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A Suggestion.
Air.—" Something That Nobody Enows.”

- —Ror the topical questionsone hears every day,

~ AN ANEWer there must be 'm sure 3
QOr eise on the sheif let us put them awsay,
And no longer the torture
We 2:&3 heard of the mother-in-law till we're
ired,
The stay-at-the-club man is dead ;
Don’t you think they'd enjoy it it they could be

Wahaen 'O‘Jr late friand reposes his head ?
*“ Ask McGinty.”

Put along with therest the old ice-cream joke
stale,

This weather has melted it quite.
And the baby that makesa pedestrian pale

And the tack onthe floor at ni.ht
Chuck in that old stove pipe and poems on

spring,

Along with the “ beautifnl snow ; "
And if you should wish tofind out anything

AS 10 oW they are doing below—

' Ask Metrinty.”

The festive front gate and the coal bill so steep,
The dog and the stern parent's boot, -

Liet us gather them in for a long solemn sleep,
And let them all slide down the chute.

And after this funeral the curious man
That wants to these things a reply,

We'lll! smile a faint smile that is child-like and

yland

And to say—* If you want to know why
Ask McGinty.”
McGINTY's WIFE.
Batfalo, Jan. 6th, 1890,

e — e
The International Band.

Mamma's got a headache pain,

And had to go to bed again ;

And Mary’s gone after doctor’s stuff,

As if poor mamina hadn't enough !

And we must be the best of boys,

And never make a bit of noise ;

And we will be just terribie good,

1 promised Mary :hat we would ;

So come on boys and lend a hand ;

And we will play at Cerman Band.

]I know 'twont hurt dearmamma’s head,
Cause you can't hear nufin’ when you're in

Now, Ted. you take the big tin pan,
And bang it hard as ever yon can;

And Jack will take the shovel and tongs
And beat the time to all our 8S0Ngs ;

The dinner horn will juss suit me,

And how I'll biow it you shali see ;

And I will be the leader, too,

* Now we are ready to begin,

Ted, here's a sroon to strike the tin,

Now, tootle-too! and a bim, bim, bang!
Anda too-who-who! and a rum, bum, clang
And a cling-a-ling! and with foot and hand,
Hooray! for the American German band.

* x x = L *

" Why, mamma, we didn’t never know

Ounr music could have hurt youso!

We fought—you know you said 30, Fwed —
Zat you can’t hear nuffin’ when you're in bed.
And we wasg bein’ the bestes boys—

And nobody calls musie noise!™”

—Olive Harper in Sunny Hour,

How Women Should Walk.

Have you noticed how few women walk
gracefully nowadays ? It is unusual to gee
& woman carry her head and shoulders well
and step ous freely, with a poesical grace of
movement.  The majority waddle, strut or
bounca. The scho~l girl trips or hurries
along head forward. The loitering shopper

goes on her way with a lolling step.. The

young woman studying art, music, or for
the drama lets her flapping, esthetic cloak
hang loosely open as she saunsers among a
crowd, her step m»e preoccupied as her
dreamy gaze. The tailor-made girl, severe-
ly busttoned to the chin, has a ssride exacsly
like her brothers. Observe, if you please,
the swaying, side-long swish-swash of thas
overdressed girl wearing a satin gownon a
wet day. Though yon cannos see her shoes,
you know from the way she rests, firss on
one foot and shen on she other, shat they
are too tight. We mess a$ every turn the
girl who ruas oct her chin, who sways her
arms and who oarries one shoulder
higher than she other. The undulating
movement which should be natural to
women geems to have dieappeared.
Modjeska is one of the few women in New
York who walk well. Bhe has the gait of
a goddess. To see her move is sasisfying in
one way and tantalizing in anosther—you
wonder 80 how she does it.

You have doubsless watched a panther
pacing backward and forward in his cage.
How like velves ishis step! How regular,
how easy, yes full of repressed strength !
Men who have devoted many years to the
study of physical culture say a panther and
a woman should ges over the ground in the
same easy, dignified way. If you woula
walk well, girls, study the pansher in
the park, shen go and do likewise. A good
way to practice is to start on a fine, bracing
morning for a straighs three-mile stresch
and cover 1t at an even pace. Wear warm
wraps, bat leave your corses at home. Cor-
duroy makes an excellent walking smit. A
few days sioce I mes a party of shree girls
in she upper pars of Ceniral Park, each one
s symphony in brown corduroy made with
skirts of ankle length and Norfolk jackets.
Fora and aft caps of shaggy tweed and bear-
skin capes completed the costume, which
seemed by right to belong to the heroine of
one of Wm. Black’s highland tales.—New
York Heraid.

Drinking a Matter of Habit.

I will show, I think, by a single illastra-
tion, that drinking is a mere master of
habit. Without the slightess fear of con-
tradiction, I assert that thers are at least
200,000 men in this city who drink every
day ia the week spirituous liquors aad
never think of touching a drop on Sundaye.
Now run through your own acquaintanses
and youn will withous trouble tind sceres
and scores wio never toucha drop of lijuor
in their own homes, but who on she ticor
of the Exchange, on the street, i1 the
restaurant, in she cafe, at the stand-ap bar

are good fellows along that line of
entertainment, spending their money
freely—not  because they or shose

whom they entertain care especilly
for the fluid, but that they may have a
social interchange of courtesy and personal
regard. TLis is their haht duoring six
working days of the weet. On Sundays
they rarely leave their hones save to go to
church, possibly to takea drive, now and
then for a ssroll, brt thousands upon
thoasands, and scores of thouanndg of men
content themselves on Spl‘nnda.y th.hthth‘eﬁr
reading, their wriling, ying wish the
children, recsiving friends, literally resting
from the labors of the restof she week.
Sometimes they drink a¢ home, but in a
vast majority of cases not a drop on Sun-
day. Because it iz Sunday? Not at all,
but becauss being out of the ordinary day
routine, out of the companionships of the
work-day week, away from the oppersani-
ties, they never think of i$.—Joe Howard in
Chicago Neus. .

Bearly Escaped.
] hesr you weres rescued from the

clusches of & grizzly last summer. Narrow |and

eaca thas 72 .
« Yes ; it was & presty tight squeezs.”

é—* days without a morsel o eat.

MUST LAUGH BIS LIFE AWAY.

Story of a GeorgiaMan'sSingular Paralytie
Afftiction.

Joseph O:car Johnson was sent to Roff
home a few days ago, and his case is prob-
ably one of the moas remarkable that ever
went to that or any other hospital, says the
Macon (Ga.) Telegraph. Hs is a paralytic,

one siqe is ensirely useless. The siroke
came on him some twd monthsago. Heis
a locomative engineer, and was able to
make & good living. He had seen a good
deal of the worid, and generally saw :he
bright sidecof it. It was in the town aof
Clinton, 8. C., shat she ssroke came on him.
He was on a ran that carried him into that
town. He wasa one day doirg some work
on his engine and salking to some_gne

ing near. At the momens he recel

the blow he was intheact of langhing, and,
strangeto say the muscles and nerves of the
face that are brought moss into play in the
acs of lsughing are the ones thas are mass
affected, and over these he has no consrol
whatever. He feels, of course, like there is
litsle left for him to live for, being utterly
helpless, and it is nccessarily a sad thought
tohim. But he cannosthink of isnor seil
his troubles, and the doubts and fears that
tormens him withont laughing. He
has a wife and five cnildren, and when
this affliction came upon him he
went to his fa'her-in-law, whao lived
in Wilmington, N. C., and told him of his
condition and of his inability to care fur-
ther for his famuly, and telling him at the
same time that for himself he did nos wish
$o be a burden upon any one, but would go
somewhere and seek seclusion and calmly
await the closing of what wae hencefarth
to be a useless life. The recital of his pars-
ing with his wife was most pathetic and
heartrending, yet wish tears in his eyes
and a hears fall of agony he was forced to
laugh as though he was telling the moss
ladicrous incidens.

He has wandered from one county to

anosher, and has frequently gone several
Recently he
spent a night in the woods in a vialent rain
storm. His crippled leg refused to serve
him longer, and he was compeiled, withous
shelter; to take the violence of the storm.
His thin clgthing was wet to the skin, he
anﬁer%? pangs of hunger, and the
recital made him shudder all over, yes
he laughed all the time he was telling it
He was a most pititul sight. He says he
dare not go to church lest he be accused of
making spers of the services and be re-
quested to leave the church. And as fora
faneral it would be out of the quession for
him to attend one.
His case is a most pitiable ane, and is
the more so becaase he is only waiting the
ouly relief possible for him, and that one
he would hail with pleasure, and almoss
praya for.

e

DRESIES TO DANCE IN,

Extrems Low Necks on Young Ladies Are
Not Approved.

The dancing dress of to-day is a thing of
gauza and other sheer matserials. Glim.
merof satin and sheen of silk are for the
time veiled by materials like the filmy
gauzes of Indian weave, * tloating air
and ‘ woven mist,”” but made in the land
of France and oalled by the less postic
name of chiffognes. A fow dresses for
married ladies are made of brocades and
satin, bus for young women the embroid-
lisses and sulles, or the spangled
gauze, which look as if they might have
belonged to the wardrobe of an Oriental
Princess, are made up into graceful danc-
ing gowns called * Josephine dresses,”
with simple, sraight, full skirsa of gauzs
over satin and low square-necked hodices,
which might have been modeled after the
familiar portraits of the beaasiful Em-
press.

The severe style of this dress, with its
high sash of esoft surah is considered
especially suitable for a debutante, though
in sach a case tha square neck is veiled
with lace. There is a decided objsction
among mothers to the adoption of the ex-
treme decolette styles wornu by the older
women of society, by girls in their first or
second season. In many cases the evening
bodice for young girls is merely pointed and
filled in with lace, while the sleeve is
entirely omitted or 1z an elbow sleeve.
Osher dresses for young ladies are draped
with figured nes or gauze and caughs up
with rosettes and garlands of ribbons in the
tlas effecs now universally seen. Dainty
point d’espris, dosted in. the moss delioate
manner, embroidered lisses wronght with
tiny rosebuds or some fine blossoms in pale
green, delicate rose or vellow aver satin
make beautifal dresses.—New York Tribune.

A Bridge Over the Behring Straits.

In an age which has seen a Forsh bridge
an accomplished fact, and a bridge from
England vo France discussed and designed,
there is nothing novel or extraordinary ic
the project which is receiving serious atten-
‘ion in Russia of bridging over the Behring
Straits. The narrowess part of the gulf
which eeparates Siberia from Alaska is
only 96 kilometres (little more than 60
miles), and it so happens that there are
islanas in a atraight line which would serve
as pointa of division in the bridge and
reduce each portion to a length consider-
ably less than that of the proposed channel
bridge. The compensating advantage to be
gained by a work of such huge expense is
not obvicus, though there needs must be
something attracsive in a scheme which, if
carried out, would seem to bring nearer
the day when it may be possible to make
the circuis of the globe an foot. Bat if, as
we are told, the supremacy of the world in
years hereafter is to be divided between
Russia and America, it might be better for
general peace if the sea remains unabridged.
—St. James’ Gazette.

Sisterly Sweetness.

Minnie—Mr. Binx actually proposed to
me last night. I never was so gurprised in
all my life.

Mamie—You needn’'t have been. His
sole ambition 18 ta be thoughs ezcantric.

A Frigid Reply.
Landlady—Was your room cold lass
1 2

Boarder—Cold ? I should say it was!|
Why, I saw the paper frieze on the wail !

—The great question now ie, * Should
clergymen use tobacco?’’ We think not.
The clergy is absolutely averworked i

WHAT IT MEANS,

Some Startiing FPiguires Concerning the
Publishing Business.

The cloud of paper flying daily from the
homming is amazing to contem.
plate. Many of the Sunday editions of
fromr swelve to forty pages wounld carpes the
cities where they are printed. A shors time
ago on a gala ccoasion the Atslanta Consti.
tution turned out a fifty-six page edition.
The San Francisco Examiner, as the chris-
tening of ite two monster Hoe perfecting
presses, * Monarch ” and * Jumbo,” threw
out upon a startled community forty pages
of portraits and illustrations, and she Ss.
Paal Pioneer Press came aqut with a sixsy
pag2 edition describing the largess
newspaper building in the world.
For the 600,000 edition of its pre-
minm number The Youth's Companion,
a DBoston pablication, used 125 toms
of paper, and to illustrate this
startling fact printed a picture of the
Eiffel saower—1,000 feet high, and by its
side the stack of paper piled ream on ream
3,100 feet—three times and over the heighs
of the famous colomn. Foqr the white
paper of * Harper's Magazine "’ and * The
Century '’ it costs at leass $600,000 in a
year. Many of the presses of the metro-
politan dailies eat up $1,000 worsh of
biank paper in a day. Add so the morn-
ing and evening autpoot of these whirling
monsters the tons apon tons of weeklies,
monthlies and trade publications, and at
from 4 to 10 cents per pound, ene gets
financally bewildered over the unprinted
sheet alone Type setting runs into the
millions ; think of the field of flying
fingers all skilled and generously paid !
Then the tecll of the telegraph; the
thousands of dollars for messages by
cable under the sea; the millions
clicked through the nervoms keys on
land. Nothing in the way of ex.
pense, as every reader knows, stands
between the newspaper and its news.

Last the brain and brawn! An army!
chiefs and subalterns, cank and file, day
and night editors, ocorrespondents and
reporters, experts and epecialists, artiste
and detectives, prize.-fighters and preach-
ers; everywhers at all times, the pick of
alert intelligence, the essence of quick
thought and instant action, giving she best
fibre of their lives for all sorta of pay (the
ambitious hope just beyand), from the New
York editor-in.chief at an honorarium of
$20,000 to the amateur * editor, sole pre-
prietor and publisher "’ of the Sitka Peanut,
putting in his ous-of-school time and sar-
plus intellecs for real love and glory. Qat
ot it all do you realize what your one-cent
paper means and what it representa? Do
you fully appreciate the developing marvel
of your day and generation—the daily
printed budget of & world ?—Current Lit-
erature.

The Utterly Correet Young Woman,

The young woman utterly correct in
winter garb is a strikingly picturesque
objecs these days. From crown to toe she
wears only whas is chic and what as firss
sight carries the evidence of fashion’s latest
whim. Beginning with her hat, it is a
patent leather saiior, srimmed with a plain
band of ribbon, and retlects in its glistening
crown the upper windows of the houses she
passes. She wears it juss back of the
wavad fringe on her brow and above the
knot of eofsly rolled hair. Of course she
wears a coat of Russian sable, with a Med-
icis collar, into which she will sink her chin
whenever the weather is cold, bat which
during these bright, brisk days falls open,
showing a cream silk kerchief fastened
high at the neck with little silver pins. Her
hands ars thruss in a goed-sized muff not
far enough to hide the thick, soft,
dog skin gloves and the edges of
white cuffs held together by silver
links as shick as little ropes. As. much
of her gown as shows below ler ocape
is Bcotch tweed, blanket-like in its thick-
ness, but so!t and woolly. It falls in un-
trimmed, slightly draped folds, and as she
steps ous sans dress supporter, sans stecls,
sans bustle, is clings to her limbs and its
edges ripple and sway about her feet in a
delightful way. Her boots have pateut-
leather vamps, but tan gaiters leave only a
little of their polish vieible. If it isa gray
day with a suggestion of coming rain in she
air she has only one hand thrust in her
xuff, and in the other carries horizonsally
a slender, tightly rolled gold-headed
umbrella. Do you see her in your mind’s
eye, this bright-eyed, faintly tlushed young
woman, making her lighs, independent way
along with a confortable consciousness that
she ig the very pink of fashion ? And do
you think a prettier specimen of radiant
girihood could be founa among the much-
talked of but tiat.chested English women or
the overdressed, tightly-laced Parisiennes ?
—New York Herald.

A Large Bed.

Down in cne of the roome of the Tre-
mont House is a bedstead which strikes
terror to the heart of every man who is
assigned to that room The ttrange featare
about it i its immense proportions. It is
a bed fit for, ar a bed that wouald tit.a giant,
and it is a bed with a history. Years ago,
in the old days cf the Tremont, ** Long
John” Wentwerth used to board she-e, and
this bed was constructed especiaily torhim.
He stopped at this hotel for a long time,

and left there only when colored
heip was introduced. Mr. Wentworth
did not like colored men, and he

went over to the Sherman Houss to board.
There he remained unti! he died. Buas col-
ored men did not like Mr. Wentworth, so it
was & scri of stand off. The big bed isstill
at the Tremont, however, aad it is rsually
reserved for extra tall men. Once in awhile
a mistake will be made, and a small man
will be assigned to the room. In such
cases a search warrans is usually swarmout
to find the man in the morning. This
happened once when Frank Daniels, the
sawed-off comedian, was given the bed, but
he was discovered before the evening per-
formance., They found him in one of the
side packets, and the next night they drew
a fourteen-inch balk line around the bed.—
Chicago Herald.

Major Pond says Richard A. Prooctar,

| the astronomer, cleared $31,000 in one lec-

ture season in Aaustralia, and John B.
Gough, Thomas Nast and oshers have made
a8 high or higher amounts in thx_a country.
The Major thinks that Bill Nye is increas-
ing his bank account by about $1,000

i izing patent medicines. W.
shouldn’t expect too m
clergy.
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uch, even of the! —Little dogs bark the most,because that

is all they ocan do.

A TIME LOCK »AFS.

A Wonderfunl mm_ that wasnet Fully
Understood by Burgiars.

When I entered the of Aytine &
eoks S Temllats T e e
wonderful sirong room. It was a wonder-
fnlpimthmchmim.l!mhtnydm

placed on a tiny tramway, wi;iloh slid the
cases into the streng room, a dial regisser.
ing .the number that pasgsed in and ous.
AJ:J p.m. the door ck:lad automasically,
ang it opened at 9 in e morning, exceps
on Sundays, Good Fridays and holidays,
by means of the cloek-lock.

‘“ Bas,” I emid, ‘ Good Friday and
Easter Monday are not fixed dates, so how
is that done ?"*

I was tald thas the works of the cloek
had a calendar barrel which arranged all
these dates for a year, and was altered
every lst of January by the invensor of the
apparatus, the foreman, a Swiss, named
Schwarz. The room isself was huils of
cast iron bricks locked sogesher by spring
dove-tails. It had no windows, bus was
ventilated by holes pierced through in zig-

zag directions, and a lamp burned taere day

and night. The clock which opened and
shut the doors was not visible; it was buils
up in the iron wall and how it was got at
ta wind or alfer it was anly known to the
inventor and the head of the firm. It
absolute time, and they said it could never
stop without warning, even if the main-
epring snapped, bus I don’t know how that
was managed. The door of the safe opened
ousward, and daring the day was openei
and shut and locked with an ardinary lock
like any ather door, and during the night na
force save artillery or a steam ram could
mova if.
AN ATTEMPTED BURGLARY.

My informant then told me of an attempi
made on the safa: ‘‘Qur ald housekeeper
went away an Christmas and on December
31 (a Friday) the firm received a letter
(forged) from a well-known custamer beg-
ging them to take charge of & safe contain-
ing some jewelry and a quansisy of papers.
Some vague excuse was made for nos pur-
suing the obvious courre of semding such
things to their bankcrs rather than their
jewelers. A note of acquiescence was re-
turned, per bearer, and in the evening a
little hefore closing time the safe arrived in
a van. Though large, ‘t was not heavy,
being of waod, nos iron, therefore nos
worshy of its name. It was duly deposited
in a corner of the strong room and no one
thought any more abous it. Now inside
that wooden hox were no papers or jewelry,
bat ouly our old hagof a housekseper.
They woula have made her lay hands on
such goods only as woald not belikely to
be misged at once, and then, calling for the
safe the next day, have got clear off with
the plunder and left no clwe. Bus their
plan was toa ambitious.

HOW THE PLAN WORKED.

‘“ Oa Baturday morning Mr. Caret and
Bchwarz went into the strong room to alter
the calendar-barrel of the clock, according
to annual custom. They locked themselves
in —their usual practice—bat did not sus-
pect thas the old woman in the box was
esgerly peeping from her concealmens to
see how the clock was opened. Idon't envy
her her long confinemens in that box,
though of course she was provided with
catables and drinkabies. Anyhow she
stuck to her post, and when at 5 o’clock—
for that was our Saturday clesing hour in
those days—ehe heard the alarm go off and
the door bang. I warrans she was glad to
come out and stretch her old back. A
little before I un Sanday morning, the time
agreed on for the rabbery, she ous with her
tools and breaks open the hidden clock
machinery. None of her skeleton keys
would tackle it, but a crowbar managed
tha job, for Herr Schwarz didn’t expect to
have this point attacked. She then found
some connection with three bar-bolts which
shot from the door of the room. She un-
screwed these and remaved the bars just
as her husband, who was impatiently
waiting outside, tapped at the  door with
his knuckles. She opened the door, doubt-
lesa

WITH A FEELING OF TRIUMPH,

but as she looked up to see what made it
move g0 atiffly she uttered a yell of fear
and dismay. With a noise which sounded
on the guilty couple's cars like a clap of
thunder, a second heavy door of solid iron,
an armor plate four inches thick, descended
in the groave in the lintel of the other. Be-
fore the husband could move out of the
way he was caught and crushed by the
middle, lying halt in and half ous of the
room.

“ On Monday morning I was the first to
arrive, and found a policeman stm
sentry before the shop. He said the
had reported suspicious characters loiter-
ing around several times during the nighs,
and the inspector had posted him there ta
look out. I thanked him and he entered
with me. What was our horror as seeing
the legs of & man protruding from under
the door of the safe, on which appeared for
the first time in large lesters the words:
‘ Btop thief ?*

THE INVENTOR'S TRAP.

‘** We gent hastily for Mr. Cares, but he
coald do nothing. Schwarz alone could
explain the mystery and release the hap-
less wretch, who was jast dead. The
touch of a secres button caunsed the ponder-
ous chield to raise again, and in the room
we found the old woman staring and shiv-
ering and laughing to herseif ia a corner ;
she was quite idiotic with the horror of
those awiul hours alone with her crushed
husband, and died of the shock a week
afterward.”

The explanation was simple. This
second door, acted cn by an electro-magnes
and a second set of machinery, was an
extra precaution invented hy Schwarz—a
burglar-sfap, which should come into
operation only if the safe were opened in
any way after heing closed for the night.
He had kept it a secres even from the head
of the firm, and his precantion had been
more successful than he could ever have
anticipated. The burglars who vainly
waited 8o long outside to receive the ex-
pected plunder were never caughs, bat
Mesers. Aytine & Caret's safe has never
since been attempted.—New York Journal.

il

It is related of a Traverse City girl thas
she has made her best fellow promise to
come around at noon for an answer to his
g:opmi of marriage. The girl eays she

a8 it waa lifted from she window wasli

!
5
E
5

foundasion 55x30, 16 teet deep.
In its oconstrucsion there were used
1,700,000 bricks, 2,000 tons of stone, 2,000
of mortar; 1,000 loads of sand, 1,008
barrels of Portland cement, and the esbi-
mated cosé is $40,000. Ik is arranged for
twao flunes 9 feet 6 inches hy 6 fees, com-
necting with forty hailers, which are to he

B
E

on an elevator, olosing hasches
precluded the danger of either workmen ox
maserial falling from above.—Boston Globe.

Twins, Tripleta and Quadraplets.

Twins da not happen more than 300 timen
a yearin a ion of 1,000,000,
seldom hit the same family twice,
letaare rare enough to he curiosities. It ia
estimated that not one weman in 100,000
has given birth ta three children at one
time, and, although there is an record im
the ald medical works the oase of a German
peasant woman who had twelve children as
four births—three each time—and a Michi-
gan woman who is given the oredis of haw-
ing produced a dozen children at five

births inside of seven ym—-—qmdm?.-
onoe, triplets ance, twins twice and a lone
youngster on the lass occasion. Such in-
stances of fecundity are rarer than new
planets, and the lady entitled to the oake
for having had four children at a birth is
not to be found ance in & crowd of 300,008
married women. The women who has
given birth to five children at once is alone
among 2,000,000 of her kind.—St. Louis
Republic.

‘‘ Like sunshine in a shady place,”
The poet called a woman's face

That gladdened all who saw its heanty.
A face, no doubt, that beamed with health,
Tkat blessing which is more than wealth,

And lightens every daily duty.
(\)V h(})]w ean woman, whg:n hard v

ith many a wearing is rite,

Escape’ the grasp of such afitietion,

And be a power to bless and cheer ?

The answer comes both swift and ciear—

Take Pierce's Favorite Prescription.

Dr., Pierce’'s Favorite Prescription is the
only medicine for woman’s peculiar weak-
nessesand ailments, sold by druggisss, under
a positive guarantee from the manufao-
tarers, of satisfaction being given in every
oage, ar money refunded. See guarantee
printed on bottle-wrapper.

R

A Strong Man.

Young Hopeful—Say, pa, you musé bea
pretty strong man.

Fasher—Tolerably so, my son ; tolerably
80. What makes you think so ?

Young Hopeful —'Caunse Uncle John said
he went out with you the other night and
you could oarry the biggest load of any man
he ever saw without showing it.

B U
An English Medical Authority

Affirms that the beet regimen for preserving
health may be sammed up in the maxim,
‘“‘keep the head cool, the feet warm, and the
bawels active.” There is a world of wisdom
in the observation. Qbstinate conssipation,
or costiveness, is an exciting cause of other
diseases ; and, with many psrsons of seden-
tary habit, or occcupations, this inaction of
the bowels is & source of constant annoy-
ance, producing piles, prolapse of the
rectum, fistuls, and varions dyspeptia
symptoms. All these are warded off, and
health i3 maintained by the use of Dr.
Pierce's Pleasant Pargative Pellets.

1

Wanted to Sell Qut.

“You are the manager of the British
syndicate’ "

“Well, I represent the Associated Tramps
of New Jersey. What'll you give us for
our ocordwood sawing indussry ? ' —New
York Sun.

Don’t disgust everybody by hawking,
blowing and spitting, but use Dr. Sage's
Catarrh Remedy and be cured.

How He Got Rid of the Bore.

A very pious clerical friend, who had
consumed half an hour of his valuable time
in small salk, said to James Harper, the
publisher, ‘* Brother Harper, I am curious
to know how you four men distribute the
duties of the estahlishment between you.”
* John," said Mr. Harper, good humoredly,
‘attends to the finances, Waesley to the
correspondence, Fletcher to the general
bargaining with authors and others, and—
don’t you tell anybody,”’ he said, drawing
his chair still closer and lowering the tone
of his vaice —‘ I entertain the bores.”"—
Ezchange.

The End of It.

Brightfellow—Make any calls New Year’s
Day, ald boy ?

S id—Yes, called on Miss Goldbug.

* Did she say it was a go?"’

* No, bus her father said I might."
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