WONDERFUL BREAD.

fThe Veracious Narrative of Its Mlk—'

" ing, Baking and Sale.
© »Tlow did 1 happen to become a ho.’
el clerk " repliad the man behind the

desk. “'Well, it was this way: 1 used

_to be a satlor. That was where 1
. Jearned about whales. In fact, | was
i second mate of the first iron ship that
~.-ever zounded the Horg, b from-

(‘.Buton to San Francisco, loaded with
flour, veast and salt to furnish grub to
2 "u!e Calitornia miners soon after the
“TTelvil war.
= ¥We got around the Horn all right
- when we ran into about the worst bit

©of weather ever brewed on the Pa-

uﬂc Iron shipe were an experiment

thcn. and we soon found ourselves {n
= trouble. The fresh water tanks sprang
' Ze " 'm lJegk, and the water ran down over
' the ecargo. ‘To make matters worse,
" the four barrels and boxes of yeast
‘broke loose, and with the rolling of the
" ship we soon had it all mized up to-
.- gether. In other words, the Wi
ship below decks was full of dough
. that the rolling of the ship kneaded
~* just as a regular breadmaking machine
. does out in the kitchen bere. And it
. “began to rise.

“Ye fastened down the hatches at
“first, but soon had to take them off on
““the lower decks or the expanding dough
would burst the ship. And we put on

i
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al} steam Tor San Francisco. We
_crossed the equator like a race horse.
‘and there we made our second great
mistake. The straln on the engines
caured them to break down, so we had

;--gtandstill for two whole days right
.. _ {here under a burning sun. The storm
we had run out of, and the weather
was clear and hot, Whew!
“Then we got under full steam agaln
and plowed north to the Golden Gate
- with a deck hand sitting on the safety
- valve. But we were too late. The
" tropic sun bad baked that shipload of -
-gough into one huge loaf of bread.
How to get it out of the ship was a
question.
i~ ‘"The ownpers, who were the captain
~.and one of our passengers, sold the
‘ghip just as she arrived for only half
" what they had paid for her new in Bos-
" ton. DBut the new owner was a genfus.
“He put the hungry miners to work with
~-picks and shovels cutting out the bread
and sold it at the rate of $1 a shovelful.
Jt was the finest bread you or any one
else ever ate.
“] was out of a job as second mate,
“and when I saw what & profit there
" was in that bread 1 just naturally went
> into the feeding business myself, and
."that's how 1 became associated with
the hotel business. Front! Show this
‘gentleman to the cafe.”’—Fortland Ore-

gonian.

“Mary Stuart's Curious W.tches
Among the watches owned by Mary

Stuart was a cofin shaped watch ina °

e s care of crystal. Probably the most re-
ot i - ATKADIe 0D in her collection was the
' " one which was bequeathed to Mary
k Seaton, her maid of honor. It was in

" the form of a skull. On the forehead
: ; of the skull was the syrmbol of death,
.‘the scythe and the hourgiass. At the
btck of the skull was Time, and at the
“top of the head were the garden of
. ‘Eden and the crucifixion. The watch

" side was a representation of the holy
-. tamlily surrounded by angels, while the
““shepherds and their flocks were wor-
shiping the newborn Christ. The works
~formed the brains, while the dial plate
- was the palate. She also possessed an-
“‘other skull shaped watch, but it is not

- known what became of §t.

Sy The Egg 'n Medicine. s
‘ '.l‘he white of an egg s an antidote In
_ €ases of poisoning with strong acids or
corrosive sublimate. The poison will
... coagulate’ the albumen, and if these
- poisons be in the system the white of
~. aDn egg, if swallowed quickly, will com-
“blre with the poison and protect the
sostomach. An astringent poultice is
~'made by causing it to coagulate with
~alum. This is called alum cord and is
" used in certain diseases of the éye.
. The yolk of the egg is sometimes used
in jaundice and is an excellent diet for
dyspeptics.

- ‘Helping the Musician.

o watched closely the trombone player
" in the band. Presently the man laid
“‘down his instrument and weat out for
2 beer. Paddy investigated and prompt-
1y pulled the horn to pieces.
The player teturned. “Who's med-
@ed mit my dromboue?’ he roared.
: “O1 did,” sald Puddy.
—«—f-~~~been for two hours tryin° to pull it
< gapart, an’ Oi did it in wan minut™—

. -Argonaut.

Sapphe.

: end of the seventh ccatury B. C. -

.antquity the fame of 8appho rlvnled
“’that of Homer. Bhe was called “the
‘poetess;” he was called “the poet.” S8he
{was styled ‘“‘the teath muse,” *the
“flower of the graces,” “'a miracle,” “the
..7'beautitul.” Bat few fragments of her
F 0t 'works are pregserved, and these ounly
Do ﬂnrldenully by other writers.

Spared Him. .

um ere—Are you going to ask thnt

- young Jenkins and hly flancee to our
‘house party?

Husband—Not much!’ P

_"lon dislike bim, don't you?" ‘ ’

717 “Yes, but not enough for that."——mfe

D —

" tng?”
. "Nope. What ta it

Bt. Paul Pioneer Fress.

: “wor!d than many of those whom peo-
;‘ple in genecral take to be happy.~Sen-
eca.

“to go at half speed, and we were ata

" was opened by reversing the skull.” Tn-" "

At l political meeting an lrhhnian

“Here ye've

Sappho was born in Lesbos about tho

“am the story of the ﬁhaky build- |
#0h, there's uo fouwndation to l(." V

There are no greater wretches {n the

- 5“'/@ (1o 8]
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A FRENCH HERCULES."

Marv.loul Strongth of the Fathor of
Alexandre Dumas.

My father was twenty-four at the
time of enlisting and as handsome a
young fellow as could be found any-
where.

His free “colonlal life had developed
his strength and prowess to an ex-
traordinary degree. Ie was a verita-
ble American horse lad, a cowboy. His
gkil] with gun and plstol was the envy .
of 8t Georges aud Junot, and his
muscular strength became a proverb in
the army. More than once he amused
himself in the riding school by passing
under a beam, grasplng it with bis.
arma and lifting his horse between his
legs. 1 have seen him do it and I
recollect my childish amusement when
I -saw him carry two men standlng
upon his bent knee and hop across the
room with these two men on him. 1
saw him once in a rage take a branch
of considerable toughness in both his
hands and break it between them by
turning one hand to the right and the
other to the left.

A few years later the gallant bussar
was a brigadier general and perform-
ing feats of valor which earuned him
the title of “the Horatius Cocles of
the Tyrol.” Best of all we like the
gson’'s description of Horatlng' storm-
ing of Mont Cenis:

The climbers reached the plateau.”
Although §t was a dark night, the
long llne of soldiers, clothed in blue
uniforms, could have been percelved
outlined against the snow from the
fort. But my father had foreseen this
contingency; each man had a cotton
cap and a shirt rolled up In his knap-
sack. This was the ordinary dress
my father adopted at night when he
honted chamois.

‘They reached the foot of the palisades
without having roused a single chal-
lenge. The men began climbing the
palisades as soon as they reached
thern; but, thanks to my father’s her-
culean strength, he thought of a better
and quieter way—namely, to take each
man by the seat of his trousers and
the collar of his coat and throw him
over the palisades. The snow would
break the fall and also deaden the
noise. Surprised out of thelr sleep :
and seeing the French soldiers {n thelr
midst without knowing how they had
come there, the Pledmontese hardly
offered any resistance. — From “My
Memotrs,” by Alexandre Dumas, Trans- -
lated by E. M. Waller.

“OLD TIME SURGERY

Tho Barbarous Methods of the Six-
teenth Century.

Ambroise Pare, 2 barber surgeon of
the sixteenth century, tells In hismotes
how in 1537 he went to the long wars
to get practice in surgery. He invent-
ed some Lew processes, particolarly in
the treatment of amputated limbs.

Up to Pare’s time the meost barba-
rous means bad been used to stop the
bleeding. In his own words: “So soon
as the limd was removed the surgeons
would use many cauteries to stop the
fow of blood, a thing very horrible
and cruel in the mere telling. And
truly of six thus cruelly treated scarce
two ever escaped, and even these were
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o K PUMA CUB.

He Was Plucky.
Temerity With His Life.
"Hissing llke a sulien geyser, the great
puma mother cronches with flaming
eyes. IRidge of her tawny back brush-

ews rigid bepeath soft skin, she glared
ot her four cubs in the cage corumer.
A- fuffy ball of spotted fur sprawled
ob unsteady legs across toward her.
Out shot a mighty fore paw; the baby
was hurled suddenly back among his
cowering brothers and eisters.

“Naaty temper,” [ remarked to the
keeper. “Has she been long like that?’

“Started this forenoon.” He shook his
bead in anxiety. “I don't like it ru
have to separate them, I fear.”

The unnatural mother commenced
pacing ber prison, sparring vicioualy
at her offspring in passing. Three
huoddled together in a pitiful heap, dbat
one stood up and defled her. A jungle
terror In miniature, his tiny rage was

meet each blow, dodging, spitting,
otriking out an swkward paw at the
great thrusts.

“They don't turn on their cube often.
Only knew It once before. You notice,
mein herr, her clawsa are not out when
she strikes. That may come; then we-
will lose some promising babies here.”

ly distressed. I returned in the morn-
ing to see how the affair bad progress-
- ed. Eutering the Frankfurt Thiergar-
ten, I found the lion bouse. My friend
atood In the empty corridor looking
into tbhe cage. Sleek forms shifted
restiessly on every side; a pale light
came from above; the place was close
with & heavy odor.

He greeted me mournfally. *“The
got him last night. Just a second in
her jaws, and the taxidermist won't
attempt to stuff the skin.” .= The re-
maining cubs peered wonderingly at
us from an adjolning cage; the mur-
deress paced in silence, but her eyes
were alive with a strapnge fascinating .
light. The tragedy had stirred the
rows of Imprisoned beasts. An uocan-
ny howl in a chilling key came from
the leopards; the, lion’s deep throat-
ed guttural sent unwelcome quivers
througch one’s nerves.

I left the building, relieved to feel
the breeze and gee the sunlight. Poor
little chap of a puma, he surely had
tremendous pluck!—Travel Magazine,

A PRESENT DAY UTOPIA.

Moores Island, the Happiest and Fair-
est Spot on Earth.

Magazine, says that the happlest and
most beautiful epot on earth today is
the island of Moorea, one of the Soclety

trast to strenocous American methods
this description sounds alluring:
‘“Whenever you are tbirsty a word
will send a lithe brown body scram-
bling up a tall palm tree trunk, and in
two minutes a green cocoanut.is ready
for you to quaff—the nectar of the Poty-
nesian gods. It is worth the trip down
here to eat the native °‘vittals,’ for you
get at every meal things you never
tasted before, and each seems better,

long ill, and the wounds thus burned’
were slow to heal, becsuse the burning
caused such vebement pains that they
fell into fever, convulslons and other
mortal accidents. In most of them,
moreover, when the scar fell off there
came fresh bieeding, which mustagain
be stenched with the cauteries. So
that for many healing was impossible,
and they had an ulcer to the end of
their lives, which prevented them from
having an artificial llmb.”

The idea of abolishing such cruelty
by using the ligature occurred td Pare
in one of his war journeys, and his
success went beyond his own expecta-
tions. HIs other discovery was made
within a few hours of his joining the
army. 1t was belleved by the surgeons
of the day that there was poison in a
gunshot wound, and one of the accept-
ed authorities insisted that they must
be cauterized “with oll of elders scald-
fng hot, mixed with a little treacle.”
The pain was intolerable. It happened
that at his first treatment of gunshot
wounds Pare's oiran short. and he
used Instead “a digestive made of the
yolks of eggs, oil of roses and turpen-
tine.” To his surprise he found next
morning that the patients be bad thus
treated were In better comdition than
‘the others. ‘“Then 1 resolved never
more to burn thus cruelly poor men
with gunshot wounds.”

Newton’s Fearful Cﬂme .

“At the end of a meal at Haydon's
hoose Keats proposed a toast in these
terma: “Dtghonor to the memory of
Newton.”
~"The guests stared at him in question-
ing surprise, and Wordsworth asked
for an explanation.

“It 1s,”" answered Keats, “because he
destroyed the poetry of the rainbow by
reducing it to a prism.” And the art-
iats all drank, with ons consent, cod- -
fosion to the savant.

20T A Great Change. :
Old Nurse (to youung lady who is zo
ing to New Zealand)—So you're going
away to oone of ihe countries, Mise
Mary, where they bave day when we
bhave night and night when we have
day?

Méss Mary—Yes, nurse. : .

“0Otd Nurse—Eh, 1t will take ye¢ some
time to get accustomad to the change!
—London Punch’'s Almanac.

RE 7 Quite Familiar. B
“.Hmmie " sald the merchant lolemn
Iy at the eleventh hour, ‘“‘we have for-
gotten te get a (resh supply of stamps.””
And the office boy in his cxcitement
responded with “Goodness, sir, 3o we
have! If we alo't a couple of blunder
bheaded tdlots!”—London Tit-Bits,

per of fresh water shrimps, sharks’
fins and roasted sea urchins. The ba-
panas you eat—there are eleven varie-
ties—baked, raw, fried, dried—grow a
few rods back in the valley; ditto the
breadfruit, the pineapples and about
everything else on the board. It's nice
to have your morning coffee grown in
the back yard. Guavas grow In such
profusion they are used a&s pig food.
grated cocoanut i3 fed to hens. while
sensitive plant is considered excellent
fodder for cattle, : ’
“For perfection of the human body
the Tahitian is unexcelled, if, indeed,
he Is anywhere equaled. They gre a
large race, both men and women being
noticeably taller and more fully de-
veloped than Anglo-Saxons. I doubt ¢
any Soclety islander ever went through
a whoie day In his life without having
a wreath of flowers on his head or a
blossom behind his ear. The love of
flowers is innate with man, woman and
child. They can’t pass through a patch
of *‘woods without emerging with a gar-
land. Every gay mood calls for flow-
ers on thelr hats, in their balr, bebind
their ears, and tbeir life is an almost
unbroken sequence of gay moods.
Scarcely 2 native on the island of
Moorea can speak a sentence of Eng-
lish, but every one you meet greets you
with 2 courteous smile and the wel-
coming word ‘la-ora-na’ (Yorana).”

- Postry Defined. A

Georze P. Morris, the author of
“Woodmsan, Spare That Tree” was a
general of the New York militia and a
favorite with all who knew him. Mrs.
Sherwood {n her reminiscences tells
how another poet associated the gener-
al with a definition of poetry.

Ouce Fitz-Greene Halleck, the author
of “Marco Bozzaris,” called upon her in
New York in his old age. and she asked
him to deflne for her what was poetry
and what was prose.

He replied: “When Genersl Morris
commands his brigade and says, ‘Soi-
diers, draw your swords” he talks
prose. When he says 'Soldiers, draw
your willing swords!” he talks poetry.”

o A Bargeain.

“YWhat!" exclaimed the bnsband
*You drew your savings from the bank,
went to a broker's office and bought Z,,
X. and Y. stock at 14. when it has been
dropping like & rock?’

“But, my dear,” argued the wife. “It
was such ¢ bargaln. Why, during the
short time 1T was In the office [ saw the
map mark jt down to 14 from 45!"—
Success Magazine.

but Paid For Hm.

ed up in rage, tall a-switch, steel sin- .

magnificent. Tensely alert before his -
trembling mates, he shifted warily to .

The young German keeper was great-

little beggar was too spirited. She

Hugo Parton, writing in the Ounting '

islands, in the south seas. As a com-

than its predecessor; to see your dlp: ™~

lt Has a F-rm Gr[p on London and
. Its Inhabitants.

*Tuppence—meaning, of course, two-
pence and equal to the sum of 4 cents
in United States currency—is the dom-
inating stm ln London. It 18 as much
ap institution us the war debt, beer or
the game of cricket. Wherever you
g0, whatever you do, whatever you
sell or whenever you open your mouth
it 1s tuppence or a series of that sum
that {8 extracted from you. It more
than takes the place of the five cent
plece In America or the threepenny
bit in the British possessions.

Tuppence is us much as a fairly well
to do worker can afford for his meal
at midday. In the poorer restaurants
that sum gets hiin two slices and a
big mug, or three slices and a little
mug, or a portion of cake and a drink,
or a fried egg, siice and small mug, or
a sausage with mash or bread, or a
rasher of bacon. In the next higher
class everything drinkable is twopence
. per cup, while pastry, pies, etc., are
the same sum per head. At the
“popular’'—l. e, ‘‘mo gratulties”--res-
taurants the waiters expect a tuppen-
ny tip (though it is advertised other-
wise by the preprietors), and the non-
tipper has a bad time. At most cafes
tipping is the usual thing, and tup-
pence is expected and s accepted with
| the mervile bow and pleased exprassion
that distinguish the English and cou-
tinental waiter upon such occasions.

The tuppenny tube is well known.
You deposit that sum, and you get jn
anywhere and geg.out anyw here else
you please. Oa trolley cars and buses
that amount will carry you for an hour
or two very often, usualiy to the ter-
minus. The rallroad porter who car-
ries your rug a few yards or who says
»Yus” when you ask if the train has
stopped always has his band out for
the usual fee, though he will carry
your two large bags and whatever else
vou bhave for half a mile over high
stalrs ‘and low lines and accept the
same amount with the same satisfac-
tion.

The cabby to whom you give coppers
over the legal fare salutes you respect-
tully, but if you pay double fdre in a
lordly manner he wabpts more aund Is
apt to make disparaging remarks about
your breeding, as may the bootblack
to whom you give 1 instead of 2 pen-
qnies. The cabby is the surer of the
two, however, for disparaging re-
marks, to which characteristic, [ real-
ly believe, can be traced the advent of
the taxlmeter.—New York Post.

"THE ART OF JUGGLING.

1t Demands Much Hard Work and Un-
limited Patience.

.*To Lie a successful juggler it I8 neces-
sary to possess infinite patience. Some
tricks require such long and continoous
practice that uuless a man possessed
great patience and unlimited powers of
perseverance he would despair of ever
being able to perform them.” says Paul
Cloquevalll 1n the St. Louls Post-Dis-
patch. “Takea tri¢k, for example, Mke
balancing a tall glass on four straws
piaced on the forehead. It looks easy
enough, but it took me years of prac-
tice before I could do it. While I am
balancing the i glsss I also Juggle with
five hats at the same time.
a matter of fact, see the hats. They
are handed to me by my assistant, and
I then set them going, but the whole
time 1y eyes are fixed on the straws
upon which the glass is balanced. It
1 took my eyes from the straws for a
bhundredth part of a second thelr bal-
ance would be upset. I know Instinc-
tively where the hats are all the time
and know exactly where each hat is
when [ put out my hand to catch it.

“It took me close on eight years’
practice before 1 was able to balance
two billiard balls on top of each other
and then balance the two on a blillard
cue. I started practicing it an hour
a day, as a rule. After a couple of
years’ practice one night I woke up,
having dreamed that -1 had performed
it. 1 got up, rushed downstairs and be-
gan to practice with my cue and two
billiard balls, and at the first attempt I
balanced them. About five years later
I performed the feat in public.

“For the cannon ball trick I first used

a wooden ba)l weighing just one pound.
1 caught it on the wrong place and was
knocked senseless, but 1 kept on prac-
telng untl ! found out how to do it.
Now 1 use an iron ball weighing sixty

* pounds. [f I didn’t catch the ball on
the right place on the back of my meck
it would kill me, buat there 13 no chance
of my making a mistake.”

- Burfacing Natural Wood.
White pine, birch, cherry, whitewood,
maple, sycamore, gum and hemlock
need no fitling at ail. They are classed
as the close grained woods, aud “thelr
surface presents no porea or cellular
tissue to be filled. Still the surface
noeds to be scaled up so the wood will
not suck the oil ont of the varnish.
This is called surfacing. It consists
of coating the surface with shellac
and then sandpapering down to a
smooth finish. YWhen thus treated the
wood Is ready for the varnish.

: Riding the Rail.
A Georgia paper <ays, “He who ridel
on the rail courts death.”
It was an Irishman, ridden on a rall,
who shid that except for the honor of
the thing he would Just as soon walk,—

Houston Post.

~ 12 Was There.
Composer--Did you hear the torment
and despair {n my tone poem, “Tan-
talus,” that I just played you?! Lis-
tener—No, but I noticed them on the
faces of the audlence.—Fliegende Blat-
ter.

Next to excelleuce s the apprecia-
tton of {t.—Thackeray. )
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from his prejudices be 1s tolerably ed-
meated. —8t. Louls (ilobe-Democrat.

~THE “TUPPENCE™ -HABIT. —

‘T hever, &g

. .When a man cap tell his principles
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JUVENILE AMBITIONS,

Jealousles ‘and Yearmnqs That
 Beset the Small Boy.

The Things That Other Boys Had and

He Wanted and Couldn’t Get—A Fat
- Man’s Memory Deeply Stirred by a
! Pair of Sleove Protectors.

I saw a chicken butcher wearing a
pair of those basket sleeve protectors,
and I stood and laonghed like a fool,”
ssid the fat man. “First tlme I'd seen
a pair of basket sleave protectors for
years, and so 1 just had to laugh. Tell
you why. When I was a tlke 1 used
to look with wonder und awe upon 8
fellow who wore a pair of basket
sleeve protectors. [ conaidered that
fellow with a palr of those thlogs was
all right, all right, plus some more.

*““They had a kind of jaunty alr
about 'etn thut I couldn't and can’t de-
fine, but it was there, rRnd 1 revered
and reverenced 'em. 1| made up my
mind that I [ ever grew up and got
the price, me, too, for a pair of those
" basket sleeve protectors, no matter
what sort of wark I'd happen to tackle.

“Queer dickenses, boys, eh? 'Mewm-
ber those patent pencil attachments
that marketruen used to have—may
have ‘em yet—hlitched to their aprons?
Well, 1 thought those were pretty nifty
things. too, . and [ used to secretly
banker to own one of 'em. Marde up
my mind that [ wouid own one of "em,
too, when I got to be a wan, but some-
how [ never seemed to want one
when 1 reached the ghaving age.

“uess some of my nmbitiony as a
boy were pretty crazy anybhow. 1 wuay
50 jealous of the tirst boy I ever met
that could spit through his teeth at a
mark and hit it that 1 bated bLimn. That
same boy pretty carly in Hf{¢ gota Job
driving a delivery wagon for a grocers.
Well, pretty scon after he got that job
bhe was wearing a4 palr of those patent
elastic sleeve supporters, or halders, or
whatever you'd call 'em—things with
a clutch at either end that pulied the
cuff back from the wrist. This boy's
pair of those things were pink: elastic.
and how be used to flaunt 'em before
my eyes!

“He knew blamed well that those
pink elastic sleeve supporters looked
fiper to me than any Star of India or
Yictoria Cross could possibly look, and
de knew besides that because I had
to go to school and wasn't earnlog any-
thing there wasn't a possible. chance
on earth for me to get a pair like’em—
and so he just held 'em over me and
made my life miserable. Yet when [
got to the wage earuning age 1 never
seemed to care at all for a pair of pink-
elastic sleeve supporters.

“Another boy thst ! hated had a
marnon colored card!gan jacket. That
was before the day of sweaters. This
hated boy wore the cardigan jacket
beneath his regular outer coat and so
Be didn’t have to wear any overcoaty
That, { cousidered, was a gorgeoud
hlessing—not to bave to wear an over-

“coat 1o §éhool.
having it on me that way. Anyhow,
his maroon colored cardigan jacket bad
a couple of pockets in front that he
Lept full of all kinds of junk—some-
times he even carried mice to school in
‘em.
all the greater—the fact that he had
those two fine covered up pockets to his
cardigan Jacket, .

“One great triumph did come to my
tike life, though, and that was the fact
that I was the first boy of my school to
own a pair of copper toed boots. Well,
1 sprang the first palr, as [ say, at my
school, and I guess I didn’t break the
bearts of ail the other boys or nothin’!
Besides the copper toes, these boots
bad red tops, with a stlver star and
crescent stamped on the red tops, and
that made the blow all the more fright-
ful to the other lads that had to see
me stalking around in those boots.
After awhile, though, nearly all of the
other youngsters showed up with cop-
per toed boots and thus took tbe wind
out of my sails.

“We never see boys wearing peaked
caps any more—notice? 1 don’t mean
these dinky little cloth caps with peaks
to 'em, but regular soldiers’ caps with
glazed peaks. First boy that turned
up im our nelghborhood with one of
those things on made a senaation, all
right. This same boy had got hold of
a carpenter’s pencll somewhere. and
he’d stick that carpenter’s peacil un-
derneath his forage cap, with the
sharpened end profecting in -a mighty,
bisse way that certainly caused us to
regard him as some pumpking. [ was,
always crazy for a carpenter's pencil
when I was a boy, but I never got’
hold of one—never did have mauch
fuck when | was a boy anyhow. My
folks were too blamed respectable.

“As & matter of fact—you can believe
it or wot, but I'm telling you the truth
—they wouldo’t let me at the age of
ten apply for the job of brakeman on
a passenger traln. That, 1 thought.
was the finest job In the world—brake-
man on a passenger train—just swing-
tng a ted lantern all the time, and
wearing a peaked cap mostly on the
left ear, and the peak pushed back so
as to show an oiled hang plastered
down. and sitting on a wood box lu
the smoker talking to fellers, and car-
rying a pair of red flags around every-
where, and atl that. But the main ap-
peal of the brakeman’s job was the
pair of red lanterns.

“Oh, well, that pair of basket sleeve
protectors that [ saw at the poultry
market the other day certalnly car-
ried me back a long way, and 1 was

80} laughing like a foal when 1 stroll-

ed away."—Charleston Newa and Cou-
rier.

b —

HIS MISERY AND TRIUMPHS.

! .
“The other day at a poultry market

- names of pluces, owes jts origin to

1 despised this oy for— -1

And that made my indignation -

T SPELLING - NAM ES. =

Thero Was No Doubt Abou( “Hannah”
Vihen the English Lady Finished.
A bygone generntion witpnessed an
acrimonlous coptroversy iun the [rish
family of O'Cenor in County Roscom-
mon a8 to the right of any branch of
the aoclent race to spell the name
thus—with one "m.” ‘That right, It
wns maintained, was held ouly by the
O’Conor Don as head of the house.
8o prolenged was the contest hetween
the partisans of the O'Conor and
('Connor titles that it was called tho
*“N-less’ (standing for “endless’) cor-
respondence. Flpally the question was
referred to Str J. Bernard Burke, the
Tlster king of arms. His decision
colnclded with a decision In 8 certain
other matter—namely, that much might
be sald on elther side. The two dis-
puting familles had a common origin,
a king of Connaught, and could with
propriety and in accordance with tru-
dition apell the naine one way or the
other. Fortitled by this "award,” the
two families have continued to spell
thetr name with one *“n™ up to the

present hour.

Equally finin on the question a3 to
how Lis name should be rpelled was
the witness in 0 case tried io the
king's beuch a few years ago.  Askad
his uame, his prompt reply was “Joha
'Awkins.” “Do you,” queried couuset,
“ypell your name with or without an
H*" The ewmphatic answer was,
«J-o-h-n” As a rule, howaver, as we
have suld, variety t{n the spelllng of
the names of people, as in that of the

people uot belug so clear as was our
friend regardlhg how a pame should
be spelled.

Two stories in illustration of this
occur to us.  In the first Mrs. Quiver-
ful was having christeued ber lates.
Laty. The old minlster wus a llittle
deaf. “What name did you say?’ he
queried. repiied the mother,
with some esperity, “Hannabk!' “Do
Yo" said. the other, “wean Anpa of
Hanuab ™" —Look 'ers” exclaimerd tho
pow thoroughiy esasperated lady, 1
won't e hesamined in this way, 1
wean Haitch-huy-hen-hen-hay-haitch’—
Haonnah!” )

Tle second fncident to which we re
fer s thls lere u!so Xhere was “a
lady in the case.” Side was on an ev-
rand, and she bad to deal with the.
narie of another party. In brief, she
had bought a pair of sleeve links for
her flunce when the shopan asked.
“Any Initials, miss?' The rest may be
stated thus:

She—Ob, yed; | forgot. Engrave a
“L' upon thein for bis first nuiwe.

Shopman—FPafdon me, I8 it Uriah or
Ulrsses” Names with “U” are rare
you kunow. : o

8he (proudly)—Iis name is Eugene.—
Londoa (.!obe

“MOLL PITCHER” \/ "

Histary |f the F.mou.. Hero . ne of the
Revo.ution.

“Moll Pitcher” was the.daughter of
a Peapsylvania German family living
In the vicinity of Carlisle She waa
born in 1748, and her pamne was AMary
Ludwig, a pure German nawe.  She
‘was warried to oue John Cagper
Iiayes, a barber, who when the war .
~GIORe oUtwith-the -Bothepcountry en- .
Hsted in the First Penusyivania arul-
lery and waus afterward trausferred to
the Seventh [DPennsyivania  jofantry,
commanded by Colopel William Irvine
of Carlisle, with whose family Mary
Ludwiz had llve] at service, She was
pormn'ed to aceowpany her hustaod's
regiment, serving the batrery as cuok
_and laundress, and when at the bettle
of Monmouth (Freehold:. N. 1. ber
busband was wounded at his gun she
sprang forwarml, seized the rawnmer
and took his place tn the end of the =
battie. After the battle she carried
watef to the wounded, and bence ber
pet onme of *“Moll Pitcher”

Jlaves died nfter the war was over,
-and she married a second husband of
the nume of McCauley, and at her
zrave in the old cernetery at Carlisio
_there s a mouument that bears this
fnscription:

S eepd

© Molly McCauley,

Rennwred in Jilstory as “Molly
Pitcher.” the Herolne of
: Mnnmouth;

’ -"- Died. January, 183 .
Tirectad by the Citlaens of Cumber-
tand County, July ¢ 188

Ouo Washington's blrthday, 1822,
when Molly was nearly seveoty years
old, the legisiature of Pennsy!vaoia
voted her a gift of $40 and a pension
of $40 per year.

" An Auditive Illusion. ?

sWhat town is that a few mtiles to
the north 7" shouted the aeronaut, lenn-
fog over the edge nf the basket

+Oshkosh! yelled the agriculturist
over whose farm the balloon was pua-
fng. - + U

“wWhat?" . . ;

“Oshkosh!" i N o Ca

#What did he sn) > nuked the lero-'" o
naut’'s compaunion.

“He didn't say avything. He swors
at gie. "—~Chicago Tribuae,

To!eranu

George Fliot was ouce asked \nhat
was the chief lesson she had tearped
tn life’s experience, and her prompt
answer was, “Tolerance.” It might
bave been expected from a woman
who once Baid’ that she regarded tife
as a game of cards In which sbe watch-
od each move with the deepest lnterest
and turned as far as possible to hee
own advantage.

. Commeon Factors. .
Schoolimaster—Now, can any of yon
tell me whether there Is a conpecting
Ink between the anfwal and vegetable
kingdoms? Small Boy—Yen, sir, please;
there's hash'—l.ondon Oplulon.

~L’ABEILLE DE M""“;f'
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