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TRIANGLE 
BUILDING 

Stillson St. 

If \ o u havo n e v e r e x n m i n e d 

J . R. Brady's Wall Paper 
Do*othirt*eu»i>n. All )lM>'2goodh 
Silk, Burlap, TajH-stn, Ingrain 

and paperH un low in* '2jc a roll. 
P a i n t e r a n d D e c o r a t e r 

Rochester Phono Hi8. 

JOHN M. REDDINGTON, 
Lehigh- Valley C O A L 

99 West Main Street. 
JBrighost, Cleanest, Best. 

Telephone 390 

SECURITY TRUST COMPANY ROCHESTER, 
N V. 

ABSOLUTE SAFETY. 

If 
In The Brst ThliiK »'( Have tu ofTcr t'poo 
ThU Bast'. Wr boltclt Yuur I'utruuagr. 

Our rate of Int. on deposits is satisfactory, and our rate on loann low enough 
The accommodations we offer meet your requirements 
You are not already a customer, Then We Invite You t<> Become t >ne 

Capital, $200,000. 5urplus, $303,600. Deposits, $4,546,000. 
BDWAKD HARRIS.President. ALEX. M. LINDSAY. Vice-President. 
J A K E S 8. WATSON, Vice-President JULIAS M. Wile, Manager. 

FRANK M. ELLERY, Secretary. 

tativkat ycu like. 

Condi) AfuaXxvh-

25tmh — 

For liuligi'Mtiim, Coiistipiitiim. Si-I; H« i"l'"'" • 11. .1 ,,,,,, ,,, Nmr 
Stomach, Belching of tiiw. 1*..:II m H"1 N-l.« 

Ask Your Druggist for Paine's Celery Wafers 

Ail Losses Promptly and Fairly A«ljusU**l 

John H. McAnarney 
(Successor to O'Grsdy & McAnmrney) 

Reliable Fire, Fidelity, Bond, Plate Class Insurance 
Offices—101 and 102 Ellwanger & Barry Bldg.Entranco 39 Stat. 

TlLKTHONB la? 

THOS.B. MOONEY 

Funeral - Director 
ig0 W W Main Street, 

R O C H E S T E R . X . Y . 

MISS ELIZABETH MCCARTHY 
TBACHKR O F 

VOICE CULTURE AND PIANO 
STUDIO 673 Powers Bldg 

FLOWERS and PLANTS 
H B. CASH, Florist, 

179 ^tato 3 tract HonK pho'"' 3*v 
llL aldltt OlISDl, Beil I'houc, W>4 Main 

Cut out tills ad bring It with YOU to our «lor« 
nnd rraeive a discount o( u> percrnt on allpur-
chmes. 

Are the 
Finest 

Payne's 
New 
Coaches ^ 5 * 

186 Jettenoo A n n i u . 

B. V. LOGAN, 
TQndertakier. 

No. 12 Sophia Street. 
Telephone 2248. Res. Tel. 1232. 

Geo. Engert & Co., 
COAL. 

principal OIBce and Yard. Telephone %n , 
106" Exchange Street I 

R-I-P-A-N.S 
There is m-arcclv any condition of ill 

i health that is nut lienetited by the 
I occasional use of a K I P A S S Tahule. 

For sale by all Druggists. The Five-
Cent packet is •>ui>u£h for a n ordinary 
occasion. The family b'ttle (10 centH, 
contains a supply for a year. 

r®m 
CLEVELAND 

BUFFALO 
"WHILE YOU SLEEP" 

UNPARALLELED NIGHT SERVICE. NEW STEAMERS 

"CITY OF BUFFALO" 

•"CITY° OF E R I E " 
both together being without doubt, in all 
respects, the finest an.l tastest that are run in 
the interest of the- traveling public in the 
United States. 

T I M E CARD 
DAILY I N C L U D I N G SUNDAY. 

L C A V C 

Cleveland 8 P.M. 
Buffalo 8 

Buffalo 6:30 A.M. 
Cleveland 6:30 " 

*"!«. Employer'* Liability, PlategUs* 
s > EitablUoco lSrJo. 

f J tTtjK. A S H A o r * , 

Qtneral Insurance 
Etlwaaftr and Barry Bldg, 

SpecUl Daylight Trips Every Saturday com
mencing July 12th to August 80th inclusive 
L^¥5~5.u,,,l0 , 8 *-*"• *""'»• Cleveland 6 P.M. Cleveland 8 •• *• Buffalo 6 " 
. _ „ . CCHTHat. «T»NI>ABD TIMC. 
OUCHWHA ACCOMFANIIItACMSTlAMC* 

Connections made at Buffalo -vrith trains for 
ill Eastern and Canadian points, at Cleveland 
for Toledo, Detroit and all points West and 
Southwest. 

Aak'tlcket agent* for tickets via C. & D. Ut»e. 
Bend four cent* for UluitHted pamphlet 
SPBCIAt X.OW RATB& aEVRtUJi; TO 

aAjT^AY^NIGHT, A W v » B F ? A & ) \ o 

F. HERMAN, 6mral H m m ApM. 
' 4 ;:i.'^iir#wi«%o, W 

ffiwessaiB^i •^w^.^^itximsmsiiimttm^r^.: 

J 

T«-ff* C A T H O L I C — t m f m m t m m m m m , — 

JSIT»» 

In Saiuoj where (nip, go bj 
They laid tie* In th; cradle b'gtt, 
TJito tit* star of morning alga, 

Tiultala 

They looked to windward and to lea. 
Orer the warm world a ad tbo sea; 
Jliey taw ttout ultter like lu Itusa, 

Tu'Kila 

Sren thoaa almpla bearta tbat ache 
Sliall lore tbelr mountain for tby sak, 
Loir dint Uia Norttj MO oever uke. 

1 usilulu. 

Soft with tbat fragrant ôa8bIDt• blend 
: Our 1'rluce of Beaut/, and tbelr frWad! 
' lirave **» tUjr course, and sweet luioe e-nd, 

1'utfltala. 
• Harper's We '̂kly 

A DETECTIVE'S ST01X 

Well, well! perhaps It was my fault 
- perhaps Id woa not He was a clever 
fui.i>w--ah! thaX he was They a«ked-

! me to ca-tch him; I said I'd try. I 
; -wouldn't promise—no, I'd only say I'd 

try. 
I tried. His offemse waa nothing— 

merely what is commonly called a 
"Railway Plant." It succeeded, though, 
and my gentleman was "wanted." 

1 made a grand nit when I nabbed 
hlia companion. He told me bis hnuiiU 
and hiu hablta, but he wouldn't aUl mi) 
in catching him. I determined to do 
it myself. I waa a green hand Lheu. 
^o matter, I had foe will. I found th« 
way. H e was to be at « 
tea-party on that Thursday nlg-ht. 
I wad Invited. Shall I take two police
man In ddaguiee and arrest him? No; 
all his friends would rescue him. I 
-will go alone. I vent. I left my lit
tle bouse—a four-roomed dwelling—at 
ti. I locked the front door, and off I 
wen?t to Mrs. Jones' tea party 

It was the month of December We 
had greet, tun aX that tea-party. There 
waa a geatlem&n tb-ero that I believed 
to be my mam, despite the tact lb.at, 
when I waa Introduced to him, I waa 
Informed he had Just come from the 
Ooi&Uaanl. We fell late conversation. 
He began to pump me. This waa wtaut 
I wanted. I was determined to play 
the simple, and tell him all he asked. 

He otared at ma Perhaps he kn.«w 
me -perhaps he did not. He was a pe
culiar man, with short, black hair, a 
cleaji-dhaved face (pariah priests and 
pickpockets are alike clean-shaved— 
strange coincidence), dressed In a sotlt 
o( vary ltgiht gray. He looked smart 
I might safely have shouted, "All 
hands to pump Bhlp" for he pumped 
in a most barefaced manner. 

He asiced ma where I lived I told . 
him I sew no use in deceiving him; 
basidoa, I had a lUtle plan in viow— I j 
might Invito him to my house, and 
pin him. 

Had I any company? None. Any 
one else in the house? No. I was a 
bachelor; I preferred to live alone. 
And then. In the most quiet and Insin
uating way, he asked me did I shoot? 
He did; he had been shooting lately— 
last week ho waa shooting in Suffolk. 
He went down there for a day or two. 
Ah! and 1 remarked, in a VPTV lano-
oont way. looking up bonlgnly at him. 
that I Chough*—that wins. I understood 
—he had Just come from the Continent. 

He started. I pretended to be sur
prised, axwd he assured ma. In fact, ho 
had been to Che Continent since! But 
about the shooting? No, I dldnt 
shoot; I was timid abcut firearms, the 
sight only. I assured him. of a loaded) 
pun made me tremble (pass me here, 
roader, there Is a loadid gun always 
hanging over my oh.nmey piece la the 
parlor) Had I no firearms'' Ho had 
a beautiful gun. No. I had nana Then 
he ruUimed to the houso question. Did 
I sleep o n the ground Moor? No. Where 
Chen? AA. the top of the house- -It waa 
two atortes high. Oh' back or front? 
Hack He was very Inquisitive, I 
thought; but I aeemed to enjoy telling 
him all I could. He thought ho was 
dupVng me, poor devil! Then ho ask-
od mo, a s if casually, did I approve 
of keeping money at home, or did I 
send it to the bank? I storied. I be
gan to think this was too good, No 
mafttar, I would go througjh with lt_ I 
had told hta lies enough, why not tall 
another—ay, why not? I kept my 
money a t home. Banks were unsafe; 
but I assured him I felt uneasy "just 
then," because I happened to havo 
metre tham usual, and It wasn't mine. 
Five hundred pounds ready money. I 
think I told him. No; it was £500 
pounds "In notes"—ha! ha! ha! FMve 
pence In coppers would have been 
nearer the mark. But no matter; pov
erty is no sin. 

Yes, I kept it In tho house; and he 
thought it stranpe I had no anna 
Hetre I stopped him, and begged his 
paj"don, I had arrrw*. He turned palp; 
y«*. I had so. What they w«re„ might 
he ask? He might. My arm was a 
boiler stick, with two ounc.es of lead 
Into the top of dit. Oh! he seemed 
greatly relieved 

I told Mm the doors and windows 
had bolts on them, amd were all bar
red—all but one. He pricked up his 
ears, and a fahaly murmured 
"Which?" led me on, and gave me 
hope. I thougiht i t best to encourage 
him—all but one. The front window 
on the ground flooa\ I sadd, had no bar 
on tine sfhutter. They had aU bells, 
I bold him. It had a bell. It was -very 
safe. Thieves never think of getting 
Into a house by the front, you know. 
And there was no airea or garden. The 
door opened on t h * pavement. Yes, 
It was very safe—wasn't it? Yes. he 
thought it was. Then he talked about 
politics, e tc; and then he got up to 
go—so soon? a>nd Mrs. Jones begged 
him to stay; amd I begged him to give 
me a call some might, for—ah! really, 
he was very—that ts, ihiis company was 
very—aih! very agreeable, ha! ha! ha! 
He was going my way, would I go with 
bum? or would be walft for m«? No; 
I would Btay an hour longer, at least, 
and then aee the Mlss»s Browne to 
their home. Ha! ha! ha! what a notion 
I had if it! 

He thought me very s tap le no ftoubt 
—he thought all I said was true. I 
often wonder, now, whether h« ever 
suspected tha* the quiet individual 
wiho d id not rthoot or put h i s money 
In. the bank, and slept in the htuse 
1<xo*>, *ad pat belli on the doom and 
window* mm ft detective, who would 
do tiia best to • * him aafely "la qpod" 
tMtW t*rijt* top"* w*jf« ov«r. Hal 

'•i*ltf&^' 
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0«l i off fa the airectton of m y lodgings. 
I am wajtchTng him from my window 
CXh! I forgot to tell Mm. Ah! really 1 
must g». Good evening, Mra. Joaey 
ta. ta! I will clap on my hat and fed 
low him. I shall shut the hall dooi 
quietly, and start in the same direc 
tkm.. Ha! I thought so. 

There he la in the dark, round th« 
^corner. He does not think any one 
isees him. Here ia a low wall—hov* 
handy! I'll Just get behind it an J 
watch him. His position ia well 
chceen—no one can see him ualeas Just 
where I am. 

Look what he is at. Well, I'm blow'd 
He pulls out a coat from goodnea; 
knows where. It la quite black. H« 
puts i t on over his other coats, and h« 
even pulls off his trousers. A h ' be 
has others on under them—the-y are 
black, too. And then he takes off h.s j 
tall hat, and stows all h s traps wher«l 
the coat came from. His hat Is re- ( 
placed by a glengarry. Then ou' 
comes a great black beard and mus 
taohe. which are carefully adjusted 
My yah' I wouldn't know him again 

Look* again; he It* examinrng some 
thing in his hand; It shunes as he turn: 
it over--It gives a faint click, click, a; 
he holds it up. Ha! I thought so; It li 
a pl«tol. He puts it into his breast 
and then looks about him. I creej 
closer to to the wall. He does not sei 
me. alohough he is coming this way 
He paaseu me and walks on. I whis
tle a tune, and step after him rouai 
t he corner. I am coming up to hlra 
He a,>*kjs me the time. I tell him. anr 
auk. did a gentleman In a light sui 
pass that way? Yes; he went up yoi 
street smokrng a cigar—good-night 
tar' Ha' ha! good-ni^ght! But surelj 
he Is following me! Yes, there can b« 
no mistake about it. No matter. I wll 
outwit him. I reach the cornier—In 
is ten yards behind me, or more, 
set off at a run down the street till 
reach Che next corner Round It I fly 
I gtanoe backward—he has not aateret 
the street yet. I enter a half-opei 
door Tne next minute I hear his steps: 
he s running tor death and life, on* 
would think. He reaohes tne corner 
too. and stops. He b not a yard fron 
me. and I am griantnc at bjm througl 
the door, which Is about six Inxheu 
open. He looks about him. He is a 
fault "Blast him," he muttons, Ti 
have Mm yet!" 

He seta off at a headlong speec 
along the street, and I saunter ou 
quietly and follow him at an easy walk 
1 arrive at the corner Heavens' hi 
Is coming down the street toward me 
Yes. It must be he. althou&h his bear* 
and mustache are replaced by carrot; 
whiskers, and he has a pea Jacket an< 
a Jerry hat! By what trick of sleight 
of-hand is this done? I cannot Im 
agine. It must be he. He 'M Qiieng hli 
pipe My house is Just In advance 
still he follows me 

I enter the hoiu^e. Casually hi 
glances up at the windows, I bolt thi 
door I hear him turn Into the lam 
that goes up alongside the next house 
I steal quietly lmto the front parlor 
amd leave the shutters open, ajid pui 
back the window fastem-ng Ihen 1 
go up sta're to the baok room. I Light 
tho candle I don't draw dowtn th« 
blind, for reasons of my own. 0n« 
glance at the lane. I thought so 
there he Is. utartng at the house 
can see him: the lamp 1« not far off 1 
draw back out of sight, and taking my 
revolver out of the druwnr. I put frost 
cartridges thnrern. and flip It Into my 
pocket Then I go up to the window 
agu.'n. with my night -mp In my hand 
I Btare Into the gla-« \vhil« I adjust It 
I am full In the plane of the candle 
light. I am sur<> b«> MWS me Then 
qu.etly drawing down the bl.nd. I ex 
tlngu.sh the light, and pull it ith' 
blind) a i t t l e on one sidf> to look out 
See' he is running round to the fron. 
again, 

I steal down stairs. I creep Into tht 
parlor I thought so, some one at th< 
window. Slowly and n'.lently the sasr 
is lifted and the blknd pushed back 
the next moment a man enters th 
room. It is he! 

He pulls out his pistol, cocks it, on* 
lays It on the table Then he pokes hli 
head out under the blind, and Klaaoet 
up and down the atreet. Apparently 
satisfied, h-- withdraws h is head, and 
then feels his way to the fireplace; h« 
is going to strike a match. 

I quietly put out my hand and grii 
his pdstot. I stealUhily draw myself up 
and face him. He strikes the sileml 
match: gradually it brightens up. Hia 
back fcs toward me. He lights a can
dle and turns round. 

He does not start, but turns whlt« 
as a sheet I am facing him. coverini 
him with my revolver and hit* owi 
pistol. For a moment we glare at eacl 
other. He mutters, "No fire-arms 
eh0" and I hiss, "Surrender'" A mo
ment, aind the candlestick is dasihed in 
mv face. There is a flash, a report— 
another! He dashes at the window 
Now I wee why he lerft it open. I rush 
madly forward. A heavy blow dew. 
cends on my face, 
onlv for a moment-

THE WOMAN'S WORLD 

MATTERS OF SPECIAL 
EST. 

INTER. 

Literature the Formal Expression 
•f Human Thought—Crash Shlrt-
Waiits—A Curious Dinner Custom 
- W o m e n Explorers. 

From craah are evolved some of the 
smartest models of strikingly novel 
aspect. Shirts come of this loosely 
woven fabric in blue)—a dull, odd shade 
which reminds one of the blue D^aa-
ants' costumes In the pictures of Bre
ton and Dutch humble folk the painters 

I bsnd from abroad; also In tan and m 
grey the latter being especially stylish 

I These waists are made with six half-
I inch side plaits on each side, turning 

toward ttie arm and stitched to havj 

the effect of box plaits. The waist 
closes with four very large pearl 
buttons s e t on a box-plait two inches 
wide. Th« back is ornamented with 
aix—three on each side—of the narrow 
plaits, wbich converge becomingly U 
the waist line. The fullness of the 
sleeves i s gathered Into a . two-inch 
wide straight cuff. To wear with th«i 
waist Is a stock with turn-over and 
tie of white lawn, hemstitched and 
edged with a narrow border of the 
blue crash. The tie finishes with a 
natty little bow in front 

Curious Dinner Custom 
A woman who has ju»t returned 

from Japan te l l s of a curious dinner 
custom she saw in practice. At the 
close of formal dinners the guests are 
presented with any portion of the meal 
they may- fall to eat. However great 
or small. It is carefully wrapped up for 
them, and they are expected to take It 
home with them. The unique custom 
was followed at official dinners until a 
Bhort time ago, when it was discontin
ued, but the withdrawal of govern
ment example has not materially af
fected t h e practice. There may be all 
kinds of elaborate courses at a dinner 
that one does not care for. but the 
mental struggle to say "No' Is not 
half so hard when you know you will 
get a chance t o carry the food off and 
cither g ive It to the children, throw It 
to your dogs and cats or distribute It 
among your friends. The Japanese la 
all that could be expected. Bach kind 
of food is kept in a separate parcel, 
nnd at the close of the dinner the 
share of each guest is made up in a 
neat and artistic bundle. 

Dorothea Dlx's Work 
In a few weeks there is to tip CP1<»-

lirat.Hl i a the little town uf Hampden, 
lb'., the centenary of the birth of Di.r-
uilu-a Lyndu l)!x. 

How many people iu America know 
anything; of her or her work? H>-t 
work can be summed up in a few 
words, b in Its Influence can never be 
estimated. 

First—That for child-saving, which, 
was begun In the Warren Street Chap-
si. Boston, st i l l the mission centre of 
the city. 

Second,—Her herculean labors to get 
pmppr treatment for the insane .In 
state Institutions, and she rested not 
until she saw fine Insane hospitals of 
her own creation rise In nearly every 
state of the Union. 

Third—Her work as superintendent 
of nurses during the Civil War, for 
which, a t its close. Secretary Stanton 
offered her any emolument she might 
ask. Ttfce thing that she did ask waa 
the flag o f her country. A stand of the 
colors Ira silk was accordingly ordered 
for her and officially presented, and 
these flags were bequeathed in her 
will to Harvard College. They hang 
to-day i n Memorial Hall near the tab
lets to the memory of some of the 
very soldiers she had tenderly nursed. 

Dangerous Fashions. 
"The next generation of sewing girla 

tstions. Take down your Bartlett or 
your anthology, and you may be snr-
prlsed to find that from Mrs. Brown
ing t o Mrs. Meynell women have never 
coined a phrase which has passed Into 
the common earrency of speech. Mrs. 
Browning has Indeed written fine lines, 
but nothing of hers can be said to 
have become a household word. 

Nor has any woman novelist created 
any character that is generally recog
nized as typical. George Eliot has come 
closest wi&h her Tito Melema and Mrs. 
Poyser. You would appeal only t o the 
educated few if you dc^evibea & person 
as a Tito or a Poyser. Bat call a man 
a Don Quixote, Micawber. a Dogberry, 
a Falstaff, a Colonel Newcom.be, a Bli-
fil a Parson Adams, % Bob A-cres; caU 
a woman a Mra Malajprop, a Becky 
Sharp, a Beatrice, a Diana Vernon, a 
Meg Merrllles, and even the illiterate 
will mentally classify the individual 
as you wish him or her to be classi
fied. 

"AIJ. but,',' yot» say, "in real life 
women are the true intuitions. They 
size up a man or a w&man a t a glance. 
They are never mistaken when they 
trust to their instnets " » 

I can only testify to m y own experi
ence. I have not found that woman's 
snap judgments of character are im
bued with any special verity. They 
form likes or dislikes quicker than 
man does, because they are quicker 
on the trigger of conjecture. They can 
only be one of two things—right or 
wrong. If time proves that they are 
right, as they must be in fifty per cent, 
of cases, the right guess is remembered 
and treasured up by the slower-mind
ed man as an extraordinary instance 
of Intuition. The wrong guess ia tor-
gotten. 

Women Explorers . 
Dr. Sven Hedin, the most distinguish

ed Swedish traveler of modern times. 
and who is supported in his researches 
in Asia by the King of Sweden and the 
Emiperor of Russia, is making his way 
back to Stockholm to lay his report be
fore Klag Oscar, after having been re
ceived at St. Petersburg by the Czar, 
to whom he intends returning the Cos
sack escort with which the Emperor 
Nicholas has kindly provided him dur
ing his Asiatic travels. Dr. Hedin ia 
particularly looked forward t o through
out his European Journey among sci
entific circles as one having a special 
knowledge on Thibet He very nearly 
succeeded in entering the forbidden. 
city of Lihasea being disguised as a 
Buddhist priest, but the guards of the 
sacred city were again able to prevent 

the entrance of the foreigner, and h e 
had to return to his caravan, from, 
which h e had made a side excursion. 
The honor of evading the guards and 
penetrating the city belongs in these 
days to two ladies, Mrs. Ryrikhart and 
Miss Thomson, who risked their lives 
In doing so. Lately we nave had t o 
record many extraordinary feats of 
daring on the part of ladies, particu
larly English In out of the way regions 
cf t i e world and very rarely hav*. 
-women attempted, anything in the way 
•f exploration but what tkey hare been 
able, it not to accosspJlsh entirely, ye t 
to make a highly creditable record. 

"Charley, dear," said yonng Mrs 
Torklns, "do you think w« shall eve* 
be rich enough to own a yacht?" 

"I shouldn't be surprised." 
"When we can afford it you will b a | 

me a yacht, won't you?" 
"Certainly." 

"Well. Charley, dear. I know you are 
a business man. and I know you wan! 
me to be a business woman. If ynti 
will give me a new hat and a nen 
gown and a new coat now, I won't s a j 
a word about the yacht. Isn't that 8 
lovely discount for cash?" 

will be born blind!" exclaimed an ex-
I stagger back asperated dressmaker the other day 
I start up and a f t P r t w o 0f jaer bet "hands" had to 

take down the gun; in an imstant I a n b p g i v p n g i e k ] e a v e b e c a u s e ^ e y sim-
standing rn the street He te flftj p l y c o u l d n o t s e e w h a t t a e y w e r e d o_ 
yards away. I fire one barrel, then 
the next—of course I miss—and ther« 
I stand crestfallen at my window 
while the neighbors gather round 
"Thieves!" says one; "The ruffians!* 

lag. "This hemstitching mania and 
feather-stitched insertions are bad 
enough," scolded madam. "But when 
it comes to working, three days on a 

master." 
A pistol for my trouble. "I havi 

missed him!" I never saw him again 

cries another; while a third eyes mi PaJr of s leeves I call it fine needlework 
calmly, saying, "You've missed hirn and not sewing. Ten of my eighty 

girls have had to give up work with
in the last three years since the fancy 
work o n gowns became a craze, and t 
wouldn't l ike to ask how many of 
them wear glasses. The narrow rib
bon work and the tiny ruchlngs with 
narrow lace edgings are also madden
ing, i t ' s delightfully fluffy and dainty 
when i t ' s done, but think of having to 
sew 150 yards of baby ribbon on a 
point d'esprit skirt!" 

Women in Literature. i 
Literature i s the final expression of 

human thought. If women can lay 

B e sure to send a note of thanks fot 
a gift received at the earliest possible 
moment. Write It before your ardor 
cools. Make it hearty, spontaneous, 
enthusiastic. Yon need not be insin
cere. Even if you do not like the gift 
you must like the spirit that prompted 
it. Never defer writing with the idea 
that you will thank the giver in per
son. .You may do that a s well when 
opportunity offers, but do not risk de
lay. Nobbing is more discourteous 
than belated thanks.—The Ladies? 
Home Journal. 

Ha Kept tho Watch. 
"I was at Old Orchard last summer 

and attended one of the meetings lex 
by Rev. Stephen Merritt," said i 
Lewiston gentleman bo a Lewlatoi 
Journal reporter. "After a short ad 
dress, the people were kivited to lac 
their Jewels on the altar for missions 
Women wept as they tore off earrings 
bracelets, and gold rings. Diamond! . , 
were given freely. Mr. Menrltt him claim t o a special faculty of intuition 
self placed a gold watch on t h e altat "why d o they not manifest it in their 
Finally, up rose one man with a pon writings? Intuition i t It means any-
derous frame, amd s lowly pulled from thing, means the faculty tbat g ets 
his pocket a shining gold watch. I down t o the germ of actions and char-
was worn, but waa stM a hamdBomi acterlstics and focuses external traits 
thing. H e held It In the palm of hli m t o a central verity recognizable to 
big hsadpas h e looked a t I t «I lovi t h e SBXxml public. Now, there are 
t h a t IL^LiL*^- ^ T H b ? a "? » o r e female writers than male. N o 
« « ^ J ^ ^ ^ L J ^ l S T G woman poet hat ever written an In-
lfttlo lamb, It wa# at xays with i t i i v l f , M - . HnA . H t l ( . thtLt A-ahes s n o o . 
owner. I t « I I th* parting gift of a d y J j Z I T , J £+ a S ^ a ^ n K S S ^ 
tag motlwfc T o part wtth it would b, tmneously o u t <* the, unknown and 
Uke the ( M a c «n oCa bwtfc«c. T « ^ s a lUaminattag light upon the 
I ilmlX-*** Vm going to keep *t ***»»• *<*m** h» **tea practlwllji 
and U sat dowa like a stoat, wfAl aothia* to.our atook of famWiar quo-

They had just been introduced, and 
as she looked into his thoughtful blui 
eyes, the young girl felt that she hac 
at last met a man of high ideals. 

"Are you interested in the elevatioi 
of the masses, Mr. McSmudge?" sh< 
asked, after she had warked u p to th 
subject by easy conversation stages. 

"Intensely, Miss Gushington," he an 
swered. "I have dedicated my life t> 
this great work. I am just now in 
teresting myself i n cdrculating 
pamphlet on the subject, which I shal 
b e pleased to send you." 

"How lovely!" she murmured, S h 
knew that she had at last found a kin 
dred soul. 

But this world i s full o f bitter di» 
appointments, a n d It was a hard jo l 
t o Ethel ausbington*s finer seasibili 
t i e s when a few days later she receive!! 
with the compliments of John Weele; 
Mjcflmudge, a catalogue of passenge 
• levators for which h e w a s agent. 
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The ancient historians my that ore 
XSm miles of tfcft lower Nile were pre 
tacts* by artitclal erabaakrawnU a«4 
otfctr worki of ••fln««rin« skill. vJ 
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