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A New Stock
Extensive Assorimenis
Cholce Effects

A FEW PRICES.

per pair—Nottingham curteins in small sizes, 215 yards long.
e—ruffled muslin curtuins, neat in design, 2}, yards

ong. .
. ir—Ruflled muslin curtains of finer quality, splendid
7o per 8 08

Muslinn curtains in great varicty, 49c, per pr,

$1.00 per palr—Nottin ham curtains, 8 yards long, 46 in wiie,
prc?ty patterns,

$1.25 per palr—Nottingham curtains, cluny and fish net designs,
33 yards long, neat and attractive patterns.

$2.50 per pair— Mottingham Brussels curtains, fine met, dainty
destgns, durable qualities, ‘

$3.78 per p-lrd— Ilriah Point Curtains, rich and beautiful designs,

Y% yards long. .
$8.00 pze/r6 z.lr-—-At !yhls price we have wide assortments in real
N Brussels, extra fine Irish Points and Renaissance designs,

Swiss, Cluny, and real Renaissance,

. LLACE CURTAINS—49¢c. to $100.00 per pair.
SUMMER DRAPERIES—Chenllics, Tapestries, Damasks, Velours,
$1.50 to $29.00 per pair.

ff you have Curiain needs, it will pay you 1o get acquainted with our Curtaln Department.

uttonhole edge, an unusual value,

HOMES FURNISHED
rvon PANTRY ro PARLOR

RAVES,

Stillson St.

W Paper!
If you have never examined

J, R. Brady's Wall Paper
Do so this season. All 1902 goods
Silk, Burlap, Tapestrv, Ingrain
and papers us low as 24c a roll.
Painter and Decorater

Rochester Phone 818,

JOHN M. REDDINGTON,
Lehich Valley CO A_L..

Brighest, Cleanest, Best.

99 West Main Street.

Teleptone 390

SEGURITY TRUST G

ABSOLUTE SAFETY.

ROCHESTER,
N. Y.

OMPANY,

15 The Best Thing We Have to Offer
This Basls We Solicit Your Patrouage.

The accommodations we offer meet your requirements

l fOur rate of int. on deposits is satisfactory, and our rate on loans]low encugh
oy

You are not already a customer, Then We Invite You to Becowe One

Capital, $200,000.

EDWARD HARRIS, President.
JAMES 8. WATSON, Vice-President.

FRANK M. ELLERY, Secretary.

Surplus, $303,600.

Deposits, §5 000,000.

ALEX. M. LINDSAY, Vice-President.
JULIAS M. Wile, Manager.
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(andy daxalive -

25 cenl —

Til. .

JFor Indigestion, Constipation, Sick Headache, Heart suin, dour
Stomach, Belching of Gas, Puin in the Side.

: Ask Your Druggist for

Paine’s Celery Walfers.

All Losses Promptly and Kuirly Adjusted.

John H. McAnarney

(Successor to O'Grady & McAnarney.) |
Reliable Fire, Fidelity, Bond, Plate Glass Insurance |
Offices—101 and 108 Ellwanger & Barry Bldg. Entrance 89 State |

Pretty Wedding Invi

|
!

ations at this office.

TRLEPEONS 157

THOS.B. MOONEY
Funeral - Director

190 West Main Street,

ROCHESTER., - N.Y.

Commercial Tralning School,

THERESE C. HENDRICK,
Certificated Teacher and Practical Steno-
grapher, Principal. :
Pernin Universal Phonograpby. Highest
Gold Medal and Diploma Columblan Ex-
position,
Gommercla! and Englsh Branches,Spanish,
Cerman, Telegraphy 340 Powers Block.

MISS ELIZABETH  McCARTHY

TREACHER OF t

VOICE CULTURE AND PIANO
STUDIO 6783 Powers Bldg

Pay ne,s 'For sale by all Druggists. The Five-

R-1-P-A-N.S

lThere is scarcely any condition of ill-

health that is not henefited by the
occasional use of a R-I-P-A-N-8 Tabule.

Cent packet is enough for an ordinary

Are the ‘occasion. The family buttle 60 cents,

New
»Coaches

1868 Jeflerson Avenue.

B. V. LOGAN,

» {Undertaker.
No. 12 Sophia Street, -
.+ TTelophone 2248. Res. Tel. 1239.

Finest
in the Town.

Phone 879.

Geo. Engert & Co.,
.. COAL.

icipil Office snd Yard, Telephonessy
. 306 Exchange Street.

Y

mployer's Liabillty,  Plateglass
sﬁMigum 1860,

. 4
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! contains a supply for & year.
. [

CLEVELAND :

...AND... ]

BUFFALO

( “WHILE YOU SLEEP”
; UNPARALLELED NIGHT SERVICE. NEW STEAMERS
, “CITY OF BUFFALO"
|

z;
|

AND © ger.

*‘ “CITY OF ERIE"

both together being without doubt, in all

{ﬁspeict?. thf ﬁ}let; and fastest that are run in
e interest o e travelin 1

United States. - § public in the

DA!L'Tllﬂ!IEIDI?C: R.ENDAY.
Sleveland 8 P.M.  Buffale  6:30 AW,
Buffalo 8 * Clevsiand 6:30 *

Special Dnzgiﬁht (rips Bvery Saturday com.-
aen ng July 12th to August 30th inclusive.
ave Bultalo 8 A.M. Arrlve Clev M.
“  Cleveland 8 o Bul:l.:“ g P“'
CENTRAL STANDARD TIME.
ORCHESTRA ACCOMPANIKS tacH STEAMER
Connections made at Buffalo with trains for
all Eastern and Canadian points, at Cleveland
for Toledo, Detroit and ail points West and
Southwest.

o cemir e it vin C. & B. Line..
or 4y |

BEECIAL LOW' RATES CLEVELAND, 10

BURFALOQ D NIAGARA FALIS EVERY

SATURDAY NIGHT, ALSO BUFFALO TQ

ey rans A

Upon

" contemplated plan.

'keeper's shoulders. His

THE FOUR PINS.

The Count Bilelski, a nobleman of Po-
land, was a very ambiticus man., His
public utterances had displeased the
government. He was arrested, con-
demned to imprisonment for life and
confined in a dungeon far under ground
He had no light and never could tell
when 6t was day or nlght. He had no
one to speak to, for no one was allowed
to see him except the keeper of the
prison, and he was not permitted to
wpeak to his prisoners. He had noth-
ing to do. Days, weeks, months passed
on and he was still in his dungeon. He
was never brgught to trial and the un-
fortunate man was most miserable He
thought he would jose his senses, fur
his reason began to glve away.

{eeling all over his blouse one day he
found fuour pins and he actually wept
for jJuoy. Yet what could they be to
him? He took thern from his blouse
and threw them on the fluor of his dun-
gevon and then he went down on his
hands and knees and felt all over the
floor until he had found them.

This he continued to do day after day,
weel after week, month after month,
until the months rolled into years HBug
they were no longer weary years. He
had now an object in life He would
defeat the purpose of his jallers, who
fondly hoped to make him insane He
would llve now until he became an
aged man, cheered by the companions-
ship of his four pins. And then, when
he had become tuo old to move about
his narrow dungeon, he would be con-
tent to lJle down with his four sllent
fnjends and die.

In his dreame these pins would >ften
assume famdliar shapes. Their heads
wuuld take on the likeness of his
frlends and his relations. They would
“talk and laugh with him. How happy
, were these dream moments to the con-

demned. There was his dear old moth-'
v er's face. How she beamed upon thl'.q
And there were his beloved wife and:
his two rosy cheeked children--they
" kissed their chubby hands to thelir fath-
er! His heart seemed bursting with joy.
One night he had a fearful dreamm He
dreamed he had loat his pins' Oh, hor-
ror of horrors! The perspiration broke
out {n great drops upon his face, hls
arms, his breast Thus he found h.m-
aelf when, with a hoarse cry. he awoke.
He realized quickly that it was only a
dream. HIiIs beloved companions were
found in thelr accustomed place What
g sense of rellef now filled his heart as
he again betook himself to stumber
Ten years had passed, and the prison-
er and hls pins were still inseparable.
Hlis keeper, who never yet had spoken
to him, was now regarded with a new
interest. He feared that this man-
hated as one of his oppressurs—had dls-
covered his occupation, and that he
would endeavor to deprive him of this
solace. Carefully now he guarded his
plns.

One day he lost all his pins!

He had

_scattered them, he thought, as before,

but now they eluded his grasp He
carefully felt over every Inch of the
floor of his dungeon Agaln and again
he repeated his search until he grew
weary of the task, but not one pin
could he find.

As he lay angry and despairing on
the stone floor he was aroused by the
nolse of the keeper removing the chaira
and bolts from the dunr Presently he
entered, bearing with him the prison-
er's scanty supply of bread and water
By the dlm light of the torch which he
carried the prisoner fancied he could
discern a mocking smils upon his face.
This, then, was the cause He had
stolen his pins! He was now rejolcing
at hia discomfliture! He must have dis-
covered them while the prisoner slept.

" Hate now filled the =oul of the con-

demned His occupation had been stol-
en from him, but a new thought at once

. engaged his mind, diffusing thmugh:
him a kind of mad joy

He would de-
vise a means to torture, to kil hls!
keeper., He knew that this mun—the|
satellite of an offenslve government—!
desplsed him. He would be revenged. |

For a long time he gloated over his.
How lang he knew |
not. When suddenly a light shone be-
fore him. It came from the torch borne
by the keeper, who had returned. Plac-

i Ing his torch in a crevice in the wall' |
. he walked to the opposite corner of the YOU are a real good fellow, Zeb, but

dungeon from that in which the pria-
oner crouched, and, turning his back
toward him, began to fasten a chain to
the wall. Ha! he was then to be chain-
ed to the wall. Hls blood boiled at this
new dndignity. He wished to attack
the Kkeeper at once, but he had no
weapon. HIs eyes fell upon his hands.
They were long and sinewy. He had
once been a strong man, but long con-
finement and lack of nourishment had
weakened him. The keeper was un-
doubtedly a strong man. All this while
he remained with his back to the pris-
oner. It was plain he regarded him
with contempt and Adld not fear an at-
tack. He even humined a fragment of
an Insulting song.

Cautiously, slowly, llke a cat ap-
proaching & mouse, the condemned
moves upon his victim. Rage lends him
strength. With one bound he is on the
long, bony
hands meet llke a vise upon his throat.'
Then a terrible struggle begins. The
keeper tries to shake him off. elsa
strong mean, but he feels he s met
his match. Then the keeper beats mml
flercely upon the hesd and face with a
bolt of iron. The blood flows down his
face and blinds his eyes, but he does
not relax his hold. They roll upon the
ground, the condemned uppermost. The
keeper has managed to secure his dag-
He stabs the prisoner once in the

breast. Then the dagger falls from his
hand, his ey and tongue protrude in
e frightful manner, his face i® & mix-
ture of purple and red, blood trickles
from his nostrils. He is dead. :
With a manjacal cry of delight tha
prisoner staggers to his feet. blood
streaming from his breast and head.
He attempts to reach the door, but his
strength fails him. He is mortally hurt,
. With a scream he falls lifeless across

the threshold, striking his head uponl

‘the hard stone floor.

., But what of the pins? The prisoner ' Lhree tramps who had broken jall six

had been {n the habit before lying down
to sleep of fastening the four pins in the
left cuff of his bloume, The fear of de-
tection so operated upon his mind that
one night, in & it of somnambulism,
he had put the pins side by side in the
edge of the garment, and there they
were afterwatd found and cormented
upon by the suthoritdes of the prison.
J. H. Kirwis, o %
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,on his saddle.

. glade stood a white beech tree, and

. ‘ Thele vory frst words groved that

HOMESPUN
HEROISM

....BY C. B. LEWIB

Copyrizht, 1902,
By the S. S. McClure Company

1‘JMIV'~ v

When Zeb Johnson. Farmer Jones
hired man, came to the end of a row
wf eorn, be took a seat on a stump te
think things over. He realized that
s couldi’t glean much consolation
from mere thinking, but a crisis was
w he faced.

The evening before, after having
courted Jennte Tuaylor, the daughter
of another farmer, for a year or more,
hee bad asked her to mmarry bim aod
hnd been refused.  Zeb's courting had
congisted  of  encorting  Jennie to a
Fourth of July celebration, a circus
und a eornhusking, The intervals had
heen filled 1n by what he called *'sit
ting around” and declaring to bimself
that she wasg the sweetest and hand-
soruest girl in all the world.

There wasn't the slightest doubt in
s mind that he loved her, and he waa
equally sure that he was loved in re-

turn. It was therefore with a feeling
of supreme confldence ia the success
of his errand that he had dropped Into.
Taylor's and tried to keep his blushes
back apd his feet on the Hoor as he
sald:

**Jennle, 1 wag just thinking that we
ought to get murried {n the fall”

**Oh, you were?’ ghe replied, looking
up at him,

*Yes. I couldnt luve yon any more
it we was to court for five years.”

*Wlho's been courting?”

“We have, of course, and I want to

say’ —
“Don't say it,” she Interrupted. *“!
never even suspectad you were court-
ing. You've been hanging around more
or legs, bLut I suppused you came to
ree father.”

*But I've been loving you for a whole
vear and want you for my wife,” he
persisted, paling and shutling his feet.f

Miss Jenule was darning a hole in
the heel of one of her father's socks, !
She glopped her work as she sald serd
ously: |

Zeb, T couldn't marry n farmer, It
[ ecan't find my ideal, T shall never
marry at all. I'm somewhat romantie,
you know, and I'd be perfectly miser-
able if I married a plodder.” |

Do you mean that you want to mar-
ry some dude of a feller”” asked Zeb,
who had never heard of ideals or ro-
manee, :

**No, of course not. He must be
brave and gallant and save my life.'
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ZEB BAW THE SITUATION AT A GLANCE.

you are no hero. I think Lucinda
Jackson would make you a good wife.
Dorn't blame me, Zeb, and don't get
desperate and jump off the barn., 1
know you want to talk for an hour or
two yet, but it wouldn't do any good.
Good night, Zeb., The sooner you shine
up to Lucinda the quicker you can ask
her to marry you.”

Zeb Johnson went home a stricken
man, In a dim way he kpnew whut
Jennie sighed for. She was looking
for an armored knight to come along
on a prancing coal black steed and kill
three or four villalng and bear her off
Zeb had no armor, no
coal black steed, no desire to kill. He
was slmply out of it.

He sat on the stump and thought
hard, but .o consolation came to him.
The best thing he could get out of it
was a grave under a willow tree, a
grave over which Jennie might come
and weep when tired of walting for her
knight.

“Yes, 1t shall be death,” safd Zeb as
he rose from the stump. “I'm lop
shouldered, knee sprung and hump-
backed, and I couldn’t be a hero if I
was pald a hundred dollars a month.
There's nothing lef{ but to hang my-
self.”

He went to the barn, procured a rope
and started for the woods. He had se-
lected the tree and the limb. In a little

there, amid the songs of birds and the
rustling leaves of the wild grape, the
rope should choke the life out of him
and his body should be left to swing
in the summer breeze,

‘While Zeb was after the rope things
were happening in that Httle glade.

miles away the previeus evening were
in hiding, and XMiss Jennie had Wan-
dered into the woods to stundy botany
and wonder when that armored knight
would make his appearance. :8he was
thinking of guerdons and lances and
squires and steeds when she confront-
ed the three tough specimens of hu-

' to go look at the moon.
president’s message.’

they were not chevaliers. Tlere was
nothing suave and gentle and ecour-
teous about the way they ordered ber
to git down and keep her mouth shut.
8he had blundered uppn thewm, and
they didn’t propose to let her go and
glve the alarm before they were ready
to move on. What with their oathsx,
thelr vile jokes and their threats she
bad a bad quarter of an hour of it,
and her knleht came not.

Zeb Johneon did, however. e came
with slow giep and downcast heall, as
is proper when a man 18 going to hang
himself. Iie was thinking of Jenmwe
and wondering if it hurt much to hang
oneself. There was a tear {n uobe eye
aud a4 gleaw of determipation in the
other when he suddenly appeared be-
torf the ragged, dirty trio and their
prisoner.

!
The tramps might have holted if they

hiad had a minute’s warning, but as it
was they had to tight. Zébh saw the
situntion at a glance, and the light of
battle famed up In his face. It is a
good thing to go out to hang oneself
aud tind a scrap at band to postpone
matters.

It was a fight that upreooted bushes
and small trees and plowed furrows up
and down the glade, but at the end of
ten minutes Zeb was victor and had the
three on the earth under his feet. ke
wus still breathing hard and wiping
the blood off his pose when a gentle
voulee walled out:

“Oh, Zeb, Zeb, suppose you hadn't
come!”

“But 1 did come,” replied Zeb, “and I
guess I've given ’em a licking to last
a year. Where was that hero of
yours?”’

*[--1 don't know.”

“Ougbt to have been around, hadn't
Le?”’

“Y-yes—that is, no. No; I don’t want
him.”

“Anything happened?”

“Yes. ['ve got all the hero I want.
Zeb, I'm sorry., and if you want to get
warried, and if"'—

“Well, let me kick *em a few times,
and then I'll go home with you and
ask the old folks what they think about
it. It wus lucky I thought of playing
the fool and hanging myself.”

Puzrxled the Frenchman.

Sergeant Harry., who acted as usher
in the White House during Uleveland's
second term. told this story: I will
never forget the message DPresiden:
Cleveland sent to Secretary Olney one
night. It was this way: There was an
eclipse of the moon that night, and
President and Mrs. Cleveland were
much Interested in watching {t. ‘I
don't belleve Olney knows about it
sald Mr. Cleveland, ‘and he will be
sorry to miss it Then very quickly,
‘Harry. go telephone Olney to look at
the moon'’

“I went to the phone, and Olney's
chef or butler or something Freneh an-
swered. 'The president sends word to
Mr. S8ecretary to lovk at the moon,” I
said. *l'o look at vat? answered the
Frenchman., ‘The moon,” | repeated.
‘Ze vat? again he asked. ‘The m-o0-0-n”
I spelled, ‘the moon.’ ‘'Is ze presiden’
in hies mind® ‘Yes; he tells Mr. Olney
Give him the
‘But vat for iss
dat--to look nt ze moon? I then sald a
word or two and rang off.

About an hour later the same butler
called us up and, with more deasity in
his tone thpn even before, sald, ‘Mees
talre Secretary desires to say to Mees.
taire President zat he hass looked at
ze moon, and he iss mooch obliged? ”

Didn't Sult Washington.

Until the early part of the last cen-
tury Milford, Conn., had a house in
which Washington was said to have
spenat & night. It was in 1789, when

Washington made a tour of New Eng-'

land. Tradition says that there were
certain things about his stay at the
Milford tavern which he did not enjoy.
The supper set before him consisted of
bolled meat and potatoes. He was not
pleased with the meal and asked for a
bow!l of bread and milk. The landlord
brought the new order and a broken
pewter spoon with which to eat it.

“Have you no better spoons than
this?” asked General Washington.

“It’'s the best 1 have in the house,
sir,” replied the host.

“Send me the servant,” sald his ex-
ecellency. “Here's 2 shillings. Go to the
ninister's and borrow a silver spoon.”

Tradition does not add whether he
ot the spoon or not.:

Describing a Wedding.

A young woman clerk at the court-
house was asked to report for the
Wellington (Kan.) Mail a wedding
that was to take place in the office of
the probate judge. Here is her jour-
nalistic achievement, otherwise not
even the nasnes being given: ’

“The bride was sixteen years ola,
wore a short dress and black kid shoes,
Mack dress, red choker, blue velvet
hat, with plumes arranged to give a
wing effect, crown flat and white
rosette in front. The groom was tall,
gawky and light complected, wore a
blue necktie, striped trousers, dark
blue barred sack coat, standing collar,
black shoes laced upside down, with
sirings trailing.”

Fairly Warned.

An old circus man says that he once
arrived at Steelton, Pa., early in the
morning to make arrangements for &
circus performance at that place. Tc
obtain his license it was necessary to
gsee the burgess of the town. The first
person he met was a large, burly Vir-
ginia negro, who was on his way te
work at the steel works. He approach-
ed the fellow and said, “Captain, can

' you tell me where I can find the bur
gess of Steelton?”

“Say, boss, I is a stranger around
hare inyself, and all I can say is keep
away from dem Burgesses. I was en
gged to be mahried one time to Mary
Klizabeth/ Burgess, and dey is a pesky
lot of niggers.”’ : ;s
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There ts no Unbellef?
Whosever plants & seed benesth the sod
And walts to see it push away the clod,
Trust he in God.

There is no Unbeitef®
Whoever says, when clouds are in the
sky,
Be patient, heart, light breaketh by
by, .
; Trust the most High.

‘There is no Unbelief?
Whoever sees 'neath Winter’'s flelds of
sNOwW
The silent harvests of the future grow,
God's power must know.

There i3 no Unbeliel?
Whoever lies down on his couch to sieep,
Content to lock each sense In stumber
, deeD.
) Knows God will kgep.

There is no Unbelief*
Whoever says to-morrow, the uunt.,.. w~no,
The future trusts that power alone

He dare disown.

There is no Unbelief?
The heart that looks on when dear ye-
1ids close
And dares to lve when Ife has only
woes,

God's comfort knows.

There is no Unbelief*
For thus by day and night uncons.: isly
The heart lves by that faith the lips
deny,
God knoweth why.

THE COURSE OF THINGS.

*“It's been for years, and I s’pose it'ID
keep on bein’,”” remarked Mrs. Marke-
ley to her husband, at the same time
knitting her brows and looking more
intently at the letter which she held
{n her hand.

““What's that that's keepin’ on =&-
. beln'?’" returned the husband, remov-
ing his glasses from their proper place
and pushing them on the top of his
head.
| “Now, Phil, T'll just tell youn. Hetre
I've been for the past four years leokin’
forward to the time wher Nell would
come home from that college an edu-
cated woman, but n¢w I've read her
letter, and all them cherished hopes are
,throwed to the winds. We must walit
another year before she comes home,
that'll make it five years her bein’
away gettin’ an education. 1 do be-
lleve that if {t didn’'t take so long for a
body to get these things, T wouldn't be
80 prejudiced against them. Bhe writes
and asks for her usual yearly allow-
ance.”

1 s’pose we better send Tom to town
at once with & check, so that she'll get
jt in the malil that she’ll be most llkely
to lovk for it, for like as not she's
needed money long ‘'fore this'" sald Mr.
Markeley. '

*Phil Markeley, I do belleve you'd
sell the last cow we had on the place
to give Nell everything she wants,” re-
joined his wife.

‘“Well, yon know, Mary, that now-a-
days the one thing most needed I8 a
good education, and Nell bein' our only
girl, I feel that we might as well do all
in our power toward lftir’ her in this
worid. If she has an education, she can
come home and teach our school, then
I know there wouldn't be the wrangle
there always has been, and I don't have
no doubts but what Pete Jones would
send his seven boys, and like as not
Abe 8mith would let his girls come,
too, cause all them boys and girls were
always mighty fond of Nell.”

“T hadn't thought of that,” sald Mr=s.
Markeley. ‘I guess she plays music,
too. We could get an organ in town,
and have it brung out and set In the
best room, and then we'd have Nell
teach the Smith girls and 1 8'pose {f
she didn°t charge much. Ben Walker
would let Mary, his oldest gir], and
Beth, the youngest, and maybe them
between, learn to piffy, for I never saw
s man in all my days that loved musio
like Ben does.”

Before the sun had gone down Tom
had been to town, posted@ a letter to
Nell, containing a check, which would
enable her to complete her education.
Tom drove home that night thinking
of his sister, whom he had not seen for
four long years.

i Days grew into weeks, and weeks
came to be months, and only an occa~
sional letter came from Nell

| Tom, a stalwart farmer boy of twen-
ty years, wondered what change four
years at boarding school could have
upon his sister. Mr. Markeley feared
his daughter would want (o marry
some worthless college chap, who would
never amount to a farthing, and poor

Mrs. Markeley had fearful forebodings
that Nell would want to take to fixin®
and turnin’ thin~3 upside down in and
i about the house and farmyard.

At last Nell graduated and sent a
message that she was coming home,
} Mrs. Markeley artanged the house, Mr.
 Markeley tended the yard and Tom
» curried the horses, taking special care
| with the one that was to be driven to
the station, to meet Nell, a distance of
three miles,

The mdérning of her arrival came at
last, as Tom drew near he saw his 8is-
ter, now a woman of twenty-two, pos-
sessing a lovely face and an eduoation,
and Tom wondered how Nell could ever
be content again at home. Mr. and
Mrs. Markeley greeted their daughter
with usual parental affection. Nell soon
made her father to know that she had
no matrimonial intentions, and her
mother to observe that she took delight
in making her old home cheerful and
comfortable.

The fall schooi term opened with Nell
as teacher, and every Saturday was
spent in Imparting meusic, the one study
Nell loved, to the chixiren_of the neigh-
borhood.

“It’s ben for years, and I s'pose it'll
keep on bein’,” remarked Mrs. Marke-
ley, as she observed Nell conming' up the
road from school, one evening.

“Yes,” said her husband, “and it's ed.
ucation that changed the course of
things.”-—Womankind.
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Stanley Weyman's First Novel,
Rtanley Weyman first thought of
opening up the romance of esrly French
history when sitting moodily in the
smoking-room of his club mourning
over hix bad luck in literature. The
plot of his miost successful novel flagh-
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