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No Chance. 
Tom—*1 tell you. old man. Miss 

nibble certainly has got a pile of 
money. Why don't you propose to 

Dick—"I’ve started to do It several 
times.” 

Tom—•What's the matter? Lose 
your courage?” 

Dick—"Nor but I'm never able to 

get a word In edgewise. 

Scientific Farming. 
"I hear yovr son has given up scien- 

tific farming.*’ 
"Yea.” __ ___ _ 

■•What was the trouble’" 
"I believe he found that In order to 

be successful the scientific farmer 
would have to work just the same as 

If he \ ere doing It the other way.” 

Could Not Help Laughing. 
Tbe merchant (to applicant)— 

Where did yon work latt? 
The office boy—For de Gotham Ufa 

Insurance Comp'ny. 
The Merchant—How did you come 

to quit? 
The office boy—One day dn prent- 

dent patted me on de head an’ advls^ 
ed me ter be honest an' never tell a 
Me an’ I snorted.right out in spite nv 

meself! 

Unappreciative. 
"Wonder why Benedict didn’t come 

to our poker session?" 
"Maybe his wife wouldn't let him.” 
"But his wife has gone south.'' 
“And yet he didn't come? Well. I 

declare, he doesn’t deserve to have his 
wife leave town at all." 

HER PROPERTY. 

Wife—Jack, a burRlar la going thronRh your pockets! '« 

Jack (half awake)—It's your losa, my dear, not mine. 

Clear Limitation of Right*. 
"Y<jur honor," said the prisoner firm 

ly, “l demand a Jury of my peer*." 
“Umph!" said the court, “quite so. 

But, you see, even if the warden could 1 

spare them, they would be disquali- 
fied.” 

Finally the prisoner agreed to waive | 
this constitutional right in the hope of 
Setting a few rascals into the box any- I 
how. 

Ministerial Troubles. 
Mr. Johnslng—Possun', I onderstan’ I 

de collection las' night mounted to fo' j 
dollahs an’ some odd cents. 

The Rev. Darkleigh (pointedly)— j 
Yes. Br’er Johnslng, dar wui some 

odd cents, an’ a mighty odd dollah dat 
someun put in an’ tuk out de change 
fur; so odd, I ain’t nebbah gwine ter 

he able to pass it. 
, 

A Disapprobation. 
-A reformer has many difficulties 

to face.” 
• Yes," answered Senator Sorghum, i 

“As soon as the public discovers a re 

former it makes so much of him that 
his personal vanity is in danger of be- 

ing developed until it destroys his use- 

fulness.”—Washington Star. 

Not There. 
Judge,” said Mrs. Starvem to the ! 

magistrate, who bad recently come to I 
board with her, 'Tm particularly 
anxious to have yon try this chicken 

soup.” 
j “I have tried it,” replied the magis- 
trate, “and my decision is that the 

jrhicken baa proved an alibi.” 

Degrees of Crime. 
“They say as how Jabez Walton’s 

tioy is up In Noo York leadin’ a life of i 
crime.” 

"Dew tell! For the land’s sake! 1 

wan ter know! Hez he gone into any- 

thing he could be jailed for. or Jest 
something like life Insurance?"— 
iKiulsville Courier Journal. 

The Phlegmatic Sultan. 
lzzlt Pasha—"Commander of the 

faithful, the allied fleets are steaming 
tip to the city.” 

The Sultan—"So soon! Then let us 

hurry. There Is uothing l admire more 

than a parade of handsome boats 

Come, Iztt. Is my fez on straight?” 

Wordy but Vague. 
“Have you seen Professor Gabble- 

•ton. the scientist, latelyT* 
“Yea; I listened to him for more 

than an hour at the club last night.” 
“Indeed! What was he talking 

•bout?” 
“He didn’t say."—Puck. 

Suspicious. 
Mr. Hiram Often—”1 don’t see why 

you should suspect the new servant 

girl of gossiping among the neighbors. 
She seems close mouthed." 

lira. Hiram Often—“But I’ve discov- 

ered that ahe’s also close cared—close 
io the keyhole." 

Obeying the Doctor’s Orders. 
De Tuque—"Guzzler’s doctor has 

advised him not to drink anything 
with his meals.” 

0*8oeqi*e—"That’s tough." 
De Taeqee—“Oh, I don’t know. Guz 

pier has simply stopped .eating.” 

Keeping the Ws« Away. 
Wigwag—Hello, Scribbler! Writing 

any poetry these days? 
Scribbler—Only enough to keep the 

Wusi from the goat. 
Wigwag—Great Scott! The wolf 

gg* * reed poetry, can he? 

Where the Shoe Pinched. 
Jerry—Why did Stella break her 

engagement with you? 
Tom—Merely because 1 stole a kiss. 
“She must be cfazy, to object to 

having her fiance steal a kiss from 
her." 

"Oh. I didn’t steal it from her."— 
Translated for “Tales” from Famille- 
Journal. 

Every One an Old Friend. 
The Wife—What luck? 
The Husband (wearily)—None what- 

ever. 
The Wife—Were there no servants 

in the intelligence office? 
The Husband (sadly)—Lots of them, 

but they had all worked for us before. 
—Woman’s Home Companion. 

Discouraged. 
"I’m sure,” said the clumsy man, as 

he slipped off his horse again, “that 
I II never learn to ride.” 

“Oh,” replied the ringmaster, “Just 
keep on trying.” 

“But,” protested the man, “I'm hav- 
ing my own troubles trying to keep 
on.” 

Just a Gentle One. 
The Man—A fortune teller predict- 

ed that I would be lucky In love. 
The Maid (demurely)—And the 

same prediction precisely was mpde 
about me. Do you still think. Henry, 
that we were made for each other?— 
Puck. 

AT THE CONCERT. 

Wife—Don’t go to sleep, dear! 
Husband—How can I with all that noise? 

Soporific. 
‘My dear Mrs. Sharpe," said the 

Rev. Pondrus-Tawker. :*why do you 
not induce your husband to come to 
church with you?" 

"Oh, my gracious! it would never 

do In the world. He snores terribly." 

Along th* Same Lines. 
The Teacher—We no longer have 

the tortures of the Spanish inqulst; 
tlon. 

Bright Pupil—Ng. ma’am; but we 

have the college fraternity initiations. 
— Cleveland Plain Healer. 

Why He Held On. 
“How come Br’er Thomas all time 

hollerin' ter de oi'-tlme religion ?” 
“Well, Twixt de two er us. It's my 

opinion dal In dem days providence 
en de preachers didn’t know so much 
erbout him.”—Atlanta Constitution. 

Failedto Roach. 
"Here is a letter from Pole, who 

wants a political Job,” mid the secre- 

tory, 
“Write and tell him he isn't long 

enough to knock the perslamuBS,” 
answered the ward boas. 

A Quick Shave. 
"You're hot stuff!” said a parlor 

Santa Clans, clawing at ftis beard, to 
which a playful lad had touched a 

blazing candle. 
The beard came off and left Santa 

Clane smooth of face Feeling "hia 
barren chin, he looked at the lad. 

"Cunning little shaver!” he re- 

marked. 
-- 

An Amendment Accepted. 
"Sometimes I think my typewriter 

knows more than I do.” remarked the 
New York orator. "I was dictating a 

speech to her this morning and 1 said 
‘The ballot Is sacred.' 

“A very proper sentiment.” 
"But she changed it. 8he mixed the 

.etters of the last word a little and 

«hanged it to 'scared.' 

Seems Natural. 
Dealer—"I'm afraid I can't recom- 

mend this here parrot.” 
Miss Gettlngon—"Why not?” 
Dealer—"Well, ma'am, when he 

den’t like his food, he swears." 
Miss G.—“Let m* have him It will 

t<* Just like having a nvan In the 
Uoiise." 

Willing to Advance. 
Mr. Roxleyr— Ridiculous. sir! Before 

you think of marrying my daughter 
you should he making at least 15.000 a 

year. 
Mr. Nervey—Well, If you can make 

a position for me in your office at 
that salary I'll take it. 

Retribution. 
“Good gracious! These fat roei 

will be the ruin of me,” exclaimed the 
t automatic scales; “that last one sim- 

ply put me on the bum.” 
“Well.” replied the chewing-gum 

machine, “now you can lie in weight 
for the next one 

Cause and Effect. 
"That young woman next door td 

you goes in for music, doesn’t she?” 
“Music, so-called, yes.” 
“Vocal or instrumental?” 
"A little of both. She's vociferously 

vocal and Instrumental in making the 

neighbors swear.” 

Post Mortem. 
Native—Yaas. Alkali Ike Intimated 

yistid’d that the new sheriff was a 

boodler and a two-faced liar. 

Tourist—My! that ought to be in- 

vestigated. 
Native—It 'is bein' investigated by 

the coroner. 
■ 

Suggestion. 
“Did you read about the burglars 

who assaulted the policeman with 

sausages?” 
“Yes. What of it?" 
“Oh, I thought you could make a 

Joke about their setting the dog on 

him.", 

A Word 8plitter. 
“Here is your week’s salary, $7.” 
“But I expected better pay than 

that." 
“We never pay our clerks anything 

i but Uncle Sam's money—and there's 
nothing better.” 

Cramped. 
“You’re living in a flat now, I hear. 

How do you like it? 
“Well, there's no room to kick.” 

FiNVtNC THE HEAL WOHLV 
Maurice Maeterlinck, the Belgian 

philosopher, write* In Harper1* Msgs 
sine on the limitations of the senses 
and *he wonder* of the nnlv*r»e that 
He Ixyond thetr ken “What keeps 
and wl’l long still keep us from enjoy- 
ing the treasure* of the universe Is 
the hereditary resignation with which 
we tarry In the gloomy prison of our 
senses he says. “Our imagination, 
as we lead it Uvday. accommodates 
Itself too ret»tlUy to that captivity. If 
Is true that tt Is the slave of those 
senses which Slone feed It. But It 
does not cultivate enough within It- 
self the intuitions and presentiments 
which tell It that it la absurdly cap- 
tive. and that tt must seek outlets 
even beyond the most resplendent 
and most Infinite circles which It pic- 
tures to Itself, ft Is Important that 
our imagination should say to Itself 
more and more seriously that the 
real world begins thousands of mil- 
lions of leagues beyond Its moat am- 

,biUou* and daring dreams. Never 
was It entitled—nay. bound to be 
more madly foolhardy than now. 

“All that It succeeds In building and 
multiplying In the meat enormous 

space and time that It Is capable of 

con ret nn*. I* nothin* compared with 
that which la. Already the smallest 
revelation* of science la oar bumble 
•laity life teach It (hat, even la that 
modest environment. It cnn\ not oope 
with resHty. that It la constantly bo- 
in* overwhelmed, dlacoacerted. dai- 
sied by all the unexpected that Ilea 
hidden In a stone, a salt, a xlaaa of 
water, a plant, an insect. It Is al- 

ready somethin* to be convinced of 
this, for that places us In a atate of 
mind that walcbea every occaalon to 

i break thronxh the made circle of our 
i blind nets; It persuades ns also that 

we must hope to find no decisive 
i truths within this circle, that they all 
lie hidden beyond. 

"!,et us say to ourselves that. 
* atnon* the possibilities which thn 

universe still hides from us, one of 
the most palpable, the least ambitious 
and the least dlsconcertln*. Is cer- 

tainly the possibility of a means of 
enjoylnx an existence-much more apa- 

TtOtffl, tom. perfect, durable and ae- 
t cure than that which Is offered to us 

j by our actual consciousness Admit- 

I tin* this possibility—and there are 

i few as probable—the problem'of our 

I Immortality is. in prln£iple, solved.” 

* 

/A the fUTnATE COVflT'Ry' 
In his "Commercial Traveler In 

South America" Frank Wlhor* writes: 
"We stopped at a number of the ni- 
trate towns, Pisagtia. Iqulque, Anto- 

fagasta and I visited some of the 
mills or uncials in order to see some- 

thing of the Industry. Deposits of the 
crude nitrate of soda, called here 

‘caliche,* are found In the pampa or 

rolling plateau beyond the first range 
of foothills. In some places this pla- 
teau is but ten miles from the coast. 
In others as far as fiTty miles. The 

pampa is an utterly barren desert. On 
the surface there is nothing to tempt 
the heart of man, but a few feet down 
lies the nitrate stratum. This pre- 
sents much the appearance of rock 
salt and varies in color, according to 
the purity of the deposits, from a whit- 
ish tint to a dark gray. The upper 
earth is blown away with dynamite 
and then the caliche is dug out with 

pick and shovel, loaded on iron carts 
and carried up to the mills. 

"Here the caliche Is first broken 

inN small pieces by heavy crushers 

and th-aH put into large boiling vats. 

Inside thoRd vats are coils of steam 

pipes, by means which the temper- 

ature can be regulated accurately 
Sea water la poured In and the caliche 
Is holted for a certain time. The 
liquid solution that results la drawn off 
into settling rats, which are exposed 
to the open air and the sun. Evapora- 
tion Is rapid and the pure nitrate of 
soda soon begins crystallizing and set- 
tling to the bottom. After this has 
gone on for some time the remaining 
liquid is drawn off and the cruat of 
nitrate is scraped from the sides and 
bottom of the vat and thoroughly 
dried in the sun. Then It ia graded 
according to quality and packed for 
shipment in 100-pound sacks. 

'Most of the nitrates exported Is 
used us a fertilizer, but a part goes 
to the manufacture of powder and 
high explosives. The nitrate towns 
are even barer and drier and less in- 
viting than most of the other bare, 
dry towns of the coast. To some of 
them fresh water Is brought in pipes 
from a distance of more than 100 miles. 
Before the day of these pipes it used 

| to be sold in the streets by the gallon. 
That water even now, though not 
scarce, yet Is not plentiful, la per- 
haps some excuse for the pwful dust 

1 that blows everywhere/’ 

OVE*R THE GHASTLX HIGHWAX 

The scattering overland migration— 
to Oregon and California—beginning 
so early as 1846, became a never-par- 

alleled tide by the spring of 1849, 
when the gold rush was really on. says 

Charles F. Lammis in McClure's. In 

j all the chronicles of mankind there 

i is nothing else like this translation of 

I humanity across an uuconquered wil- 

I derness. 
In its pathless distances, Its Inevi- 

table hardships, and its frequent sav- 

age perils, reckoned with the char- 
acier of the men, women and children 
concerned, it stands alone. The era 

was one of national hard times, and 

not only the professional failure, but 

ministers, doctor*, lawyers, merchants 
and farmers, with their families, 

i caught the new yellow fever and be- 

j took themselve* to a Journey fifty 
| times an long and hard as the aver- 

| age of them had ever taken before. 

Powder, lead, foodstuffs, household 

goods, wive*, sisters, mothers and ba- 

j hies rode on the Osnaberg sheeted 

prairie schooners, or whatsoever 
i wheeled conveyance the emigrant 

| could scare up, front ancient top bug- 
! gies to new Conestogas; while the 

men rode their horses or mules or 
! trudged beside the caravans. A his- 

j torlc party of five Frenchmen pushed 
a bandwagon from the Missouri to 

I the coast, and one man trundled his 

j possessions in a wheelbarrow. At its 
best it was an itinerary untranslata- 

■ ble to the present generation; at Its 
i worst, with Indian massacres, thirsts. 
snows. “tender-footedness'’ and dis- 

| ease, it was one of the ghastliest high- 
ways in history. The worst chapter 
of cannibalism In our national record 
was that of the Donner party, snowed 
in from November to March, 1849-60, 
in the Sierra Nevada. In the 50's the 
Asiatic cholera crawled in upon the 
plains, and like a gray wolf followed 
the wagon trains from the "river” to 
the Rockies In the height of the mi- 
gration, from 4,600 to 5,000 immi- 
grants died of this pestilence, and if 
there was a half-mile where the In- 
dians had failed to punctuate with a 

grave, the cholera took care to remedy 
the omission. The 2,000-mile trip was 

a matter of four months when easy, 
and of six with bad luck. Children 
were born and people died, worried 
greenhorns quarreled and killed one 

another—and the train straggled on. 

COOLIES Iff SOX/TH AFTUCA 

Writes an observer In South Africa: 
i "Thof Chinese are everywhere. You 

see them in the streets of the towns, 

on the platforms of the railway sta- 

tions. or about the Rand. There are 

now nearly 60,000 of them scattered 

up and down a slice of country about 

forty miles in length. Some are 

working in mines which are practical- 
ly in Johannesburg itself. Yesterday 
morning I was walking down Commis- 

sioner street, when 1 came across thir- 

ty of them at work digging out the 

foundations of a new hotel. They 
were prisoners serving terms of hard 

labor, and were leased out to the con- 

tractor at one shilling a head a day. 
And they were employed in the very 
center of Johannesburg. Out. at 

Knight's I saw a huge camp where 

1,400 more Chinese prisoners are at 

work making a deviation of the rail- 

way line from Germlston to Boksburg., 
i_»__ 

"These sweepings of the Chinese 
! prisons who are now overrunning a 

| British colony, are not content with 
mere robbery. They do that as a mat- 

i ter of course. What those in isolated 

j farms and lonely stores dread is the 
j cry of 'Tsa, tsa!’—’Kill, kill!’—from 
! the yellow fiends who roam over the 

veidt. People in the country dare 
scarcely go to bed at night. They 
gather at each other’s houses for pro- 
tection and companionship. 

"What wonder is it that terror 
reigns on the veldt, or that the coun- 

try people are now all artped. and 
shoot first, when they see a Chinaman 
at night?” The same writer adds that 
those circumstances are hidden care- 

fully from the outside world. The 
while men of South Africa—with the 
exception of the mine owners—be 
says, are satisfied that the introuuc- 

; tion of coolie labor was a mistake, -r 

G'REAT A*RMy OF EVVCATIO/V 
The army of education in the 

United State* la made up of 440,000 
teacher*, of whom 120,000 are men 

and 390.000 women. The overwhelm- 
ing majority of the teacher* are na- 

tive* of the United State*, lee* than 

30,000 having been born abroad—on* 
in fifteen. 

Moat of the male teacher* ar* be- 

tween the year* of 25 and 35. The 
majority of the women teacher* ar* 
between 15 and 25. *- 

There are 2,300 mala teachers over 

66. There are leaa than 1,500 female 
teacher* over <5. Three time* ae 

many female aa male teaebers are pot 
down a* "age unknown.” 

There nr* 21,000 colored teacher* 
in the United State*, the* divided be- 
tween the' two eeaee 7,700 man and 
13,300 women. There are 500 Indian 
teacher*, in the ladle* school* of th* 

i United Staten—240 men and 260 
S women. 

The average age of teach* fit in the 
United 8tates is higher than in Engl 
land and lower .than in Gyrnmuy. The 
proportion of very youthful teachers 
is much greater in tha country than 
in the city districts. 

The largest proportion of mnla 
teachers is to he found |n West Vir- 
ginia, where they number 10 cent of 
the- total. The largest proportion of 
women it to be found in Vermont, 
where they form 90 per cent of the 
whole number. The standard of eda- 
eatfcm la very mash higher la Ver- 
mont than It U in West Virginia. 

Tha number of teacher* la the 
Lalted States has increased greatly 
la recant years. In ISfl there vara 
129,000, ta Its#, 226.000, la 1690. M0.- 
000 and it is at present 460.000. 

WANT CD TO MAKff A TEAT CASE. 

Mother's Indignation Med* Her Witt- 

ing to Take Chance*. 
The writer’s father was ta early 

life apprenticed to a tanaer named 
Fletcher, living !n Vermont. Soon 
after the laden (a re* were effected. 
Fletcher died, leaving a bosom widow 
of ISO pounds weight. The taaataff 
plant soon fell Into decay; the tea pith 
reeked with noisome vapors, their 
green-scummed, loathe some water*, 
dangerous at all times, being especi- 
ally so after nightfall. 

Mrs. Fletcher had one child, a 

bright, curly-haired boy, happy oniy 
to mischief, and often unlucky. This 
boy, Howman. though frequently" 
warned about his pita, late one after- 
noon took It Into his head to go a-flsb- 
ing there for an enormous bullfrog. 

Item, an eager boy potaed unstead- 
ily over a dank pool. Hem. a huge 
bullfrog blinking at a bit of red flan- 
nel dangling provoklngly near hla 
nose. A heavy spring, a »mothered 
shffek, and my father saw a very 
small boy with very big boots disap- 
pear in the quivering slime 

In a moment father got to the pit. 
and had him out In a trice—a gasp- 
ing. choking daub of humanity. At 
the cottage door stood Mrs. Fletcher, 
bulky and tigerish. Black lightning 
shot from her eyes as she asked; 
“What Is that thing. Amos?" 

“It’s Bowman, most drowned.” waa 
the reply. 

“Well, then fwith a look of disgust). 
If It’s Ood’a will Bowman shall be 
drowned, put him back in again.”— 
Boston Herald. 

■ ■ — — 

How to Toll Antique Sevres. 
False sevrea in the bric-a-brac shop* 

is offered as genuine by "reputable 
dealers" In Ixmrion and Paris as well 
as In New York, it is old. It is true, 
but only as old as the “Restoration" 
in France, although the marka would 
Indicate a much earlier and better pe- 
riod. The counterfeits may usually 
be detected by the surface of the gild- 
ing. In real it was burnished in lines 
by means of metal nails with round- 
ed points, which were set In a piece 
of wood. 

The Imitations of later date than 
the real have been burnished in a 

similar manner, but with an agate. 
It required considerably more forco 
to obtain a bright surface by the an- 

| clent method than by the use of the 

agate point; hence the burnished 
lines in the genuine Fare are per- 
ceptibly sunken, while In the counter- 
feit were they are flush with the gen- 
eral surface of the gilding. There 
are other means of “spotting” the im- 
itations. such as the inexact copying 
of the markings which have served 
since 1753 to denote the date of fabri- 
cation, and the use of chrome green, 
which was not discovered until 1S02; 
but the test of the burnished parts of 
the gilding is the easiest for the ordi- 

I nary buyer. 

I Old Not Understand. 
Because I did not understand 

f Her little ways. 
I let life's best slip from my hand 

In the old days; 
I did not understand. 

Her subtleties of thought and speech, 
i Her finer sense. 

Her majden-llke reserves, seemed each 
Cause of offense; 

I did not understand. 

Some answer to her wistful gasa 
When she was sad. 

j A tender word, a little praise, 
Hsd made her glad; 

j -i But I did not understand. 

I failed to read the shy regard 
That lay below 

Her timid eyee. and so was hard; 
I did not know. 

1 did not understand. 
* 

But when I saw the wonder rise 
Of love that grew 

And deepened in her dying eyes. 
O. then I knew; 

Too late to understand. 

The elusive, eager soul below 
That look sedate. 

The passionate tenderness. I know 
Too late, too late: 

O. now I understand. 
—Chicago Inter Ocean. 

Senator Hale’s Costly Boys. 
When Senator Eugene Hale married 

thh daughter of Senator “Zack’’ 
Chandler, the latter, who was a great 
lover of children, said: “Now, Gene, 
I have no use for people who don't 
increase the census returns. I want 

! you and Mary to raise a family, and 
('ll settle 910,000 on every boy you 
have.” 

Time passed, and the Hales were 

so regularly blessed with children of 
the male persuasion that the fre- 
quency with which "Zack" Chandler 
was called upon to redeem bis prom- 
ise with checks became a jest amongr 
bis friends in Washington. One morn- 

ing the president received the follow- 
ing telegram from Senator Chandler; 

"For God's sake give Eugene Hale 
a foreign mission! His wife has got 
another boy.” 

Heroiem Up to Date. 
"'.The Dutch boy in the eta story who 
found a leak one night fa n big dike 
and saved tbe countryside by stopping 
it with his finger until found shiver- 
ing with cold the next morning, has 
now a rival. 

i A birch bark canoe carrying three 
persons an n western lake Is report- 
ed to have run on a rock and been 
pierced below the water lias. 

Thereupon one of the party took 
her chewing gum. bravely held it ba- 
the leak until shore was reached and 
saved the party. 

The moral seems plain.—Springfield 
Republican. 


