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of the chance to glorify your name by | had no whiskers when I saw you last.

away with many a sunny gleam.
Leside the river grows
Starry forget-1ae-not ;
you ten, Lady Rose.
The drooping, faintly colored knot?

In the home-garden, where the ivy crept
Around the ruined coping of the wal',
When in mive own, your trembling  §

kept
And in the silence heard the night-bird's call
Drear and cold the evening's close,
Sorrow of an adverse fate;
Have you forgotten Lady Kose,
That parting by the wicket gute?

NAP. SQUASH MITTOX.

The Mittox family was weil known
in Nashville, Tennessee. No Mittox
was ever a great man, even when
great men were so scarce that fair
ability passed for wonderful powers.

ply store merchant. and it is said that
he got his start by making specialties
of mink skins and gun flints. Dave
had only one son, a bright but woe-
fully lazy fellow, whom everybody
called Squash. The old man rebelled
for a time against this nickname, but
finally adopted it and, boubtless, in
after years, rcally forgot that his
son’s name was Napoleon. Squash
was distinguished for one thing—
cowardice. He was so rank a coward
that he would suffer any sort of indig-
nity withoutoffering toraise his hand
in defense. His reputation grew un-
til it appeared that every boy in the
community wanted to make a few
at him. Boys were not ad-
mitted into “‘society” until they could
produce evidence of a requisite de-
pravity and then show that they
could whip Squash Mittox.

One day a school girl met Squash in
the road. She was weeping as though
a sharp pain had caught up with her.
«What are you crying about, little
girl?” asked Squash.

«#Cryin’ because 1 ain’t a boy.”
“Whatdo you want to be a boy
for®”

So I could whip somebody.”
“Well, I’m a boy and I ain’t never
whipped anybody.”

«“You must be Squash Mittox,
then?”

“Yes, that's who I am.”

“Well, I belicve I'll thrash you
right here,” andshe didlet in on him;
she whipped him until his cries ar-
rested the attention of a man and he
ran to the place of punishment, but
when he saw that it was some one
simply beating Squash Mittox he
begged the girl's pardon and hastily
strode away. And it was always
thus. No one seemed to think thata
cruelty was practised when blows fell
upon Squash.

The coward was an apt scholar,and
he easily distanced all rivals, but, of
course, he suffered for it. e used to
carry a note-book in his pocket in

school and had been scverely beaten,
he took out his book and said:

your name?” .
¢You bet I will. My name is Jim
Toby, and don’t you forget that I
walloped you goin’ and comin’.”

“I won't forget it,” Squash re-
plied.

«Well, see that you don’t.”

“This book will see to that.”
«What, you puttin’ my name down
80 you can have me arrested?”

+] don’t want to have you or any-

hundreds of fellows
thumped me has ever been snatched
up by the law.”
‘“That’s all right.
have me arrested, I can tell you that.
I'd beat you in geod fashion then,
sure enough.”

question®”

«J reckon not. Fire away.”

you wanted to whip me? I neverdid
you any harm—never saw you until
to-day.”

«Jt's about this way. I reckon: 1
1 thought I'd have to take a hand,
boys.”
came on.
the peaceful
dull garb of trade—young Mittox,

away from places of war preparation.
He shuddered at the sight of a gun.

father one day exclaimed.
for?”

going to draft men into the army?”
“Suppose it is true; what then?®”
“Well, it's hull out with me.”

enough to fight for your State?”
“Well, I never

1 don’t see what
for me in any way.

take care of herself.”

man shouted.
that.”
“Ah, 1 do know as to that.”

when a voice called:

«Helloa, Squash.”

house.

to have worn me out.”

about.
to be war,”
“Yes, I'm afraid so.”

““Afraid so?

Old Dave Mittox was a general sup-|

which to enter the name of new as-
pirants that came to whip him. Once
when he had been jerked from the
straight path that led to Sunday-

“Will you please oblige me with

body else arrested. Not one of the
that have

You better not

“Say, will you care if T ask you a

“Well, I would like to know why

heard that all the boys had whipped
you, and as we have just moved here

too, or I couldn’t get along with the

Thus the years passed until the war
When the scream of the
fife and the boom of the drum made
air tremble—when
Lright uniforms took the place of the

now nearly twenty years old, kept

“What's the matter with you?” his
“What
are you slipping around this way

“Because I heard that the State is

«“‘What! haven't you got patriotism

had patrotism
enough to fight for myself, and it is
quite natural that I should think as
much of myself as I do of my State.
the State has done
Nearly every boy
in the State has whaled me, and noth-
ing was said about it, and now that
the State is in trouble, she’ll have to

tYou are no son of mine!” the old
«] am sure I don’t know as to
«You coward!” the old man raved.
The young man turned away and
was skulking about in a neighbor’s

“How are you, Miss Nellie,” the
young man replied, bowing to a young
lady who approached from a summer

“‘Squash, I want totalk to you a

boy in those days and somebodyought

Your day will come yet, probably.”
*Oh, no, I am too old to whip now.
But that’s not what I wanted to talk
You know there’s really going

Why, you ought to be
glad of it—jyou ought to be t.lnnktul

dying for your State.”

The young fellow jerked himself
with a contem grunt. “I am
a modest man, Miss Nellie,and Idon’t
want any glory.”

“‘But you'll surely go into thearmy,
won’t you?” :

«Not if I can help myself.”

#Oh, Squash, I thought better of

u_n
yo“What., and after whaling me in the
road, too?”

“Oh, Squash, if you love me, join
1 the army."”

“Love you?e By gracious, whosaid
that I loved you?”

“Brother Tom says so.®

“Well, you tell your brother Tom
that if 1 wasn’t afraid of him I'd call
him a liar.”

“Then you do not love me?” she
exclaimed, with a theatrical start.

“That’s what I said, Miss Nellie,
but if it is going to put you to any
trouble, I'm sorry I said it.”

“I will eall my brother Tom.”

#0Oh, no, no. I will promise any-
thing for your sake, You said some-
thing about my loving you. Now,
tell me that vou love me.”

«“What!"” she shricked. I love you?
I am a great mind to call Tom and
have him spread you out thin in  the
 path. How could I love you, you
 eowardly wreteh?”

{1 don’t know, I'm sure, never hav-
'ing taken the trouble to investigate,
but when you spoke of my loving you,
|1 didn’t know but that you might

sorter half way love me.”

] never thought of such a thing,

' you old coward you. Tom was tor-

menting me about you the other day,
!and saaid that you were dying of love
'for me, and I thought that if you
were I might possibly get you to go
into the army.”
«Js Tom going?”
“Who, my brother Tom? Well, I
reckon he is. Father has bought him
a tent and ecver so many things—
canned stuff and dried beef and
pickles. He's going to be a sutler
and being that isright up next to
the general. And you won't join the
army?” '
“No, I am not afraid of having my
feelings wounded.”
«Well, then, go away from here,
you good-for-nothing thing.”
«Say, wait a minute, Miss Nelhe.”
“Well, what do you want?”
“To tell you the truth, I've been in
love with you ever since you whipped
me that day.”
«I don't love you, you coward.”
«“And I thought,” Squash contin-
ued, “that Iwould come over and ask
you to marry me.”
«‘Here Bose, here,” the young lady
cried, calling the dog. ‘“Whew-et,
whew-et,” shewhistled. Squash took
to his heels.
The parade of war's preparation
passed; the slaughter of battle came.
Squash was drafted. The terror of
his cowardly nature flew into words
of pleading. He said that he would
work for the Government; he would
dig wells and curry ho P

should be kept out of danger, but he
could not stand out and be shot at.
«Other men have to stand it,” an
officer replied.

«‘Oh, ves, but the thought of it is
not as terrible to them as it is to me.
Somehow I am tenderer than other
men, and having more of the start-
ling imagination of fear, picture a
thousand wounds. I am a coward,
and the coward more than all other
men should excite your pity, for the
poet has said that cowards die many
times.”

«You'll have to go.”

«‘But what's the good taking me?
1'll be too scared to shoot. It will be
simply leading me out to be shot.”
“Well, in paying their respects to
you, the enemy my neglect some man
that is a good shot.”

They took Squash to the war, but
he ran away. They brought him back,
but it usually took two men to guard
him. One day a captian stopped
where Squash wasdigging upastump,
and after looking at him a few mo-
ments, said:

“They keep you pretty busy,
Squash.”

“Yes, I hardly get time to eat.”
«If you were a better soldier you'd
not be a common laborer:”

“Yes, but I might get shot, and I'd
rather work like a cart horse than to
be dead.”

They managed to shove him to the
front once, but when he caught sight
of the enemy he threw down his gun
and mysteriously disappeared.

When the war was over Squash
went into business with his father,
who still handled mink skins, al-
though improvement in fire-arms had
compelled him to give up gun-flints.
The business prospered, and Squash
was known as a man of means, yet
some fellow would come into the store
occasionally and “‘whale” him.

One day the. following advertise-
ment astonished the readers of the
leading newspaper of Nashville:

To THE PusLic—Two months from now I
shall be 30 years old, and on my blnhdaﬁs I

am going around with my notebook. re
iously kept during many painful . and
whip every man (if I can find whose
name I have therein eutered. I have been
a coward all my lif ave suffered a
thousand deaths in cons@juenee. Courage.
we all know. is a matter of argument. I
have reasoned with myself, and on the 6th
day of June I will be a courageuous maan,
instead of a coward, I am inexeellentcon-
dition for fighting. The trench exercises
and stump discipline which I went through
during the war, have my mauscles
and eniarged my fists. I deem $his notice
sufficient, ahd not specially address
each individual. warning him of my inten-
tion. I may be whipped as usual up to
11:30 p. m. on the 5th day June. but after
that 1 will never submit to the slightest in-
salt. NAPOLEON (SQUAsH) X,

The advertiscment raised a great
hawhaw, and one man who had not
whipped Mittox since the old school
days, went around to indulge in that
pleasure. Squash offered no resist-
ance.  He reeeived his ‘thumping”
as quietly as consistency would admit,
and then bought ten mink skins from
a fellow who had just come down the

river on a raft.

visitor, *I will give you some more.”

«] am perfectly satisfled,” Squash
answered. *“In fact, I was satisfled
before you came in. If you have no
further business with me, I will pay
this man for his mink skins.”

The morning of the 6th of June ar-
rived. Squash whistled about the

life.

and walked straightway to the whole-
sale dry goods store of James Toby.

littie more familiar than it is now.
ment?”
many.”

' 1am known as Squash.”

wood or do anything 8o long as he|yo

“If you are not satisfled,” said the ! prod

store, seeming to enjoy his new era of
Just before noon he went out

«Ah, ah, I suppose so; used to be a
By the way, did you see my advertise-
“Really, I don't know, as I see so
«My name is Napoleon Mittox, and
“‘Oh, yes!” the wholesale merchant

1 saw your funny advertisement—the
boys were laughing at it. You are
getting to be quite a humorist. Iam
glad to see you.” -
«] suppose so. Say, do you remem-
ber catching me one day as I was go-
ing to Sunday-school, back in the
fifties®

«“Yes, yes, 10 De sure. Ah, the
rollicksomeness of those old days!”
“They were somewhat rollicksome,”
sald Squash, “‘and that’s the reason I
have called on you,” and with another
word be hauled off and knocked the
wholesale merchant down. There
never was a more astoundad man. He
uttered a horrified exclamation, and
scrambled to his feet. Squash knocked
him down again, kicked him into a
corner, poured a jug of ink on his
bald head and hastened away.

The avenger stopped on a street
corner, looked at his note-book, and
read the following entry: *“Whipped
by S. W. Culp, Dec. 14, 1860.” An-
other entry of recent date, contained
the following information, ¢Mr.
Culp is now postmaster.”

Squash hastened to the postofiice.
Ile was told that the postimaster was
busy.

[ can't help it. I must see him.
My business is of great importance.”
He was shown into the postmaster’s
private office. The Government man
looked up and said:  “Well, sir?®"
“Don’t remember me, do you?”

#] think not.”

] am Squash Mittox.”

“Oh, yes; but it has been a wag
time since we met. 1 was about to
lcave here to join the Union army
when I saw vou last, I believe.”
“#“Yes; but you saw me on one par-
ticular occasion long before that.”
“Ah, when was that?”

“The day you tied my shirt when I
was in swimming—when you threw
mud on me when I came out.
“Why,Squash, Ihadn’t thoughtof
that for ycars,” the
laughed. “What a memory you have
of those glowing olddays. I am really
glad to see you.”

“Did you se¢ my advertisement®”
“No. What business are you in?”
“] am a tanner.”

“That so?”

“Yes, and I have come here to tan
you,” and before the postmasterknew
what was meant, Squash was on him;
he choked the astonished man to the
floor, pounded his head with a spit-

of his eyes, and hastened away to
on somé pther man whose name
a place In the note-book. °
That evening a servant’ entered a
drawing-room and addressing a hand-
some woman, said:
“A man wants to see you in degar-
den.”
¢In the garden! Why doesn't he
come into the house?”
“Said he couldn’t—'lows he must
see you out dar.”
The young woman went into the
garden. A man stood in the walk.
“Did you send for me, sir?”
¢“] did. You don’t know me, do
u?
“Why, of course, I do, Squash.
How are you, and what do you want
with me?”
“Did you sece my advertisement?”
«“Yes, and had a real good laugh
over it.”
“Glad you enjoyed yourself. I have
been around to«day whipping people.
Do you remember going along the
road once, crying?”

«“Yes?

“And you remember whipping
me?”

of ita thousand times.”

«“Well, I don’t like to strike a wo-
man, but I have come to whip you.”

+‘Oh, Squash, you wouldn’t hit me.
You don’t know—you—" she hesi-
tated. “You did meet me in the
road once, and I was crying—erying
because I loved you, and I whipped
you because you didn't have sense
enough to see it. 1 pretended not to
know you, but I had watched you
many and many a time, and loved
you.”

He took her in his arms.

“You wouldn’t whip me, would
you, Squash?”

«Come with me, precious,” he said.
—[Arkansaw Traveler.

The Earth’s Centrifugal Ferce.

The terrific orbital speed of the
earth, about 358,000 miles per hour,
tends to impress most minds with
the belief that a tremendous centrifu-
gal force is exerted, which they also
think is necessary to prevent the
earth from falling into the sun.
Whether or not we depend entirely
upon this force to keep us outward in
space, and away from the much too
ardent embrace of the great center of
the solar system, may not just now be
fully determined, but if so we are
certainly held out by a very slender
cord, as we understand these matters.

To place this earth’s centrifugal
force matter within reach of the most
common understanding, we will im-
agine ourselves driving around a cir-
cular race course one mile in diame-
ter, which makes about a three-mile
course, actually 3.1416 miles, and
making the circuit in 39 minutes. In
order to reduce the speed to that time
we would have to drive at a veryslow
trot, in fact but little above a fast
walk. While traveling at such a

around such a circle in a buggy,
or in any other kind of a vehicle, no
one would be conscious of any cen-
trifugal force being in operation, and
fact there would be no appreciable
force more than could be measured by
any known method of measuringsuch
forces. And yet the centrifugal force
exerted upon each particlé of matter
embraced in such a driving outfit is
substantially identical with the force
operating upon each atom of matter
composing our planetin its circuit
around the sun.

The earth in its daily revolutions,
however, does considerably better, as
we would havesto make the circuit of
the rweg:m in about 16 minutes to
uce same effect, cen
speaking. But even then m
be totally unaware of a centrifugal
force being exerted. On the contrary,
if ome of us should mount a horse in-
side a circus ring and have it started
at a full run around the ring, we
would learn in an instant of time that
we would have to lean well inward
toward the center or else fly off out~
ward.

Centrifugal force must not be con-
founded with momentum, as there is
but slight connection. Momentum is

\

postmaster |

toon, left an old quid of tobacco in-ong;

¢Oh, yes, Squash; I have thought

UNITED ASSAULT UPON THE
HOUSE-FLY.

Mr. Bowssr Bensibiy’ Resclves to Econe-
mine and at the Same Time Renow Hils
skili with Carpeaters’ Tools—Domestie
& lSoulties of the Bawsers,

Dewser as & Carpenter.

O jyou pass a
carpenter -shop
on your way
downtown?”
asked Mrs.
Bowser the
other morning
as Mr. Bowser
as ready to
leave the heuse.

“Why?”
cautiously
asked in reply.

‘“Weoughtto
have a screen-
door tothe kitchen. There’swhereall
the flies come in. We can use one of
these doors we brought with us, but
we’ll have a carpenter to hang it.”

“We will, eh? I beg to differ. I
don’t propose to pay no carpenter three
or four dollars for doing what I can
do in half an hour. T'll fix it myself.”

“But don't you remember, Mr.
Bowser—don’t you remember that

n—

“That I what?”

“You tried to hang a screen<«loor
last Summer in Detroit and you got
somad you nearly tore the house
down.”

«J did, eh? That's a pretty yvarn
for you to stand up there and spin!
In the first place, I never tried to
hang a screen<door, and in the second
I never got mad.”

“But you—you"——she stammeredl.

¢#“Nothing of the sort! 1 don't
even remember that we had a screen-
door. 1 never tried to hang one. 1
never gotrmad. I never even saw a
fly around our house in Detroit.
Change of climate seems to have had
a very queer effect on you.”

“But won't you send up a car-
penter?”

“Not by a jugful! I shan’t have
anything to do at the office this after-
noon, and if there’s a bit of tinkering
around the house it will be fun for
me.!l

He returned at noon, having a
heavy parcel with him, and when Mrs.
Bowser asked about the contents he
cut the string and replied:

“Just a few tools. Come handy to
tinker with. Every man ought to
keep a few tools and do his own re-
pairing. I think I saved us at least
$200 last year.”

“Well, I hope you won't fly mad
over your work. A screen-dooris a
very particular thing to hang.”

“Oh! it is!
‘em, I presume!”

“J know that it takes a skilled
workman.”

“You'd better write a book and
call it: “What I Know about Secreen
Doors.? I ought to feel awful proud
to think I have such a smart wife!
Run right in, now; and begin on the
first chapter of your book!”

Mr. Bowser descended to the cellar,
where he found four screen doors of
different sizes. He selected one he
thought would fit and carried it up.
It was six inches too high. 'The nexu
was four inches too short. The third
was almost long enough to make two
such doors as he wanted. Ie had
the fourth one, which was almost a
fit, in the back yard, when Mrs. Bow-
ser came out to say:

“If you had first measured your
opening and
doors, you wouldn't have had to lug
up this one.”

“Wouldn't 1?2 Perhaps you under-
stand my object in bringing up the
extra ones? DPerhaps it is theduty
of a hushand to explain every little
move he makes?”

-l

$AM I A PURBLIND CHILD?”

MR. AND MRS. BOWSER.|

he!

You've hung lots of

then measured your

' am afraid she’s getting fast!”

| bad company came before me and I

mvagplythtahemth& without

word. -

«The infernal old kitchen is cither
litting up orsitting down!” he growled
as he held the door up. “‘I've got to
saw a picce off the bottem to make a
fit, and she’ll cither fit or downcomes
i the shanty;”

He sawed off a piece and got what
'he called a fit. - Ile smiled and
chuckled over his success, and had
the hingeson when Mrs. Bowser came
out to ask:

““What good is a door if you leave
all those cracks?”
You can’t find

“Cracks! Cracks!
one!”

“Look here—and here—and here!
Mr. Bowser, even the bumble-bees of
New York would have no trouble in
fiving.in there. And how are you
putting that spring on?®”

Mr. Bowser laid down the hammer,
the gimlet and the screwdriver, and
after wiping off his flushed face he
stood crect and pointed into the
kitchen. Mrs. Bowser disappeared
without a word. Then he inspected
and found cracks.

sConfounded old door-way is out of
plumb, and that’s the matter!” he
growled, as he set to work to unhinge
it. When he got the door off he
racked it this way and that and triced
it aggain. More cracks than before.
He took it down and sprung on the
top with all his might, and this time,
as he held it up, there was a crevice
through which a sparrow could have
flown. He started to lay it flat on
the ground, but fell forward, tumbled
over himself and sprawled on his back.

“What's the matter?” asked Mrs.
Bowser from the baek door.

Mr. Bowser slowly arose, looked all
around for the ax, and not seeing it
he jumped at the screen-doors and
kicked with both feet until they were
reduced to strings and strips. Then
he went up to Mrs. Bowser, panting
and perspiring and pale-faced, and
hoarseiy whispered:

«“This is the last time—the very
last! Next time you coax me into
doing any such infernal puttering
work around the house I1'll go—go,
never to return!”

“When did I coax you?”

“Never you mind! 1It's all right!”

“RBuat I say™

“Just—keep quiet! I am neither
blind nor deaf. If we live together
ten billion years longer don't you ask
me to even bore a hole in a table-leg
for a caster! This is the limit! I'm
dangerous from this on!”—[New York
World

Nikdn from Sweden.

Hilda was honest, Hilda was faith-
ful, Hilda was thrifty, but above all,
Hilda was conservative.

She had *“‘beenover” long enough to
become quite Americanized, but she
still wore her funny knitted jacket
and short home-spun petticoat and
stout Swedish boots, while Marfa next
door, who had eome over at the same

time, had long since gotten into
braided Jerseys, draped skirts, with |
bustles and American shoes of shoddy |

puinted toes.

Hilda thought that the Swedishl
way of Cooking and baking, and the
Swedish methads of washidg semi-oc- |
casionally, were far superior to any
American ways. So at first we nlcf
sour Swedish bread and gagged over
thin Swedish soups made of prunes
and raisins, and we put off washing
until we were reduced to staying in
bed while our ciothes were washed.
But we liked our own customs lmel.tat’:r,i
so with a sigh Hilda put the house-
wifely traditions of her beloved Swe-
den behind her and turned her un-
willing footsteps into the paths laid !
out by the authors of American cook
books.

Marfa spoke English much better
than Hilda. She “liked the Jankee
songs best,” and she sang “Good-by,
My Lover, Good-by,” and “Peek-a-
boo,” while Hilda hummed the old

her heart.
“Hemat, hemat, mat stranden
Der matt ej varder mer—"

Hilda softly sang, with a far-away
look in her eyes, but Marfa’s shrill

trebel sang out in
“Fink-aboo, pink-a-
Ay ees you bading thar.®

and quite drowned the sound of
Hilda’s sweet little voice.

1 think that *she” must have been
the first English pronoun that Hilda
learned, and I always laid the ten-
acity with which she clung to its use
to her natural opposition to achange.

Be that as it may—that pronoun
as Hilda used it might stand for any-
thing under the sun; and you might
be an expert mind reader if you
grasped its relation at once.

In a conversation one day, in which
Marfa, the time of day, and the poor
quality of the last box of soap had
figured as the subjects, Hilda shook
her head mournfully and said:

] can’t do nothing with her. I

Visions of pretty Marfa getting Into
askea with real concern. ““Who,
Marfa®”

¢*No, mam, the clock; she is getting

an inch at the top. Mr. Bowser
brought out a coupleof kitchenchairs,
made a scratch on the door with a
nail, and was about to use the saw,
when she asked:

across there?”

«For what reason?”

«Jf you don’t Yyou
straight.”

«wCan’t I? Perhaps I am blindl”

When he finished sawing off the
strip and held the frame up to the
opening it was plain that he had run
his saw at an angle.

“] told you so,” she quictly ob-
served.

“Told me what!” he replied, as he
turned on her. “Do you suppose |
don’t know what I'm about! Do you
imagine 1 wanted a straight top on
that door! If you know so much go
ahead and finish the job!”

Mrs. Bowser went into the house,

to tack on a strip or leave an opening
for all the flies in New York State.
He was sawing a piece off one of the
other doors to make this strip when
Mrs. Bowser appeared and said:
«You’'ll spoil that door, too, Mr.
Bowser.
from this box? If you had put a
it you would have been all right.”
«Mrs. Bowser,” he began as he
laid down his saw, ‘am I a purblind
child five or six ycars old, who must
be brought in when it rains, oram I
the man of the house, forty years of

» The tor was ihhis private
miﬂ.:tlf- right.” omoe.mwe ' W o due to motion in any direction; cen-
“I'm awfully sorry 1 whipped you| *Is this Mr. %’ Squash asked, | trifugal force to circular motion only.
in the road thatday a long time ago.” | glancing at his S The centrifugal force exerted by re-
“Don’t let that worry you. It| . “Yes, iR vaq seat.” : volving bodies is difectly as to their
doesn’t hurt now.” “Pon’ sitdown. Youdon’t |distances from the center, and in-
{Oh, of course, itdon't hurt now,” | remember o you®” versely as the squares of thelr cir
she laughed. I wasan awful Tom- ““Well, your face looks familiar.” | cular velocities. or the number of

revolutionsmade ip a given time.—{A.
J. Bome, in Mechanical News.

Cuttiag 1he Gordizn Kael.
Mrs. Young—John, did you succeed

1 gave you this morning?®

Mr. Young—No; my fime was too
preciogs: but  (triumphantly) I've
bought enough of something else to

exclaimed, *I know you mow. You

make yov & new gown!—[Puck.

in matching that piece of dress-goods |

driver to eat my dinner?”

! “‘But you'i! never make that door
. fit,” she protested. .

| +If Idon’t no other man on earth
i peed try!”

She went in again and he sawed
! & strip and nailed iton the sther door.
Then he held it up to find the frame

The door had to be sawed off about

«Aren’t you going to strike a line

can't saw

and Mr. Bowser held the frame up,
again to see that he would be obliged !

Why don’t you take a piece
straight-edgeon theotherand marked

age and generallv supposed to have| age of 67 years. He was 25 years old
sense cnough not to sit under a pile-,

off |

proke lately.” -~

Again Hilda rushed up-stairs, the
picture of wild-eyed despair, and
wringing her hands, wailed, *‘Oh, she
burnt”

Startled half out of my wits I man-
aged to gasp. “Who? Tell me
quick!”

““Why, the roast, mamj;
her and she is spoil.”

Wholly disgusted I resolved then
and there never to be in the least up-
set by anything that Iilda m ight tell
me: so, soon after this when she ap-
peared with with a foreign letter in
her hand and with a sad face an-
nounced **She is dead.”

I coolly asked: “Who, Hilda2"”
and Hilda, the conservative, tearfully
replied: My grandfather.”—[Marie
More Marsh.

Tennyson's Enoch Arden Eclipsed,

When it comes to a show-down be-
tween Mr. Tennyson’s Enoch Arden
! and the following true story from the
Paris Mercwry it will be seen that
grand old Missouri is still in it:
“Oliver Smith left this country in the
spring of 1850 for California during
the gold excitement, and was not
heard of hereuntil last spring. He
worked in mines there for a year, and
upon hearing that his wife was dead
he drifted away to the gold flelds of
Australia. He wrote several letters
back - home, which miscarried for
some cause, and receiving no answer,
he gave up the idea of returning, con-
tenting himself to live in his new
; home. He left four children, all of
' whom are dead, they leaving two chil-
dren. His wife is still living at the

I forgot

when he went away. Mr. Smith will
return bome next month, and Do
doubt will meet a hearty welcome
from his wife and relatives, as well
as old friends, many of whom have
long thought him dead.”

i «Jpsr see how fondly that man
kisses his wifc gowl-by,” said the
s#There is no sham demon-

E

" Out of Sorts

| & body.

country hymns which were so dear to | i

half an inch too loag. Mrs Bowsar' optimist. S
reappeared and was about to say ! stration there.” G, that is because
| something, but he glared at her aoilho is going away,”said the pessimist.

-—

MISSING LINKS,

A TUUNDERSTORM fa hot weather trav-
:Y:‘:Smsmmnhdﬁm'-llun
Tax words in common usy
dinary individual are -unst:l, l.:hm:
1,000 to 3,000,
Browx UnivEastTy has decided
mit women to its classes om lh‘:..:.
conditions a3 men.

Tix smallest tree that grows in Gread
Britaln may be seen on the very top of
Ben Lomond It fs the dwarl willvw,
which, at maturity, reaches 3 height of
ounly two inches

Reswcued from the Dopths of Misery.

Tho rcisery endured by unfortunates whese
livers are derelict im duty is unspeakable., Fick
headaches, nacees, costiveness, disorder uf the
digestive apparatus, heartburn, vertizo, unrest,
soorness of tho breath, unsasiness beneath the
short right ribs and right shoulier blade, fickle
appetite,are among tho batelul indicis of bilious-
noes, which, however, speadily vanish when Hos-
tetter's Stomach Bitters is smployed as & regu-
lato:. Most effectually is its work of disciplin.
ing carried oat, as & complete renowal of the di-
gostive, sceretive and evacuative functions satis-
factorily proves. In cases of malarial disease the

liver i+ the principal gland fnvolved, and for mal-
nidien of .v:nhrhl type Hostotter's Stommach
flo. Asa laxative—

ton’? and corroctive.

The Vasar Girl Daofended.

“ays a promi.ent citizen of Fochester:
*Talk about a Vassar girl not be'ng able
to make bread an] attend to the duties
0" homeo; 1 t2ll you they know more than
the prople of this world give them credit
for They are the best cooks In the
wor'd, in spite of all the slurs thrown
out against them, for they know how te
manage and care for things systematic-
ally —something that the uneducated
woman «an never, never learn. The
records pro.e what I am telling youn
Since the foundation of the school ne
Vassar girl has ever been divorced from
her husband. There has beocn no occa-
s'on forit. 1 know what I am talking
about, for I married a Vassar girl.”

The Only One Ever Printed—Caa You
Find-the Word?

There Is a 3-inch display advertisement
in this paper this week, which has no two
words alike except one word. The same is
true of each new one appearing each week
from The Dr. Harter Medicine Co. This
house places a *““Crescent’” on everything
they make and publish. Look for it. send
them the name of the word, and they will
return you BOOK, BEAUTIFUL LITHOGRAPAS,
Or BAMPLES FREE

A Girl Is Not Pretty

Whe2x she cannot look one honessly in
th eye.

When she has an acquaintance with
the rouge pot

When she shows her bad humor and
puts on frownsa

When she thinks to improveon nature
and b'eaches her bair.

When she does not keep her hands
scrupulo :sly clean.

When she does not study the style of
dalr-dressing that fs suited to her, and
per:is:s in wearing it ip an unbecoming
manher.

BueoncmiTis Is cured by frequent smail
doses of Piso’s Cure for Consumption.

A xix: of France once had a faleon
which escaped from Fontainebliean, and
in twenty-four hours after was found in
Maita, a space computed to Le at nct
less than 1,59 miles, a velocity cqual to
W miles an hour, supposing the hawk

leather, with high heels and narrow ;| « have teen on the wing the whole |

oA

Describes s feeling peculiar to persons of dys
peptic tendency, or cansed by change of climate,
season or ife. Tho stomach is out of order. the

[ beed sckes or docs rol feel right,

The Nerves
seem strained to their nimost, the mind Is confused
and irritable. This condition finds sn excrllent
core tive in Hood's Barsaparilla, which, by il
roguiziing and Toolng powsr ', sooll

Restores Harmony

to the system, aud gives strength of mind. nerves
N.B. Besure to get

Hood’'s Sarsaparilla

abich 12 eurative power is Peculiar to Haelf.

X1
te, Mich.,
ov. 7. 188,
Tho Bev. J. Kosabics, of above place. writes:
I have suffcred a great deal and whenever 1
B ¥ feol 5 nervous attack coming I take a dose
' Pesior Kvenig's Nerve Tonic and feel re-
4 ved. 1 think s great deal of it, and would
# .ther be witbout bread than without the Toale.

Tired of Living.

Two years ago last February 1 commenced
having epileptic attacks, and eculd not rest &
minute without having iy Hmbs jerk. I was
almost tired of living, when I heard of Pastor
Koenlg's Nerve Tonie, and thank the Lord 1 got
woll ln- uﬂngonlyaneboln:.ll:;.nd i wilflm
‘crget inm yers what medicine

2 B MISS MAY WETICE.

A Valuable HBook em Nervous
[[ Mm:m ﬁ”ﬂ: :.:,tddm
charge.
har

FisnoP's RESIDENCR,

this medicine free of

remedy been rw the
— Koenig, of Fort Warne, lﬂ?ﬂm U8, and
prepared unde

rhis directiva by the

KOENIC MED. CO., Chicago, il

Sold by Druggists at $1 per Bottle. 6fr 80
* aren Sire, S1.75. 6 Bottles for 99.

SHILOR’S
CONSUMPTION
CURE.

The sactess of this Grest Cure b
without a parallel in the history of medicine.
All drugpists are authorized to sell it on a pos-

Rtive guarantee, a test that no other cure can sac-

cessfully stand. That it may become known,
1 at an enormous cxpense, &G
Bottle Free into every home

the Proprietors,
r:iua Sam
the United States and Canada. I you

YOU WILL SAVE MONET,
and will CURE

CATARRH

BY USING

ELY'S CREAM BALM.

Oragon.,
ire. Chloaes.
Over-
comes
TEA =22

irg ~re unknown joys. For Ges-
r:an Syrup we do not ask easy cases.
Sugar and water may smooth &
throat or stopa tickling—for a while.
This is as far as the ordinary cough
S i 'st'l‘hm-t
vrupis a , & grea
years there have beep sensitiveness,
in, coughing, spitting, hemorr-
ge, voice failure, weakness, slip-
ping down hill, where doctors and
mﬁm’ ine and advice have been swal
lowed and followed to the f of

despair, where thereis thesickening
conviction that all is over and the
end is inevitable, there we place
German Syrup.
a live man yet if you take it.

fFi

Itcures. Youare
@

'ﬁ‘ & W e )

ONE ENJOYS
Speupyof Fin i aken; 1t n plesmat
yrup of Figs is taken; it is
mdnuﬁuhing to|the h:l::, ]-‘nd acts
ntly yet promptly on idneys,
ive: - Botels,, cleanses the sys-
tem effectually, dispels colds, head-
aches and fevers and cures habi
constipation. Syrup of Figs is the
only remedy of its kind ever pro-
duced, pleasing to the taste and aec-
| eeptable to the stomach, in
its action and truly beneficial in its

| effects, presued only from the most
 healthy agreeable subetances, its
many excellent qualities comménd it

to all and bhave made it- the most

pognlar remedy known.

yrup of Fizs is for sale in 500
and $1 bottles by all lexding drug-
'gists. Any reliable druggist who
' may not have it on hand will pro-
eure it promptly for any one whe
' wishes to try it. Do not accept any

substitute.

CALIFORNIA FiG SYRUP CO.

SAN FRANCISCO, CAL.
LOUISVILLE, KY. NEW VORK, A.V.

-
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Evecraoryen
STEREDTYPING

The attention of ADVERTISERS, MANU-
FACTURERS and PRINTERS ig called to our
superior facilities for turmming eut FIRST-
CLASS ELECTROTYFING or STEREO-

B | TYPING. We guarantee satisfactory ead

prompt service in these lines.
desiring a large or small

A“H[R“sm number of Electroty pes

of an advertisement should get our prices be=
fore placing their orders. We make aspecialty
of DESIGNING and ENGRAVING ADVERTISE-
MENTS for all classes of trade.

MANUFAGTURERS =:-ves
CLAsS Electro-
types of Cuts for Catalogue lilustrations will

find it te their interest to communicate with us.
mn having long runs of press-
work, which can be lessened
by duplicating forms, and thereby save the
wear of type, will make money by having their
pages electrotyped or stereotyped. We can
return forms in six hours alter receipt at ous
office, accompanied by plates of the samec.

——QUR LINE QF———

NEWSPAPER-HEADING TYPE

Is the largest to be found in the West, and we
make a specialty of furnishing Headings for all
classes of publications. Specimen books, show-
ing the largest assortment of Newspaper Heads
ings ever exhibited, will be sent to Printers andr
Publishers upon application.

SIOUX CITY REWSPAPER UNION,

212 PEARL STREET. 2100N CITY. WA

ARE YOU A FARMER?

If so yon are one from choice and
can tell whether farming as an in-
vestment pays. Do you make it
pay? llave you first-class tools, fixe
tures, etc.? You say yes, but you
are wrong if you have no scales.
You should have one, and by send-
ing a postal card you can get full
information from

JONES OF BINGHAMTON,
BINGHAMTON. N Y.

THRESHERS COAL

Throughout the Northwest.

COAL RUN COAL
Sireator. La Salle Co,, IIL

Nevvoun
' VARICOCELE, 335ttt
e e, e ok giving eI
P L WOOD, 3 K 75 Buren 5¢. Chicawy Dl
Pnu‘u’f"._-". o

fee for igcrease. B L
uhttn'l A.'.-m?
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