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lit] or Care. f 
Breaux Bridge. Lav. May, 16. 

At M) f M » of kge I hud tbe I i t L » O c k of Epl-
wpty, alter trying • o( the best Boaters I grew 
worts a\nd gave up all hope*, wbeo • frisnd gsv* 
sxs • bottle of P»»io? Koenie'i Nervt Tooto. Al
though I had Dot tbe leant faith ID It, I thoufht 
"Kill or Cure" and I »m sure cow that u dfcf ot 
Kill but it It a quick ourc for. after using It only 
I days I was a great deal be tut and after Qatng it 
• sao&ins 1 am well .4- Fldtnatr. 

Worth tti Wftfffatln Gold. 
Wooiter. O.JuM'ft. 

I was completely worn out with nervous as-
fltastlioB, tried til »©ru of docU/ft a ad medicines 
Without toy brorflt bat the effrcl of Past** 
•Xotnlg's Narva Tooto o i l marvelous, II reatores 
• w aeavlUi. Tbt Tonic- I* north it* mtftit la 

*»»W. North st, Jf>#. r, Smim. 
CMtttMd by O. J. Krlagei. Dracslit. 

g P f i F P ' vahtanto Book c« Itsrvesss nts-

•HUB rerosdy hat been prepared by H e v e r e n d E. 

KOINiO MID. OO.. Ohtoago, III. 
• 0 8. sftaaklla Street. 

CMdbvOranUteatnparBoCttab Bssstsl, 
l a m I U M « 9 1 . 7 0 . q f e M a a f a s C * 

For Sale at 126 North I Union St. 
Kuchcsicr. N. V. 

A O. H. 
Secretaries. 

ATTENTION! 

We supply all tbe Diviniotta in 
tbic vicinity with our Blanks, 
Bouke, Tickets, Invitations 
Badges, and in fact everything 
in tbe printing line, nn<! why? 

Because final of all the) ur* 
neatly printed, low in price and 
«re delivered promptly. 

Caa we not fiippiy yon? 
Pleas* exBTDloe the following list all o. 

which are kepi on hand ready lor quid 
SMpBSlH. 

Per loo 
Apnu Blanks toot* tuim 74, 
MoUficstlon of A m w jo 
Sick Committee Reports ; s 

tfodee ©f Absentees 50 
Due Cardi (belt yet) 1 50 
Notice to Applicants 50 
Investigation Notkes ;o 
Latter Heads (nnr dealtjo) 1 00 
Savt lopes . . 7« 
*Goih Cover Dae Book* good fur 

fire y e * r » . . , . . . s 00 
- ^ b , Sec. Qusr. Reports a 00 
^Tftta. QUM. Rrporls * «> 

Back 
RecefotJ^fcsJ . , : .. . . . . . . . . jo 

SP-fj&frfa' 3« 
ijrjBeoif*^*..".'. .1 • 

*a*0Ri «&*":,?.'.: » . • 
Trauai«rj|i>Bppki , 101 

All WniVi of Seiciet/ printing. E»tl»ite 
f«ratih«d. . S«Dpl« tent 00 tppJIcttioo. 

S4»d for Ortir Blink. 
All o*4 | |* t^caive prompt atteotlon- Art-

-OifM opma»wkjulon* and make dnlta 

C A T H O U C JovilNAJ. Co.. Rochester, N . V 

Dantville 
Mr. Frank O'Connor, of Rochester, spent 

laat Sunday to IUWD. 

Mr*. McTlghe, ol bioghamtoii, i> visit-
log he: pareott Mr and Mn. II. llubur.us. 

The aevtljr elected u<Bcei» U the Coil 
dren of Mary of St. Patrick,'* church arcT 
Preilde*)'. Ml« Alice Rowan; vlcepretl-
deot, Miss Cecelia Dougherty, secret try. 
Mitt BjUtbctb Welch. Treasurer. Miss 
Lens Eaao 

Fifteen fretb sir cMldrfc »n iveij lr. Dan>-
m'lie m Thararfsv Their wilt t * csrwl for 
by vsrious ssembera of St Petrick'i congre
gation. 

John Noland of Kochester, was home last 
feunilay-

Mr. and Mrs. jobn Smith, of LockpoM, 
hare betni goe»l« c( Mr», FranV Echiich. 
for • few weeks 

The friends of Mr«. Tunis Nsrea. of 
Coming, wer^shocked to hear of her sadden 
death from beart disease on Monday last. 
Mrs, Nates was formerly Miss Ms tie (JtMg-
ley. of Danaville and was married but two 
months ago. Tbe funeral took place from 
St. Patricks church (Daastille) Thursday 
morning at y o'clock, Rev. J. T. Dougbeny 
ofScUtiag. 

Clyde.,. 
Mrs. John Mynongb. and .dsnghter 

Marguerite, of Cicero, 111', are the guests 
of relstieei in tow a. 

Mrs. B. Joyce and dangbter (Catherine. 
who have been visit tog rciatlTea in Memphis, 

' Tenn. , retaraed home Monday evening. 

^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ i 0 ' ^ 
•'\*U&n'J}&n 0-Xtlli and M. E. W«kh, 
o t S u t SjraCB«f, Wttt «nteruiacd by their 

' /. ld»»>rtrJesc>ievtiaJi«y»lMt we^ . \ 
^ - j j j y ' l j t j , / - ^ ^ ^ *r-ftttayjjft.'% e r e 

called to Clyde, by tbe d*Mk of Daniel 
Kayanawgb. fte was overcome by ike heat 
wlueheatised brain fere* aad resulted in 
h i s death. H e was 33 years of age and is 

•• stacvired by a father. Bother and one sister. 
Mia Maria Walsh left Monday for East 

Syracuse where she will remain for sewers) 
•-weeks,.; _;. \ : « 

Jerry Collins, of Lyons, called on Clyde 
- itfendi Monday. 

Miss Mary Connors has retaraed from 
£ Syracuse. 

Misses Maria Walsh and Catherine Moii-
".. ariWand Messrs. John O'Neill and M. E. 

Welch, of past Syracuse, spent Saturday ai 
, jUSodnSt ?hej report a good time. 

MlV̂  A. Berman, oar traveling 
"Sgeilt» will G»U on gubscribers in 8en-
-«cmlsil*> Waterloo, Geneva, Stanley, 
BtMhTille, Penn Yan, Dundee, Wat-

. Hw, WiUard,. Oyid ' and Romulu«. w 
^ • ^ 5 . ACUKHTS WAMtKD. 

Ifyoo d* not see any newiftom 
ysjWt^Ah in TUB JotawiL writ* 
Hm, W« de^be IUI s ^ t and corT**. 

i !a tiriaY Mnilt 1> slat diocc**. 

,.^.i-^^risfi4.£iap'.'4>l-

DIOCESAN NEW8. 

WlMtt O u r ITrivuda l a t h e S u r r o n n d l u g 

P s r l s h c a are D o i n g . 

Pram Out SDSCUI CorreaDoiulenu. 
(Continued from 7th page.) 

Auburn • 
It is very probable that in a sho-t time the 

HoJv Family church will be beautified to ti 
ooneiderablc extent. Rev. J.J. Hitkey. 
pastor of tbe church, is busily engaged., 
with the aid ui .Architect Oilman, in per
fecting plans whereby the intended improve
ments may be carried out. It Is intended 
to erect a new sacri&ty building and adoin 
he upper poiliou of the edifice with hand 

Home spires. 

Edward Dunn, who resided with bib son, 
Ldward Dunn, ji , of Colt age street, buf
fered a severe sunstroke Friday afternoon, 
fiom the effects of which he died a (ew houm 
later. Mr. Dunn was working on a farm in 
Scipiowhen stricken. His funeral was held 
from St Mary's church Monday morning, 
and burial was In St. Joseph'* cemetery. 

St Mary's Temperanoe I'nion boasts of a 
base ball team that can play ball The Em -
meets, however, aio'not quite so fortunate— 
thut is, when they play with the temper -
once advocate*. The two teams played a 
sliort gaine last Saturday, the second of the 
eeison, and tu ihe j<y ut Fathet Gibbons' 
temperance aggregation tbe Emmetts were 
defeated for the second time Hard luck 
for "Robert's" fnendu but 'hrv say they 
will defeat that temperance crowd if ittakes 
all summer. 

A pretty wedding took place at St.Mary's 
church Tuesday morning, when Miss Lena 
Secley became tbe bride of Michael H 
Cllce The ceremony was performed by 
kev. William Mulheron. pastor of the 
church, in the presence ot a Urge number of 
f..c». Is of the yuung coaple. Both bri ic 
and grOotn are well known and popular 
young Aubumiane, and their maoy friends 
will wish then) s life of unalloyed happi-
piness. 

Lyons. 

Joseph Knittle spent Saturday in Clyde. 
M. T. Hrsdtey spent Friday of last week 

in Rochester 
Mr Larkins, one of L vons' best twirlers. 

sprained bis wrist while playing ball at Can ' 
andaigua. Monday. 

Frank I.angton of Buffalo is the guest of 
Mr and Mrs Violet on Catherine street. 

Mr. Stanley and wife of Oswego are the 
guests of Mrs Stanley's parents. Mr. snd 
Mrs Daniel McCarthy 

Mr snd Mrs Reynolds of Oneida are 
the guests of Mr Reynolds' parents. 

William Denning and a friend from New
ark wheeled to Lyons last Thursday. 

Mr. Allen of Rochester was the guest of 
the Misses Mscktn over Sunday. 

Mr and Mrs. Fleming ot Rochester, who 
have for tbe past week been the guests of 
Mr. and Mrs. Bradley, have returned fo 
their home. 

Master James Murphy of Newark Is 
spending part of hi» vacation wtth Lyons 
friends. 

Michael Kane and family of Rochester, 
are tbe guest* of Mr. and Mrs. Michsel 
Robinson on Geneva stieet. 

Mis* Rosie Knittle of Rochester, who has 
been tbe gsett of her uncle, Peter Kmitt !e, 
has returned to bet home. 

Peter Seller, who hss been under the 
weather for the past four weeks, haa re
sumed business again. 

Palmyra. 
Miss Bulger of Albsny spent the past 

waek In town, tbe guest of Mrs. Cornelius 
Murphy. 

Miss Julia Feooell and Mrs. Cornelus 
Murphy spent Saturday and Sui.day In 
Kochester. 

Miss Llule Farrel and James Harrigan 
spent Sunday at Charlotte. 

Miss Belle Sbevlin left on Saturday for a 
visit with friends ID Pennsylvania. 

Jasnes kturpny of Buffalo spent Sunday in 
town. 

Pittsford. 
The young ladies of St. Louis' church 

will hold a lawn festival and dance on the 
93d inst. . the proceeds of which are to go 
toward the church library It is hoped by 
all that it will prove a success. 

W illuun Carroll and family of Rochester 
spent Sunday wilh W. Muilane. 

Miss Ella Farrel has accepted a position 
in the Willard state hospital. 

The rain on Sunday last was wel
comed by many, as it subdued the terrible 
beat which reigned last week. 

Mrs J. Sullivan has been spending a few 
days ol tbe past week m Rochester. 

Miss Bessie Muilane Is visiting with 
friends in Egypt. 

MistKlttie Mansion of Rochester is the 
guest ot Miss Mamie King this week. 

Honeoye. 
Daniel T>cahy of Buffs In was home from 

Buffalo over Sunday. 
Ella Coetello of Cenadice has been very 

ill but is improving. 
Miss Mary Cotter is home from Buffalo, 

where she has been attending school for the 
past year. 

The Honeoye cheese factory Is doing a 
good business. • 

Archbishop Corrigan of New York is 
spending his vacation at Bishop McQuaid's 
place at Hemlock lake. Rev. J. W. Hen-
drick la also a guest there. 

Lima. 
Last Thursday afternoon, Thomas Fin-

ntgsn. only son of Peter Finnigao, was 
drowned at Long Pond while In bathing. 
Young Ftnnigan could not swim, and in 
company with Martin Hcndrick, who was 
also unable to swim, remained near the 
shore. While supporting himself by cling
ing to a boa. near by he suddenly threw up 
his hands without any warning and sank to 
the bottom. The body was recovered about 
three hours after, by Cyrtn Watkins, in 12 
foot of water. The funeral was held at 
10:3* o'clock, Saturday morning from St. 
Row's church and was an unusually large 
one' The farrowing family have the 
sympathy of the entire community In their 
sad bereavement- Tbe following people 
were ia Lisas Saturday to attend the funeral: 
Michael. Patrick and Joseph Slattery. Ed
ward Hsgjtrty, Eugene Carroll, Frank 
Connors, William Griffin, James Coumeen 
and wife, end Mrs. Hayes and daughter. 

Sister M. Rose of Naiareth Convent, 
Rochester, is in town. 

Mrs. Thomas Boyle it in Lima, visiting 
relatives and friends. 

Mrs. Mary Grace, »f Rochester, was In 
town Sfttmefay and Sunday. 
4gmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmimmm 

TO BENT AND FOR SALE cards 
for »*le at Uus offioe. 
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iBtt**" 

• ' NAN. 

I know a maid, a dear l i t t le maid . 
If y o u kurw h<r, j n u d wuu her , 

I 111 nU'Uj l l frul l l . 
&t> I t h i n k II 111. v H l 
H e r narr»<- not to trll, 

Except that she 8 suioetttnes c a l l e d N a n . 

S h e IIUH u liui'd. a M>ft l i t t le hand . 
Did y o u f*-«-l i t . you'd steal I t , 

1 qu i te nndtTHtand, 
S o I think UB well 
T o rrveal not I ho spell 

Triot lurku In rhr Mntft-rB of N a n . 

Bright a r v IHT »•>••». V-r clear haze l eyes , 
Ji their duiuf nliould rntrum-e y o u 

l'.| f, .1 in. cui-jiMae, 
S o I think I' ax w,-ll 
Thi- wlx-t,. truth to t«>ll— 

B b e s 111 y M I I Imliy tlnughter, m i Nan. 
- C o r a H l u & r l Wli«thr lu Wuuuu's H o m e (Xun 

pan ion 

A FRENCHMAN'S (.OAT 

Tb« Frenchman had npver been ltjrky 
With bis goats 

B o lost tlnui all the aarue way. Out-
flue duy thtv would break tbeir rop*-
and ruu tip tin- mountain side, where 
the wolf kilU.l them. Notbititf htM 
them buck, ii»-ither the kind new* of 
their master tior the fear of the wolf 
They wert- iu<l«-peudciit goafn, so it 
seemed, who longed for freedom aud 
fresh air at any price. 

The good Freuiliuiau, who did not 
uuderelutxl the nature of his auiinain 
In the leant, WiUi bewildered Ue wouiii 
say "It is all over y . , goats don't 
like to stay with me. T enun't keepuuy 
more. " 

Al l the same 1 not gwt discour 
aged, for aft- ..gloat nix goata, one 
after the , he bnoght a seventh, 
ouly tL In was careful to tuke it 
while it wan still young, so thai it 
might get used the better to staying 
with him. 

Ab, madcap! She was a dear creu 
tnre, that little goat of the Frenchman! 
How pretty she was, with her soft ryes, 
ber fuuuy chin whiskers, her shiuiug 
black hoofs, In r little striped >jorus and 
with her silky overcoat of **hite fur 
She was alme«t as beautifnl, my mad 
cap, as the little white goat of Earner 
alda, and, with all that, good and affec
tionate, allowing herself to bo milked 
without stirring, without ever putting 
her foot Into tbe bucket. A darling lu 
tie gtujt! 

Behind his bonse the Frenchman had 
a lot with u bnwthoru hedge around it. 
This is wh*>re lie pot his new boarder 
He tied her tou stake on the most beau
tiful spot in tbe meadow, taking care 
to give her a good deal of rope, ami 
from time lo time he came out to see 
whether nbe were doing well. The lit 
tie goat was very hoppy aud cropjieil 
the grass so demurely that the French 
man was delighted "At last," thought 
tbe poor mau, "ot la<it there is one who 
won't prow tired herel" 

The Frenchman was mistaken. Tbe 
goat found it tiresome. 

One day she said, looking np st the 
moon tains: 

"How bappy one most be np there' 
What fun to frisk over the rocks with
out that horrid rope to muke tbe ueck 
sore I It may be good enough for u don
key or for a calf to be shut up in a pas
ture. Ooate need the open country " 

From that moment the grass of the 
meadow tasted flrff Life becume a bur 
den. She grew thin imd her milk gave 
out ft was n pity to see her tug on her 
rope all day, with her eyes turned to
ward the mountain and ber nostrils ex 
tended, bleating piteously all the while. 

Tbe Frenchman saw very well that 
something was the mnttcr with his goat, 
only he did not know what It was. OLIO 
morning, when ho had fini>died milking 
her, the gout tnrued her head and said 
in her own speech: 

"Listen, master. I am very miser 
able here. Let me ran np tbe moon-
tain. '' 

"Gracious rue! She, too?" cried the 
Frenchman iu dismay, and the lu ik i t 
fell from his hand. Sitting down then 
in the grass at the side of his goat, he 
asked: "How is this, Dnisy? You don't 
wish to leave me, do yon ?'' 

"Yes, air," answered Daisy. 
"Isn't there grass enough?" 
"Ob. yea, sit ." 
"Perhaps your rope is too tight. Shall 

I lengthen it a l i t t le '" 
" 'Tisn't worth while, sir." 
"Well, then, what is the trouble? 

What do yon want?" 
"I want to run up the mountain side." 
"My poor love, don't you know that 

there is a wolf np in the mountains? 
What will you do when he comes?" 

"I can butt him with my horns, sir." 
"Tbe wolf will laugh at your horns. 

He has killed my other goats, wbo had 
longer boras tban yours. Yon bave 
heard of that old Russet, who was here 
last year—an old mother goat, strong 
and ugly l ike a bock? She fought all 
night long with tbe wolf; then in the 
morning th«» wolf killed her." 

"Tbat doesn't make any difference, 
master. Let me go up to tbe mountain." 

"Great heavens!" said tbe French 
man. "What on earth have they done 
to al l my goats? Another one which 
the wolf w i l l take from me. No , no. I 
will save yoo in spite of yourself, 
naughty thing, and lest you break your 
rope I will lock yon up in the stable, 
and yon shall stay there for good." 

80 the Frenchman put tbe goat into 
a dark stable and looked and bolted tbe 
door behind him. Unluckily he had for
gotten the window, and his back was 
scarcely turned before the little one 
jumped out. 

When tbe white goat had olimbed the 
mountain, there were joy and happiness 
everywhere. Never bad tbe old pines 
seen so pretty a creature. Sbe was wel
comed as a little queen. The chestnut 
trees stooped down to the very earth to 
pet her with tbe ends of their branches 
The golden jennets opened to make a 
passage for ber and imelled as sweet as 
they conld. All the mountain aide bade 
her welcome. 

T o n oatt fancy, madcap mine, how 
happy our little goat was—no more 
tops, no more itakei for her, nothing to 
keep her from frisking about and graz
ing w h e w abe liked. There was grass 
*b4(««p to her horns and kigher, gnus 

ittjjg.v. 

tbat was fresh, tendeV, tufted, and with 
it thousands uf j<i<iut* aud herbx, w-ry 
different, lude«-d, troiu the turf lu the 
PreiK'hiuuri's yard. Aud flow «-r* n c . 
There were large bluebtila thut tiukl. d 
ia tbe wind and purple foxgloves with 
slender, drooping u<«-k»—in short, whole 
meadows of wild flowers smelling «o 
good tbey turned her bead. 

Half tipsy with delight; tbe white 
goat tuixiL.td uroiuid 111 it all, kit king 
her four l< ^s up 111 the air aud rouiag 
down the hills nil Hi a b>-ap with tbe 
fallen leaves and „thtj chestnut burs. 
Then, qui' k an a Haul), she would Jump 
to ber feet and be off like a flash, with 
ber bead betv»«-*-n her knees, over the 
stumps and through the butt J no, now ou 
a high rock, now ufeaiu at the ttotloui 
of a gorge, up aud down and every
where You would ha\i thought that 
there were a dozen goals on the UJOUU-
tain. Ab, uol Daisy wasu't afraid of 
feuy thing. In a single bunud she jumped 
over torrents where ber fur was splashed 
with spray and white fouiu. Dripping 
and ( ul uf breath then, bin- stretched 
bertM-lf out ou mime flat r>xk and let the 
suu dry In r Um>- v\ b< u sin vvrul Lo 
the edge of tbe tliff with a clover blos
som in her mouth she saw In low. fur 
below, ber in the MI!ley the bouse of the 
Frenchman with the pasture behind H 
The sight made ber laugh till ber sid< s 
achi d. 

"iicrv? Hiiiull it is!" she cried. "How 
cuuiil It e\ 1 1 iittt«' in ill 11.< . 

1'oor Int., thing! Finding herw If 
pen In d up so high, "be thiughl she 
was at leant as big as the world 

Suddenly the wind frewhetie-d; the 
rxioutitti!!] turned purjli , it »»» even 
iiig. "Alrt-udy!" said tbe hlt le goat 
as she stood .-till with wonder. 

Ij'iuw tin meadows wire drowned in 
uiiht. Tlit FrtinLilian's pasture was 
lost lu the hu/e, and of the little buUMe 
only the roof and a tbiu wreath of 
smoke could be eoeu. t>he listened to the 
bella of tbe cattle going home and felt 
sick at heart. A hawk thut waa flying 
back to lilt lit-el touched hei w Ub Lis 
wings as be ahut by. She shivered. 
Tbeu there < auie a deep, lung howl fram 
the mountain :,ide. 

"Hoo! Hon!" 
Sbe thought uf the wolf. All day long 

the little runaway had not given him at 
thought. In tbe same moment the 
sound of a distant horu came from the 
valley. It was the good Frenchman 
calling tier l.n k for tin last time. 

"Hoo' Hon!" howled the wolf. 
"Come home! Come home!" blew 

the born. 
Daisy wanted to go back, but when 

sbe remembered tbe slake, the rope and 
the hedge around iht pasluie she thought 
she could not stand U any more and 
that she hud rather stay 

Suddenly she heard a rustling of 
leaves behind her. She looketl ba*k and 
saw two burning eyes in the dusk, 
with two short ears standing up straight 
above them. It was the wolf. 

Moii.slruus and horrible! There he 
sat on hi£ haunches, glaring at the lit
tle white goat and licking his chops. A s 
he knew for sure that he would devour 
her tbe wolf was in no hurry, only 
when she turned her head he laughed 
wickedly, lia, ha, tbe Frenchman's 
little goat!" and his long red tougne 
licked along the row of sharp white 
teeth. 

Daisy knew sin- wiis ltwt For a mo 
Uient, a« s< lie r+-111 un be red the story of 
old Russet, who had fought all night, 
to be killed in the morning, she thought 
it were better perhaps to let berwelf be 
devoured right away. Then, having 
ihungttl her mind, she fell back a step, 
with lit r In :id It w anil In r henii In ad 
vanee, like tin- brave little goat she 
was, not berunse she bopi-d to kill tin-
wolf—gnats don't kill wolves—but 
merely to try whether she could not 
bold out as long as old Russet. 

Then the wolf made a leap, and tbe 
little horns caiue intci piay. 

Bi tot h t t k goat! How she threw her 
beart into it! More thau ten times—I 
tell the truth, tuad>aj>—«he made tbo 
wolf fall imrk and pant for breath. 
During these Yepts of a minnte the 
greedy little thing would quickly crop 
one more tuft of her dear gratis aud 
come back to tbe fight with ber mouth 
full. It lusted all night. From time to 
time the Frenchman's goat glamx>d up 
at tbe stars, shining through tbo clear 
night overhead, and said to herself, 
"Ob. if I can only hold out till dawn!" 

One after another tb* stars went out. 
Daisy's horns butted faster and harder, 
the wolf snapped and bit more savage
ly. A faint light appeared in the east. 

Far away, among tbe farms, a rooster 
crowed hoarsely. 

"At last," said the poor animal, who 
only wished for tbe day so as to die, 
snd she lay down in the grass, with 
her silky, white fur all flecked with 
blood. 

Then the wolf fell upon the little 
goat aud devoured hex. 

• • • • • • • 
Good by, my madcap. 
The story yon have heard is not a tale 

of my making. If ever yon go to France, 
the Frenchmen wi l l often speak to you 
2f "the pretty goat of the Provence, 
who fought all night with tbe wolf, 
and then, in tbe morning, the wolf ate 
her u p . " 

Yon understand me, madcap? 
"And then, in the morning, the wolf 

ate her u p . " — From tbe French of 
Alphonse Dandet. 

P o w e r f u l Speaking- . 

Wendell Phillips once, when h e was 
interrupted by an unfriendly audience, 
stooped down and began talking in a 
low voice to the men at the reporters' 
table. Some of tbe auditors, becoming 
curious, called, "Louder," whereupon 
Phillips straightened himself np and ex
claimed: "Go right on, gentlemen, with 
yonr noise. Through these pencils"— 
pointing to the reporters—"I speak to 
40,000 people." 

Prceoetoua. 
A little girl in town said the other 

day: "Oh, grandmother, don't quake me 
two dresses just alike. I'm afraid peo
ple w i l l think I'm twins."—Roanoke 
( l i t G.) Hews. • 

BlMILtA tilMILIBUS CURANTUR 
1 

! How this l»«T«- "pome" t» wri t for fun 
iI.A-a.-i W..V -. 11 e not lor uiunuyi . 

An,. « .'.,.. « .'.. " 1.0 u<j It you 've dune 
' Voti II 1.•!. it a v> ful funay 

Behid»-» » l . « f » n.> re. it » very clear, 
A» nuil l 1 • ]H«r hereafter, 

There ' s iu.u{jlu fur g i v i n g h e a l t h tha t ' s 
near 

Aa good a s kilt ing laughter . 
• 

But Jnt>t r«ad on. and when y o u ' v e done 
You II Oml j u u r w l f much better. 

&ly mii-'w v, i l ' nuilo vou di«- wtth fun 
If ! wil l o n l y !••! her 

JLriust-wuj ». j o u U >iove a perfect At 
1 Laugh !»-•<•), a s mild rhr tailor, 

11 h. r . ili> • u , l „ ~r. u, 11 of w i t 
Doesn't d r y up and fall h e r 

S i ; j o k e . m i ' 1 fa l l to iuuke yuu wel l . 
For 1 In ) « f r Mini'lf ki l l ing 

(Lui.gh ! • ' * ., «ur ounMiig olilltrr'e upell 
For h e a r t ' s dUtempers ' s t i l l ing. 

Don't see t h e pointf L a a g h all t h e same— 
Tut; Jokt-'s UD / u u ! 1 Now anli-aetr J 

If I ' l l 11 Ja»i follow np the game. 
You'll <!i«- ttl'h mir th the qulrker. 

Borne sav Hi it- life s b a t one huge Joke, 
If U«>L.I, one , k n e w It. 

(>,'"» . h, i, J u-I doublr- up and choke 
And >"•. w !! n,-v,-r ru*- It • 

Mow. don t toke t i m e toraU-h your breath, 
bul rouf ani l s t r a u i i wi tb laughter, 

Ajl'l h w * I . , I n k l t i l y uu t o detil-U 
1 may *-\]'laln h«r*-after 

— Km l i e Pirkhurdt in Boston Globe.' 

A BIT OF JEALOUSY. 

Near the Pare Mnnceau is a pretty 
l i t t l e !:r>U8r t h : i t Rectus to h i d e i n a b u s h 

of clematis the home of a young and 
charming widow of 22. Tbe sacrament 
of baptism guve h«-r the name of Louise 
and the sinr anient of marriage made 
ber the (Jouutebs of V'iry. fcjbe bad as a 
pet snd constant companion a delicate 
little Mexican pnndl*», all white and 
woolly, f" which was givt-n as its sole 
nourish ment a lump of £ugar in tbe 
morning and a sweet biscuit iu tbe even 
ing. l i i s name was Nito. 

It was 4 o'clock. Louise was running 
along tbe pebbly paths of ber trarden, 
flitting among the rosebushes like a 
butterfly. 

Nito playfully pursued bis mistress 
with barks of delight, at times seizing 
with his teeth tbe ruffle of hf.r blue 
nraaiiu dress, and, propping himself 
upon his pawB, pulled at it with all his 
strength. 

In the midst of tbeir play M. Jacques 
do Beuurhatnp entered the garden. Tht 
little widrw, perceiving him, hid her 
self behind an orange tree. But Juoques 
ran to ber and, surprising ber, kissed 
her ou the forehead. 

"Ah, M. de Beaucbamp," sbe cried, 
"that is not nice uf you." 

Louise w us of medium height. She 
had very small bands und feet, white 
shoulders aud thick black hair. Her 
teeth were so white that wben sbe laugh 
ed tbey glister:cd like pearls. How well 
she oarried her widowhood and in a 
way to honor herself! Tbe young maid
en is generally too timid aud bashful. 
She blushes and caste down ber eyes at 
tbe least word of compliment. Tbe 
widow, on the other band, has tbe right 
to bear everything, and when one speaks 
to be /o f love sbe knows readily what 
that means. 

Louise leaned upon tbe arm of M. 
de Beuuchauip, and they weut into the 
parlor, followed by Nito, who threw 
some jealous glances at him wbo was 
to be the future husband of his mistress. 
Of course the poor* little animal could 
not bave luown tbat It must bave 
been a jealous instinct. 

Louise aud Jacques agreed so well 
tbat they huil planned to be married. 
Nt vertheli >i 1 at h uf the in had a defect, 
M. de Be.'iuchtirup was jealous and 
Mme. de Viry was coquettish. 

"Louise," be said to ber, "'yon wi l l 
drive me to despair. You say tbat you 
love me, but bow can I believe it wben 
1 see you smiling at every admirer and 
giving Ip ew ry coiner 00 sweet a recep
tion? When I see you ill society so full 
of life and gayety aud bear your ring
ing laughter from the midst of a circle 
of ardent admirers, it is impossible for 
me to tell yoo tbe tortures and anguish 
I endure," 

"Aud what cau I do, dear?" replied 
Louise. "I am gay. i t is true, bat ia 
that a crime? Aud why should I be cold 
to those who approach me only to say 
pleasant and agreeable thiugs?" 

"Yon are a coquette, and your laugh 
makes me despair, beoanse if you laugh 
thus against my wish it must be only 
to show your teeth. You know very 
well how adorable you are when in 
laughing with a fixed purpose you throw 
back your head and show yonr 'pretty 
white Deck." 

"But what must I do to prove my 
love for you? It is becoming desperate. 
Ask of me what you please, but do 
not ask me not to laugh any more. I am 
only bappy when I am glad and free to 
be light beartvd.'' 

AI. de Beancbomp assumed a solemn 
sir. 

"Yon said to me one evening that 
you would make for me tbe sacrifice of 
four life. I do not ask so much as tbat 
But listen. D o you wish to make me 
the happiest man on earth?" 

" Yon have but to speak." 
"Even at the price of suffering?" 
•' Yes, at any price." 
"Well, ftien, make"me the sacrifice of 

one tooth.'" 
"What are yon demanding of me? I t 

is barbarous." 
"Only a tooth. The smallest one in 

the front. And afterward you may 
laugh as much as yoc please." 

"But yon wi l l think I am ugly and 
will not love me auy more.'' 

' 'I swear to you there is no other way 
to assure my happiness." 

Tbe countess rang the belL John, her 
valet, took her orders and came back a 
quarter of an hour later with a gentle
man carrying in bis hand a leather case 
snob as is used by surgeons. 

"Who is that peisonl"' asked IS. de 
fieaoohamp. 

The countess answered: 
"I t is Mr. James, the American den

t ist ." 
Tfas little ooontea entered ber bou

doir, toilowsd by Nito, his tail between 
bis leg*, •« if he understood that 

thing serious was about to ' happen. 
Louise returned shortly afterward, 
ashamed and bumbled, aud gave to M 
de Beaucbamp a little tooth aswlntt as 
milk, which be carried to bis lips aud 
covered with kisses. Seeing this tribute 
of affection, Louise ran away. 

Jaoques J»ad tbe tooth set in a me
dallion and? carried it religiously around 
h i s neck a* a sonveuir. 

From tbat day the little countess be
came very sad f'uly upon rare ocra 
trions was ber face lighted up by a s m tie. 
gbe kept aloof from society us much as 
possible, bot wben she was forced by 
ber social duties to appear among her 
friends they saw her keeping apart from 
the others or sitting in a corner with & 
serious air, her mouth dosed like a 
prison door. 

Jacques did not easily rerognfee ber 
In fact, she was greatly changed. 

"Poor countess!" said some evil 
minded oues. "Sbe is getting old. How 
cbaoged sbe is' 8he seems to be mourn
ing the dead. " 

Aud Jo <;.« felt his love diminish 
little by little He tiegan to uudepcuud 
that w hat h- lovi d iu h< r v. as eap*-' la!ly 
ber smile, h- •• pi ay fulness, foer gfuyHfy, 
and he «!<•< became sad The mole he 
tried to reg 11 n his love, which peemed 
to be leaving him. the more lie realiied 
that he himself hail killed his pu»Mcu 

One day be went iu despair to Mine, 
de Viry 

"Louise ," 1),- said, throw ing himself 
a.t her fe»-t. ''do you love me still?" 

"I luve sworn to km- you always, 
aDd tbe stiller you are the better." she 
answered 

"W'ul yon prove to me th* sincerity 
of your words?" 

"I ask not liirnr 1 !«•• " 
"Well, tin ti if vol. I' »•> n>e h.'ive tbe 

dentint pot in u new tot tli " 
"What fc.l!y is Hi, . '" i..tid Li u,-^. 

weeping "I was ri^ht wlim I »ji.i 
tbat you would not love n,e ; iy u.ore 
Tbat is just l.ke you men. And you re
proach us for heing , ,.prii mu» 

"Ijouise, I big yoU ti forgive me I 
OUT80 m y ji u b ; « y — m y f'«di.«hi't .««' 

"So you really are regrMting the 
weakness with which I atcrcied to y iur 
caprice?" 

"I am desolate aud ful) of remorse. " 
"You re»uguice the cruelly uf your 

Unreasonable request'" 
"I will reproach myself fur it all my 

life " 
"Wonld yon r>e bappy if 1 had dls 

obeyed you '" 
" I would give anything for that " 
Tbe little countess gave a burst of 

laughter, which showed all her leotb 
complete 

"What does this mean'" aafced M- de 
Beaucliaicp, holding 111 hi» fingers the 
medallion in whi'-h was incased .is a 
souvenir the little pearl of the sacrifice. 

The conn less opened tbe moath o f 
Ni to , saying: 

"Here is tbe v ict im." 
" A b , " oried M. de Beauehauip. 

"You never loved m e . " — W a v e r i e y 
Maga&iue. 

B l u n d e r * o f N o v e l i s t s . 

Will M Clemens catalogues in Tbe 
Home Magazine some of tbe blunders 
of foreign novelists, a few of which we 
reproduce: 

"Thackeray, who was exceedingly 
anxious to get everything right, was 
perpetually getting things wrong. 
Names are mixed, the hero is sometimes 
called by the name of one of tbe other 
characters, und in at least one place an 
important personage is called by a name 
from another novel This was Phi l ip 
Firmin, whom he called Clivp New 
oorne Kor Tvno this his wcrr«it hlnndf^r, 
for in another story he killed and bnr-
ied old Lade Kew and later brought ber 
again on tbe scene for tbe purpose of 
rounding off a corner of tbe story. 

"Thackeray, in his 'Virginians,' 
makes Mine. Esmond of Castle wood, i n 
Westmoreland county, a neighbor of 
Washington at Mount Vernon, on tbe> 
Potomac, 50 miles distant, and a regu
lar attendant at public worship at Wil
liamsburg, half way between the York 
and James rivers, fully 126 miles from 

'Mount Vernon. In the same book occurs, 
tbe following: 'There was such a negro 
oborus about tbe bouse as might be 
beard acre* the Potomac.' The nearest 
bank of the Potomac was 57 miles) 
away. 

"Anthony Trollope was heartily 
laughed at by his acquaintances for 
causing Audy Scott to 'come whistling; 
up the street with a cigar in his mouth. * 
But what is a slight error of this sort in 
comparison with Amelia B. Edwards* 
dftsoription, in 'Hand and Olove , ' o f 
her hero 'passing backward and forward 
like an overseer on a Massachusetts cot
ton plantation.' 

"George Eliot, whose knowledge' of 
science is highly commended, in 'The 
Mill on the Floss' makes the odd blun 
der of having the boat overtaken in 
midstream by a mass of drift floating a t 
a more rapid rate than tbe frail craft— 
a physical impossibil ity." 

G«oarr*P*y. 
" H o w did yon ge t on in school today, 

Robert?" 
Tired Child (wearily)—Oh, I waa 

wrong in my-geography again! I forgot 
whether the'Putumayo joined tbe Ama-
con east or west of the confluence of the 
Maranon and TJcayale rivers. 

Same Cbild (years later, husband and 
father)—What do you want to know, 
my son? 

Son (straggling over a primary geog
raphy)—Where is the Amazon river, 
father? 

Father (after long reflection)—I think 
it's somewhere in Africa—or Asia. I 
forget which.—Pearson's Weekly. 

John Howard Ptyr-n*. 
The life^ of John Howard Payne ex

tended over 80 years, from 1702 to 1862. 
Tbe only literary work by whioh he, ia 
now remembered ia "Home, Sweet 
H o m e , " which Was originally s song 
in an opera entitled "Clari, the Maid 
of Mi lan." The libretto was written in 
a few weeks. It is said by some au
thorities to have been written, M early 
as 1818, but the opera was not produced 
mc*U 1888. ; 
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