
Gbe Bcantba
For certain kinds of Insanity thero 

Is only one cure.

Another hero of Manila bay mar
ried. Still following the example of 
the old man!

A sailor in the United States navy 
has just inherited $250,000. Will this 
encourage enlistment?

Dr. Parkhurst says that New Year’s 
resolutions are insincere. The Doc 
is nothing if not original.

Let us hope that when Spain be
comes a republic it will not be of the 
Spanish-American variety.

Hope you didn’t forget the poor lit
tle youngsters whose stockings were 
too dilapidated to hang up.

King Edward must have been seri
ously provoked at Admiral Fisher. 
He hardly ever uses a big, big D.

One of the most depressing sights 
in the world just now is the- coal pile 
that was expected to last all winter.

A New York woman had a Christ
mas tree for the dog friends of her 
dog. Editorial subject for Col. Wat- 
terson.

The fact that Mrs. Hetty Green is 
living in a $19-a-month flat need 
arouse no fear that hard times are 
coming.

Canada is going to build an armed 
cruiser for the lakes. Word that Al
gernon Sartoris is at large must have 
reached it.

If tlis same New York reporters 
who wru\.. up the “shape show’" would 
report Parsifal it would be more en
joyable reading.

An eastern tractir 1 magnate has 
failed at Worcester, Mass. He tried 
to overcome the water in the stocks 
and was engulfed.

A magazine writer says that the 
characteristic of St. Louis which first 
strikes a visitor is “ its repose.” Wheel 
And likewise, wow!

A Chicago girl has just become the 
wife of an Englishman who has no 
title save that of captain. What’s the 
matter with Kentucky?

Jim Jeffries may point with pride to 
his record; but Jack Barleycorn has 
knocked out more champions than 
Jim Jeffries ever heard of.

Senator Hoar says that the Con
gressional Record is printed in such 
email typo that it is hard to read. We 
knew that it was hard to read.

There is some doubt as to whether 
the marriage of a prominent Boer to 
an English lady ought to be regarded 
as a cessation or resumption of hos
tilities.

Stronger countries than Japan 
might well he.;«ate before attempting 
to break the Russians of their invaria
ble nabit of staying where they have 
cues squatted.

A young woman’s club at Lincoln. 
Neb., visited the penitentiary and 
sang “Hiawatha” to the prisoners. 
And yet there is a popular impression 
that woman is 'humane.

LINES TO THE LIVER.
Let poets rave, as poets will,

About the heart and soul,
And In some high-toned sonnet still 

Their lofty worth extol.
1, who must walk In humble ways 

And modest muses woo,
I write this simple song to praise 

The liver good and true.
What’s heart or soul to mortal,man. 

What’s anything, alack! t 
To us i jor bilious creatures when 

The liver’s out of whack?
While sentiment. I take it, is

All well enough and nice. .
Yet when we come right down to "biz, 

The liver cuts the ice.
So. don’ t you to the spooney bards*

Soft sentiment succumb,
For he who highest truth regards 

Will keep his liver plumb.
He knows that heart and soul may bless 

A mortal. In a way,
But, oh! they’re both “ N. G.”  unless 

Your liver’s all “ O. K.”
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He was a tail, gaunt, white haired 
old man of seventy or more:* He lived 
alone—just across the street, in an 
old fashioned frame building, covered 
with vines and creepers. In front was 
a little plot — a narrow strip of 
ground—where lilies of the xalle.N 
grew in summer. Behind was a long 
garden filled in spring with rows and 
rows of blazing tulips.

I saw him first working with a little 
hoe among the bulbs with their long, 
green leaves. After that 1 saw him 
often. 1 would stop for a few moments 
on m\ wa> home in the eveniua and 
watch him white he went up and down 
the long rows.

He asked me to come in, one even
ing, and look at his tulips. I went; he 
showed me the different varieties, 
stepping among' them with infinite 
care. Then we sat down on a little 
bench outside of the hack door, where 
hop vines climbed up the side of the 
house, and he began the story of his 
life. What prompted him to tell it 
was my asking if he never tried to 
grow any flowers except tulips.

“ Try, nij man, ’ he said, absently, 
then was si.ent for a while A far
away look came into the faded eyes. 
He took his pipe from his mouth and 
knocked the ashes to the ground.

“ You've never heard then? I thought 
everybody knew about my Kitty — 
Kitty and her’tulips.

“ It happened years ago—ah. me, so 
long ago; but It’s as fresh to me as 
ever—my Kitty’s simple white face 
and dark, pansy eyes.” His coat 
sleeve went across bis eyes as if wip
ing away a tear.

“When I think of that morning 
when I left her to go away out west, I 
can always see the tulips, too. They 
were something like these, only—ah! 
such blood-red ones and such white 
ones, so pure and delicate. Kitty, 
with her white apron and white linen 
sun-bonnet, always reminded me of 
the white ones.

“ She lived out in the country. The 
house stood back from the road and 
you had to go down a long lane past 
the sheep pasture and the apple or
chard to find it. I went to see her 
every day. She was all the world to

“I thought of her always. I wrote 
to her every mail for more than two 
\ ears, but then I stopped writing, for 
there had come no answers to my let
ters for a long, long time—nearly a 
\ ear. 1 thought something had hap
pened to my letters—that they never 
readied her. It was such an out of 
the w p v  sort of place, where I was. 
But there was money there if I would 
only stick to it, and I did for two 
years longer, and then I went home— 
home to my Kitty that I knew was 
v\ alting for me.

“The little station was only a short 
way from the house—about half a

One of George Gould’s boys got a 
if 00 toy train for a Christmas pres
ent. If there is anything in the theory 
cf heredity he will not be satisfied 
Until he lias wrecked it.

If that successful trackless train 
could be induced to emigrate from 
France to this country, we might have 
fewer collisions; for how could two 
trains meet on a trackless track?

It is stated that 105,435 Christmas 
presents were registered at the New 
York postoffice in three days for ship
ment abroad. This looks very much 
as if the old folks at home are not 
lorgotten.

The empress dowager promises 
much to her gods if they will quiet 
troublesome provinces. Unfortunate
ly the gods appear as reluctant to 
accept Ibis particular woman’s pledges 
ns is mankind.

The Philadelphia woman who 
claims to be 13G years old may be ex
aggerating, but she has evidently at 
least reached the point of longevity 
where even a woman is disposed to 
brag of her ago.

A lnd\ vti-: had reached the age of 
105 years without drinking whisky or 
chewing tobacco, and who had given 
away a fortupe. died at Worcester, 
Mass., a few days ago. There was a 
tecord to be proud of.

I saw him first working with a little
hoe among the bulbs.

me. I loved her—loved her with all 
my heart, and we were to be married 
when I came hack—back from the 
west, with my pockets full of money 
I bent down and kissed her and said, 
'Well, good bye, Kitty—good bye, my 
girl. Keep a light heart till I come 
hack. Good bye.’

“But she put her head on my shoul
der and cried, ‘Oh, don’t go, Jim— 
don’t go,’ she kept saying over and 
over tc the last. That was on the 
morning before I went away, out 
amoag the tulips, all by ourselves.

“There she sat at the supper table.”
mile. So I walked. I say walked, but 
it was more like a run. I shaded my 
eyes at the head of the lane and 
looked down, thinking I might see her 
outside, somewhere—feeding the 
chickens, maybe, or sitting on the 
stoop. But I saw nothing of her.

“To the left in the barnyard an old 
man was milking a little black cow. I 
passed on up the path to the front 
door. I knocked; but everything was 
quiet. The place where the tulips 
grew was a wilderness of weeds.

‘“ Kitty! Kitty!’ I called; ‘Kitty, my 
girl, where are you?’ I opened the 
door and went in. It was only a bare, 
smoke scented room, with a table in 
the center, covered with dirty dishes 
and newspapers.

“The old man came up the path 
with a pail of milk in his hand. It 
was old Ben. He had worked on the 
place as long as I could remember. I 
met him now on the threshold.

“ ‘Hello, Jim, hello,’ says he; ‘back 
at last—why, hello, hello. A welcome 
to ye.’

“Welcome? Welcome, with no Kit
ty; no sweetheart to claim my own; 
no trace of the old times, nothing, 
nothing—only an old man?

“We sat down on the doorstep and 
he told me all about it—about Kitty, 
her troubles with Joe Morgans and 
how she finally had to marry Sim.

“Her father and mother were both 
dead.

‘‘Only Kitty left—only, Ben -to take 
care of the place. No wonder my head 
went around. I couldn’t listen. I had 
to go away. I was nearly crazy— 
crazy to see Kitty.

“I struck off over the green fields; 
went over the rail fence at a leap, 
pushed through the milk-weed and 

1 wild gooseberry bushes. There stood 
the house! A window was open and I 
could look through it into the kitchen. 
I leaned against a big cherry tree and 
looked. There she sat at. the supper 
table—the same white face—the same 
dark eyes—the same Kitty I had 
worked and grubbed for through four 
long years.

“Joe Morgans sat at the head of the 
table. But I didn’t look at him—my 
eyes were cm Kitty.

•Well, 1 couldn’t atay there—there
was no use. Kitty lookem contented; 
maybe she was. I waited till 1 saw 
her get up from the table and brush 
the crumbs from her lap, then I crept 
away and walked all night.

“After that my money went: 1
spent it; I gave it away—wasted it. 
Why, I had lots of it. Why not? But 
I lived longer than I expected, and the 
money went sooner than I expected. I 
drifted here and there, but when I 
came to this spot I settled down, and 
I’ve made up my mind to die here 
with my tulips. They make me think 
of her—Kitty in the old days, before 
anything happened, you know—Kitty 
with her white apron and white sun- 
bonnet—Kitty kneeling among her 
flowers, or leaning her little head on 
my big shoulder, saying she’d never 
like anybody but me.”

The old man’s chin sank on his 
breast, and he was silent for some 
time. The shadows of night had fall
en. Lights were twinkling in the 
windows.

“ It is a sad story,” I said.
“Sad? Oh, yes, I suppose,” he re

plied, rousing himself. “But I’m keep
ing you here listening, my man. It’s 
growing late—time for an old man 
like me to go to bed; so good night. 
Gome over in the morning and I’ll pull 
'you a bunch of tulips to take over 
home. Well, good night.”

“Good night,” I said, and left him.
* *  *  * *

It was a cold, hitter morning In win
ter. I paused at the gate on my way 
to the office and looked across the 
street at the frost starred windows of 
the old man’s house and at the smoke
less chimney. He was in the habit of 
rising early, and I stepped over to see 
if anything was the matter. There 
was no response to my rap, so I turned 
the knob and pushed open the door. A 
pervasive feeling of cold was in the 
air. A pile of pine shavings lay in 
readiness on the hearth.

I went over to the bed, standing in 
the coyner by the stove, and there, 
with one big hand thrown out over 
the thick, red comforter, and the blue 
lips slightly parted, lay the old man. 
He had gone to wait for Kitty—to 
meet her, perhaps—who knows?

That day I visited the undertaker 
and searched the city greenhouses for 
liis favorite flowers. At last I found 
some white ones, and the next after
noon we laid him away to rest, with 
a tulip on his breast.

Designed for the Barber.
Every barber is aware of the diffi-^ 

culty of drying the hair after a sham
poo, and knows that a large portion 
of his profits in the summer vanish 
with the beginning of winter, because 
his customers fear the dangerous cold 
which may possibly follow a sham
poo in cold weather. Now, if the bar
ber could only succeed in convincing 
him that he had an invention which 
would not only dry the hair perfectly, 
but, in addition, would not use cold^ 
air currents or even atmosphere of*-  
the temperature of the shop in doing 
so, the shampoo trade might return 
and keep brisk all winter. It is just 
such a machine which has been de
signed for this purpose, as illustrated ** 
in the drawing. The air is sucked 
into the machine by an electric fan 
revolving inside a drum and discharg
ing the current into pipes leading to 
suitably shaped distributing devices, 
which utilize it to dry the damp hair 
and scalp after the soapsuds have 
been rinsed off. Now to explain the 
heating apparatus. Leading into the 
wire screen on the face of the fan 
chamber is a gas pipe, ending in a 
circular ring. The inner face of this 
ring is perforated at intervals, and

r/

HE SORTED THEM GUT.

Minister Was Satisfied the Knots 
Were Safely Tied.

A clergyman who has just returned 
from a trip to England tells a story he 
heard there of the marriages made on 
certain feast days, when no fee is 
charged and the young couples come 
in great numbers a long distance to 
take advantage of the custom.

The custom is not general, but local, 
being confined to certain rural places 
in the vicinity of Manchester and Old
ham. “Upon one of those occasions,”  
tells the clergyman, with a chuckle, “a 
delegation of fifty young people from 
Oldham and the surrounding country 
journeyed to Manchester, making a 
picturesque grouping at the Old Eng
lish church of St. Mark’s. Each one 
ot the men carried a long staff or stick 
as the people there call a cane, and 
each of the young women brandished 
an umbrella, the use of which will be 
presently seen.

“After the ceremony of marrying 
the lot was concluded, and the crowd 
was going down the church aisle, one 
young woman hurried back and inter
cepted the rector as he was going to 
the vestry.-"

“ ‘I theenk, meenster,’ she panted, 
‘that you have morried me to the 
wrong felly.’

“Don’t let that worry you,” said the 
rector, who was in a hurry, ‘ ‘sort your- i 
selves as you go out, “you’re all mar- \ 
ried fast enough,” and acting on his j 
advice, they sorted out the right pairs.

“On their way hack to Oldham they 
bought the things necessary to light! 
housekeeping, stringing the lighter 
utensils on the sticks and umbrellas, 
poised on their shoulders.”—Chicago* 
Record Herald.

Johnny’s Little Joke.
A small boy in Old Greenwich vil

lage who has a keen sense of humor 
happened to be roused very early on a 
recent morning. To his great aston
ishment he beheld the moon in the 
sky after sunrise.

“Mother, mother,” said he, “I’ve got 
a great Joke on the Lord.”

“Why, Johnny, what do you mean?” 
said his mother, shocked.

“ He forgot to pull the moon In,”  
said Johnny.—New York Times.

Machine to Dry the Hair.
the gas is ignited as it flows from 
these openings, mingling with the cur
rent of air sucked in by the fan and 
raising its temperature to ..the right 
degree.

Henry Y. Halliwell of New York 
city is the inventor. ««

Automatic Train Stop.
When an accident happens on the 

railroad someone Is generally to 
blame and the effort of the officials 
is put forth to find out who is guilty. 
Sometimes a telegraph operator falls 
asleep; then again the engineer fails 
to read the signal set against him cor
rectly and allows his train to speed 
past the danger signal, resulting in a 
smash-up more or less disastrous. * 
With the automatic systems of sig
nals, which are now fast replacing the 
signal towers and telegraph operators 
along the railroads, there is need for 
greater vigilance on the part of the 
engineer in reading his signals, for 

■ there is no one to know and warn r 
him if an error is made. It might be 
well, in view of the manifold duties 
of the engineer, to introduce an ad
ditional safeguard against running 

j past danger signals along the road* 
j way. The arrangement illustrated is 

designed for that purpose, acting di
rectly on the air brake, without any 
assistance on the part of the engineer. 
Whenever the semaphore signal is set 
against a train there is erected just ji 
inside the rail a tripping mechanism, 
arranged to act on a lever depending 
beneath the engine. This lever is 
connected directly with the air press
ure which applies the brakes to the 
train and the movement of the lever 
by the trip in the roadbed gives ex
actly the same result as the applica
tion of the brakes by the engineer. 
There seems to be only one fault 
with this invention and that is the 
temptation to robbers to use it as a «-

The Spelling Bee.
The spellin’ bee wuz started fine 

With Susy near the head,
An’ I was nex’ to her In line.

An-’ saw her cheeks so red.
I got through "phthisis.”  “ extrophy," 

And “ voltigeur” all right;
But lookin’ In her ‘'yes they both 

Got into “ rliyncholite.”
An’ some way, then, I don’t know how. 

Our hands begun to jlne.
An’ Susv spells her last name now 

The same way I do mine.
—New York Sun.

Home of Widows and Orphans.
Newfoundland has a greater propor

tion of widows and orphans than any 
other country.

Lever Trips Air Brake Valve.
means to hold up the train and go 
through the passengers’ pockets.

The inventor is Charles F. Miller 
of Pottsville, Pa. . >/

Weak Woman.
“She says she hasn’t the strength to 

walk up a flight of stairs.”
“Huh! But I notice she still has the 

rowor to run up a big bill all right.”

Works Both Ways.
The Wife (during a row)—The vil

lain in the play Is always a man.
The Husband—Yes, and It is always 

 ̂woman who makes him on«.


