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MY SORROW.

N T et Tt weak yotag thing,
wi
Unwise, untried;—and I ‘m-a
Whole heart of pity, heayy load,
AU fm:"u'ms]e"dl:-"mmum g

.0 w(lﬂn?’ ! et
I sat me ide stome,

224 Grew. my Borrow

*0 curst!” I cried—and knew me blest,

1 said. "("l)ton art mine own, mine own?"’

happy Sorrow!

The Road ran straight, a long, long way,
_How long I could not tell—'twas hid.
I reast my Sorrow lay;
When I would rise she answered ‘“‘Nay!"
The road ran dreary, straight, ami
Fiat fields, and yet I might not stay!
O deathful Sorrow!

Close, flercely closer did she cleave.

1, swift, her clinging arms untwined
With terror, lest I pause eve.
I wrenched me free, in haste to leave;

I heard her follow on behind;

I felt her plucking at my sleeve.
O tempter Sorrow!

I sing, 1 gather flowers fair,
I laugh, and hear, behind the laugh,

, My Sorrow sobbing, and I dare

Not turn nor listen. *‘Look, thou there!™
Men cry to me. and point the staff.
I answer. “Yea, I'm well aware.”
O vanquished Sorrow!
—Florence Converse.

AUNT LETTY.

“Moster, please buy me."”
The volce was plaintive and plead-
i leadi with that unmistakable,

ELECTRICITY DIRECT FROM COAL.

3
thin, strident quality, born of long
physical suffering—pleading with the
cry of despairing appeal, as if it said:

| “Give me this or 1 die.”

An Interesting Process Deseribed by Dr, |

Jacques, the Inventor,

The problem then was to convert the
energy of coal more directly into elce-
tricity ; to do away with the dynamno
and the steam engine ;
do away with heat itself,

A multitude of experiments were
made. In the earlier days my at-
tempt was merely to do away with the
iynamo and with steam, and convert
heat into electricity. A fire of roke,
burning on an insulated grate, gZave
some slight electrical manifestations,
but they were not encouraging. Ix-
periments with varlous novel forms of
thermopile were tried, but a consider-
ation of the theory of the subject soon
made it evident that it was not even
theoretically possible to convert more
than a very small percentage of the
energy of the coal into electricity in
this way. The generation of electric
purrents by alternately heating and
cooling the magnetic cores of wire cc ils
gave no promise of efficient results. I
tried nature's plan of producing light-
ning—the evaporation of water and coa-
tinual dissipation of vapor globules—
and though I succeeded in producing
minfathere thunderstorms, the quantity
of electricity obtainable was not suffi-
cient for any commercial use. Indeed,
my researches have led me to doubt
whether the total energy of a sood
brisk thunderstorm, dramatic as is its
display, is equal to the energy radi-
ated from a bedroom. fire, For a min-
ute fraction of a second the force of a
stroke of lightning terrific, but its
duration is so brief that, even if it
could be harnessed, it wbuld be cap-
able of doing very little USpful work.
Many other plans, all of them intense-
ly interesting from a purely scientific
point of view, were tried ; but from
most of them no current was obtained
that was economically capable of bhe-
Ing put to any industrial use.

Nature is a coy migtress, yet she
likes to be wooed, and to the diligent
suitor gives occasional tokens of c¢n-
couragement ; and it happened that
one day I surprised her in her secret,
and discovered the .way by which we
may sandon even combustion and
heat itself, and convert the stored-up
energy of coal directly into electri:ity.

[t came to me almost as a revelation
That if the oxXygen of the air could be
made to combine with the' coal under
such circumstances that the produc-
tion of could be prevented, and
at the same time a conducting path
ould be provided in which a current
»f electricity might develop, the chem-
lcal affinity of the coal for the oxygen
would necessarily be converted into
electricity and not into heat ; for any
eglven form of energy will be convert-
ed into such other form as the sur-
rounding  conditions make most easy.
(iiven the proper conditions, the poten=
tial energy of coal would rather con-
vert itself into electricity than into
heat

This led experiments which
coal was submerged in a liquid so that
the oxygen of the air could not come
in direct contact with the coal and pro-
duce combustion.
uid was chosen that when air was
forced through it to the coal, the uxy-
gen of the air would temporarily enter
into chemical union with the liquid
and then be erowded out by a further
supply of oxygen and forced to com-
bine with the coal. We may picture
each successive atom of oxygen, on its
way from the source of air supply
through the liquid to the coal, as t*m-
porarily entering into chemical union
with each of a row of atoms of the
liquid, just as each successive man
as he circles und in the and
right and left’ dancing temporarily
‘Jasps hands with cach of the ladies
of the set. When one substance. pass-
es through another in this way it fur-
nishes a path in which an electric cur-
rent may flow, so that hy causing the
oxygen to combine with the carbon
through the intervening liquid oppor-
tunity is furnished for an electric cur-
rent to develop, and since combustion
sannot take place, the chemical affin-
ity of the coal for the oxygen is con-
verted directly y electricity, and not
nto heat. Liqui which thus allow
atoms of oxygen and a current of el
setricity to pass through them may
salled ** electrolytic carriers.”

ectricity direct .from Coal,” by Dr.
William M. Jacques, in Harper's Mag=
azine for December

heat
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A CURIOSITY OF PARIS.

Set of Winding Stairs With
Revolution

-

of the old quarters of Paris,
Palais Royal, stands a ninee

In one
near the

STAIRWAY.
house, which possesses a most
and interesting form of wind-
ing stairs The stairway is situated
in the central court of the building
and is open to the sky at the top. Its
peculiarity of construction can hest be
understood by reference to the accom-
panying cut, borrowed from the French
scientific journal, JLa Nature. It is
evident at a glance that there are (wo
geparate spirals int rtwined, each
turning in an opposite direction A
person entering at the bottom at the
point marked A would ascend in suce
cession to each of the, stories above,
the landing places in every case being
indicated by the letter A. Another per-
gon entering ti airway at the same
time at the point marked B would
algo ascend in regular order to each of
the floors above, and all of his landing
places are indicated by the letter B,
These landings are in every case on the
same level, but at the opposite sides
of circular well containing the
stairway. The two persons could keep
continully within sight of one another

) would be able to converse, yet
they could never get any closer,

A DOUBLE

story
gingular

Y~y

a Doubles

possibly even to

IPurther, such a liq- |

, “hout where or to whom.

The words arrested the steps of a
young physician who was walking
rapidly along street in the city
of Louisville, intent even at that mo-
ment on the ever-increasing difficulty
of the prublem of living and making
both ends ineet.

“Moster, please buy me.

He turned and looked
what a spectacle!

Seated on a bench where it was the
custom to display slaves for hLire or
sale, was a negro woman—a creature
so black as to make the blackness
seem something put on for disguise, as
though it must rub off—with a nos:
so flat and lips so thick they seemed as
if they must, too, be burlesque—a face
seamed with wrinkles that fairly jos-
tled cach other—a creature, withal,
hardly human looking, from the dis-
tortion of* her infirmities. She was
crooked and stiff. But there was some-
thing so touching in her plea, some-
thing so good and kindly looking out
from the deep, shining wrinkles—a
self-respecting gravity such as makes
us pity even a momkey that exnibits
it

““Moster, please buy me,” she begged
again, with even more pathos in her
piteous helplessness. “Please, oh,
please, buy me.”

“What do you ask for this woman?"
he inquired of the trader—a man whose
hard face was familiar to even the
school children of that community.

“Three hundred dollars.”

“That is a large sum for so alllicted
a creature. What is the matter with
her?”

Rheumatism,” answered the trader.
“Nothing short of $300 takes her. 1
she is not sold to-day she goes south
to-morrow.”

“1 will take her. -Come, Aunty.”

“Oh, thankee, moster, thankee! But
moster, let me tell you sumpin. They
left my baby back yonder; my baby
boy! They wouldn’t let him come 'iong
with his mammy. Such a nice boy,
moster—my baby; only seven years
old. Ask this man, moster, and buy
my baby, too. Edmund's his naine.
Won't you buy him, wonr’t you?"

“I'm afraid I can't do that, aunty.
I haven't the money; but I'll find out
about him, and if everything goes all
right 1'll try to get your baby boy for
you some time.”

e wrote a cheque for the price of
the woman “and then inquired about
the boy

“Yes,” said the trader, “he's a likely
boy, and 1 tried to get him, but they
wanted too much for him. Youcan get
him easy enough for another $300.”

In the home of the. physician the
wife-lay-sick—'There was a large fam~
ly of children, the eigth of whom—an
infant 'boy—was lying in a crib by his
mother's side. Besides these, the house-
hold consisted of numerous blacks, of
all ages and sizes, who had been an
inheritance of the young couple, and
whom, though a burden rather than a
help, it never entered the minds of
their owners to sell any more than
they thought of selling their own
children,

It so happened that among all this
00 numerous array of servants there
was not one who had been endowed
with that wonderful gift of cooking
that so often seems almost 2 miracu-
Jous instinct with the negro race. These
slaves were gifted with the other gift
of their race—the gift of music. The
two rarely go together—the couks are
serious. They could get melody out of
bones, intoxication from a banjo, and
twinkle their feet till it made the
brain whirl to look at them. And such
singing!—whether of camp meeting
tunes or double shuffling, to 'S
Stephen, what's de matter,
Stephen, can't you steam step!’
phen can’'t you double shuffie?”
when it came to presiding over the
roasts and puddings there was not one
who could not be -depended upon to
“'spoil the broth.”

This was a source of great discom-
fort to Mrs. Morton, who was obliged,
while there were negroes standing
around to be stumbled over, negroes to
be fed and clothed, to be cared for in
sickness and health, to give much of
her attention to the kitchen routine,
and she had often sighed for a cook
such as Aunt Leah had been in her
father's old home—a  cook by instinct,
“a lucky cook,” a genius of a cook—
one who could indifferently -dash things
together and have them always come
right.

She was thinking some such thoughts
as these this morning (for, lying there
ill, there was no one to prepare for
her an inviting dish to templ her
feeble appetite) when the door of her
room opened, her husband entered and
said: “‘Wife, 1 have brought you a
chok.”

Mrs. Morton smiled, raised her head
expectantly and saw enter the poor,
crooked creature the doctor had just
purchased. She fell back on her pil-
low, too much overcome to speak.

“This is your mistress, Aunt Lotty
I expect you to get well and be her
stay and comfort for many a day.”

“Yes, moster, bhut don't never forgit
hout Edmund—my baby!"”

“Just as soon as 1 am able, Aunt
Letty, I'll buy him. I give you my
promise.”

Aunt Letty managed by shuffling
along on her cane to reach the bedside
and at once, by her good face, won
over her new mistress as she had the
master.

The old slave, accuStomed to utter
idleness, even under the burden of her
infirmities, with a deftness her appear-
ance would have made seem impos-
eible, straightened the covers, smooth-
ed the pillows, put her crooked arm
under the invalid’s head and lifted her
to a cosnfortable position.

“What's dis, mistiss, dey done brung
you here? Does somebody 'roun’ here

call dis-tea an’' toast? Ain't you got no
conk? I reckon I kin find my way o
dat kitchen, an' if 1 kin find d. lazy
nigger dat brung you dat slop I gwine
wallup her myself, if [ is old and
stiff.”

And so it was that, although the af-
flicted creature was never called oR
for any service, she voluntariy did &
great many things, and she soon filled
a niche in the household economy that
would have seemed vacarnt, indeed,
without her. Meantime she Legan to
get well, as if to reward the prof.s-
sional zeal of her master, and then’'she
naturally gravitated to her familiar
realm—the kitchen. After a while she
recovered entirely, and then what a
queen and tyrant she became! The
children were not allowed to inteifere
with her, and had to go around her
with a wheedling and coaxing
they wanted anything in her domain
or wished her (o do any special service
far them. bBut she loved the children,
black and white, and as if in memory
of her own boy, she was gool to the
troubles me youngsters.

Frequently she reminded Dr. Morton
of her baly buy, but the family was.s@
large, the expense heavy and th.or2
were so many W s for money that
several years went by before he felt
that he could afford to reward her
honest service by buying her boy, for
whom he had no use in the world. But
at last the time came when he thought
he could spare the money, and without
telliug Aunt Letty of his purpose, in-
tending to give her a glad surpise, he
sent off a letter inquiring the price
the boy.

There was a strange delay in the an-
swer, and when it came—disappoint-
ment. The boy Edmund had been sold
south. They could not tell anything

“and beheld—

when |
| you ean eat that poor, inno

The owner |
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the estate had been servien
:;:‘bdmu had been sent with
umber of other slaves to the plan®

n—that was all.
do belleve it will break her
!;lt will be

her nothing.

It was pitiful, indeed, after this
when the good old soul would come
more and more hesitatingly and ask:
“Moster, ain't you ready yet?"”’ and he
would answer:

“My baby, moster, just seven years®
old,” she would answer, and it is

if she ever thought of him as
any other than the baby boy she had
parted from.

For 21 that faithful servant
cooked for the family with skill so un-
erring as to make them forg:t there
could be such things as burnt meats or
bad bread in the world. For 21 years,
till the babe In the cradle that day of
her coming had cast his first vote, and
grandchildren who had come to bless
the house had slept in that same
cradleand were now in turn wheedling
and coaxing Aunt Letty, she had serv-
ed, bearing about with her always her
unabated longing to see her baby boy,
but still bearing her burden uncom-
plainingly and without reproach. Never
once did she say: “Moster, you pro-
mised me!” but always: “Moster,
ain’t you ready yet.”

Many times her mistress had been
tempted to tell her, it became 80 piti-
ful at last, but on second thought, had

. lest the truth would
poor mother could

Before the end of those long years of
service and of dumb, patient waiting
the war has come on and for three
years she had been free. When “free-
dom broke out,” as the negroes ex-
press it, she never thought of leaving
her home or of doing anything but
staying right on and cooking for her
folks.

“Free, free!” she sald. ‘“What's
free? 1 always bheen free. My old
moster always good to me and my
young moster always good to me.
Humph!” But she insisted that she
must go to the old home to see Ed-
mund. Then the time had come when
she must know the truth. It was with.
ill-concealed tears in the eyes of her
master and tears streaming down the
face of her mistress they told her the
facts about her boy—how they had
written and written in the hope of
finding him; how they had thought
again and again they were on track
of him, only to find their hopes in
vain.

The old black mother said not a
word. She did not cry. She made no
sign, but turned away and went about
her work, a little more silently, per-
haps, but that was all.

Her boy she never mentioned again,
and they were glad to think she had
forgotten.

Forgotten!
get?

It was at the end of her 21 years of
service that she went one day excited-
ly into the house and said: “Mistiss,
gwine have some good luck! 0ld Tabr
by she come down out de pigeon loft
and she bring me one of her kittens
and laid it down under my frock at
my feet. Then she went back and got
another and laid that down, and thn
another and another, till she biung
me four. Sumpin gwine happon. I
know 'tis."”

As if to gratify the old woman's su-
perstition, it was but a few days af-
ter' this when a tall, strong young ne-
gro man called at the door and asked
¥f a woman named Letty Mitchell.was
still living. It was Edmund.

He had gone through the war faith-
ful to his southern master, then had
made his way back to his first home,
intent first on seeking his mother, but
had married and settled and had just
now set out in search of his mother,
whom he could hardly hope to find
iving.

Oh,-the joy of that meeting! It is
something talked about in the family
to this day, and how Aunt
even in her happiness, seemed to miss

Does a mother ever for-

Letty, |

something in finding Edmund a great |

grown man, instead of her baby boy,
whom she could fondle on her knee.

Still, if there was ever complete hap-
piness in human hearts it was then
in the reunion of that mother and son
—a happiness alas, overbalanced by
the sorrow that filled the hearts of the
family when they
Letty must leave them to go and live
with Edmund.

“I told you, mistiss, it meant some-
pin,” the beaming old creature said
again and again as she made her pre-
parations for her journey, supplicd
with many substantial
from those she had served so well.

| er whiskey, an’ 'nuther man give ium
| thirty days!”"—Atlanta Constitution,

| long ago?
learned that Aunt | e e

| olserved

remembrances |

The family received from her from |

time to time letters written fo

her |

by some kind hand, but there was dis- |

cernible in them a strange reserve as
to how she was really situated.

At last news came of her death, and
then that she had not been happy with
her daughter-in-law, and that Id-
mund had taken his wife's part.

“I think,” wrote the same kind hand
that had served her as amanuensis
during her long life, “she would have
gladly returned to you, but she was too
proud to let you know she was not
hapnv with her baby boy.”—Atlanta
Conmstitution. iy

Given Up as Lost.

Halifax, N.8., Dee. 26.—The _schooner
Aurora, which left 8t John's, Nfid., Nov.
12, for (‘hariottetown, has beemn given up
as lost. She had a crew of three or fou
men on

Too Much Self-Confidencr,

The junior clerk was busy footing
up long columns of figures, and he was
not particularly impressed with _the
exceedingly dignified looking stranger
who eyed him so severely.

“Is Mr., Folio in?” the latter queried
in tones of most excruciating conde-
scension.

“No,” replied the clerk politely, “but
he will be —"

“Ah, back in a few minutes, I sup-
pose. No need for you to go into de-
tails. I'll take a seat and wait for
him.” In accordance with his last re
mark, the stranger carefully produced

|
|

| employer.

| when the surprising results had been

| office and duly recognlzed for his far-
| seeing, 'merchant-prince-like

a copy of the daily newspaper from |

his pocket and was soon deeply ab-
sorbed in its contents. After about
an hour had elapsed, however, he com
menced to get restless, and finally
spoke to the junior clerk again.

“May ask when you expect Mr.
Folio to be back?’ he quesdoned in
tones that formed a marked contrast
to those he had employed in the first
instance.

“In about ten days,’ replied the
clerk, without even looking up from his
work. “He is off on a vacation.”

And the stranger emerged upon the
sidewalk both a meeker and a wiser
man, g

Whean His Old Gag Didn’t Work,

“Lady,” began Perambulating Pete
humbly, as the gaunt and severe-look-
ing female frowned down upon him
inhospitably from the dourway, “lady,
will you be so white as ter give me
jist er little pinch of salt—that's all?”

The severe female became somewhat
disconcerted at the unusually modest
request,

“Lady, I've been unfeelingly refused
er cold spack at so many houses that
1 heve been driv pigh ter desperation
I've caught this little bullfrog—"

Perambulating Pete produced the di-
minutive animal in question from his
pocket and held it up sorrowfully.

“——an' ef you'll just giie me de
little pinch of salt, lady, I t'ink as how
1 kin make me er humble, er very
humble table de hotey dinner off'n
him.” And Perambulating Pete sighed
glcemily and pinched the freg so it
squirmed.

“So you want a pinch of salt so's
little
hulifrog, you cruel man! I
about that. Me and Joshua belong to
the Society for the Prevention of Cru-
elty to Animals, we do! J shua!”

At her call a fierce-looking gentle-
man, six feet two in his stocking feet,
appeared, and, upon her expla‘ning the
nature of the situation, Perambula'ing
T'ete was escorted off, and wus 800.1
breaking macadam for the b.ncfit of
the state—New York Journal.

Cause for Coolness,

Marje—I wonder why it is that Mrs.
Ray doesn’t speak to the Pitts girls
any more.

Jillson—Oh, her station is much
higher than theirs now, you know.
Marie—Indeed, I, hadn’t heard it.
Jillson—Yes,

Twenty-third ctreet, while Mrs.

is
One Hundred and Twenty

Ray's i
fifth.

the Pitts girls’ station |

| sign at many other stores,

see

|
|
|

THE JESTERS' CHORUS.

Pen Quips From Knights of the
For Merry Moments.

1

-

A TRUE WOMAN.,

Au Incid Which i
Many~ lded TCoaracter,

“It can never be,” said Ethel Guf-
fey, sadly. “I have no desire to give
you pain, but I must tel_y.u, once
for all, that 1 can never be your wite.”

Harold Mcrartiand sac suent under
the blow for a full iuinute. Then,

'hm;/‘lil}s a great sigh vy despair, he

' girl answered.

! continued.
| glve close attention to

“What are your objections to me?
I want to know so that i may mak:
myself, if possibie, the kini of man
you could love.”

“Oh, 1 cannot go. into details,” the
“You are not at all
what—I mean, 1 cannot, cannot be
your wife."”

L do not drink,” pleaded the young

LT 8

“I know it,” said the giri. -

“Or gamble or go about nights,” he
“I have no bad habits, I
my business,

| and I am rapidly making a fo,iune.”

“That is all true,” she replied wearl-
ly, “but my decision is made and i3

| unalterable.”

“As he sat watching the dying em-
bers, a sudden gust of wind blew down
the chimney.”—Harper's weekly.

“Does the man want the postoffice?”

“No; the man frequently stated be- |
fore election that he had no hope of
reward. He was working for the good
of the country.”

“Why does the man circulate a pe-
tition?”

‘ get signatures.”

“Is it to raise money for some chari-
table purpose?”’

“No, it is a petition praying that he
be appointed postmaster.’”

“But he does mot want the post-
office!" i

“No, he does not want the postoffice,
but he has learned that it is likely 0
fall into unworthy hands uoless he
takes it, and his patriotism comes
once more to the rescue of the coun-
try.”—Chicago Journal.

Attendant—What would your Illus-
trious Eminence be pleased to eat for |
dinner to-day?

African Chieftain—I think a hump
would be very nice,

Attendant—Pardon me, sire, but do
you mean ome from a dromedary or a
bicycle rider?

“It's pretty tough,” sighed the small,
sickly tree. ‘“‘There are ten girls in
this block learning to ride the bicycle,
and I am absolutely the only object
they can run into. If there was only
a hydrant or something!”—Détroit Trl-
bune.

“Do you mean to say, Chumley, that
you-spend less money since you were
married than you did before?”

“That's what it amounts to.
much less to spend.’’—Detroit
Press.

I have
Free

“You see he was a young man with
future——"
*Yes."
“And he met the woman
past—""

AL

“And now she has the handsomest
present!"”—Cincinnati Enquirer.

a

with a

Boastful New Englander—But you
can't deny that the Pilgrim fathers
blazed the way to all the greatness of
our nation.

Westerner—Blazed the way? Yes; by
burning witches.—Detroit News,

“There's a great noise in the chorns’
dressing room,” observed the stage
carpenter. “I wonder what's going on
in there?”

“Ah, nothing much,” rejoined
scene shifter, rather positively,

Indeed, a debauched but inexorable
public taste would rebel were very
much to go on in there.—Detroit Jour-
nal.

the

“That young Borus, who writes
verses for the papers, is rather clever,
but he's merely an imitator.” |

“Dou you know, I've often suspected
that? If anybody yawns in his p.e-
sence he always yawns, too."—Chicago
Tribune.

“Git any presents this year, Jimmy?"
“No—only dad.”

“An' what did he git?”
“Lots! One man give him a

bhottl

He—Darling, I have loved you ever
since first we met.

She—Well, why didn't you say
Did you think I was a mind
reader?—Cleveland Leader.

S0

Papa—Don’t you think he is very
large for his age—only 14 months?

Friend—Ye-es. Dou you know
that most babies arve
large for their age?—Puck,

I've
very

Medium. (to party at sitting)—Th:
yirit of your deceased husband de-

s to eonverse with you.

Wife—Huh! if he ain't got no more
spirit now than he had when he died
he ain't worth troubling about.—New
York World.

He Wanted Promotion.

He had left school three months pre-
viously, and had been in search of a
situation . where he could beg.n in a
very small way and gradually rise in
the esteem of everybody, as h: hal
noticed was the case in the hio-
graphies he had read, until he should
have a junior partnership thrust upon
him and finally be known as a m:r
chant prince.

He had now formed a connection, as
they say, with a substantial retail
furniture store, and was endeavoring
stenuously to merit the favor of his
What if he could ris: at
one hound! The mere thought of it
filled him with an ecstasy that nerved
him into a tentative plunge. He saw
that the house was too conservative;
it needed to be pushed. The small dis-
play.of goods at the door sh uld be
placarded. Merely to mention  this
would be small glory for him. FHe
must paint the signs himself, and then,
disclosed he would be called into the
business
He dreamed of it that night.
In his fervor he reached tie store
early. The goods were arianged at
the door, One neatly lettered placard
was pinned with nervous hand to a
roll of carpet. He had seen the sanie

sagacity.

His employer came and went several
times during the day without observ=-
ing the sign, but Tom noticed that
passers by pointed at it. In the even-
ing he was called to the door by the
proprietor.

““Do you Kknow that
there?”

Tom assumed an air of modenty,
The reward was already his. 1k wee
dangling before his eyes.

“Yes, sir; I did.”

“Well, don't

who put on

let me catch you at
such tricks again. I suspected that
some street boys had done it. The idea
of a sign like that on a roll of carpet!”
Tom took it home, and for years
away up in his attic room there hung
on the wall the words; "Can't Be
Beat!"”

How to Keep Chickens.

“So yo's gwan inter the poultry yard
business, Mas' Jimson?"

“Yes, Uncle Rufus, Can't you give
me some points on the best way to
keep chickens?”

“Wull, Mas’ Jimson, yo's heerd o'
Cesar Green, de cull'd gemman wot
lives up de road yender?”

Yes'"

“Den if yo' want to know de bes'
way to. keep chickens yo' mus' hire
Cesar Green. He knows a heap about
raisin’ chickens.”

“All right, Uncle Rufus.
him.”

“Yes, Mas Jimson, yo' hire Cesar
Green. He knows so much about rais-
in’ chickens that if yo' want to keep
any yo musg’ hire Cesar. Yes, sah.
Yo' mus hire Cesar. Yo' mus' hire him
to move 'way over in de nex’ county,
Mas' Jimsen, if yo/ want to keep
chickens fo' sure!"

1I'll hire

Second Nature,

Railroad Engineer (to fireman, per-
plexed)—Whiuikers, Bill! What sort of
signalling do you make that out ahead?
Suthin’s wrong, sure!

Fireman (leaning from cab, reassur-
ingly)—Rest easy, Hi; it's only de new
Hebrew brakeman rattled, wid a lan-
tern in each han’ an’ gettin’ de over-

swing mixed wid de geatic'lations
of de clothin’ busineses.”

Most Unfortunate,

Little Mendicant—Please, sir, glve
me a copper.

PBenevolent Clergyman—Have: you no
parents?

Little Mendicant—Na, sir;
erphan by binth,

I'm an

went awuy in
he felt

Harold McPartland
despair. Next day, however,

impelled to make a coutidanic of his.
| sister.
| gave her opinion with sisterly blunt-

She listened tu nis story and

ness,

After recelving instructions IHaiold
hastened to the' Guffey residence and
sought another interview 'with Kthcl
As soon as she entered the room he
began to speak his plece. "I have nol
come to annoy you further with my
attentions,” he said. “I just want to
ask you to forgive ine for raying
some things that wer not strictly true
the other night. My love for yuu anl
my desire to win you made me picture
myself as a better. man than I am, and
now I feel remorseful. I told you that
I did not drink. The fact 1s that 1
have been taking more thun is good
for me lately, and the liquor habit Is
gaining a stronger hold on me daily.
T also said that I did not gamble. Tue
fact is that I put s &wo cr t(hree
nights a week at poker, and hav. suf
fered losses that may ruln me. More-
over, I have been neglecting my busi-
ness, and I fear our house wilF go un-
der before long. All this is +f no in-
terest to you, I know, but [ could not
rest until I had corrected my mis-
statements. Now, IEthel, say a Kkind

' good-bye to me and 1 will never trou-

ble you again.’
“Good-bye! No!" cri:d the girl
will tffke"Pack the crucl words 1
last night. I will b: your wife and
make a better man ot you. For my
sake you will give up drinking, gam-
bling and other bad habits, won't you,
dear? I will reform you and save you.
Yes, Harold, I will be your wife.” And
the girl's eyes shone with the light of
love and of a noble determination.
“Women are a rum lot,"” Harold Mc
Partland mused @s he walked home
that night. “Ethel is going to marry
me to] make me what I am already.”

i |
sadd

Just the Plain

Widow (ordering tombstone)—And
don't. want any maudiin sentiment
it; just put: “Died, A 5. The Good
Die Young."—FPhil May's Annual

HIS MARRIAGE FEE.

A Lesson in Rock Bottam Facts Vor s

Wife of ar

Phe wife of a well-to-do farmer call-
ed the attention ol her husband Lo a
newspaper articie describing o Aol
ding out west, where the sroom haci
compensated the minister his ser-
vices in farm produce. 1edicu
lous!” commented the good lady.

tHer husband smiled. “IL 2.t the
ordinary thing,' he remarked, “hut
then, people who live in glass houses
mustn’'t throw stones.”

“What do you mean
asked his wife sharply.

“Wal,” returned Jonas, “when 1 mar-
ried you I paid the minister LWo Igs,
and he gave me thirty-five
chang and with that Mr
burst into a laugh, to the Br
comfort of his wife

“I've lived with you thirty years and
I ‘never heard that before,” she said,
“and 1 should like to know what you
mean by it. 1 boliev you'i ~aying
that just to hector me.”

“No, M'ri,” answered
when his mirth had somedshal b
sided, “I'll tell you how it happe ed

“You know I had been running th
farm for father before we were mar-
ried, and Parson Steadman, who mar
ried us, had just come” to town. e
wanted a couple of pigs, and had just
come over to our place to get thom,
1 was gone, but the hired man sold
them to him, by weight, an® they
amounted 1o just ten dollars and thir-
ty-five cents,

“Parson Steadman told the man that
he hadn't the pemey by  him. but
would be over again in a few days and
settle, and the hitei man told him
that would bhe ail right

“Well, when we were
the parson a brand new t
one that I hadl i clean
bank for that purpose

“Next morning bright and.eavly over
came the parson to our place. He ask-
ed the hired man if 1 1 e
and when I came out City
much surprised toe se the
same man that th
night before. He turned Kind of red
and looked a little queer. and said le
had come over to settle for thes. two
pigs, and he took from his rock t
that very ten-dollar bill “that T gave
him the night before, and *thirty live
cents besides and handed. them (o nie.

“I hurst out laughing. and he looked
Rind of for a misute, th n be
burst out laughing, too

“*If T had recognized
man I owed for the p
were at my house last night'
‘I could have handed you the
five cents and we should hav
square.”

“So you see, M'ri, that while we went
through the form of ‘passing the money
back and forth, you practically
bought for two pigs, minus thiriy-live
cents."”

Consumption

Out-door life and Scott’s
Em lsion of Cod-liver Oil with
Hypophosphites have cured
thousands of cases of consump-
tion in the early stages. They
cure old, advanced cases too;
but not so many, nor so prompt-
T1y. When a case is so far ad-
vanced that a cure cannot be
made, even then SCOTT'’S
EMULSION checks the rapid
ity of the disease, relieves the
pains in the chest, reduces the
night sweats, and makes the
cough easier. In these cases it
comforts and prolongs life.
Don’t experiment with cures
that destroy the digestion. Pin
your faith to the one remedy
which has bten THE STAN
DARD FOR OVER 20 YEARS,

Book about it free for the asking.

For sale by all druggists at 50c, and
$1.00.

SCOTT & BOW)

Jonas Farmer?”’

itodis

her spouse,

married, T gav
n-doilar hill,
from (h

at
he was
that 1 waus
Lie had morrei d

soher

vou as the
whensyou
he said,
thurty
b en

E, Belleville, Ont.

’ WATCH IT GROW,
Get a fnd Catalogue and Plant a Seed
With the Kid.

i Gutss
! win, Karst

GO OWING YEA
s
o, FAAYBE 1TS

rantt

DURNAL S

Sl s hie smiled,
“See that
the pink roses
Masherton.

Yes, 1 see her.”
“What ahout he

“See her look over at us and smile
just now 7" continued Masherton.

Yes I saw hert

“I'll bet you anything you like she's
a married woman,” said Masherton,
emphatically.

“I guess

woman over there with
in her hat?'  asked

replied  Dashley

you're right,” assented
Dashley. “But what of it?”

“What of " echoed Masherton.
“Why, I think it's disgraceful the way
mairied women act nowadays. Look
how that waman is dr ed.”

“She is got up rather attractively,”
agreed his friend
“Attractively? She's dressed to kill!
And look at the way she is acting
She would not have looked o and
gmiled at us if she had been a single
girl.”

Perhaps not,'

“Of cour
rlusively
sh:uld she, a

<
nver at
way she di

“T ain sure I don't
Dashlvy, reflecting

“n what 7"

1s

admitted Dashley
said Masherton eon-
why, I  ask, why
man wanan, look
nd smile deliberately in the

Kknow,"
unjess—
persisted the
because  she

returned

other.

Goed Intentions to Buarn
said his satanic majesty
Minister, as he dismount
ed from his wheel, “the eyvel path
was never in worse condition. 1 just
punctured my tire and jet out all the
hot air Jee that the road is repaved
to-morrow.
“Pardon
quer in
sent cost
the accent
ment will

“Diabolus.”
to his Prime

the royal vxehe
shape, and at the pov
red-hot acadam, with
the dam, a ne. pave-
infernally expensive and

sire,
bad
of

on
he

but

is

‘Ah!" said him
“1 have it!”
And he lighted his cigavette with his
breath
CWe
As h
into hi
oft by the

Satan, interrupling

won't do a thing te it to-day

spoke a gratitiel li:hit ¢.m»
) C but was promptly turned
conomical Prime Minister.
“To-day is New Years on ea'th.and
we'll get hell's annual ment to
morrow, and it won't cos cen
either.”

How He Got Pie.

In reply to his tale of hunger, she
had asked him if he would saw wood.
His chin fell to his breast and he re-
plied:

“Yes, mum! I'd gladly saw .yer wood
but yer see, mum, dat would be tak-
in’ der work what rightiy berlengs
ter der pour o' yer own neighborhood,
an’' it's inst me princerples ter der-
prive any man o' der chance ter earn
his 1ifin’. No. mum, when I t'inks o'
dose poor fellers what ‘has large
famblies ter serport. wid cryin’, hun-
gry children an' wid er delercate wife
what'’s sick in bed, T can’t, mum, have
der cheek ter take der work what 'ud
make 'em go happy an’ what hy rights
herlongs ter 'em I way
self wunst, an’ | knows what i

Wus dat

A Humorous Sound,
Ikeystein—Shakey, mein
Uncle Levi Cohenstein
tng very funny in his old age.

Young Ikeystein—Vot has he done,
fader, dot is funny?

‘Oh, it de cratest shoke
world, mein son.”

Vot it, fader?"’

“He advertises dot he has made an
assignment—Oh;, 1 haf to sthop till I
laugh a viles.”

“But dere vos nutting funny apoaut
an assigniment, fader. Dot vos pisness,
you Know You haf masde some as
signments urself, ¢

“Oh, , I ‘know all _haf to
mage ascignments, or ve don't mage
any money but your Uncle Levi Cohen-

(he! he!) he says he mages de
ument for de benefit of his gredi-
Vot you tink of dot, Shakey?

Old poy,

VoS get-

in the

Vos

¥e

ste

a
tors!

KARLE

—THE—

HARDWARE
MAN

e
ieiile

KEEPS A FULL STOCK OF -

Paints, Oils. Varunishcs, Brushe/, Window ‘Gl ss, Coal Qil, Machine Cil Ripe*ss
of ull sizes, Builders’ Hi~dware, Nails. Forks, Shovels, Dmin' Tile
Spades, Scoops, 1ron Piping, (all sizes), Tinware, Aeate Ware [nu-p.’
and Chimneys, Pressed Ware, &e.  Guns ar d Ammunition. :

Groceries, Teas, Suzays“and Canned Goods—in short, we have something for
everybody that calls,

Agent for the Dominion Express Co.—the cheapest way to send money to all

jarts of the world. Give mo a call.
WM. KARLEY

ry

N

\

The «leighing has come ;

Lovily, isn't it ?

A fast horse,

A comfortable cutter,

Swift, gliding m tion,—

Delightful, don't you think ?

And nic lage robes—

Ah! Roles—yex,

T at’s what we want to talk abont —
Big warm rghes —

Big enough for two,

Whether they sit close or not,—-

You can enjoy a drive

In our roles—

No cold feet ;

A1 d it’s ro0 nice to have them around you—
We mean the 1 bes, :

Now we nre sel ins a'l robes nt gi1eat reductions.
mene d, buy vow, 85 will buy a beauty.

el I i B b’
LYN AGRICULTURAL WORKS

Every Farmer vill require a Land Roller early

A 'Why Not

Provide one during the Winter so that when wanted it will be
at hand,

The season has just com-

BROCKVILLE

&4 Furs Remodeled and Repairved.

| can supply the |)(l)‘blllélr “Parason” complete,
ready to hitch to, at remarkably low prices.

()r,_ if youare a handy man, and wish to eonstruct one
yourself, will supply castings for same.

FFor particulars and prices, address—

GEO. P. McNISH,
Box 62, Lyn, Ont.

POSTER PRINTING

The Athens Reporter makes a specialty
of Fine Poster Work, plain and colored.

New Type-faces, good Press-work, and
Artistic Designs make our bills superior

A trial order will make you
a constant customer.

Address :

THE REPORTER Office, Athens, Ont

GO TO
MURRAY H H BYANTS
& 3¢ lsland City =
LANMAN’S i wosom

~{ Photo Parlor
South side King Stree
FLORIDA WATER

House,

| Br
For tine Photo’s, also Tin Types and Crayon
ATKiIng.

Special Line of Cabinets, only $2 per doz.

GO TO
Lyndhurst Tin

Shop

FOIR YOUR

Sap Buckets,

Evaporating Pang

Storage Tanks,
and all

Sugar-Makin

Utensils i

”” SWEETEST

-
MOST FRAGRANT
MOST REFRESHING
D ENDURING OF ALL

_PERFUMES FOR THE
. HANDKERCHIEF,
. TOILET OR

ALL DRUGGISTS, PERFUMERS AND
GENERAL DEALERS.

MV,
MONEY TO LOAN |
Wehay cinstructions toplaccal argesum on
private funds at current ratesof int st of
first mortage on improved farm Terms to
suit horrowe Apply of |
HUTCHESON & " ISHER
Barristerg &c¢ Brocky

Prices to suit the times.

C.B. TALLMAN

LYNDHURST March 4th 1896

Lyn Woolen Mills

_ Have a good stock cf genuineall-wool Yarn and Cloth
will be prepared to sell the same at moderate prices, and will
at all times be prepared to pay the highest market price for

wool in cash or trade,
R. WALKER.

\




