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WAY OF DQING BUSINESS..

. o J— - . ’ -
iiial,,tu. ¥¥ho Was Ususlly Foupa
wep, Iennted Being Awhkened to
: ‘Dmver & Loiter-—somme Lemarks by Dr.
‘Gudow in His Book *Norhers Spaln.”

- Foreélgners in Spaln see many irregu-
.- Jarities, especlally in the postoffices,
tys the Youth's Companian.
# village of 1,200 inhabitants, in north-
ern Spain, the postmaster was an old
" 1aam Who was usually found asleep, and
. being stirred up to deliver a
. atter. In the larger postoffices the
helght of contugion is 1esched because
* letters are put into pigeonholes alpha-
petically arranged, sccordlng to  the
fancy of the postmaster.

“Mr. John 8mith" says Dr. Gadow,
4p his "Nortthern Spain,” will on in-
quity probatbly be told there i8 nothing
for him because the letter {s safely
lodged under J, the pustmaster having
mistaken Smith for un additional sur-
name; but Jobhn Smith. isq., will as
ikely he relegated to X, and unless the
' postraaster is amleably Inclined your
Yetter has a good chance of remaining
there
glearance, when
through the dead-letter office. 1 say
soay, because such letters are conslder-
ed troublesome and have a knack of
dAisappearing.”

Dr. Gaduw, having obtalned an {otro-
duction to the postmaster of Potes and
excthanged complimnents with him, was
invited to look through his shelves and
take his cholce. Eir came arross a let-
ter addressed to a gept'eman in Cabe-
20N, A tOWN at some dicy 1 ce {1om Poles
On asking why it had ~a7 heen sent on
he received this startling answer:
sophat man 18 a forelzner |8 he not?
Well, numbers of shangers come to
Potes and he {gas 1ikeiy toturn up here
as nt Cabezon!”

At San Bebastian Dr Gadow called at
the postoffice twice for a reglstered let-
ter contalning a remittance from his
panker, and was assured that nothing
had arrived. On pruutinga note from
the English canenl the letter was forth-
coming with the excrse that the post
had just come in e painted out that
tne local postmark wns five days old;
then the prstmaster answered that as
Gadow ended with w n lelter repre-
gented {n Spanish hv deable o or double
v. the nme was a di1ficult one to pigeon-
hole.

New York's Dead,

The dead of Londnn requlre an an-
pnual waste of (wenty-three nerea  of
valuab}e ground. If 1000 persons are
erowded Into tho spacs of one acre, the
1imit in the case of ths mast populated
graveyard and If we accept tho present
rate of mortality, t wenty per 1.000 in-
babitants, as the standard, New York,
with a population of 2.500000 would
have to provide rooru fn: 71000 corpses
and would require anmually seventeen
and one-half arres to hury them in.
Jnless the custom i1s «h n<ged, the avall.
able room in the vicunity of all large
cities will gradua'ly Le absorbed by
remalins of the lead.

In considering the welfare of tndivid-
aals, the expenditure of une may benetit
another, but citizens should be treated
on equal terms. Wich the exception of
Greenwood, almost ali rcemeteries used
in the meighborhool of New York are
elther poorly managed by churches or
administered for the henefit of a few
fortunate shareholders, The rural
cemetery law, as amended in 1879, al-
dows them to divide amon, themselves
the net profits from the =ale of plats.
Realizing about $200% for an acre,
which hardly cost $2.000, their invest-
ments bring large revennes, and are
esteemed valuable. By assuming the
guise of benevolent socleties, owners
succeeded In evading payment of taxes
vhich thelr less [ortunats nelghbors are
obliged to pay. [he trustees are never
called upon to make reports to the
state, and they give but scanty inform-
ation to their stockhulders.

' Tho ldest Familles,

The most anclent family in the
world is that of the Mikado ot Japan,
which has an unbroken line of descent
for more than 2,600 years; the present
ruler being the one hundred and twen-
ty-second of the line.

The most ancient family in Great
Britaln is that of the Earl of Mar, in
Scotland. Llord Hailes, speaking of the
title, says, “It existed before our rec-
ords and before the era of genuine
history, being an eartdom whose origin
is lost in I8 antiquity.” The Camp-
bells, to whom belongs the present
PDuke of Argyll, hezan in 1180. Out of

- the 400 barons in the British peerage
only about a dozen actually date back
600 years,

The Grogvenor family (Dukes of
Westmingter) trace their pedigree
England back to 1066, having come over
with Wiltiam the Conqueror, while the
family in Normandy from which they
are directly descended flourished there
for at least a century and a half be-

fére the Conguest, so that the famlly
. pedigree goes back for close upon a
“thousand years.

8

o " The Usial Way.
s, Gresthead—What kept you go
at that meeting?

M, Gitdathiead—1 had to draw up a
1pgx set of resolutions for publication,
yinplinenting - Mr. Bullheads great
deney, a8 a “member of the board,
pressthe Soir hearifelt rogret at
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" Raobert Allen walked down from the

At Poteg -

Allen walked briskly $n front, and pert
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TUE SCHOOLNASIEL.

m

.2llroad station at Earlvilie five miies

to Swansea's Crossing o apply for the
Red Brick school.

hickory shirt rolled up.

and said “How d’ do

of the fleld, where (here was a waler
Jub burled in the loug grass under a lo-
cust tree, Allen hauded him the let-

- ——

'

the words to himself and wr’
. Bis bushy browas.

“You'd hev to strike out from ye:
ghoulder,” he sald presently. ln this
here deestrict it aita’'t so much the
bigness of yer head as Il 18 the feelin
of yer fists.”

He Jooked at Allen shrewd.y, ' :ane
ing one arm on the lence., Aled was
a allm little fellow, spectacled a..l seris
Qus,

*Oh, 1 dom’t think 14 have 2ay trou-
ble,” he said, qui.e cuatldestyy, for he
knew that the passibllity of another
year at college would depend largely
on his earnings during ihis winter.

“They's a lot of edd.cation In fists,”
remarked the schoul diiec.er, and Al-

nkling ugp

until the quarterly or anmual! Jen felt that his eyes were taking a
it may be returned | note of his slender wuite hands, “an’

that's the kind of edication that's
wanted at the Red B:. s schoul. "I'hey
aln’t bad boys dowa (uere, but theyre
big an’ slrong an' lull o! their capers,
an’ all they need is a ltvely liekin’ or
two.”

But Allen needed money very much,
indeed.

"It I don't make a »u« 43 of it after
a week's trial,” be s..l1, 1t won't cost
your district a ceut”’

At thig the shrewd farmer began to
take an interest in Ali.s  He felt that
be wus geotting a goud bargaln.

“*“Waal,” he drawle!, brushind down
the sleeves of his shirt, 'we’'ll go over
an’ see Brown a1 (ir.,in. ‘They'r¢
the vther meinbers of the board.”

50 it happened that betore evening
Robert Allen was hied (0 teach the
schodl at Swaunsea’s (‘rossing, “provide-
in’ allays,” as the director assured him

the school.

Scbhool was to begin the second Mon-
day in Octoser The Lew schoolmaster
started early with nis bouks under his
arm and a feling tu his heart that he
was an explorer just on the bounda-
ries uf some Dew lunsd
the schoollhouse a shiny-fated

slde looking up at him shyly

“Are you the new teacher?’ ghe aske
ed, timidly

“*Yes, and are you oune of my pu-

terson.”

little Jenny Petersun On the two poe-
vious nights she had wailted for him,
sitting patiently on the steps wih her
empy dlnner pail be,ide her uantil he
was ready to go. Aund each morning
she had ceme with a big red apple and
left i¢ shyly on his desk. blushing up to
her brown hair whey he thanked her,
But this evening ..e¢ was nowhere to
be seen.

‘When the master reachied the corner

littie face looking bie:weren two of the
rails. It was Jeony, aud she was cry-
ing pitituily.

*“Teacher,” she called

bank of fluffy goldeirud

“You didn‘t
home with me.,” he sard, kindly

**No, sir,”” she answeied, the tears
filliny her blue ey(s. Then she stam-
mered: Woun't you go ‘'way? I'm so
‘frald. The big boys are goin to—
to- —-"

*"Make trouble”"
v *Yes, sir; on kriday mornlng, an’—"

The blood surged hot into the school-
master's face and then fled, leaving it
white,

“How do you know""
sternly.

‘1 heard 'em talking to-day in the
woodshed. It's Ber: Rich'son an’ Bil]
Bunner an'—an'—all the rest,” and
Jennle broke again Intu sobs.

“There, never mind,” sald the mas-
ter; “I'm not afraid, and I thank yov
very much, indeed.”

Then Aller strode on up the hill At
the top he looked back and there wau
Jennie's tearful face =!Il peering
through the worm fence of the stub-
Liefield.

All the next day the master worket
hard on the prublem before him anc
by evening he had solved it. When
school was dismissed and Bert Rich-
ardson was going out with the other
boys the master stopped him and sald,
pleasantly:

“I believe you sometimes go home
across the creek aund through tha
woods, don't you?”

“Yes,” was the not ungracious ans-
wer.

“Would you mind having company
to-night? I've ‘bhad it in my mind t¢
explore the waads over there a little,
They look attractive.”

Bert's brown face assumed a pyzzled
expression. “I'll wait for you,” he

he asked,

He clung about the dcorway with his
dinner paii, while the other boys wen:
off up the road shouting back at him
derisively. He didn’'t feel at all com-
fortable alone with the schoolmaster,
and he kicked the heel of his cow-hide
shoes Into the gravel impatiently.

Allen busied himself as usual about
the school house. e swept it oul
carefully, rubbed off the blackboards
and locked up his deak.

"Oh, Bert,” he sald, “would you
mind vaking this basket of rubbish tg
the weodshed?”

Bert went, thankful that ncne of the
boys remalined to see him. He didn"t
undexrstand this cool little fellow in
spectacles, who apparently did not
stand In the least awe of the big boys
of the school. When he returned with
. the basket he found the master read)
to go. They walked down a narrow
path back of the dchoolhouse, With the
wesds and the marsh grass cling-

Bl 1

nboﬁt. thelr feet as they passed

o '
T

of the Peterson’s fleld he saw a white'

He ftound Fisk, the ) b
director, in a field at the end of a long,  ©38 find ‘em now,
brown lane, with the sleeves of hisi %
It was eariy B8re
in the morning, and the sun ;vas B’mll- .
ing upon the dewy hazel bushes along
&hi wrt};:‘m fence. IMisk straighteped up Bert was a great fisherman.
And then, before he knew {t, the big'
voice. Then he led Allen to the edge tountry boy’s cheeks were glowing' these is near Mt. Hecla, Iceland; an-
: with excitement and interest as he told |

\u a pig, heary |

ters of recommendation which the pro- |
fessors had given hiw, and he read lstened with fasclnated eyes as Allen!
them twice over, mutieriug some of told of a deer hunt in Northern Wis-| cabinet may be almost called a minis-

g his elbows.

over and over, “"that uider Is kep' In qgetther fighter u'tered a sound. Back

Halft way to . Lage

pils?”

The little girl dug one of her toes Into t(he water
into the sand and tiu aed

“Yes, 6ir,”" she salu. 1'm Jenny Pe-

After school on V/edpesday, as he tuces dripped with water,
was about to start for hume, he missed looked at the pupil and the pupll look-

oouced Lost bis shouiders Lad ek ac-
tive, fearless swing, :

“How's flshing ia the creek?”

“Oh, fair—-only it's fizhed too much,
Ust to be lots of perch and sunnies,
Put there's only a fow holes where you

“I suppose ypu know just ;vhere they

and the master glanced back at
Bert.

‘Dt his famous fishing experiences and

discussed bait with the schoolmaster. |

Bert had not bunted much, and 8o ho

consin, and explalned the setting ot'
deadfalls for bear. Bert even forgot
‘!ba.z he was the pupll and that Allen
was the master. They had been walk-
lng down the edge of the little ecreek
among the wild locust and beeches, and
lnow they had come to a broad, open
space, softly carpeted with grass, an
outlet to a big meadow that sloped
.gently up to the main road. Here the
schoolmaster paused suddenly and
| taced his pupll. Then he deiiberately
took off his coat and vest and laid
them neatly on the grass. He rolled
, back his eleeves in a hard bunch near
All this time Bert looked
on with wondering eyes, but without
a8 word.

“Do you care to take off your coat
and hat?” asked the schoolmaster in a

calm, low voice.
“What do you mean?’ stammered
the boy.

]l mean to give you a thrashing—
you know very well what for. Either
you are to run the Red Brick school or |
Il am. I thought we would better set-
tle it by ourselves beforehand.”

' In an Instant Berts coat apd hat
were off, but his face was pale. For a
moument the two Jooked each other in |
the eye.

“If you win.” sald the master, calm-
ly, "l leave Swansea's, If 1 win yovu are

'to act like a gentlemun in school. Do
you understuand?”

Bert nodded.

The pupl! sought to clench and crush

I his weaker antagon!st, but the master,
wiry and actlye and derermined, kspt
him at arms’ length, da. tuug In and out
and striking quick blows with his fists.
There were no tests nor pauses, and

Iand forth across the griss they strain-
ed and panted, thelr white arms glis-
tening and thelr eyes steadily hxed |

~upon each other VFora full ive min-

,utes and five minules that seemed an |
hour pelther fighter gatnd advan- |

Then sudeuly Hort rushed {n like

Iittle an infurtated bull, takiug a stinging
girl 1o a callco dress stowd at the road- blow from the teacher s fist as he cAIm¢€,

{and the two rolied together on  the !
grass There they ‘e, tord turning !
| over and over. grap,'.g and cllnch-
ing, and thus they cawmr to the edge of
’Lhe creek and plumped over the bank

N

The n~udden asplash
| loosened thelr grip aud they both
struggled to their feet T'keir halr was
 Washed down uver tnelr eyes and thetr
Thé master

at the master.

I don’t care to ight any more,” 3aid
the teacher, sulemnly Do you?"

“No,” and then they both panted
and laughed.

Allen reached out a muddy hand and
Bert clasped it tight And then they
clilmbed out of the creek, washed their
faces and wrunmg oul their clothing.
I'hey went home.

The next morning Bert was late The
other boys had walted for hlm impa-
tlently until the last bell began to ring.
- " The teacher's talked him over,”
sald Tom Harris, angrily.

*Well, let's go aheaw, anyway,” ansg-

Allen walked to 1} fence through a' wered WIIl Rice, and the moment they

wall tu night to walk, Just as it was reaching its height in

look thelr seats the, trouble began.
came Bert. He looked flushed and un-
comfortable, and sidled to his seat
without glancing at the tcacher. There
was a slight bruise ou his chin, other-
wise he showed no marks of the con-

test of the night befure. All the boyas
lovked at him trium,hantly. He had
not deserted them. after all. Tha

schoolmaster was pale and quiet, but
calm. He eaw that the time for the
graat struggle had come.

Suddenly Henny Rice rose in his seat
and threw his speller across the room
at Nat Bowles. It was the signal for
the revolt.

“Come forwerd to the platform,”
commanded the little schoolmaster,
with a slight quaver in his voice,

“Shan’t!"”

The boys laughed aloud and cheered
and the girls began to whimper. Lit«
tle Jennie Peterson sat straight up in
her seat, white and still. with the big
tears running down her cheeks.

The master had paused only a mo-
ment. Now he was walking down the
alele with his boxwood rule in his
hand.

“‘Step to the platform,” he sald stern.
ly, when he reached Henny's desk.

Henny nelther stirred nor looked up,
The master laid hold of his collar and
sent him sprawling on the floor. The
next moment there was a shout, and
the big boys in the back of the room
rose in a body to their feet.

“Stop that. Put him out,” they
sbouted, '

‘The teacher paused, white and de-
termined, but before he could speak
Bert Richardson sprung from his seat.

““Hold on, there,” he said. ‘'The firat
fellow that touches that teacher has
got me to fight, too.”” And in his ex-
citement he brought his fist down on
the stove with the blow that made the
covers rattle. There was & startled
pause, and the teacher stepped back
to the platform. The school subsided
into quiet with towsled-headed Henny
sitting on the floor where he bhad been
thrown, blinking.

‘““Henny, come forward ¢o the plat-
form,” repeated the teacher, and Hen-
ny stumbled up the aisle, hanging his
head. ‘

“Did yon throw that book?"

“Yes, sir.”

“Will you ever do it again?”

"NO, sh‘." c .

*You may go.”

Angd that was the last trouble at the
Red Brick school. It was the most
successful term that Swanses’s Cross-
ing over had known, and when Allen
yeturped to college in the fall Bert
Richardson went with | ms&]u:a

some 2

~

with & new ambition to
toxre than & village rowdy,

*Yes,” was the proud answer, for,

| pay for his crime by the loss of his

CHATLETS. 3.~ ED PARAGRAPHS. -
- ra— ce . M .

The dairy industry of Iowa éon-
tinues (o grow. There are now 1,002
creameries (n the state, against 954 in!
1897 and 861 in 1886,

The quickest trip ever made from
the Cape in South Africa to Bouthamp-
ton was by the Carisbrook Castle in 15
days and oune hour.

Three places at least are known
where green snow are found. One of

other 14 miles east of the mouth of the
Obf, and the third near Quito, South
Amerira.—Philadelphia Inquirer.

As ministries go, the new Freneh

try of youth. M. de Freycinet is its
only old—or elderly—member, his age
being 70. Next in age come M. Lock-
roy, who is 56; M. Peytral, who is 65;
M. Viger, 54; M. Guillain, 54; M. De-
lombre, 50; M. Dupuy, 47, M. Leygues,
46; M. Deleasse, ¢6; M. Lebret, 45,
and M. Krantz, who is a mere youth of
four.—London Chronicle.

Lieutenant-Colonel F. W, Kitchener,
8 brother of the Sirdar, who has been
appointed governor of Khartoum,
served in the Afghan wAr of 1878-80 as
transport officer to the Cabul fleid
force, and was present in the advance
ou Cabyl under General Roberts. He
also served with the Dongola expedi-
tion, under 8ir Herbert Kitchener, in
1896, as director of transport, includ-
ing the engagement at Firket and the
operations at Hafir.

A London magician, who has given
entertalnments many years at Egypt-
fan hall, kept up an offer of $2,5600 re-
ward for a duplicate of his box, which
a man gets in and out of mysteriously.
A clever mechanic solved the problem
and demanded the money, but Maske-
lyne refused to pay, as he clatmed that,
though this box did the work of his
the mechanism was different. He
would not disclose his own in court,
however, and the jury rendered a ver-
dict against him.

The Neue Wiener Tagblatt states
that the dungeon in which Lucchenl,
the assassin of the Empress Elizabeth.
is now confined has na windows, its
walls are of cold, generally damp.
stone, lts floors of stone, its ceiling ot
stone, and that Lucchen! will probably

eyesight and his reason. Only once in
a fortnight is he permitted to walk in
the prison court-yard for half an hour,

He daes not even see the attendants
who bring him his daily rations at 6
o'clock every morning, and pass them,
through an opening vver the {ron door
which cluses the dungeon.

Our Constantinople correspopdent
writes, under date of Nouvember 12:
“The Turkish newspaper BSahab was
seized yesterday and {ts publication
suspended because it contalned the
phrase ‘that wicked Padishah’ The
editor explalns that his offence I8
wholly due to an untoward accident.!
The Intention had been to say ‘majes-
tic Padishah,” but the compositor care-
leasly pushed the two preceding letters
up to the final waw, thus transforming |
the word which means 'majestic’ into.
‘that wicked.” It remains to be seen
whether this explanation will be !'oundl
acceptable to the eyes of the offended
sovereign.”—London Times.

/
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QUEER ADVERTISEMENTS

A Western farmer advertises for al
woman to ““wash, iron and milk two
cows.”

An advertisement once appeared ip
8 Washington paper for “'a room for a
young man 10 by 12.

This is supplemented by the truth-
ful but discouraging advertisement of
a dentist. "Teeth extracted with great
pains.” »

“No person,” wrote an imaginative
undertaker, “‘ever having tried one of
these alr-tight coffias of ours will ever
use any other,” says an exchange.

This is an advertisement from the
columns of an English court journal:
“Blankets! Blankets! Blankets! Foi
domestic and charitable purposes of
every description, quality, size and
weight."”

The following advertisement is from
an Australian paper: ““Wanted, 8
young woman (the plainer the better)
to help a small, genteel family in thetr
domestic matters! one without ring-
lets preferred.”

An American paper published 1in
Paris recently contained-the following
unique advertisement: “A young man
of agreeable presence, and desirous of
getting married. would like to make,
the acquaintance of an aged and ex
perienced gentleman who could dis.
suade him from taking the fatal step.’

Here is a specimen of domestic ad-
vertising from the columns of the Lon.
don Times: “Mrs. George Ashton, §
Victoria street, Westminster, takei
this opportunity of thanking her nu.
merous friends for their kind letters of
sympathy on the dissolution of he
marrlage.” o

- |

-~

DAYS GONE BY.

India rubber is not absolutely wate:
tight.

A good locomotive usually lasts 1§
years. During that time it travels
something like 1,000,000 miles,

A light of one candle power can bq'
plainly seen at a distance of one mile '
and one of three candle power at twq,
miles. ‘

Reed pens, shaped after the fashion
of quill pens, have been found in Egyp-
tlan tombs dating probably from 2,50¢
B, C.

The small letter “i” was formerl)
writtea without the dot, which was
subsequently added to distinguish #'
from the letter “e" in hasty writing. ‘

The friends that weaith mikes are
a8 (he guicksands, bt the frisnds of
poverty are like the dued stars in
beavon. _

A vwifes wise counselling entereth
her husband’s mind and afier ma&ny
days returoeth to her in jewels and
precious raiment.

The idler that dreameth of gold
sufferct® hunger, but he who hath dug
for it liveth in a palace.

The heart of 4 woman s as a drive
en well: aud he who would sound its
depths must bLe viessed In patience;
even llke one who dives for pearis.

It were safer to place your mouth
on the mizzle of a gun than on the
wouth of a deceitful woman,

Sometimes we envy the prosperity
af a wtcked man, little knowing how
he wicked man envies ua.

1t we;e better to be kicked by your
frilend than kissed by your enem'y.

"T'ware better to see clearly with one
eye than mistily with two.

()4r tcars are brine to the world’s
t4late, bud our wmerriment reverberates
throwgh the world's heart.—Walter
Pacdreer.

VYo umen belleve a whole heap they
don': anow, and they know a whole
keap they don’t belleve.

If a woman takes the .roulile to
nate you, you're always got a fghting
:hance.

Men really need very tender handl-
Ing. Scratch them and you may find
the hrute.

The wise man regrets nothing in life
but the pleasures he has missed.
There will e time enough after death
to regret the pleasures he enjoyed.

There is one real good thing in
and that is work: bhut there s
another so like it that you seldom
xnow the difference, and that is when
3 woman works you.

It the truth be told, the ordinary
marriage is merely the result of a mu-
tual misunderstanding.

A woman never really likes a man
t{ll he lets her have her way, and then
she begins to hate him.

“Clever” is wusually the excuse of-
fered for a man who ought to have
done something better.

It takes two to make a quarrel, but
{t's usually the work of a third.

Fine feathers don't pay the landlord.

e
[P SAN

The wise man always goes s8low
when he is in a hurry.
The man who isn't true to the

world Isn’t true to himself

Many Kentucky settlers look suspic-
lously like six shooters.

No man can be a successful miser
unless he I8 lost to all sense of
shame.

Silver bulllon owned by the govern-
meut {8 often hard pressed for money.

Mother Nature does a great many
things that the stepmother habit fies
to undo.

Nature supplies & man with charac-
ter. but he must furnish his own repu-
tation.

Any foo] can write poetry, but the
wise editor doesn't allow it to appear
in print.

A man who is supposed to know
says his better half's idea of besuty is
ouly sealskin deep.

A misanthrope is a man who pre-
tends to be disgusted with all man-
kind, but in reality he is disgusted
only with himself. ~-Chicago News.

THE END MaN

“The best feather bed.” sald the al-
falfa phllosopher, “comes from spring
chickens.”

“I’'m the whole cheese,” sald the bull
In the china shop. “'If you come my,
way Pekin.”

The ordinary hired girl can break

} up china much faster apd more effec-

tually than the combined powers.

First Farmer—And you didn't have
a slngle cow shot on the Fourth of
July? S8econd Farmer—No, | disguis-
ed all my cows as deer.

Kansas man visiting {n Denver—
‘We have lots of near neighbors now.
Friend—"Why, I thought your near-
est neighbor was twenty miles away.”
“Yes; but we've had a cyclone since
then.”

“And what does the story of the
prodigal son teach us?’ asked the
Sunday school teacher. ‘"It teaches us
how to get the fatted calf,” was the
prompt reply of the bad boy at the
foot of the class.

“Are you doing much gardening,
Miss Struckmore?” “No, not much.
You see | have mot got the proper
stockings. for such work.” “Got‘
what?”” “The proper gtockings—the
rubber garden hose | see advertised
in the papers.”

“I think,”’ said the ingenious man,
*that 1 have an Iinvention at last
which will make my fortune.” *“What
ig it?" “It is a camera for use in
fishing camps. It exaggerates the size

of the fish, while taking the fisherman |

at his normal size.”

Mr. Sissy of Denver—Wasn't it
rather expensive to substitute barbed
wire for the pole fences on your
ranch? Mr. Sorreltop—Yes, the first
cost was conslderable, but I calculate
it will eventually save enough time to
pay for itself. Sissy—How so? BSor-
reltop—Well, you see, the Thired
hands don't stop to rest every time
“hey have occasion to climb the fence.

“Are you ready for your summer
outing?” asked her dearest friend.
“Not quite,” replied the sweet young
thing. “Of course, I have my hunting
suit, my bicycle suit, my golf suit,
my tennis suit, my khaki suit and my
riding habit, but, as we are going to
one of these quiet places in the moun-
tains merely for rest and relaxation I
will, of course, have to have a few
evening gowns and possibly half a
dozen euitable for lawn partles and
all that sort of thing.” Thus she
demonstrated that she had been there
before and kidWw what quiet country,
Iie meéant in a mountain resort ad-
vertisement. ¢ )
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NEW INDIAX NAMES,.

w

DAUGHTERS OF CHIEFS WITH MANY
ACEOWPLISHMENTS.

Oue . Paulins Jehnson, Writes Foetry and
1s a Good Actress—Woll Beeceived Boe
ciatly Iln Eogland-Bright Eye Lee.
tures ou Indlan Topics.

According to her opportumities the
American Indlan woman has kept good
pace with her paleface sisters. Along
with the new privileges and rights ex-
ercised by the latter have cotne means
for the Indian womah also to develop’
mentally, and she has not been glow
Lo recognize them. Striking examples
of their pative intellectual vigor are
shown in what the new [(ndlan wimen
have accomplished in art, terature
apd education and in thelr higher
standing generally.

Among this new generat.on of Indian
women are Pauline Johnson., Inshta
Theambra. Eugenie, Vincemt, Maud
Echo Hawk, Jane E. Waldron, Minnie
Corpelins, Go-Wan-Go Mchawk and
Gretchen Lyons. Pauline Johnson,
probably the most conspicuous, is the
daughter of an Indian chief who lives
on the reservation at Brantford, On-
tario. Her education has been more
than superficinl. She is a writer and
student of litersture. Her poetry has
attracted the attention of readers ot
periodical publications during the last
five years, the subjects being chosen
from the naturg} Indlan surroundings
of her own home. Miss Johmson has
also shown capability as an actor in
readungs from her ows works and im~
pearsinations of Indilan character in
cogtume. In England she is received
by literary men and women od an equal
footing, and tbe Individuality of both
her written work and her acting has
made g stir in London. Miss Johnson
has traveled through this country and
Canada glving lectures and readings on
phases of Indian life.

lnshta Theambra, or Bright Eyes, is
the Indian name of Mrs T. H. Tibbles,
whose home is in Lincoln, Neb. 8he is
aiso the daughter of achief—a leading
figure among the Omahas—and her ae-
complishments could be divided among
hal! a dozen women and equip each of
them well.

Bright Eyes was educated at a girls’
schooul in the I2ast  Ten years after her
gradustion she became a lecturer onr
subjects pertawming to the Indian. Bhe
addressed audiences in England, Scot-
land and this country She has writ-
ten muny magazine articles on Indian
matters,

Her latest accomplishment {9 .1 art.
A ywar ago slbpa felt a dexlire to palny
plctures. A “riend gave her brushes,
pasnts and pal:tte, and she {mmediates
ly began to work. Her first pittura
painted without instruction, is said to
be wonderfully good, and artists have
pronounced her & genius. Sloce then
she has worked regularly under good
instruction. * She has In that tifne illus.
trated a book on Iudiau folk lore. Her
husband is T, H. Tibbles, a white Pop=~
ulist orator.

Eugenie, an Indian princess of Cana-
da, fs the eighteen-year-old daughter
of Chiet Philippe Vincent of the Hu-
rons, or Tarron Wartesche. as the
tribesmen call him. She lives with her
father at the Indian l.orette near (ue-
bec, and 18 known as the Princess of
the Hurons. Princess Eugonie is well
educated and speaks Emglish and
French as well as her own picturesque
language. She spent eight years at the
convent of Charlesbourg, slnge un-
usually well, and is a good pianist. Up-
on the plano she improviees strange,
weird little pleces and calls them by In-
dirn names. One of the dutles of the
Princess is to take charge of the heir-
looms and chief’s official articles. There
are medals presented to the family by
George IV. and members »f his coure,
others of a later date by Queen Vice
torka and the Prince of Wales. Among
her valuable possesgions is the famous
chief’s jacket, a couple of hundreds of
years old, and the official crown, which
is made of feathers.

One of the cleverest of the Pawnee
girls is Meud Echo Hawk, who teaches
the children of her own people in the
Hope Indian school at Springfleld, S.
D. She i young and ambitioua and
got her own education at the Liincolm
Institute in Philadelphia. Her father
and all her relatives #ive in QOklahoma,
where hols chief of the Pawnees. Misa
Echo Hawk has adopted the customs
of civilization, and she is very earnest
in the belief that the American Indians
are to be a power in the future. It 19
this belief that inspires her to teach
the young redskins the principles of
‘Americanism along will arithmetic ang
grammar. She visits her own people
often, and if you ask her is she would
ever go back to her nation to live sha
twirls the ring on her left hand and
grows thoughtful.

Jane E. Waldron, beloved among
the Sioux, is proud of her Indian blood,

and counts it the highest hondr to have

gained the affection of her race. At
Ripon College, in Wiscomin, she chose
music as her vocation. In this she hag
‘become proficlent and has labomed to
make music popular among the Indians,
_glving nearly all of her time to in-
atructing them and visiting the Gov-
ernment schooygy for that purpose.

} Mrs. Waldron was the heroine of the
famous ocase of Black Tomahawk
against Jane E. Waldren, which was
fought bitterly for seven years in Con-
gress and the Federal courts and excits
‘ed the interest of the entire Western
country. - The case was looked upon as
a test of Indlan rights to Government
land allotments under the various tres:
ties between the United States Govern.
went and the Sionx Indiang. Mre
Waldron’s brother is a lawyer—the
first Indizn ever admitied t¢ the hur,
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