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out the' Washington National .gits the use 
of the county’s money fer the term; if 
Maxim’s elected Florenheim*s bank gits 
it. Florenheim laid down the cash fer 
Maxim’s nomination, and the Washington 
National fixed it fer Singleton. And it’s 
big money, doru’t you git no wrong idea 
about that!”

“Vote a Republican,” said Toby polite-
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I Pixley wiped his forehead with "a dirty; 
( handkerchief and scratched his head.

Pietro Tobigli, that gay young chestnut | sweeter in the mouth. Bertha -dwelt in "I thought I’d look in and leave this j Xobv, “I’ve got To^go” down* to^Collin*.
i-vender__he of the radiant smiles-gave a perpetual serenade; on warm days when bottle o’ gm fer ye with my compliments | 8alooIlj and rd like to have you come

, . the restaurant doors were open, she could 111 be around ag in some eyenin , and I ainn„ t,v„i i.i-„ ■>«
forth, in his warm tenoi, his own 1 hear him singing, not always “Ogostine,” reckon before ’lection day comes there 
terpretation of “Ach du lieber Augustine j kut festal lilts of Italy, liquid and strange- may be somep’n doin’—I might have i 
whenever Bertha, rosy waitress in the ly sweet to her; and at such times, when better fer ye than a bottle. Keep your

.Power! her face the actual voice was not in her cars, eye on me, boys, an’ fuller the leader.little German restaurant, showed her face |stm ^ ^ de)ight tQ hear That-a t]|e id„a. Su ;ong!„
at the: door. For a month it had been -n ber bear{. the thrilling echoes of his “Vote a Republican!” Pietro shouted 
a courtship ; and the
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“C'ertumalee,” answered Tobÿ with alac- j 
rity, reaching' for his hat.

But no one could have been more su^ 
prised than the chestnut vender when, on 
reaching the vacant street, his companion, 
glancing cautiously about, beckoned him 
into the darkness of an alleyway, and, 
noiselessly upsetting a barrel, indicated 
it as a seat for both.
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merchant sang baracaroles, and found them humming after him gayly. 
cheerily upon her own lips. Pixley turned.

Toby was to save $500 before they “Jest foller yer leader,” be rejoined, 
married, a great sum, but they were “That’s the way to learn polities, boys.” 
patient, and both worked very hard. She When the full heat of 
saved her own money with German per- Pietro laughed at the dog-days; and it 
sistence, and cm Christmas Day her pre- was Bertha’s lot to suffer in the hot little 

The acquaintance, began by the song sent to her bethrothed, in return for a restaurant;1 but she smiled and waved to
, , , „ ,1.,,-p 'hoa crrnwni coral pin, was a pair of rubber boots Pietro, so that he should not know. Alsoand Pietro s wonderful laugh had grown I ^ ^ cakes j she made him sell iced iemonade and

tender. The' chestnut vender had a way| Elysmm wag the-dwelling place- of birch beer. Never have you seen a more 
/0" with him; he looked like the “Neapoli- i pjetr0 Tobigli, though, apparently, he alluring merchant. One glance toward the 

tan Fisher Lad” of the chromos, and you abode in a horrible slum cellar with Leo stand; you caught that flashing smile, the 
could have fancied him of two centuries Vesschi and the five Latti brothers. In owner of it a tip-toe to serve you; and

of sweetmeats was Pietro managed, too, by a light jog to 
the table on which stood his big bede­
wed, earthen jars that you became aware 
of the tinkle of ice and a cold, liquid 
murmur—what " mortal could deny the in­
ward call and pass without stopping to 
buy ?

There fell a night in September when 
Bertha beheld her lover glorious. She had 
been warned that he was to officiate in

;often: J- .11“Ahaha du libra Ogostine, 
Ogostine, Ogostine! 

Ahaha, du libra Ogostine, 
Nees coma ross.”

u E“Here,” said Pixley, “I reckon this is 
better. Jest two men by theirselves kin 
fix up a thing like this a lot quicker. You 
make your own deal with ’em afterwards, 
or none at all, jest as you like! They'll 
do whatever you say, anyway. I seized 
you up to run that bunch, first time I 
ever laid eyes on Qie outfit. Now 
here, Pete', you listen to me. I reckon 
I kin turn a little trick here that’ll doj 
you some good. You kin bet I see that j
the men I pick fer my leaders—like you, i eapphré skies, for Bertha had put her 
Pete—git their rights! Now, here; there’s arms about him at last, 
vqu and the other six, that’s seven; it’ll 
be three dollars in your pocket if you 
deliver the goods.”

!summer came

<
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He leaped to the proprietorship of a wooden stand, backed up against the brick wall
of a restaurant

this, place our purveyor 
the only light. Thither he had carried 
his songs and his laugh and his furnace 
when he came from Italy to join Ves­
schi; and there he remained, partly out 
of loyalty to his unprosperous comrades 
and partly because his share of the ex­
penses was only twenty-five cents a week, 
and every saving was a saving for Bertha.

t I restaurant and told her. that out in the 
I new pest house1, that other songster and 

little chestnut vender,

ago, putting a rose in his hair; even as 
[it was, he had the' earrings. But the smile 
of him it
she came to work in the little restaurant, 
lit was a smile that put the world at its 

[ease; it proclaimed the coming of morn- 
]ing over the meadows, and, taking every
(bystander into an April friendship, ran Every evening,on the homeward walk the , . ,
on suddenly into a laugh that was like affianced pair passed the hideous stair- the great opening function of the ca-m- 
ailver and like a strange puppy’s claim- way that led down to the cellar, and paign, and she stood on the corner for 
me von for the lose master. Bertha, neat soul, never failed to shudder an hour before the head of the procession

So it befel that Bertha was facinated;'! at it. She did not know that Pietro appeared. On they came, Pietros party, 
.that, blushing, she' laughed back to him, lived there, for he feared it might dis- three thousand strong brass bands, fire- 
end -was nothing offended when, at his tress her; nor could she ever persuade works red fire tumultuous citizens, poli- 
first sight of her, he rippled out at once him to tell her where he lived. tical clubs local potentates in open car-
into “Ahaha, du libra Ogostine“Ahaha! Libra Ogostine, some-a-time nages, policemen, boys dogs; bicycles- 

Within two weeks he was closing his you see that gran’ palazzo where I leef. the procession doing all the cheering for 
^business (no intricate matter) every even- Eesa greata-great sooraprise.” itself, the crowds of spectators only
5ng to walk home with her, through the To this uncomfortable chamber repaired ; feebly responding to the enthusiasm, as 
September moonlight. Then extraordinary one March evening Mr. Frank Pixley, j is our national custom
things happened to the English language. Republican precinct committeeman. He Then the eager eyes found their pleaS-

“I ain’d nefer can like no foreigner,” : was a pock-pitted, damp-looking, soded urc, foç there, in the last line of Pixley s 
«he often joked back to a question of little fungus of a man, who had attained Pirates, the very tail of the procession 
his “Nefer nefer' You t’ink I’m takin’ to his office because in the dirtiest pre- danced Pietro Tobigli waving Ins pink 
up mit a hant-orkan maan, Mister Toby?" cinct of the wickedest ward in the city torch at her proud happy, triumphant, 

Whereupon he would carol out the he had, through the operation of a be- a true Republican believing all company 
.tender taunt, “Ahaha, du libra Osgos- fitting ingenuity, foroed a recognition of equal in the republic ànd the rear rank 
tine!” bis leadership. From such fin office, man- as good as the first.

“Yoost a hant-orkan maan!” ned by a Pixley, there leads an upward ‘‘Vote a Republican!” he shouted. “Re-
“No1 No' No organ! I am a greata- ramification of wires, invisible to all ex- publican Republican eternall.

create merchant. Vote a Republican! cept manipulators, which extends to up- Strangely enough, a like fervid protest-
Polititshian! Tobigli, Chitizen Republican, per surfaces. Usually the Pixley is a ation (vociferated in greeting) evoked no 
■Naturalasize! March in a parade!” deep-sea puppet, wholly controlled by the reciprocal enthusiasm to the breast of Mr.

Never lived native American prouder, dingily glided wires that run down to Pixley when the committeeman called up-
him; but there are times when the' Pix- on Toby and his friends at their apart- 
ley gives forth initial impulses of his ment one evening a fortnight later.

such as may alter the upper siir- “That’s right,” he responded, languid- 
face; for, in a system of this character, ly- "That's right in gineral. I should 
every twitch is felt throughout the whole say. Cert’nly, in gineral. I ain’t got no 
ramification. quarrel with no man’s Republicanism.

“Hello, boys,” the committeeman call- But this here’s kind of a puttickler case, 
ed out with automatic geniality, as he boys. , The election s liable to be mighty 
descended the broken steps. “How are close.” 
ye? All here? That’s good! that’s the 
stuffL Good work!”

Only Toby replied with more than an 
indifferent grunt; but he ran forward, 
carrying an empty beer keg, which he 
placed as a seat for the guest.

“Ahaha, Messa Peeslay! Make a 
parade? Torchlight? Binds play ta ra, 
la la la? Firework? Fizz! Bourn! Eh?’?

The politician responded to Toby’s ex­
travagantly friendly laughter with some 
mechanical cacchinations which, like an 
obliging sale man, he turned on and off 
with no effort. “Not by a dem sight!” 
he answered. “The campaign ain’t be­
gun yet.”

“Champagne?” inquired Tobigli, polite-

; “Yes.”
“You know how 

shack?” •
many niggers in that.

prisoner, t he gay 
Pietro Tobilgi, had called lamentably upon

“Libra
that won Bertha, when “Toby.” she said, “lieber Toby,. I am

ÉiülSïISlSiiiSBlPpijE
money, Meese Peasley.” | nothing happen mit you, Toby.” j house, helpin' nurse the sick ones, and n 10r a second.

“You don’t understand,” groaned Pix- i Mr p;xiey again seated upon the fit ier hard labor. Now, look l»ere; that 
ley. with an inclination Ito weep over the | ba^vei avh"ich 'he had used for his inter- j niS8er does what I [ell him and he does 
foreigner's thickheadedness. “There’s a;vjew with Tobv, beheld the transfigured ! it quick. See?' tV ell, he" knows what I
chance fer a big deal here for all the boys' f of thp vo man as the chestnut | want him to do tonight. So does Char-
in the preeinck. Gil. Maxim's backers'll *-rnder passed'the mouth of the allé*. and i W. Cruder, the guard over there. Char- 
pay big fer votes enough to swing it. the committeeman released from his soul ley s fixed; I seen to that; and know s 
Now here, you see here ’—he took an , n,nfanitv in the car of his he am t goin to lose fio job fer the mg-
affevtionate grip of Pietro’s collar-T’m: ion 'and confidant, a policeman, ger’s giftin' out of the back winder to
goin to have a talk with Maxim's mana- who wou]d be on duty jn Pixlev’s pre- 8° make a little sociable call this even-
ger tomorrow, and I’ll put up the price cinct fm the morrow, and who bad now ing” _ ✓
all round on them people. Look here, rp tpd for instructions not necessarily 
you swing them six in line and march [ repeived in a too puL,lic rendezvous.
’em up, and all of ye stamp t)ie rooster __ ,instead of the eagle this time, and I’ll “Do we need tins gang bad? inquired 
hand you a $5 bill and a-full box o’ cigars the policeman deferentially, 
see?” “I need everybody bad. This is a good

Pietro nodded and smiled through the sized job fer me, and I want to do it 
darkness. “Stamp that eagle!” he an- right. Throwin’ the preeinck to Maxim 
swh«ed, “eesa all right, Meesa Peasley. is ^oin’ to do me some wrong with the 
Don’ïvyou have afraid. We .all seven a Republican crowd, even f they don t git 
good Republican f Stamp that eagle! i on that it was throwed, and I want to 
Hoor-r-ra! Republican eternal!” ! throw it .good! I couldn t feel like Id

Pixley was left sitting on the barrel,! done right if I didn’t. Lve give my word 
looking after the light figure of the young j that they’ll git a majority of sixty-eight 
man joyously tripping back to the cellar votes, and that’ll be jest twice as much 
and turning to wave a hand in Tarewell in my pocket as a plain majority. And 
from the street. I want them seven Dagoes; I’ve give up

on votin’ ’em; it can’t be done. The 
Did most that can be done is to keep ’em 

from the polls.”
you git ’em out of town in the

was;

un-

BOTTLES MADE BY MACHINES

Daily Output in is Now
250,00<). )

(U. S. Ooirvsula.r Reports;.
Consul Go>rge H. Jackson makes the 

following report from La Rochelle on the 
extending maohine manufacture of bot* 
tlce in Franca:

In the year 1892 Claude Boucher was 
foroed to cloi-e the doors of his bottle fac­
tory in C-ognac on account of continuous 
strikes an-d exautions of his employee.
He then àet himself to invent a machine 
for tlie manufacture o! bottles which *

“What!” exclaimed the policeman, star­
tled; “Charley ain’t goin’ to let that nig­
ger out!”>

“Ain’t he? Oh, you needn’t worry, he 
ain’t goin’ fur! All he’s waiting fer" is 
fer you to give th^ signal.”

“Me!” The man in the helmet drew 
back.

“Yessir, you! Yhm walk out there and 
lounge up toward the drug store and jest 
look over to Charley and nod twice, then 
you stand on the corner and watch and 
see what you see. When you see it, you 
yell fer Charley and git into the drug 
store telephone, and call up the Health 
Office and git their men up here and in­
to that Dago cellar like hell! The nig­
ger’ll be there. Ti;ey don't know him, 
and he’ll just drop in to try and sell the 
Dagoes' some policy tickets. You under­
stand me?”

“By all that’s mighty, Pixley,” said the 
policeman, with an admiration that was 
almost reverence, “you are a schemer.”

!

would permit -him to réanimé the indus- 
tiy without having to uepend on the. 
human blower, after years of effort h<

- succeeded in inventing a machina whiclr 
rests on an oblorng pedestal and co-nsdsV 
of a primany mold in which the shape? oi ; 
the bottle is roughly made, of a cup-shap . 
ed mould which permi-ts a part th( 
glacis which it com tains to solidify, a fin­
ishing mold, a mold for the neck an<i 
mouth, a pipe bringing compressed ai:1 
to the latter mold, an-d various levers 
which permit the opening and closing of 
these molds, for opening the valve which 
supplies the compresfccd air. The reser­
voir for the latter is placed some distance 
away, and is sufficiently large to supply 
several machines, in o-ne instance as many 
as twenty.

The liquid glass is transferred from 
the furnace to the machine in the same 
manner as formerly by a blower. When 
a sufficient quantity of the molten glass 
has fallen into the measuring mold the 
operator cuts the rope of liquid glass with 
shears. He immediately applies the com­
pressor and permits the compressed air to 
exercise its pressure from above, which 
causes the liquid to descend into the neck' 
of the mold, forming at o-nce the mouth 
and neck of the bottle. Immediately he 
reverses -this mold, permitting the rest of 
the liquid mass to flow away from the 
parts already formed; then opens the 
mold and the bottle is seen suspended by 
the mouth and the upper part of the neck 
al-one; the glasn still bring very liquid * 
elongates, and by contact with the oxy­
gen in the open air a sort of spontaneous 
combustion is produced, which gives to 
the glass its brilliancy. When the primi­
tive bo-ttle, bag-like in appearance, has (
elongated sufficiently it is inclosed in the 
various mold's nece sary to give the d-e-. 
sired consistency • to the lower part of the 
bottle, where the temperature of the 
glass is considerably higher than in the 
upper part. It is here that the cup mold 
comes into play and compressed air un­
der weak pressure is introduced. Finally 
the bottle is indexed in the finishing 
mold, where the strongest air pressure is 
permitted to play in its cavity and press­
es the liquid glasc» against the walls of the 
mold with euc-h fonce as to smooth out 
all unevenness or roughness on the sur- 

I face.

‘of his citizenship than this adopted one.
-Had he not voted at the election? Was 
!he not a member of the great Republican 
party? He had eagerly joined it, for the 

j reason that he had been a Republican 
tin Italy, and he had drawn with him to 
[the polls his second cousin, Leo Vesschi, 
and the five other Italians with whom 
he lived. For this he had been rewarded 

Ujy Pixley, his precinct committeeman, 
lwho allowed him to carry pink torches 
Ân three night processions.
[ “You keeb oud politigs,” said Bertha,
.earnestly, one evening. “My uncle, Louie 
IGratz, he iss got a neighbor-lady; her 
.man gone in politigs. Aftervorts hè git 
it! He iss in der bennidenshierry two 
years. You know why?”

“Democrat!” shouted the chestnut ven- 
d ’ triumphantly.

-No, sir! Yoost politigs,” replied the 
unpartisan Bertha. “You keeb oud 
politigs.”

“Libra Ogostine, she afraid I go peni- 
tensh?” he inquired.

“Me!” she jeered with uneasy laughter,
“I ain’d care; but you—you don’ look ly. 
oud, you git in dod voikhouse!”

He turned upon her, suddenly, a face 
like a mother’s, and touched her hand 
with a light caress.

“I stay in a workhouse sevena-hunder’
.year,” he said gently, “you come seeta 
^by xfindow some-a-time.”

At this Bertha turned away, was silent 
for a space, leaning on the gatepost in 
[front of her uncle’s house, whither they 
Iwere now come. Finally she answered 
[brokenly : “I ain’d sit by no vinder for 
yoost à jessnut maan.” This was hel 
ftvay of stimulating his ambition.

“Ahaha!” he cried. “You don’ know?
Tm goin’ buy beeg stan’! Candy! Peanut!
(Banan’! Make some-a-time four dollars 
W day! 'Tis a greata countra! Bimaby 
igit a store! Ride a buggy! Smpke a 
cigar! You play piano! Vote a Republi­
can!”

“Toby!”
< “’Tis true!”

“Toby,” she said tearfully; Toby, you 
Voik hart, und safe your money?”

“You help?” he whispered.
“I help—YOU!” she cried loudly. Then,

«with a sudden fit of sobbing, she flung 
open the gate and ran at the top of her 
«peed into the house.

Halcyon the days for Pietro Tobigli, er 
itravagant the ipcularity of this bethroth “Allaways.”
ed one. And, as his happiness, so did “Well,” said Pixley, with a furtiveness 

’his prosperity increase; the little chestnut half habit as he rose to go, “of course, 
‘furnace became the smallest adjunct of his you want to keep your eye on your com- 
■ affairs- for he leaped (almost at one mitteeman and kind of foller along with 
’bound) to the proprietorship of a wooden him whatever he does. That’s me.” He 
| stand shaped like the crate of an up- placed a dingy bottle on the keg. “I jest 
right piano and backed up against the dropped in to see how you boys were 

Ibrick wall of the restaurant—a mercan- gittin’ along—mighty tidy little place you 
tile house which was closed at night by got here.” He changed the stub of his 

All day long Toby’s burnt-out cigar to the other side of his 
mouth, shifting his eyes in the opposite 
direction as he continued benevolently:

own,
: “Well, I am damned!” the politician re­

marked, with unwitting veracity. “ 
the dem dago bluff me; does he want 
more, er did he reely didn’t understand 
fer honest?” Then, “I’ll git those seven morning?’
votes, though1, some' way. I’m out fer a “D’you reckon I ain’t tried that? No, 
record this time, and I’ll git ’em!” sir! That Dago wouldn’t take* a pass to

Bertha went with her fiance to select heaven! Everything else is all right,
the home that was to be theirs. They Mike, I don’t like to brag, and I ain t 
found a clean, tidy, furnished room, with around throwin’ no bokays at myself as 

! a canary bird thrown in, and Toby, in a reg’lar thing, hui I want to sav right 
the wild joy of his heart, seized his sweet- here, there ain’t another man in this city 
heart round the waist and tried to force —no, nor the' State neither that could 
her to dance under the ajnazed eyes of of worked his preeinck better’n I have 
the landlady. this. I tell you, 1 m within five or six

“You .yoost behafed awful!” exclaimed votes of the majority they set for their
the blushing waitress that evening, with big money.”
tears of laughter at the remémbrance. “Have you give* the Dagoes up alto-?

She was as hap|>y as her lover, except gether?”
All for two small worries that she had; she “No, by ------!” cried the committee-

feared that her nncle, Louie Grat*z, with j man, harshly, bringing his dirty fist down 
whom she lived, or, one of her few ^friends I on the other’s knee. “Now, look here, 
anight, when they found she was to marry j you listen to me’,” he said, lowering his 

“Vote a Republican!” interjected Leo Toby, allude to him as a “dago,” in which j voice. “I’m goin’ to turn the trick. And 
Vesschi, gutturally. case shfe had an intuition that he would : I ought to do it, too. That t^ere “Ya, ya!” jibed Gratz; “somedings iss

The furtiveness of Mr. Pixley increased, slap the offender; and she- wag afraid of. he ain’t worth the powder to blow him happe^fe,d j- bet you, Brob’ly he’s got
“Wellf mebbe,” he responded, very de- the smallpox, which had caused the up; you couldn’t, learn him no politics “ j anoder vife> dod’sVot happened! Brob’ly

liberately, “1 reckon I better put you quarantine of two shanties not far from you set up night after night for a ! leffing ad you mit anoder voomans! Vot
boys next, right now’s well’s any other her uncle’s holise. The former of her Didn’t I try? He’s ongrateful, thatS|for did he nefer tolt you vere he lif? 
time. Ain’t ^nothin’ ever gained by not fears she did not mention, but the latter what he is. Well, him and them other ^ you V0llidn?t ketch him; dod’s der
be’n’ open’n’ above board—that’s my she spoke of frequently, telling Pietro how Dagoes are goin’ to stay^at home for two reagon, you’re a p00ty vun, you are!
motto, and I ack up to it. You kin ast Gratz was panic-stricken and talked of weeks, beginnin’ tonight.” „ Runnin> efter a doity' Dago mens' Bei
’em, jest ast the boys, and you’ll hear it moving, and how glad she was that Toby’s “I’ll be dogged if I see how,” said the Gott> you bedder gjt oop und baclL
from each-an-dall—‘Frank Pixley’s square!’ “gran’ palazzo” was in another quarter policeman, lifting his helmet to scratcn gi0>€g>*und gtob grym’. I’m goin’ to mofe
That’s what they’ll tell ye. Now, see of the city, as he had led her to believe, his head. # . owid tomorrow, und you kin go verefer
here; this is the way it is. I ain’t worry- But when she thought of the new home “I’ll show you how. I don’t claim no blease. I ain’d goin’ to sday anoder 
in’ much about who goes to the Legisla- —far across the city from the ugly flags credit for the idea, but I'd like fer some- ^ a neighbourhood Fife more
ture, or who’s County Commissioners, nor' and lanterns—she forgot both her troubles body to jest show me any other man in smad ox ]anterns yoost oop der streed
none* o’ that. Why ain’t I worryin’? Be- entirely; for now, at last, the marvelous this city would have thought it out! Now, 1>m goin, mofe gkan tQ dfcT oder cfit Q£
cause it’s picayune. It’s peanut politics, fact was assured; the five hundred dol- you look here; you see that nigger shanty ^ c-ty b-nd vou can come by me or
It ain't where the money is. No, sir; lars was pinned into the waistcoat pocket over there, with the smallpox lanterns can run eft‘er y0ur Dago mens'-und
this campaign is on the Treasurer ship, lying upon Pietro’s ueart day and night, outside?” . . „.T „ his voomans! Dod’s whv he dittn’t come
Taylor P. Singleton is runnin’ fer Trcas- The good Republican set election day for The policeman shivered slightly. ics. ^ marry you vou grazy—ut’s a voomans.”
urer on the Republican ticket and Gil the happiest holiday of his life, for that “Look here; they’re rebuildin’ the pest- “>Ço, no!”’ screamed Bertha stopping
Maxim on the Democratic. But that ain’t would be his wedding day. house, ain’t they?” her "ears with her forefingers. “Liés, lies,
vvhere the fight is.” (Mr.. Pixley spat He left her at her own gate the even- “Yes.” lies’”
contemptuously). “Pah! Whichever of ing before, and sang his way down the “Leavin’ smallpox patients in their own Ber£ba went to live in the tiny room
’em gits it won’t no more’n draw his street, feeling that he floated on the *>iry holes under quarantine guard till they git ^ tbe canarv bird and the engraving
salary. It’s the banks. If Singleton wins uplift of his own barcarole beneath a place to put ’em, ain’t they?” o£ "The Rock of Ages.” This was put­

ting lime to the canker, but somehow she

6 away 
“Can’t

I
“Republican win!” laughed Toby. 

“Meelyun man eena parade!”
Mr. Pixley’s small eyes lowered furtive­

ly. He glanced once* toward the door, 
stroked his stubby chin, and answered 
softly: “Don’t you be too sure of that, 
young feller. Them banks is fightin’ each 
other ag’in!”

“Bank? Fight? W’at eesa that?” in­
quired the merchant, with $n entirely 
blank mind.

“There’s one thing it ain’t,” replied the 
other, in the same confidential tone. “It 
ain’t no two-by-four campaign.
I got to say to you boys is, ‘Foller yer 
leader,’ and you’ll wear pearl collar but­
tons.”

' F
“Mein Gott!” screeched Bertha’s uncle 

snapping his teeth fiercely on his pipe­
stem, as he flung opeù the door of the 
girl’s room. “You want to disgraze me 
mit der whole neighborhood ’Lection 
Night? Quid ut! Stob ut! Beoples in 
der streed stant owidsidc und litzen to

s
■
!;

dod grying.”
But Bertha, an undistinguishable heap 

on the floor of the unlit room, only 
gasped brokenly for breath and wept on.

“Ach, ach, lieber Gott in Himmel!”
bbed Bertha. “Why didn’t Toby come 

for me? Ach, ach! What iss happened* 
mit Toby? Somedings iss happened—I 
know ut!”

“Campaign, campaign,” explained Pix­
ley.

What is that, that campaign?” 
“Why—why, it’s the campaign. Workin’ 

up public sent’ment; gittin’ you boys in 
line, ’lectioneerin’—fixin’ it right.”

Tobigli shook his head. “Campaign?” 
he repeated.

“Why—Gee, you know! Free beer, 
cigars, speakin’ handshakin’ paradin’—” 

“Ahaha!” The merchant sprang to his 
feet with a shout. “Yes! Hoor-r-ra! Vote 
a Republican! Dam-a Democrat!”

“That’s it,” replied the committeeman, 
somewhat languidly. “You see, this is a 
Republican precinct, and it turns the 
ward—”

“Allaway 
Pietro.

s a Republican!” vociferated 
That eesa right?”

“Well,” said the other, “of course, 
whichever way you go, you want to fol­
low your precinct committeeman—that’s

“Yes! Vote a Republican.”
Pixley looked about the room, his little 

red eyes peering out cannily from under 
his crooked brows at each of the sulky 
figures in the damp shadows.

“You boys all vote the way Pete says?” 
he gasped. v

“Vote same Pietro,” answered Vesschi.

„ , , ,, , ,, , , The distribution of the air to all partsfe!t that she could go to no other place., of ^ ^ guflh ^ the hotMa
She told the landlady that her young thickncasB is practically uniform in every 
man had not done so well in business as, of ite body The bottom is next 
they had expected, and had sought workjldiap6c^ and tbe ,new]y manufactured bot- 
in another city. He would come back, ; tperfect in form, is put away in a 
she said. j furnace to ho cooled under conditions

She woke from troubled dreams each, -which will produce in t-he glass the great- 
morning to stifle her sobbing in the pil- j ^ possible tensi'blc-strength. For more 
low. ‘‘Ach Toby, couldn’t you senttid me : than seven years this machine hai? been 
yoost one word, you might sented me jn operation, and it has already passed 
yoost' one word, yoost one, to tell me out of the realm of the experimental into 
what has happened mit you! Ach, Toby, that of the practical; and I recently visit-

j ed the factory of Mr. Boucher, at Cognac,
The canary sang happilv; she loved it1 where he lias twenty machine* m oper­

and tended it, and the gay little prisoner ation. The furnace which supplies them 
tried to reward her by the most marvel- j oonti-ms 300 tons of molten glass. They *
Ions trilling in his power, but her heart, ane capable of producing from 35,000 to 
was the sorer for every song. i 36.000 bottle* in twenty-four horn»; 1. e„

„ , ill , each machm? can produce 1.800 bottlea m
After a time she went back drearily to twonty-four hours and each workman

the kraut-smelling restaurant, to the i during his eight hours of labor produce» L 1
she had thought to leave forever, that bottles. The surface under cover i< 
day when loby had not come for her. mc,re than 4.000 square yards, and fchfl
She went out twenty times every morn- ]arge*t number of bottles produced in anv
ing, and oftenev as it wore on towards on,” month his been over 800.000, 
evening, to look at his closed stand, al-j jn different parte of France the dailj 
ways with a choking hope in her heart, : production of bobtlc* bv the»? machines 
always to drag leaden feet back into the amount* to 250.000 bottle*, while in for 

I restaurant. Several times her breath fail- eign countries the quantity is slightly ii 
ing for shame, she approached Italians excels, 
in the street, or where there was one to; 
be found at a stand of any sort she stop- i 
ped and made a purchase and asked for j 

word of Toby—without result, al- j 
She knew no other way to seek !

Home of the Mother of Stanford White’s Slayer

Toby!”

putting the lid 
emile arrested pedestrians, and compelled 
'them to buy of him, making his wares

on.

i
.V

Wanted Recognition.
Cleveland Plain Dealer.)

The little man across the aisle squirmed 
in h:s pcu.t.

“I’m getting sick of
of the tiny room the landlady’s lean black Every third item in thes paper 
cat ran out surreptitiously. The birdcage name of Rockefeller .Why don’t they give 
lay on the floor, upside down, and of its somebody else a show? Why not mention 
jovial little inhabitant the tokens were a Brown or Jones, or Robinson or Squibbs.” 
few yellow feathers.

She did not know until a month after.

ways, 
for him.

One day when B:rtha opened the door this business! 
uses the

I
Ly ndhtittfr, Mrv. TfwwJ inbcechwcxxi boulevcxicf i “Who is Squibbs?” inquired the othd 

pa sseuiger.
when Leo Vesschi found her at the, “I am,” replied the little man.Pittsburg, June 29—Among friends of Harry Thaw is declared to be well ex-1 ed he was probably insanely jealous of

. ,. . ., T>resKied in an editorial utterance made bv 1 Mihdte and that in a moment ot rage liethe Thaw family the opinion prevai e 111 an eanoi lu ut era nee niuuue o> . , - ,f , killpd ric.an afternoon newspaper, wlm<ih says: i lewt control oi annireii ami Kiuea m ul
very generally that 'the defence of Harry -‘Standing out in txddest lines in the ! Lm. It is not believed that if X\ lute, had 
Thaw will be cm the ground of insanity. | poDuiar aspect of the crime is the money 1 offended Thaw the quarrel could j|6ixe 
They cite the fact that during hi» whole! madneaj of it. Thaw, in jail today with been reopened recently tor Harry Thaw
Me the family ha* resized that Harry the Mood of White upon has hands, i» the f New

- * . . victim to too much money. , » lcw an>s <8°. "l,i. ' , 1 . ,
Thaw needed .constant attention, and that „He lbas mcee 1|h|[tn k goad for him and York. It is also certain m the minds ol
some of his own relatives were open in more than he is entitled to. He never : intimates of tihe Thews that there was no
eaying the young man was week minded earned a cent in ibis life and never did hr*» between Harry Thaw and Ins wife

i a, a iL, ” u, This anything useful fra- wfliioh be could claim 1 for tbmr li!v -lea iitiy- been a mode
and had been so from has > «it. . (he sligbtwit rinrard Th.e money that wne of .Juippimw and dwftnoa.v ever since they
circumstance, it w well known, was the ]lourad jnl# h;<j ]ap XVjW to him merely : were mtmied. They spoilt a Urge part ti. 
reason why William Thaw cut off hi» sou the means for the pursuit of guilty pleas-i .their time in Pittsburg and it wars esperi- 
in his will, giving him only an income „re. He is reaping as he sowed." . | ally noted among their frienos. iwttciv
from the estate and putting him more er Harry Thaw tod a rather quick tern- larly in view cl _H»i.y Th.iv, a forme, 
less under the onfitrol of his mother. per, but he uns known a* a mast .gentle Me, that be and has wife attended civil 

In bias connection tlie general senti- fellow; courteous in tihe extreme and not every Sunday l ore and seemed exceeding > 
ment of tlie busiuess comnmnitx regarding one given do picking quam-els. It is bdiev- i bappy together.
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& understand how WEDDING
INVITATIONS should be

Printed, file have the finest of Paper and
most enclasbve styles of Type.

Will also‘Supply lOO Capporplsto Engraved Invitations, 
on Engltob Handmade Paper, with Inside and Ootslde 
Envelopes, fer StkOO, S% dtsoount far Cash with order

Telephone j/a and we will send Samples 
for inspection. If you order, 
deliver the work at any time you name.
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3ob printing £>ept.

Néant Ideas m English Hand-made Paper and 
Enveltpes, spetially imparted for June Weddings.
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