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MOTHER DRUDGE’'S BABIES,

—

Their litl.ll_onlluft stands apart
From all ita splendid neighbors,
As |lﬁt felt & touch of shame
0

At Mother Drudge's labors
A bit of vine to make it sweet
Is all it has, or maybe,
A in & broken pot

o please the precious baby.

Aa_d there she works from dawn till dark
o the kettle going,

F camforts of l‘uir lot

ust be of her bhestowi

And would she even b!‘:fill' A prayer,
- soanty o her $h.h‘-'d d
poor ons m roppe

Etm hurried stitehes, 2

With rosy cheeks and rugged limba,
With tiny eaps and dresses, i
Bhe her bonny children blessad, €
And comforta her distresses
Unconscious of their stinted lot,
And ignorant of cromses
"Twould seem a shame to pity those N
Who never dream of losses

And yeot of all their little lives
hey miss this crowning glory,

To euddle close in mother's arms
Aund listen to her story.

They never watched how many stars
Are in the golden dipper,

Or fell asleep at dark to dream
Of Cinderella’s alipper,

The doughty giant Hercules
May charm their wiser neighborg

They never a ‘word of him
Or all his mighty labors'
Of Midas, and the golden touch

He craved to make him richer;
Or how ‘F milk eame foaming ug
fn old Philemon's pitcher,

The daily fight for daily bread,
For little conta and dresses,
Leaves seanty time for Mother Drudge
To dream of tendernesses
Yet though the days and weeks are full
Of disappointed maybe’s i
Life seems a sweet and pleasant thing
To Mother Drudge’s babies.
—~0Dla Moore, in Youth's Companion,

By Edwin

Y didu't know enough to take off
his hat!™

As the elevator sedately moved np-
ward, bearing Miss Hallowell to the
elghth floor, these words were spilled
from It divectly Into the suo-burned
enars of John Peck. of the sixth floor,
He renlized that It was his hat which
hind not been “tnken off,” and that
through the medium of this hat he had
Ineurred the displeasare nml scorn of
Miss Hallowell,

He luserted a key In the keyhole of
Apartmient 003, eotered, and strode
nolsily through the inner bhall until he
reached his room. He was angry and
hurt. Nothing so eruel as a woman’s
tongue, and nothing that leaves n man
80 defencelens,

Jolin removed the offending hat, and
examined It eritienlly — even approv-
Ingly. It was an sombrero. The
chaoces were that no hat In that whole
great elty could equal It in finencss of
texture and In genulne worth, “Ont
West,” from where Jolin Peck recent-
ly had come (and where at this mo-
ment he heartily wished he were), the
quality of a bhat Is of supreme lmpor-
tance, A hat is actunlly an Integral
part, not merely an adjunet, of a
wardrobe, It s carefully selected,
Jealously cherlghed and proudly worn
as a thing of art,

The cowboy 1s more tender of his
boots and of his hat than be Is of his
pony.

However, despite the evident fact
that this was a hat to be esteemed
among all rvival bats, John admitted
to himself that he ought not to have
Kept it on his head while e was In the
elevator with a womnu., It dawned
upon him that there s a distinetion
between private and publle elevators,
He bad committed an error agalust
soclety. Toake a man who has been on
the range for seven or elght years, and
In that period searcely has scen a
woman, and transplant bim to a clty,
and although at heart he 18 o gentles
man he s UHkely at fest 1o serateh the
polish of metropolitan civillzation.

Thus to oblige n woman, whether
pretty or ugly, Jolin Peek might brave
u norther, but he might meet her the
next day in an elevator and forgetl to
doff his hat.

Miss Hallowell had learned only the
Iatter portion of this hypothesis, and
now up on the elghth toor she was
graphleally recounting to her friends
her truly harrowing experience, Miss
Hallowell, malden lady, was large
and aogular and severe, but she had
& little mind, easlly disturbed.

“1 Just glared at him all the way,"
she recited, with proper emphoasis,
“yet I don't belleve he even thought of
his bat! 1 never heard of such a per-
formance! He looked like a cowboy,
and the llttle fellow In the elevator
pays that he rooms ou the sixth, In the
Morrits apartments. 1 shouldu’t think
the Morrises would (nke a lodger like
that!"

“He's a relative of Mr. Morrls,” ex-
plained oune friend, “and I understaml
he's from Arlzonn. Anyway, he's
come to the clty to siay awhlle, and of
course Mr., Morrls felt obliged o glve
him a roow until e found permanent
guarters."”

“Well, he Isn't a geuntleman!” as-
sorted Miss Hallowell, conclusively,
For Miss Hallowell was guite sure
that she knew a geotleman when she
saw him,

. - ' - L] L] -

While on the top floor of the bulld.
ing Mlss Hallowell had been vigorons-
ly opareating and condemnlog; while
two floora below John Peck had been
sitting on his bed weathfnlly brooding
over critliclsm by efMete soclety: whille,
later, Miss Hallowell bhad descended
to her own apartments nt 617, on the
same floor with those of the mishe
having Morrls family, far down lo the
basement a tire had been born, and
from moment to moweut It had been
growing.

Brought forth in stealth, in stealth
it sought to lve until s stature was
assured. At 8 o'cloek that nlght It
bad been only a tiny Blcker of fHame
which the breath of o bube wight have
overcome, At 9 o'clock two bhiuckets of
water could have prevailed agualost ir,
At 10 o'clock n slugle extinguisher,
wisely wielded, could have subdued it
At 11 o'clock It still was afrald to be
seen. So slowly and so crnfdly was It
enting lnto the crauny ledding between
the walls.

But at 12 o'clock It had arrived to
its maphood, It bad est:blishoed (s
stronghold, and it was rendy to taunt
the red banpuer of detlance m the face
of a thousand people.

Therefore it recked not hat during
the midoight bour the en  geer, tar-
dily traversing the coriidor, swelt
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smoke, and peering In saw fire, and,
awakening the elevator hoys as he
ran, rushed to the alarm box and
pulled the lever,

Fast ag sped the elevator hoyva from
story to story, svmmoniong the tenants,
faster sped the flames.  The tine apart.
house, with It convenlent hanllways,
Its unlque furnlshings of maple, s
varnlshed foors, Its tastefully tinted
callings, was after all a very fllmsy
structure,  The coutrnctors deemed
that they were the only ones to know
this—but fire long bad been In posses-
slon of the secret.

John Peck, sleeping the sound slum-
ber of a perfectly healthy man, at the
end of an Inslde hall, with the Mos-
rises nbsent for the night, and no one
near to aronse him, and Miss Hallo-
well, slightly denf, nlso asleep at the
end of an Inslde hall opposite him, did
not comprehend the sltuwatlon until
thelr rooms were thick with smoke
and the blaze wus seeking for them.
When they leaped from their beds they
found the foor hot to thelr feet,

The man and the woman emerged
from thelr apartments slmultaneously,
und met face to face on the lnoding,
No thought now of outward semblance
of lady and gentleman,

The elevator shaft wus a flue up
which whirled gusts of resinons smoke,
glowing clnders and bursts of torrid
alr, while from stnirs beneath lttle
flnmes spouted engerl¥. The draft
caused the doors to slum beblod the
two. The elevator cage was some-
Wwhere below and descending.
“Quick—try the back way! erled
John.  “Through our apartment—
burry!"

“Oh, 1 can't, T ean't!” walled Misa
Hallowell, frantieally. “1 cau’t move.
My knees are #o wenk '™

“But you must!" appealed John.
“Gilve me your hand-—give it to me, 1
say!"  Her collupse  Ireitated b,
“Get up! Ul earry you, but you wmust
try to walk.”
“No, no, T ean't,” she answered,
with a sob. “Go on. Don't you dare
to touch me! I'd rather die here than
get canght In that long corridor,**
“Then the fire escape o frout,” he
urged, UL help you.™

“No, no!” she protested hysterleally,
ralsing her hands to keep him at a
distance, “Don't toueh me! don't touch
me! Ul stay here. You go!”

SO thunder!” ejnenlated John, with
a sadden lapse into his foreeful West-
ern speech. “I'm shore not goln' to
leave you here all alone,”

“You jest get under this, and I'n
make a try for that blamed elevator,”
he sald, as lightly as he could, apd he
clapped on her head his sombrero,
which through habit e had suatehed
a8 he was bolting through his room.
For a second time while 1o Ler com-
pany hie was wearing it,

He pressed the electrie button, but
already the elevator was crawling up-
ward, after its Inst load -clutched at
by the hungry toawmes ns it brushed
them In passing.

From landiug to landing 1t came,
taking on in ones amd twos persons
who, ke Miss Hallowell, nd been un-
able to belp themselves, or who, llke
diohn, haa remained to belp others,
None would walt for the downward
trip, for who could tell what might
bappen between minntes*

The heat now was Intense, nnd the
coge was in the midst of a greedy,
roaring furnnce. Fire from the stalra
curled into the sides of the elevator,
and when It had swept palafully by
Heked fts retreating fHoor.  lis load
was o tortare. Men and women allke
fought the operator as he bravely per-
slatedd In asecending.

As he wrenched it back the door of
the shaft blistered John's hands.

“Can't go no Wgher!" gusped the ele
vator boy, ns the cage besitnted oppo-
site. “Get In, gulek!™

"Quick! Quick!" vehoed the people,
writhing as they were Jostled ngalust
the hot lron-work of thelr prison,

“For God's sake, dou't stop! There's
no room ! shouted the voliee of a man
waddened by torture. “Down! down!”

“You bet there's room, pavduer,” re-
plied Johun, recklessly. “Lots of it!
Ladies first—" aud with a swift mo-
tlon he dreageed Miss Hallowell from
her Koees and Colrely rammed ber in
botween the squirming bodles,

Then — then — In an lnstant — some
frenzied hand jerked the lever aud the
cage shot down., Flomes from the
fourth floor closed over it like a bar-
vler, and sprang vengefully up the
stulrway.

Thus abindoned, John Peck turned
to the door of the Morris apartment.
But the nightdnteh had fallen into
place—and bis keys were (o bis room.

Desperately he trled Miss Lallowell's

daor. That, too, was locked. He
dashed at the stairs. A voleano of
fire met him, smote hilm in the face
and hurled bim backward,—The Crl-

terlon. il

SPEED OF AN EARTHQUAKE,

Preliminary Tremors Travel at the Hate
of 345 Miles & Minute,

Bpeaking of the Indian earthquakes
of 1807, a London sclentist says the
vibratlons traveled to Europe, where
they were recorded at very many sta-
| tions, and no doubt would have been
equally well recorded at any other
places on the surface of our world
had there been provided sultable in-
struments. The prellmipary tremors,
which are probably waves of compros.
slon, traveled through the world to
reach Italy and other countries with
an average rate of B456 miles per
minute, or 9.0 kilometers per second -
a rate which, It will be observed, Is

higher than that at which simlilar
movements ¢can be  transmitted
through glass or steel. The Inrge

waves, which are probably quasi-elas-
tie graviiation waves, hy traveling
over the surface of the earth, reached
Europe at a rate of 113 miles per min-
ute, or 208 kllometers per seconds,
It is Mkely that these Intter disturb-
ances reached statlons in Europe by
travellng from their orlgin In two dl-
rections round the world., As an indl-
eatlon of this, we are told that at sev.
ernl of the Eunropean stations slight
undulations are to be seen on the
selsmograms at thmes we should ex-
pect to find such markings, had they
travelsd from India to Europe by the
longest possible ronte. From the period
of these waves, which I1s taken at
twenty-two seconds, and thelr veloeity,
thelr length may be Inferred, an estl-
mate of which I8 thirty-four miles;
while thelr helght, as deducted from
thelr length, and the maximum angle
of tilting, Is estimated at t(wenty
inches,
The slowness of the movement was
such that they could not be felt, while
the magnitude was such that the un-
alded eye of an observer would not
be able to recognize any differential
movements in his surroundings. The
Iargeness of these disturbances and
thelr great duration, extending over
several hours, preclude them from the
eategory of tremors, \'brations or mi-
crosclsms ~Plttsburg Dispatel,

Rats Clogged the Furnace Flne.

A Slater man tells n rat story which
he assures a reporter is absolutely
true:

“Several days ago, John, the col-
ored man employed by Hull & Ed-
wards, butchers, went to the slaughter
house,” sald he, “and attempted to
start a fire under the scalding vat.
For some unaccountable reason he
could get no draft through the chlm-
pey. It developed later that on ac-
count of the earth belng warm under
the vat from previous fires, the rats,
which were knowan to be pumerous
about the slaughter house, had taken
refuge under it. There was but one
way for them to get out and that was
to come through the mouth of the
furnace. A8 they left the furnace
John got a stiek and began slanghter-
lng them, He succeeded in ki ing 104,
by actual count, and 1 presume more
got away than were killed, So many
had taken refuge under the vat that
the draft was cut off, After they made
their exit no forther trouble was ex-
perienced In making the fire burn.
In addition the rats have been very
searce round about the other slaugh-
ter houses since the rat gllling bee,"—
Kausas City Journal,

Potent Cause of Forest Fires,

The most frequent cnuses of wood-
land fires In our State (New York) are
the small tires atarted by farmers for
the purpose of burning brush, logs
and stumps, In order to clear some
plece of lund., These are known lo-
cally as fallow fires, and the opera-
tion Is generally nlluded to as burning
a ‘foller” This work, as n rule, I8
carelessly done, and as the farmer
always selects a dry time fu order to
get n good burn, as be terms It, the
fire escapes too frequently into the ad-
Joinlug forest. Having plled the
brush and logs into heaps for burn.
ing. the farmer seldom ewploys any
extra help to guard agalnst the es-
cape of the fire, and so when a breese
springs up, as s very apt to he the
case, he s nopable to control the flames
or prevent them from being driven
into the adjolnlng woods. Too often
be 18 kpnown to set tire to his brush
heaps and then go away to attend to
other work, leaving the fire un-
watched, Nearly all the burned areas
in the Adirondack region are due to
the carelessness of men employed In
these petty agricultural operations.—
Report of Forest, Fish and Gawe Com-
misslon,

Congerning ** 'Whateowmn "

The citigens of New Whatecom,
Washington, assert and publish to the
world that when Uncle SBam Iately in-
vited his children to stand up and be
counted, they, the sald cltizens, were
not counted accurately. The census
gave New Whatcom a population of
less than T, The citizens, belng
convineed that thelr wumerousness
bad been understated, appolnted a com-
mittee, which ewployed enumera-
tors who vounted citizens In New
Whatcom up to the number of 91856,
and swore to thelr count. New What-
com, through Its Commercial Club, Is
diffusing the news that It Is bigger
than Uncle Sam thinks. It Is a pleas-
ure to ald it ln spreading word of s
growth, and also the news that by
act of Legislature it 1s New Whatcom
ne longer, but has dropped the “New"
(rom its name and Is now plain What-
com.—E. 8. Martin, in Harper's Week-
Iy.

The l’l;ntll.. Fopulation,
There are always 1,200,000 people
afloat on the seas of the world,

King Edward has pald an Amerlenn
urtist, Edwin A. Abbey. n  marked
compliment in selecting bim to palnt

the brilliant coronation scene.

An ingenlous Ausirilan proposes to
rench the North Pole In a submarine
boat sunk 150 feet below the surface.

Now, wouldn't that freess you!

S —

Mr. Carnegle may obiect to dylng
rich. But he has made too many
friends to permit him through any
possible reverse of fate to die poor.

——————

Wireless telegraphy has reached a
radius of 200 milen. Transatiantle
transmisslon by this method Is yet a
long way from becoming a possibility.

In the economy of nature It ls pow
discovered that even avalanches are
blessings. They tend to equalize the
climate between the higher Alps and
the wvalley, and make Switzerland
wore babitable,

If the development of a chilil's habit
of observatlon through parental as
sletnnce o aequiring knowledge of ob-
Jeets could be accurately gauged in its
effect on making character, it would
probably ‘be found that the lofant
mind whose curlosity was satisticd
Inld the foundation of success, while
the Infant mind whose curlosity wag
thwarted Inld the foundation of fall-

ure, observes the Sunny South,
e e e ——— ..

For want of authoritntlve standards
In the United Btates It has been nee-
essary for manufacturers and for the
Government itself to send many dell-
eate Instroments to Germany to be
tested and made accurate, states the
Chicago Tribune, This was not only
expensive and somewhat humiliating,
but it was a serfous handicap to busl-
ness, American Instruments were In
more or less disfavor abroad, because
It was sald their exaciness could pot
be depended upon. Germany's stand-
ardizing burenu hus updoubtedly been
oue of the chilef Twuses of the remark-
able progress in manuracturing of that
country. England and France have
such bureaus, and It was high time
the United States was attending to
the matter, If It wished to keep pace
with modern science.

One Englisli humorlst presents An-
drew Carnegle with a new outlet for
bis alleged forty-nine superfluous mil-
lons., "“You belleve,” says the humor-
Ists, “that Apglo-Americanism is bullt
to run the world. Instead of fritter-
ing your money away In odd milllons
plupge right off and bulld forty-nine
battleships to be at the joint disposal
of England and Ameriea for philan-
thropic and police purposes. Ro glve
Anglo-S8axonry control of the world,
and get yourself a glory and fame
which would put very much in the
shade Coesar, Shakespere, amd the
present Mr. Aondrew Carnegle. It 8"
he adds, “quite simple. You bave the
money. Waltz right in and scoop the
pool.” The suggestion, ridiculous ns
It 18, opens up unplensnnt suggestions
of the possible uses of the colossal
private fortunes of modern thmes.

A clergyman working In a large
town Is almost certain to discover that
he Is In & way looked upon as com-
mon property, What he Kkonows dis-
tinctively as his parish bears but a
small proportion to the Held which,
reasonably or unrensonably, he will be
expected to occupy. He Is presumed
to have a heart for everybody's woes,
to be a solvent for everybody's prob-
lems, to be a treasury for everybody's
necessities, and a general burean of
information, wrifes the Rev. Dr. C.
H. Parkburst, In the I"hiladelphla Sat-
urday Evening Post. He Is also sup-
posed to be able to speak with equal
fecundity and effect on apy occasion
that may offer and upon any theme
that the occaslon may suggest, and to
be so charged with versatile stores of
fancy eplgram and nousense as to re-
quire for the emergency only the casy
wurning of the splgot,

The wonderful activity among writ-
ers of fiction vow belog displayed in
their eMorts to write successful plays
bas two estimable points which are
worth cousldering. Oue of these con-
cerns the author; the other, the pub-
lie. The first is Hoanclal; the second
is artistie. The novellst's eagerness
to appear on the boards Il found lo
the fact that the great wajority of
povels sell less than 2000 coples,
which, on au aversge, will yield the
author from $250 to $300. On the oth-
er hapnd, a play that is only moder-
ately successful will yleld its author
almost at once 500 or $1000. Aund
that is why all writers of fictlon seew
pow bound on this road to speedy
riches. Muny of them, however, tuke
the indirect ecourke of writing the
novel trest.  For this reason ellmaxes
are handled with more care, the dia-
logue is brighter, aod iocldeots are
wultiplied,

You are three years old to-day, little

man,
Do you know what & birthday is?
You ean count three fingers or sugar-

lums
Or rbm baby birds, 1 wis,

Or three sweet kisses to mamma give,
On her lips and her loving eyes;
But years, I am wsure, you do not know
Whnﬂt_ they are, nor what time is that
ies,

Yon think 'tis a bird with golden wings
And feathers all crimson and blue.
Hush! never hint that ita plumes wili
change
One day to a darker hue.
—RKate Lawrence, in Every Other Sunday.

Some Things You Can't Do,

You ean't stand for five minutes
without moving If you are blindfolded,

You ean't stand at the slde of n
room with both of your feet touching
the walnecoting lengthwise.

You ean't ger ont of a chalr withont
hending your body forward or putting
your feet under it; that is, If you are
sitting squarely on the chalr and not
on the edge of It,

You ean’t crush an egg when placed
lengthwise between your bands; that
Is, If the egg Is soumd and has the
ordinary shell of a lien's egg.

You can't break a muteh if the
mateh s lnld ancross the pall of the
middle finger of either hand and
pressed upon by the first and third Ain-
gers of that hand, despite its seeming
s0 ensy at ftrst.—American Boy,

——

Queer Neat-Bullding.

Two of the queerest nest-bullders
in the world have their hablitat In Cen-
tral Amerlea. Oope of them s a wren,
and the other Is an oriole, First, as
to the wren, It selects a sinall tree
that has horlzontal branches growing
close together, Across two of the
branches it lays sticks, and (astens
them to each other with fibre, untll
It has made a platform about six fect
In length by two feet In width. On
the end of the platform, nearest the
tree-trunk, It bullds a great dome-
shaped nest, at least a foot in height,
the sldes Lelng formwed of interwoven
thorns.

Then it copstructs a crooked, tunnel-
shaped passage-way from the nest to
the outer end of the platform, and In
the tunnel, at intervals, (t bullds little
thorn fences, leaving just room
enough for its body to pass through.
A fence 18 also bullt at the outer end
of the tunnel, with a little gateway In
the middle, and when the bird goes
out, it closes the gateway with thorns,
s0 that Its enemies cannot get .n to de-
vour elther eggs or nestlings. In all
this elaborate work, It Is doing what
Ite protective Instinet calls for.

The oriole’'s work Is much less vlab-
orate, but equally {ngenlous. It se-
lects A large banann leaf, and with
itg bill for a needle, and some strong
grass for thread, It sews the two wilges
together, followlng the grala of the
lent close by one of the velny: and it
does the work so neatly that it takes
close exnwinntion to find the stitehes,
In this cunulngly-devised pocket the
hird builds o nest of soft gross or of
hair, and there lays her eggs and
raises her Httle family, withour fear
of discovery,

Tornado, Not Cyclone,

Perbaps It might be well for us to
pay a little more attention to the terms
used In meteorology, now that the
Government Weather Bureau and
other authoritles are all the time mak-
Ing us more famillar with that sclence.
One term that is constantly and per-
sistently misused Is eyclone.

The universal notion Is that the
storm that recently wrecked the elty
of Galveston was a eyclone. The term
Is also lnvariably applied to the vlo-
lent storms that sweep through the
West. Buch storms are not eyclones,
but tornadoes, They are locldents of
the eyclone, not the eyclone itself.

A eyclone Is a large dise of nearly
horizontally moving air, which elrcu-
lates spieally around a central avea.
It may be twenty miles In diameter, or
it may be 3000, A tornndo Is a vio-
lent disturbavee of limited extent
within the cyvelone, It Is a narrow
column of alr varying In width from
twenty to 1400 feet, which rotntes
with lmmense rapldity round a central
shaft, up which It also ascends with
almost equal rapldity,

A cyclone sometimes covers nearly
all the United States; n tornado sweeps
along a narrow path with frightful
velocity, leaving ruin and death wher-
ever It touches. The meteorologists
are all the tme explaining the differ-
ence between them, but we go on, just
the same, ealling a tornado a eyclone.

A tornndo has its counterpart, in n
very slinple, harmless sway, in the Mt-
tle dust-whirl that every one has seen
on & country road, or even in a clty
street, on a hot, still day. The air Ilm-
mediately above the surface of the
ground becomes superhented with the
sun's rays, and les balanced there nn-
der the heavier overlying air. Sudden-
Iy something disturbs the equilibrivm

=it may be the fight of a bird or of
an |psect—when the hot and lighter
alr escapes upward, being forced to
ascend by the descent of the heavier
siratum,

The ascending current at once as-
sumes a whirling motion, for It draws
In more alr at the bottom, and as these
lines of indraft fail to meet precisely
at the centre, but miss thelr aim to one
glde or another, a whirl s established
As the motion becomes brisk, dust par:
ticles are gathered up by it, and thus
wu have, in minlature, the tornado
thut is the most terrible force o na-

ture,

THE MISS NOMERsS.

Miss Brown is exceedingly fair,
Miss White 18 as red as a berry,
Miss Black has a gray head of hair,
Misa Graves is o Hirt ever merry;
Misa Liﬁhllmlly weighs mixteen stone
Mise Hich scarte can muster a Ruines,
Miss Hare wears a wig and has none.
And Miss Solomon is & saG wny!

Misa Mildmay's a terrible scold,
isa Dove's ever cross and contrary;

Miss Young is now grown very old,

And Miss Heaviside's light as a fuiry!
Misn Bhort is at least five feet ten,

Miss Noble's of humble extiaction,
Misa Love has a hatred toward men,
o While Miss Still is forever in action.

Mins Green ie a ilar hlue,
Miss_Searlet looks pale an a lily,

Miss Violet ne'er shrinks from our view,
And Misse Wiseman thinks all the men

milly.
Miss Goodelild is a navghty voung elf,
Miss Lyvon's from terror a fool,
Mixe Mee's not at all like myself,
Miss Carpenter no one can rule’

.\’il" Wri;hl she in l"nl\.ﬂtﬂhlll\' wrong,
Mins Tickell, alas! ix not funny;
Miss Singer ne'er warbled n song,
And alar! poor Miss Cash has no money,
Mizs Bateman would give all she's wortl
To purchase a man to her liking.
Tins Merry in shockd at all mirth,
Muss Boxer the men don't fiml striking!

Miss Bliws does with sorrow o'erflow. |
Miss Hope in despair seeks the tomb; |
Miss Jov still anticipates woe,
And Miss Charity's never “at
Miss Hamlet resides in a eity,
The nerves of Miss Standfast are shak-
en;
Missa Pretiman’s bean is not pretiy,
Miss Faithful her love has forsaken'
—PMick-Me-Up,

HUMOR OF THE DAY.

Nell—="He has perfect eyes” Belle -
“NYes, but none of his features com-
pares with his cheek.™

Miss Filtte—*"I8 he an author of ls-
tinetion*"  DeWitte—"Weall, tlwy say
he's out of debt.,”—=The Smart Ser,

“Yeu, Indeed,” gald he; 1 think she
has a complexion like a peach'™ “I
suppose,” replied her vival, “you refer
to the fuzz all over it
Hewitt—"No news is good news'
Jewett—"That may be, but if you are
a reporter you can’t make your eity od-
ltor belleve It,"—<Brooklyn Life,

“Sing a song of sixpence,
The song in dead, 1 vow,
Nobody sings of nnl\i_lru
]

Thau several millions now,
—Washington Star

“I have followed the sea for forty
years,"” aald the captaln,  “And dldn't
you ever ceatch up with 11?2 glggled
the sllly young thing. —Philadelphia
Record,

Salesman—"This I8 ealled the ‘*ban-
quet vest.'"  Customer—"Why do you
call it that? Salesman—"It has elos-
tie gore down the sldes.”—Ohlo State
Journal.
“Why do you weep, fair maid®” 1 eried.
“I am so happy, wr” she wighed,
“Then why.” 1 said, “this awiul fuss?"
She wailed: “It's so monotonous'”
—Philadelphin Record.
She—=*"1 heard about your elopement
with Gertle Glddygirl, Mr. Spooks.
Has her mother forglven you?' He—
“No fear. She knows how to pay off
an old score, She has come to llive
with us."—Tit-Blts,

The French Duellist—"Are you sure
the pollee will be there In tlme to stop
the fight?" The Second—“"Rest easy.
Iu order to guard accidents T have ar-
ranged to have the police arrlve first,”
—Clevelnnd Plaindealer,

With a low, despairing sigh the

shade of Napoleon Bounparte sank
Into obscurity,  “I thonght T had a
chanee to enter the magozine once
more,” he groansl, “Buat po! They
are golng to publish the love letters of
great men' —Chicngo News,
Mr. Courtenay iflatteringly)—*"1 had
the blues awflully when I came here
to-nlght, Miss Fisher, but they are all
gone now, You are as good ns medi-
cine. Miss Fisher's Little Brother—
“Yes, father says she will be a drug In
the market if she doesn’t marry you."
-=Tit-Blts,

“WelL” sald he, anxlous to patch
up their quarrek of yesterday, “aren't
you curlous to know what'a In that
package?' “Not very," his wife, still
unrelenting, replled indifferently. “It's
something for the one 1 love best In
the world,” “Ah! 1suppose it's those
susapenders yon sald you needed.''—
Phlladelphin Press,

home!**

Uncle Sum's Desp-Sen Equipment,
The Albatross is one of the few ves-
sels aflont to-day that are properly
equipped for deep-sea exploration, She
has all the newest apparatus, Inclua-
Ing trawl pets that may be dragged
along the ocean floor at a depth of
three miles or more; huge tangles of
raveled rope that gather up the star-
fishes, sea urchins, cornls, sea fans and
sponges from the bo.tom; lmproved
instruments for determining depths
and the water temperature at any
level; and last, but not least, a labora-
tory on board for the study of the
curlous creatures brought to the sur-
face by the nets and other devices,
There are tanks of alecobol, cases full
of Jurs and bottles for speclmens,
chemienl convenlences, microscopes,
and even a photographle dark room,
in which plctures of Interesting anl-
mals may be developed. —Pearson’s
Magazine,

Mr. Wagge's Scandal,
“My dear,” sald Mr. Wagge, "as 1
cume by Mrs. Gazgam's lbouse just
now I saw Mps. Guzzam in the parlor
kissing some one who wag not her—er
—wis not Mr, Gazgzam'"
“Ob, Heory!” gasped Mrs, Wagge.
“Are yon swre? Well, did you ever?
Oh, my! But i've always suspected
AMrs, Gazgam. She's wuch too sancti-
wonlous, you know., Kissing—why,
I must call up Mrs, Jorking on the
telephone and tell her all about It
Kissing n—1 don't suppose you could
see who it was, Henry?'
“You," sald Wagge, "I could, quite
distinetly.™
“You could? Oh, Henry, who was
ity Anyhody we know?’
“Oh, yes, 1 was Mrs, Gazzam's
mot her!"

"

“You—=brute!"—Horpers

Bazar, |
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