Saonday,  The last tme
the storks vislted the Alexandrin man's
honse  they  were  generous.  They

bromght twins, a boy and a girl. The
father was sitting in the parlor when
sotne one entered 1o bring the news,
“Well, you're s father now.” sald he,
“Boy or girl?” asked the Alesandria
man, “Hoth-twine™ “Gireat Beotl!”
eried the fathier, springing to his feet;
“ghve me my silk hat. 1 might as well
wenr it overy day now. What's the use
trying to be economieal, anyway

A Mormon Misslonary In Mailne,

A Lewistim lady says that she was
coming up from Durhinm the other day
and her earriage breaking down she
had 1o stop several hours In a lopely
house elght miles from lewliston and
while there she was lntroduced (o a rev.
erend looking gentleman who turned
oiit to be & Mormon missionary, He
showed her lllusirations of Balt lake
C'ity, the temple nngd the home of the
peaple, He was evidently selected be-
cating of bin persuasive powers of
speech, for he placed the Mormon re-
liglom in m pleasant light, compara-
tively.

No man or wotnsn ever lived whe
eould steadlly refuse to play the par
of & martyr.

A man who sits arousd and boasts of
his ancestors, makes & mighty poor aa-
easlor bimeelf.

DO NOT CARE FOR PENNIER

Citinens of Arisems Have No Regasd
for bmall Change.

Have you ever boticed that men 8
Arisons do mot pay their bills with
thicken feed or smusll change?! Iu the
slder Btates when a purchase is made,
gzact change ls usually tendered, and
sne thing cermin—a bill is pot brokes
If it can possibily be avolded. Here tB

" | the Wemt any ordinary little purchase

» made smply by asking for the arifda,
and when it la passed acroas the coun-
ter & plece of money amply large te
gover the coat s thrown down. Whea
change Is made, the customer carelesaly
drops It into his pocket, apparently
without counting It, and goes cut with-
out once mentioning the cosm of the
article. He gets just as good a deal
as though he had jewed the dealar
for balf an hour.

The custom of throwing down &
larger plece of money than is necessary
is Dot done, as a rule, to exhibit the
cash, for in this territory everybody
bas money. It is only to show appar
ent indifference, and is a mark of libes-
ality.

It may be sald that pennies have De
abiding place In the West, eapecially in
this territory. Even at the postoffice,
where everything Is supposed to be lo-
gal tender, pennles, 2-cent and 3-ceot
pleces are unknown. Change la made
to the cent by postmastern, but they de
it with postage stamps or postal cards
No where else are odd pennles recog-
nized, even In the banks. A check
drawn for $4.88 would be pald with &
$5 bill without & word. The same ls
true in all the shops and stores; change
is made to the nearest nickel, some-
times only to the nearest quarier of
dollar, Poor Richard’'s saying: “Take
care of the peunles,” ete,, does Dot ap-
ply to Arisona, as small change, any-
thing under a dollar, 1s by most pee-
ple considered only as trash of Hitle
value.—FPhoenix (Ariz) Gasette.

Some Top-Heavy Names.

*] admit that I have rather & hard
name to spell or pronounce, and that
is why 1 encourage my friends in thetr
proclivity to call me Zig,” sald Q. 0.
Ziegenfuss, “But while 1 make this
confession as to my own outiandish
patronymic, I want it understood that
mine i not the worst name in the
world. Once while | was dolng news-
paper work In Denver our editor ad-
vertised for a new boy. A brightap-
pearing young fellow with a miid ook
In his eye answered the call and saM
he was ready to go to work.

*“*All right,’ said the editor; Tet me
ask your name.! The lad hesitated a
moment and eventually fished out a
card which bore the name “Herman V.
Morgenausgelagen.’

“ *Very well, Mr. Morgenauagelagen,'
sald the editor, ‘take that desk and an-
swer auy calls that may e made. Bot
first let me Introduce you. to the mem-
bers of the staff. My name ls Dicken-
sheeta, Thin falr-haired gentleman
here la Mr. Felewisch. The brunetts
on your right Is Mr. Eckingreen, and
the gentleman with the sylph-like form
is Mr. Ziegenfuss.'

“These were all genuine names, but
the new office boy would not bellave
It He was on his dignity In & meo-
ment and nakl: ‘I will have you us-
derstand, sir, that | came here to work
and not to be joshed. 1 do not proposs
to stay in n place where | am Insulted.
Good-day, sir.”

“Clapping his hat on his head be left
We tried to call him back, but It was
no use.”

This story led to others In regard
strange names, “l used to know a man
in Missouri named Auxis Anchlco Ben-
sull Maria Penith Hlldreth Dickinson
Tompkios,” sald Bob Davia “I have
heard Dan Quille tell of a colored boy
in Washington City who bore the cog-
nomenic burden of Thomas Didymus
Christopher Holmes Henry Cadwalder
Peter Jones Henry Olay Anderson’ -
Ban Francisco Call

The Banavia Flea.

All tourists In the Highlands know
Banavin. They may not know why a
lobster Is, In the West Highlands,
called a “Banavia flea.” From a book
referred to, we gather that a good
mAny years ago an American was stop-
ping at the Banavian Hotel, and he

made himself very obnoxlous by his
contemptuous  remuarks  on Reottish
scenery, “Hen Nevis," he sald, “do you

cull that & mountaln? You should see
our mighty Rockles! Loch Linohe!
Do you enll that a lake? You should ses
our Lake Superior!” and o on

The Highland walter wus exnsper-
ated, and procuring n live lolwter, he
secreted 1L In requital of the Insults,
In the American's el  Hardly had
the Ameriean gone to sleep, when the
lobater caught bim firmly by the toe,
und he Jumped out of bed with & yell
and rang for “boots.” “Booin”  he
sald, solemnly, rubbing his toes as he
spoke, “you miny pot have such big
moantalng and big Inkes as we have in
the Btates, bt you have the most tar-
nation big tfleas | ever exporienced.”

An Fekimo Buperstition.

For many yenrs the furriers have no-
ticed that all the skins of polar bears
which they have recelved have been
mutilated by the loss of the nose. A
"arisian furrier has discovered that this
Is a result of a superstitious bellef
prevalent mmong the Eskimo that
wherever & polar bear s killed his nose
must he cut off and thrown upon the
Ice or bad luck will follow the hunter.

Put the Pagllista to Work.
Why not take the champion brutes In-
to Indlan territory and make a rall-
mauling contest?-Cleveland Plain-
dealer.

When a girl's handwriting wonld be
A disgraee to & 10-your-old ehild, her
frisnds compliment & by alling It
“charsctsristie.”

-.-'ﬁs.




