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THEN LIFE WOULD BE A JOY.

If & feller dldn’t have t' o t' bed at
.. eight o'clock,

wrapper. It felt fearfully tumbled,
for I had put it in simply anyhow.
But, then, what's a wrapper for but
to get mussed up? I hung it over my
arm, and started for the cubby hole

-| that they call a dressing room in sleep-

ing cars.

Just as I reached there I remem-
bered that I didn’t have my comb and
brush, and I turned back for them.
Then I did what the comic papers are

If no cradles wus eround th' houss he | always getting off jokes about. I weat

had t' rock and rock;

If he didn't have t' stay at home when
company comes 'round,

Ef he didn’t have t' wear the' stiffest col-

3 lars ever found;

If he didn't have t' go t' school, ner

,, figger up a sum, :

I'd just like t' keep on livin’ fer a thous

sand years t' come.

If & feller didn’t have t' wash himself
behind th’ ears; .

If he took things from th' pantry, an’
had afterward no fears;

If he didn't get a lickin’ when in swim
min’ he wus found;

If he didn't have t' speak & plece when

. every one's around—

If he never hpd t' take advice from people
old an’' glum, - -

I'd just like t' keep on lvin' fer a thou-
sand years t' come.

If a feller didn't have t' keep th' clothes
. he had on clean;

It his dog wuz just th’ biggest any one
had ever seen;

It th’ boys eround th’ corner bowed their
heads when he went by;

I2 he never had t' do a single thing upon
the sly;

If whenever he might wish t' he could
lay eround at home,

I'd just like t' keep on livin’ fer a thou-
sand yvears t’ come.

If a feller could buy peanuts an’ some ice
cream by the brick,
An ‘then have no one t' tell him that
they’d ‘‘surely make him sick;”
If that cannon by. the schoolhouse, when
.. he wished it, would be fired;
It he could but go a-fishin' an 'stay there
until he's tired;
If he never fer th’ ball game failed t’ have
the proper sum, *
I'q just like t’ keep on livin' fer a thou-
“* sand years t' come.
~N. Y. Press.

CALD BY AONI0

Thursday evening, saying “Jolf’
mp here immediately,” I knew at once
that he was desperately 1ll. It must
hive been something sudden, for I had
& letter from him that morning, and
he didn’t speak of anything out of the
way—just told what a good time he

" was having and about & golf tourna-
nfent that he was to play in in a few
days. I was sure he wouldn't have
sant for me unless something serious

the matter—husbands don’t you
w—and I thought it might.be an

" sfcident. Somebody got awfully hurt
i a putter in that morning’s paper,
Md. the same thing might ha.xe hap-

 paped to Alonzo as well as not.'
&t was after ten o'clock at night
en the dispdatch came, but I threw
ihlngs into a dress-suit case,
: dget went to call a cab and
Delia telephoned to the station to find
out about the trains. I was so excited
bag, but I picked up whatever came

/@iong fwom my: bureau and a wrapper

" §¥m T closet to wear on the sleeper
andifgmmed them in any old way.

i nately I had plenty of money
'#too much for comfort, for I didn’t

,lﬂmw where to put it. My dress hadn’t |’

pocket, and I had to stuff it all
yer myself. I mever appreciated be-
gye how awkward it would be to be
‘§, multi-millionaire.
~‘Pridget came back with the han-
-30m just as‘Delia finished telling me
sbout the train, and I rushed off with-
‘tut giving them a single direction
about anything and paid the man
-double to get me to the Grand Central
jnr time. We did it, but when I got
‘out I noticed that I had brought my
. My white chiffon parasol instead of
‘an umbrélla,;and it upset me so that
0 gpﬂléd all the things I had in my
:fhatelaine bag over the floor at the
. tieket window and nearly lost the train
while I was picking them up, although
" the policeman and another man helped
:ine all they could.
i A didn’t have time to ask at the in-
. formation bureau how I was to reach
_ where Alonzo was, but I got on the
Boston train because I knew we went
" through Boston, but whether it was
.decause he had business there or
“ \hether he had to in order to get to
:ﬁpper East Scottypaw. I couldn’t re-
" fmember.
"' _ At any rate, there I was on the Bos-
A train, right or wrong, and I trusted
“to ldck to get straightened out when
- Kot there.
i, Naturajlly I was wide awake after
~#uch a shock as that telegram had
ven me, but 1 couldn’t sit up all
. #ght, 8o I rang for the porter to find
iy berth for me. It was lower 6. I
. Jobked hard at the number, for I'm al-'
Ways careful about those things. Some
.Women make suych fearful mistakes.
“2*he porter “sald the upper berth
wasn’t taken, and, of course, I was
. glad. ,I've never been to Burope, but
I éan’t - understaid why Americans
hrag so about our traveling conven-
§étices. Traveling inconveniences, ' I
"4hould call them. And how anything
in Furope can he worse than an Ameri-
<ah’ sleéping car I don’t know.
2. L crawled behind my ecurtains and
#¢ down on the edge of the ‘berth
46 get some things out of my valise.
‘e mam who belonged in the section
across the aisle came from somewhere
&nd stgadied’ himself with his hand on
my kuee 88 he dug his coat case out
rom-:underneath his berth. Of course
.1 realized that he didn’t know it was
.8 part of me he was leaning on, but
4,d1d seem a little informal.
. it's, hard work to unpaek your bag
donbled up in the darkness of your
 zberth[ with.the upper ‘berth bumplag
~ your -head every. time.you move and
- jamming the hairpins into your skull,
but 1 managed at last to pull out my

to the wrongsberth. I don’t know how
I ever made the mistake, for I knew
very well that I belonged to No. 6, but
I guess the fat round part of the figure
eight deceived me, and I poked in be-
tween the curtains and felt about for
the valise. Imagine my horror when
a big bass voice inside roared out: ,

“Oh, fade away!”

I fairly staggered back Into the
aisle, I was so startled, and I stepped
with all my weight on to the bare foot
of a man who was sitting behind the
curtains of the opposite berth. He said
something with about a dozen A’s in

turned round and apologized to the
curtain.

By that time I was s0 confused that
it's a wonder I ever arrived anywhere,
but I did find No. 6 at last and hunted
for my brush and comb. -

Do you know, I couldn’t find them
I took every blessed thing out of that
suit case, and the list was something
like this: A shoe-horn, a spangled
fan, an ostrich feather stole, an empty
cologne bottle, four veils, the three
best stocks I own all wet with cologne
and rolled into a little ball, a pair of
long white evening gloves, a lace hand-
kerchief, a pink chiffon sash and a
whole armful more of stuff that I had
swept out of my top bureau drawer,
and not a single thing that was of the
least use to me for going to bed pur-
poses, Literally not ome! And .you
can realize all that that means if you

| think about it for & moment! *

There was nothing to do but be
_bhilosophic, so I thought I'd arramge
my haif the best I could with my side-

| combs;“and 1 started again for the

dressing room. When I got under the
Ismp I glanced down at the wrapper
over my arm and I recognized in that
tumbled mass not my wrapper, but my

3 ~ . ", 5 o= Sfimew black velvet princess dinner gown.
HEN ‘Alonzo’s telegram:’ came)|

That” was the finishing touch to my
migery; for I hadn’t had it in the house
a month, and I'@ been wanting one for
years, and it was all wet with cologne
and a regular wrinkled wreck.

I was so discouraged that I went
back to my section and went to bed
Just as I was. ¥

My only ray of consolation was that
there was no one over me; but just as
I was thinking that there was that, at
least, to be thankful for, a black hand
came in through the curtains and the
porter said: R

“Lady, there's a gentleman come for
the upper, and I want to put on your
supplementary curtain.”

“Supplementary,” indeed!

Of course I said “very well,” and he
bung up a foolish little strip of green
stuff, and I tried to feel very exclusive
and secluded while a big, fat man
climbed up the step ladder, and so
nearly fell off it that he Iit in the
berth above with a crash that fright-
ened me to death. All night long it
was a toss-up which groaned the loud-
er, he or the berth, and it sounded,
frightfully near and horrid, and 1
couldn’t sleep a wink; but lay awake
and worried about Alonzo.

When Alonzo went to Upper East
Scottypaw he wrote to me about the
Boston terminal station. He said it
was “mt." >

He didn’t'do it justice. It is “great”
in several senses of the word. My train
came in on track 28, and I took about
a half mile of pedestrian exercise he-
fore I found the.information office.
They seem to have everything a travel-
er can want in that station except a
Lrush and comb and a wrapper, but I
couldn’t find any signs of a desire to
provide me with those lacks Mn my
outfit. ; “

I discovered that my quickest way of
getting to Upper East Scottypaw was
to take a train to Portland and a boat

ever went to such a far-off plage I
.can’t guess. I sent him a telegram to
say I was on the road.. I had to send
it “collect,” because I had spent al!
ihe money in my chatelaine bag, and
it was so embarrassing to take off my
shoe right there at the telegraph win-
dow and get out the bills I had in.it.
1 did it, though, before I crossed the
city to the station that the Portland
train went out ‘of. 5

Have you ever been to Boston? It's
8. cross-eyed sort of town. I don’t
wonder  everybody wears . glasses. I
took a car that looked as if it ought to
g0 somewhere. But you needn't ‘ever
talk to me again about Boston intelli-
gence. That car had no sense at all.
It didn’t know what it wanted. It
went on the surface and it went un-
derground and it went on the elevated.
Or else it was another car ‘that I
chapged into at a place called Rox-
bury that went on the elevated. At
any rate, they said I was about four
miles from the station I needed, and
1 got exactly into the car they pointed
out, and when I asked again they said

the people had any more sense than
the car.. :
: I was nearly two hours riding
around before I found the station, and
then I did really have a few hours’
peace until I reached Portland. -

There I telegraphed again to Alonzo
80 that he'd keep his courage up. They
say a patient’s will plays a great part
in his recovery, and I knew that
Alonzo would try to live antil I got
there. A

If ever I did-get there.

though the boat started dlmost: imme-

I was 8o exhausted by mot heving
| slept for so long that I went to bed
early and fell asleep at once, but 1

L

it that made it a wail of pain, and I

from there. Why in the world Alonzo

I was in Charlestown. I don’t think,

Every moment seemed an hour,

diately and seemed to be doing its-
v b NERL ¢

blow the way they do when they're ex-
cited, and dance around, and a man
would shout at them. I think they’
had a stateroom directly under me.

I didn’t sleep very much after that,

of course, and I was a wreck when 1
got.up in the morning. There was still
a little jaunt of 50 miles to be made
on a train, and how I was to accom-
plish it I didn’t know. Only my fear-
ful anxiety for Alonzo made it seem
possible that I could live through fit,
I was so tired. But I pictured him
to myself lying 80 wan and weak upon
a bed of pain, and it gave me strength
to struggle on.
I picked up my @ress-suit case, full
of its collection of useless things, and
then unlocked my door. Or, rather, I
didn’t unlock my door, for ‘the key
wouldn’titurn! I-twisted, I struggled. .
[ sat down and cried. I rang the bell,
put in the bustle of preparing for the
landing nobody paid any attention to
1t. You can imagine that by that time
I was almost distracted. I never felt so
belpless in my life, not even when-the
hammock broke and let me down flat
on my back and unable to move, right
at the feet of the bishop of Oklahoma!
Oh, no, that wasn't nearly so bad, for
there, at least, - was the bishop of Ok-
lauhoma, while on that boat I might as
well have been in my grave for any
attention that anybody paid to me,

All night long people had. been
tramping up and down in front of my
room. Now there wasn't a footstep,
of course. - 3 !

At last it occurred to me to let-down:
my blind and shout out of the window.
You can fancy my delight when I
saw & deckhand way off in the distance,
and I called to him with all the
strength I had left in me. It wasn’t
much, but he heard me at last, and
came on the run. I handed out the
key to him, and he wrestled with the
lock from the outside. It seemed to
be & case where outsiders and insiders
were even.. The thing wouldn’t budge.

“I think I'll be obliged to-hanl yes
outen ' the ‘' winder, .ma’am,” sald the
deck hand respectfully. tta
1 must say that was. a staggering
proposition, but I didn’t see any al-
ternative except to sit thefe until they
cut out that lock and lose my train
to Scottypaw. § A

But the window was discouraging.
It was small, you know, and I'm 'not
as tiny as I used to be. Why, when I
was married I.only weighed 92 pounds,
and I measured 18 inches round the
waist, while now—well, never mind
what it is now; enough more 80 that
1 didn’t like the looks of that window,
at any rate.

I tried my feet first and I tried
head first, and the man pulled and 1
pushed, and which way I got through
at last I don’t know, but I did light on
that blessed deck after a terrible strug-
gle. My rescuer reached in and got my
valise, and I started for the gang-
plank more dead than alive.

I suppose I looked as haggard as I
felt, for a man on the pler ran for-
ward to take my bag. He pulled off
his cap as he seized it and cried,
“Hullo, Mamie. This is great!”

It was Alonzo. Rigged up in golf
things, and as tanned as an Indian,
and fairly bursting with good spirits.

I sat down on a truck and burst out
crying. * x
--“What did you mean by sending me
that telegram?” I sobbed. “It was a
contemptible thing to .do. I thought
you might be dead.by this time.”

Alonzo took me right In his agms
before all the passengers and every-
thing—wasn’t it awful. :

“I never said I was sick, child. I
thought you might enjoy the tourna-
ment—it begins = to-morrow—so I
wired you to come down. I think I
have a pretty good chance,” he went
on,  patting me on the back in an ab-
sent-minded sort of way, “and they’re
going to have tea every afternoon, and
you will like that, at any rate.,” :

That was the finishing touch. I
looked up at my- husband and put all
the sarcasm I could rake together into
my voice. ; ey

“Your thoughtfulness for my amuse-
ment is really too great for words,
Aloggo.- What do you expect me to
wear to those teas of yours? My black
relvet - dinner gown?'—Philadelphia
Publie Ledger. :

~ Not So Very Weank.

The train was on a windypass in the'
Rockies. There were in the car a few
miners, two cowboys, &8 woman, who
looked ill, and & man clothed in very
British tweeds. He was evidently
used to roughing it, and sat beside the
open window. indifferent to the cold
air that swirled into the car. Behind
him sat the woman, shivering. Across
the aisle was a large-boned western-
er. He did not seem to' mind the wind
himself, but he gave a kind, solicitous
glance toward the woman. After an
hour of shivering she leaned forward
and asked the man in front of her to
close the window. He paid mo atten-
tion to her request, except that he
looked straight ahead and said, ad-
dressing himself to the world at large,
“Americans seem to be g weak lot.”
Then the tall man across the aisle rose
slowly. His head came just under the
bell-cord. He reached across the tweed
suit, pushed the owner of it rather
rudely into the corner of the seat, lald
hold of the window-catch with his big
thunib and finger, and sent the window
down with a slam. “I guess we ain’t
g0 very weak, pardner,” he sald.—
Youth’s Companion.

Absent-Minded.
Gentleman—What ‘do _you mean by
putting your hand in my pocket?
. Thieft—Excuse me, sir; I'm so ab-
sent-minded. I used to have a pair of
trousers exactly like yours,.—Woman's
Home Companion,

»

Ple of This Country Go st It -
Tee Strenueusly. -

This is the age ‘of the men who do'

14 | things. They are gur leadersand heroes.

Weadoreachievement. We worship suc-
cess,  The “strenuous life” has become
our fdeal; and the president of the United
[States, whom we all admire, is the ex-
emplar of that life, snys the Wall Street
Journal. - A :

There is a lack of great thinkers. The
glory of our time is the mén'whodo. We
have no poets like those who inspired,
and ‘charmed and soothed our. fore-
fathers. We import our best music and
our best art. If we produce some great
painters and musicians,: they go to Eu-
Tope where the “atmosphere” is more
congenial. Theair of this country istoo
bracing for fine arts, and the best think-
ing is .done in France and Germany,
‘where life is less rapid than in the United
* . The types of our nation and timeare
the skyscraper, with its frames of steel,
the electric motor and the stock tape. We
have now no great philosophers of calm,
serene lives, like Emerson, who never
did anything except to write a few thou-
‘sand words which have left their impress
upon the life of the world. “We do not
love money more ‘than our forefathers
(did, but we love the making of money far
more.- We work fewer hours, but with
more intenseness and nervous energy.
‘We. measure our. labor, not by degrees
and diplomas, but by horsepower units
and kilowatt hours. S :

The men who do things are not content
with small achievements. They work
on a scale of continents.” They are the
captains in the conquests of the markets.
They build immense railroads and canals.
They consolidate industries. They cre-
ate big banks. They bridge oceans with
ships. They regulate competition s0 as
to reduceits waste. They are ever seek-
ing new ways of making consumption
keep pace withi'the productive energies
of the country. They are the men who
keep labor employed. <

There is reason, therefore, in the ad-
miration “which we give to these men.
Admiration is the coin which the world
pays to its leaders. It is a great thing’
to be able to do things, not.-merely as
most of us are content to do, by laying-
one brick upon another, but by waving
a magic wand, or, like Aladdin rubbing

night,- thousands of hands doing bne's
bidding. It is a great thing to be able'
to do one thing supremely well, to be
able, like Stevenson, to say, ‘‘one thing
I do.”: In this age we have specialized
endeavor. Each man does one thing,
and if he is of the right kind seeks to do
that thing suprémely well. The result
is an astonishing rapidity and high qual-
ity of production. But it will be observed
that the keynote which is always sounded
is, ““do,” ‘‘do.” So intent are waon doing
that we give ourselves very little time for
thinking. Even in our recreation weare
forever doing and never resting. With
our nerves at the highest point of ten-
sion, we do not allow ourselves time for
repose and thought.

This is the great defect of this age. We-
not only do, but we overdo. We work,
‘but we'overwork. We play and we over-
play. We eat and we overeat. We spec-
ulate and we overspeculate. :

The most pressing need is more time
for thought. After all, it is not action
that keeps things moving, but thought,
and that nation is not the greatest and
the most powerful which does not pro-
duce men who think as well as men who
do.: -} ; :

This fact has a vital bearing-upon the
business situation. Much of our present
depression in Wall street is the result of
overdoing and overthinking. We were
too eager to get rich quick, and too eager
to crowd into half a decade what should
have been the legitimate achievements
of twenty years, and we are now paying
the penalty of overpromotion. And fact
is that as a nation we have become a
trifle too strenuous.

Big Catch of Fish.

Anextraordinary take of mackerel oc-
curred at Folkestone the other day. It
was during a heavy sea in the BEnglish
channel, 8o heavy that many of the nets
had to be cut away in order to save the
overladen boats. Three smacks got 50,-
000 mackerel, one having to its own
share 20,000, and six others had each
about 10,000. This great catch was dis-
posed of partly by being sent to Lon-

retailed on the street, the price being
$1.44 for 120 and 16 and 18 for 24 cents,
Almost at the same time Scottish fish-
ing boats were achieving a remarkable
catch of herring off the coast of Scar-
borough, which has given employment
to the troops of Scotch fishergirls who
follow the boats at this season of the
year. :

Effect of Civilisation. \
The serious problem of the civilization
of the red man sometimes develops an
amusing side. ‘“‘Bob-tail Coyote” was
sent to a government school from his
reservation in the west clad in buckskin,
and speaking only his mother tongue.
He remained during the stipulated
time, gradually becoming a white man
to all intents and purposes. But no

when he returned to his people, than that
of his ndame, which had evolved from the
savage “Bob-tail Coyote” to that which
appeéared onhis neatly engraved visiting-

card:
D ROBERT T. WOLF.
~Youth's Companion.

Germany’s Cottomn Factories,

a lamp, rear vast structures almost in a | from Tu

don and Paris in ice dhd partly by being | 8§

.disgusted with

ina
att

greater transformation was manifested, |

. The experiments of German gyndi-
cates in the raising of cotton in German

| Bast Africa have been successtul. Togo.
having produced 50,000 pounds of fine.

quality. - The cotton factories of Ger-
many now hope to become independent

worth of cotton goods froom American
cotton. :

of America. Germany yearly employs
1,000,000 persons in making $200,000,000 °
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. ART ENTHUSIASM.
R ERUAL

"t ﬂ‘ Beat ATl Mow Mueh Anima-|

ore Was in the
Pleture.

“When theartist son of John Harper wasa
raw etudent his father.was very much in-
terested in his work. One day heeaw a new-
g finished picture on the easel, relates the

ew York S

“Ah! that's fine,”
There's lots of life,

in it. k at those

tearing ahead,
themdm are stapding up in their sti

orees, rearing and

shouting and waving their sabers over their ‘

ads—the whole picture is movement and
animation.
cha{“e at Waterloo2?”” - .~ | ;
“No, father, that’s your beet patch in @
etrong wind.” % A

/

‘Ohicage’s Fiest Rallway Half Century.

in referring to.thé recent cente:

tion of the city of Chicago, said:

The world had not heard of railways in
1803. It was about 25 years after the start-
ing of Chicago before toe first locomotive
went into service in the United States. As
early as 1836 a few far-seeing men among the
pioneers in the country between Lake Michi-
gan and the Mississippi river determined
that.a railway ought to be built to Galena, an
ambitious town in the lead mining regions,
170 miles to the northwest of this point.
They secured a charter for the Galena & Chi-
cago Union railroad, giving Galena the
aonor of precedence in the txtlewbmne it
was the more important place. Why was it
determined that the first railroad should
start for Galena from this little town on
Lake Michigan? .Bimpli because there were
a few meén here of the railway b

Under the .above heading the Rail
n e -above heading "."l

| &i;it. These men might have started a
icago

at some other point en the lake
more attractive by nature than this. The
pioneer rajlway was to determine the loca-
tion of the test railway center in the
world; and when William B. Ogden and his
associates determined thit here should be
the starting point of the railway to unite
Galena with the lake, they did the thing
which made Chicago. :

It was 12 years after the charter was
granted before the_ first piece of road was
completed. [
surveys, and construction was not begun
until 1847, but on: November 20, 1848, the
Galena & Chxu{:o Union Railroad ran its
first train from Chicago west to Harlem, 10
miles. Within three years it had reached
Ehsin 43 miles, and by 1854 had been ex-
tended to Freeport, 120 miles westerly from
Chicago, where it stopped for . ‘The
Galena road never reached. Galena. The
gap of 51 miles between Freeport.and the
inal ?ll of its ambition was substantial-
lled by the construction of the lllinois
e ral :nc{‘t_c‘ wnyu to Dubuque, llid thse

alena ica nion confpany, having
decided on & mote direct line to the Mis:

sidsippi river, built the “Dixon Air Line”

rngr Junction on the old road, 30.
mil_u'ul_;xc icago, on-to the Mississippi,
which was reached at the end of 1855. e
pioneer ro ? t ‘2 branch, from Bel-
videre, IlI; into: and was propos-

ing an extension fo rthwest when a

competitor, under the hame of the Chicago,
8t. Paul & Fond du Lac; n to build a roa
direct. from Chicago intothe same Wisconsin

territory. That road. beeame the Chicago
& Northwestern, and its line now forms the
Wisconein davision of the presént company.
In 1864 the Galena & Chicago Union Railroad
company was consolidated with the Chicago
& Northwestern Railway company and disap-

ared from the scene of action. In1866the

icago & Northwestern absorbed the Chi-
aﬁo Milwaukee and Milwaukee & Chicago
railroad companies, which had built a line
between the places named in their titles, and
this was the origin of the Milwaukee division
of the Northwestern road. The Chicago &
Northwestern system and the entire railway
system> of the Northwest therefore, started
in 1848 from the Galena & Chicago Union
road, and it wasfitting that to commemorate
the inauguration of the tremendous inter-
est to which Chiuﬁo owes 80 much the city
should place in the wall of the modern
Northwestern Railway stationa tablet mark-
ing the site of the El‘lt railway depot in

Which? ¥

The president had an informal reception
in his office reeentlg and a number of visitors
were presented to him. One lady introduced
hor-eﬂ as from Jacksonville, Fla. and said:
“Mr, President, 1 _bave come all this way
just to see you. I have never seen a live
president  before.”” Mr. Roosevelt seemed
much amysed.. “Well, well,” be said. *“1
hope you don’t feel disappointment now that
you have seen one.' Lots of people in these
parts go all the way to Jacksonville to see.
a live alligator. I wonder which kind of a
tourist feels the most sold.”

BETHSAIDA. :

4 Tale ol the Time of the Caesars—By
Malcolm Dearbora, Auther
of “Liomel Ardon.”

This stcry covers an interesting period
that of ths brutal Tiberius Caesar and the
trial and death of Christ. There are two
scenes in which the Saviour b‘iures as he
is being led to execution, and the e@’ect his
presence produces on the two chief 2T
sonages.of the story is graphically descri&d.

The herp, Aristarchus, is a Roman noble
of great wealth. His father, Petronius, has
been doomed to death by order of Augustus
Caesar, whom he had unintentionally of-
fended. On his last night on garth, while
Petronius was looking from the _roo{ af his

lace, he witnessed a strange light in the

eavens. It rose, paused, vibrated, then
slowly diuppen«i in its course towards

yria. A
* "While ba was still gazing at it, a slave a
proaches apd lnnounmmm the birth o}f
a son. The Roman marvels, and at once as-
sociates the wondrous light in the heavens
with the birth of his son., The light, of
course, was the star of Bethlehem, pro-
claiming the birth of Christ, whose influence
over Petrunius’ son makes up the main in-
cidents of the story. That night Petronius
dies by his own band to avoid the ignomin-
ious death planned for him bg A us.

Aristarchus, grown to manhood, mes
the materialism and vapid
luzury of Rome, and is, moreover, involved
uarrel with Tiberius during one of the
s_drunken orgies. He flics Rome, and
turns Eajtward in' his ceurse. There he
learns of the strange fame of the “Naza-
rene,” whom he forwith desires to see. His
wish is granted by a sight of Jesusas he ia
being led to execution. The effect upon the
Roman ip intense; its revolutionizes his
whole life. 3 e S x

The heroine, Bethsaida, who gives name
to the stary, is a maiden of humble birth, but
of strange character and commanding beau-

-¢y. Her father has trained her to bea danc-

ing girl at the court of Pilate. Bhe, too
Christ as he is being led to death, nna_
effect wrought causes her to tfh'n a flight
from the influence of Pilate and his court.
Chancs brings about a meeting between her
and Arutarchus, and their mutual expe-
riences ia the encounter with Christ form a

sees
the

bond be: the strangely assorted
: e (iad anvironatnt had bess

whose tcaining and environment
so foreigna to one anether. p :

The Jumnu bursts of tyranny and kindli-
ness that distinguish Pilate, whoee love for
his wife, Claudia, despite his. infidelity to
her, is his one saving trait, make an engag-
ing study. Claudia end{ will, doubtless,
appeal to many readers as the most loveable
egn"neter in the book. Her justice, religious
sympathy and devotion are well depicted.
2 TE: tone of the book is that of unquestion-
ing beilef inﬂf}ho miraculons
sion of ' e :

Handsomely bound in Cloth, 12mo., $1.50.

% the G. W. Dillingham com-
pany, New York. = _

birth and mis-

e barst Sat, “finel ||
ts of animation in that, |\
my boy. You've struck the right thing now
¢ an 5 {
‘-‘Bu,t, father, I don’t understand what you |'
“Whyi:‘x)nt picture hr action, movement
ing at: the reins—and ||

What is iﬁ—Nlpol_eon'- last |

The panic of 1837 stopped the | |,

me, aftey

eral months, my n:lmm'bsndbem dis-
gusted, and one 'ht when we noticed
the testimonial of & woman who had
been cured of similar trouble \

uss of Lydia E. s
‘Comn he went out

) pound,
ht a bottle for me. I used
yonrth.' i e 'lior three :m}none-hm
mon! roving steadi heal
and in twenty-two mon a ohﬁ
came. I cannot fully express the
ulpess that is in my
Onr!i:‘om isa Mero:: ﬁheolnow, s a;
we have something ve for, an
all the credit is due to Lydls
. Pinkham's Vegetable C
Yours very sincerely, Mzs.
C. GLOVER, 614 GroveSt. Milwaukee,
Wis.,” Vice President, - Milwaukee
Busi:xle,-m W;oman‘n Amttion.—m
Ress cannot ‘wm.’ etaedlons 3
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- Wise. - "
Though worth several millions, Hugh Me-
Laughlin, the Brooklyn democratic boss,
spends very little money on himself, his
clothing at’times being absolutely shabby.
His chief lieutenant, James Shevlin, is a
relative by marriage and a dealer in shoes,
says a New York exchange. *“Come over to
my. store,” said Shevlin odn: d.'f “and get
you a pair of shoes made.” - The old man
demurred at firet, but finally consented'and
was measured for a fine pair. Shortly aft-
erward he received.a bill for $12;-just about
three times as much as he'is apcustomed’to
pay for footwear. He looked af the do¢h-
‘ment-gravely for a minute, wrote across the
“face of it: *Collect from Bhevlin; he’s re-
sponsible,” remailed it to the sender aad
beard nothing moreabout the matter.

8 New Fast Trala to Texas, y oo
via Iron Mountain Route, leaving St. Louls

:80a. m. for pointsin Texas -n:l‘iho&mﬁ-
west. Direct connection with trains from
North and East. In addition to this the
Iron Mountain Route have three other
trains to Texas, leaving St. Louis 2:21 p.m.,
8:40 p. m and 8:05 a. m. Through man
Sleepers, Dlnlnf Cars and Elegant Chair
Cars. Twelve hours saved to California.
Fastest schedules to Texas. Tourist tickets
on sale the year round. Write any agent
of Iron Mountain Route, or H. C. TowxN-
S i P N Tt et

Pointed Query.
mSll:'e-I might have married a foreign noble-
an!
= He—.That so—whp did pay his debtsY—

Double Dally Through Service to California
via Missouri Pacific Railway and Iron Moun-
tain Route. Choice of Central route through
_Colorado or via the True Southern Route
through Texas, Arizona, etc. Throngh
e et
on to
lareo. ‘al:ﬁne:' ce to California
four daysin the week. For ratss and full
information address any t of Missourl
Pacific Railway, or Iron Mountain Ronte,
or H. C. TowNsEXD, General Passenger
and Ticket Agent, 8t. Louis. ¢

“Can nd oge 2
you put two a two together?
“Not so welPu one and one; I'm & min-
xiter.”—De_troit Free Press.

HAPPY WOMEN.

Mrs,
wifeof C. B.
Pare, a prom-
inent resi-
dent of Glas-
gow, Ky.,
says: ‘I was
suffering
from a com-
plication of
kidney trou-
bles. Besides
a bad back,
Ihad agreat
deal of trou-
ble with the
secretions,
which were exceedingly variable, some-
times excessive and at other times
scanty. “The color was high, and pass-
&ges were accompanied with ascalding
sensation. Doan’s Kidney Pills soon
regulated the kidney secretions, mak-
ing their color normsl and banished
the inflammation which caused the
scalding sensation. I can rest well,
my back is strong and sound and I feel
much better in ‘every way.”

* For sale by all dea]ers, price 50 cents

per box. FOSTER-MILBURN CO.,
Buffalo, N. Y.

B o JG
" e

une bullding, New !ork-

i
-




