itta

1d
. would
0, 1

if [ should

rber’s She Ihink of it? Condemned
. vears il # barber’'s shop!

o : | although that was lOyoifi_

[{fL‘\L 1t. All X
yi | have never heen shaved since.” -
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v B U McBeth, of Winnipeg is.

wylyin th pulpit of St. Andrew's|™ g
olyterin Chureh.  Rev, M, McBeth | |

;. 1o rising men of the Preaby-
Carch, aud is rapidly winning for
wd fame as s pulpit

mselt 4 LMo

aor At Winnipeg he has surrounded

iscli with a larse aod influential con-

coith e Presbyterians of Vie-

mn way ot have another opportanity

¢ learig Mr. MeBeth, and : therefore

e 1t in large numbers at both

e NOTTUW.

' Wi from the Spokane
piuted  for  the  special

wrusil o ~uperintendent McCrady, of
the Tramway Company :

Ope o Sp kane's bauk pmsident’a has
¢ an airing each evening

1.1.‘ it ol tanin

o the ud of a street car absorbing
e sud throwing  off the caves of busi-
ness whle c¢h r?mg \l‘ilh lht) motorman.
Th

met a genius and his
mich. The story was too good to kecpj
Hually reached the Spokane Tribune,
kil publishes it as follows :

After the usual exchange of courtesies
the meotorman said

“Mr. Blank, you consider yourself a

e other night he

twavcier, | suppose 1’
“Yes," replied the banker, ‘I guess 1
w, r 1 could not hold my job.”
“Well, you don’t know anything about
ng,” the wmotorman wmade bold
| .“I) it my ‘boss’ (referring to
¢president of the street car company)
i ‘, rst-class financter, he 1s, Why, do
= oiw that every Sunday he adver-
%8 for a servan' and Monday twenty
tihirty girls ide out to his house near
::-'.‘ -‘1'uf the line to get the place, but
;.:m wadam can't see them ; so they ride
ek, ;«wni repeat the journey " several
'1.1“.‘ .‘j"T"l‘l‘ they are ﬁlll“y told that
£ i '_"rr'; has decided to stay for
‘* Now that's financiering. Fifty
“ paid out for advertisements and $8
¥ taken in for car fares to swell the
“nual dividends of the boss’s company.”

RAlCleTI

state,

- \

s‘T-lt banker saw the point, wl :l.d' i
kory on his friend, and the *¢ 3 i.
Woking  f,p that

"ith blood ; particular motorman
b blood i his eye. "

.,“ Wy it might be asked, are some
:':';M\- % keen in mnnifesting‘ their desire
Re;:::] ‘.’l'w another for the love of God ?
wlyat the weeting of the Tacomns
lugtri,, of the Epworth League an
iy s (1&'\‘l.nu declared that Romanism

“mpatible with free institations

. the patriarchsl age'o 1h
qend at least four in“wie

Phat | bat
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time ‘ago, Mrs. Robert:

the brilliant Eoglish essayist and novelist
saw her and fell desperately in love with
her, but even then she nmhn

ltrong?r sex, since she was the recipient
of frequent - presents. . These . gifts,
which were of a simple but t uching
character, such as red apples: aud “‘sage
hens,” were always made asonymously,.
and, try as she would, Mrs. Stevenson
never succeeded in surprising one of the
donors in the ag’, Although the white
men in the camp  were thus gdhnt,dn
recéived rather a bad impression of the
courtesy of the noble red man, as may be
guessed from the following incident,
which Mrs. Stevensm_relates with con-
siderable enjoyment : ‘
] had always been led to believe that
the Indians called their wives ‘squaws,’
that their conversation was principally
“Ugh! ugh !’ and that first, last and all

Instead of this, the unsophisticated
savages. with whom I came in contact
shuddered at the taste of spirits, had a
fair command of English and called their
wives ‘mahalas’ and themselves ‘hombses.’
My cousin Ben, & remarkably handsome
youth, whose few years came fo an
untimely end in that forlura country,
was always very good ia helping me with
my household tasks, much to the disgust
of Shoshone Jim, an Indian who often
came to the oibin. He regarded with
extrome disfavor the spectacle of Ben
washing dishes.

* “Why you wish dish ¥ he demanded.

¢ Oh, the Mahala makes me,’ was the
careless reply.

¢ ¢ You mahala ¥’ inquired Jim.

“Ben replied in the affirmative, where-
upon Jim rose, walked out of the house
and disappeared on a trail Jeading to the
distant hills. Late in the evening he
retarned, greatly fatigued with his long
tramp, CArryinga young sapling carefnl!y'
peeled and denuded of its leaves and
sStick,’ said he, offering it to

branches.

Ben. ' “You whip you mahala. . No good

hotmbre wash dish.’ ‘ ‘
“His face clouded at Ben's refusal,

‘then brightendd with liope as he said in

and .
otherwigg displayed his exocellent

a ‘most iosinusting voice. ‘You like T
hip? . ; 238
ks ‘&y first, Jast and only dinner party:
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Imilsm lived out in a}
western mining camp. That was before |

possessed - some ... attractions . for. A.'

the time they demanded ‘firewater.’ value.

T the pride of my Hoar T rofused sl

her for their coming New Year's celebra-
tion. 1 had several times found' her in
but was afraid tc complain to her owners.
| She began flopping about in the idiotic
manner of hens, upsetting dishes and
utterly refusing to go out of the door we

'had set open for her exit. Never was a

ouatmmmonnpmhngthmththen.

Finally she plumped into a pan of dough

I had set to rise. Ben let flya hatchet he

had picked up from the hearth. 1t went
straight to the mark, and the hen was de-
capitated. It was a good throw, but the
result filled-us with consternation. We
closed the door, shot the bolt, drew the
curtains and  sat down in council to _con-
i uestion of what we should do
SLutly the A fowl in
of untold

suggested installments.

“** And become bond slaves to
the ‘rest of our lives,’ returned I Be-
sides we found that neither of us had the
| courage to confess the deed and say, like -
George. Washington, ‘I did it with my
little hatchet.’ Burning in the kitchen
stove would not be safe, for the odor of
burnt festhers might betray us. Time
_pressed, and we come to no_decision,
‘Steps must be taken,’ cried Ben, and -
catching up the fowl he buttoned it inside
his coat, snatched up his hat and disa
pesced. ‘In s short time he return
“waodm:nd oo;t‘d m}i produced the
fowl, _ y for roasting.

= ’llx)ilto the oven with it,’ n:lnge. -
had meant to shy it down thatold shaft
behind the house, but hadn’t the heart
to ‘waste the good meat. It will look
well at your dinner party, and guests do
not ask questions.’ 3

Byt the feathers and the rest? 1
asked doubtfully. ‘No danger,’ returned
Ben. ‘Ilay down behind & bowlder
and it into my o enhn::.

1 put in a stone, tied up the
ol 74 it to the bottom
uch as a

“ﬂn' 'h -
i tI‘llnndt.hebone-thoqme_md.j_
W detected a look of surprise i the
faces of my guests when the hen was
served, but I think I was the most
startled when a mi child who bad -
been spying on  us unobserved (who
‘wopnld have suspected grs,chery from an
imp hardly weaned f) piped up with,
-‘UK; is that the chicken you and Ben
§ Mo 5 -

4

Amiicts




