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AN OLD-FASHIONED NEICHBOR.

It's oh! fur on old-fashioned neighbor,
Like the one | remember of yore,

Who alwars neat calico aprous and gowns
Exvcoept on the Sabbath day wore,

And who n my care-laden hours,

With a sunbounet perched on her head,
Ran in brioging bowls of nice jelly or jam,
Or loaves of Lher freshly-baked bread,

And then, without asking me whetherv
1 needed ber belp, fairly flew
To do in the kindest and quickest way,
Whatever she saw was to do,
Nowadays though a friend may assure me
That aver my burdens she grieves
She really can’t aid me for fear of mishap
T her laces or very big sleoves.
Anil as for the clubs women govern
Why, ther are but schools for the arts,
“'Iai‘!'ﬂ priliels gre :‘.HilI‘-l\-‘-! in an t'Il'_’__‘.;lIl[
way
But no time is devoted to hearts,
0!‘ s 'hu'_\' ara :Ilo'll,'_"'-i to :!H‘ !i-""l'\illg
Of thoese wiom most people condemn
As lost beyond hope—so it's plain toy be
st
‘l"l1'l‘l"-
then
And 1t°s ol tor an old-fasghionad neighbor,
When miye=ky with dark clouds is o'er-

chanee of assistance from

S,
To run in neatly dressed in a calico gown
With a supbonnet perched on her head.

THE FATE OF
EVERETTE AUSTIN.

“Whose place is this? I inguired of
a mant whoe was digging a diteh near
the warter :rough.

He stopped his work, and lookea up
and pusbed Lis somibrero on the back
of his head, ziving a sigh and passing
his hawd across his brow. It Is the
Circie-A ranch. It belongs to Everette
Austini, €an I be of service to you®"”

“E-elb—well, yves; at least the boss
can. ['ve limed my horse, and as 1I'm
a small matter of fifty wmiles from my
Jestination T eau't walk in this weath-
er.”

“It is rather warm.” he assented.

“Slightir,  Is A Austin in, or any-
where avound™

“He's not o, bue he's around. I'm
Nir. Austin.”

O mdend,

—Williaa L

Well, T am Mr. Brant
Brani—Mr. Austin, and

I st sk you if yeu ecan let me put
up my e untll s foot is rostedd
or untii I fud some way of getting to

Miles Citp ™

Mr. Austin stepped
the ragzoed somebrero, and put out his
grimy hiul, “I'm happy to meet you,
Me. Brane 1 am sorry 1 ean’t call a
man to ake your mount, bur if you
will turn Lim over to me I'll stable
him and aend to the foot, and you
ean o un 1o the house and ask Mrs.
Austin to make you comfortable. The
men are all off on the range.”

“I' zo with you,” I answered, and

Ll o e
ThE sl

forwarl, lifted

T 1o the barns.
“Phey were beautifully kept, as few
“hut Muaglisbmen kKeep their stables, and
I was glad that my weary steed should
e so woll instatied, JI SAW 111 A mo-
moent thar my host was accustomed
Yo being hiis own veterinary surgeon,
It puzzled me to reconcile the fact
ol his manual Iabor and ragzed work-
fng ciothes with his large possessions,
his perfectly appointed stable, and his
yer more perfeet language, so unmis-
takably British, for 1 was new to
Montana and its people: though not a
tenderfoo:, by many years of Arizoaa
experience.
* The dgeioring of "uy horse finished,
Aunstin led the way to his house -2
Jong, low. unpainfed straciure. set ap
a foot or so from the grouml on posts.
There wis a wretched attempt at a
bed of flowers near the door, bt the
sun and wind gave it small chance
of sucvess. A few sittted petunias,
& siragcling line of mignoncite, and
several hishies of sapless red and pink
geraniums were all that rewarded evi-
dently pativut care. My host was not
cominueicative, nor did he expect me
to be so. I started to give him a ref-
erence. ut he cut me off by ¢hanging
the subjecs. In a woment more we
bhad gone up the steps and stood on
ths porci. which boasted of neither
roof por railing. Austin bhanded we a
feather duster, and we brushed the
white dust from our boots, Then we
wvent in. “
* “Sit down and I will announce you
to Mrs. Austin” he said, with no ap-
parent perception of the incongrulty
of the language and his attire. It was
a tidy little drawing-room—as [ did my
host the bonor of calling it all through
my visit -with some well-chosen col-
ored prints from English papers on
the rough board wall, e¢lean white
eurtains, a few cane chairs, amd a
box covered with  eretonne, which
servedd as< a divan.  There were no
new books or papers, but the old and
mneh Used ones were of the host,
There was a pot of “wandering Jew™
fn the linge fireplace, which made a
very preuy effect.

I was just looking at my travel-
stained countenance in a small mirror,
when a door  opened, and Austin,
holding it back, stood aside to admit
his wife.

“We are very glad to see you, Mr.
EBrant,” she said, with the most delight-
fal of well-bred English aceents, My,
Austin told we of your aceident. I am
worry for the horse, of ecourse, and
for you If you had need to make
fiaste, but for ourselves it eannot be
fooked upon as a misfortnne.”

“Your husbamd has treated the poor
animal so skillfully that I faney 1
may promise not to encroach upon
your hospitality very long"”

“Please put aside the dea that yon
@|are not, or may not be, weleome, We
are most happy to have you”

“Now, Brant,” said my entertainer,
*3zrs. Austin will give you your room.
MWe cannot do much for yon, but there
§s plenty of water, both hot and eold,
and that will not be amiss, as [ know
by experi=uce, after a midsummer
gide In this country. 1 will see you
at tea.”

, «He went back to his digging agd

Mrs, Austin conducted me to my room.
The eceiling and the floor were of solld
boards, like the rest of the house,
but the partitions were of white man-
ta and every sound in the place was
perfeetly audible. However, it was
clean and davkened and cool, and there
were no flies, which 1 took as the
crowning blessing of Providence. 1
sat upon the chintz-covered potato
box, which served for my chair, and
gazed at myself in the mirror again
and wondered, profanely, what the
woman must think of me. 1 sighed
for my calling suit, which was safe
in Miles City, and counsidered my sur-
roundings; my hostess, in chief., In
absolute regularity of features, she
was not a beauty; but she had the
tine gray eyes, finer brown nair, strong
chin, sensitive mouth and dignified
carriaze of the best examples of the
women of her nation, and, above all,
an air of grave sweetness which is

peculiarly and distinetively English.
Her tigure was indifferent and her
gown had nor and never had bad

any style of cut, which also gave evi-
dence of her English birth; but it was
pleasing and harmonious, in  some
way. Altogether she was a fascinat-
ing woman—a woman thiat a man
must absolutely worship. She knock-
ed at the door and brought me a big
wooden bucket of hot water. My
sensations at being served by this
woman, with her air of the dauvghter
of a hundred earls, were pot pleas-
ant.

My toilet made, I went back to the
drawing-room and read “Pelham” un-
til, at & o'clock, tea was served—tea
as only the English serve it, with slices
of bread and butter, as thin as cloth,
and rich eream, and good tea, none
of the Dbitter, nerve-shattering, green
decoction wlich is dignitied by that
name in the average American house,
I found our afterward that this was
the one megl of the day where there
wias any approach to luxury.

Austin came In, after having washed
his bands aod brushed his smooth
Dritish head., With the exception of
a coat slipped on over his flannel work-
ing shirt, he wore the same clothes in
which he had been digging. No we
siut there—we three—and taiked of the
doings in the outer world in quite the
same strain as we should have talked
in London. My host in his boots and
work suit asad my gueenly hostess in
her ealico gown might have  been
seated in a lordly mansion.

After a thae a bell rang.  “The dress-
ing bell,” said Mrs. Austing “we dine
ar half afier 6, and it is now 6 o'clock.

[ retired to dress, a simple opera-
tion, which consisted of running my
fingers tlnough my hair and retying
my necktic. However, I devoted as
much tims as possible to this, and to-
zether with sitting on the potato box
amd meditating 1 succeeded in con-
suming tyenty minutes before I re-
turned t> the drawing-room. Mrs.
Austin was already there, looking even
swoeeter aad more girlish, in an ancient
but freshh white muslin and white pib-
bons., Mr. Austin joined us at the
emed of five minutes, fully attired in
evening ctothes, with a spray of mig-
nonette in his butionhole.

A great, graff fellow in a dirty apron
announced dinner in the surliest of
tones, I saw Mrs, Austin winee and
a frown passed across her husband's
brow. “Brant,” he said, 1 regret to
say that you wili have to eat at the
same table as the ranch hands do. We
triedd long ago to have a separate din-
ing-room, but it made too much ill-
feoling among the men”

That was the one apology he made
during my stay, We sat at an il
oth tevered board on tong wooden
benehesy Mrs. Austin ar the head, her
husbard on the left and 1 on the right,
as I hesd offered hier my arm in enter-
ing the dining-room. ©Our dinner was
of the poorest; both as to food and
cooking, and there was no profusion.
I reallred now the full poverty of my
entertéiners and remembered having
heard that the price of horses was
stegdily deereasing. 1 fancied, too,
tha: Mvs, Austin did not care to have
daiati*s for herself and her husband
- - - - —————— Wy - . e T
while the democratic American citi-
zeng «t her board fared on  plain
things. 1 could see that there was
no lovy wasted on the master and that
his ditss suit and aristocratic bearing
were a source of annoyance to his
frecborn employes. They were sullen
and zruff, as was the man dignified by
the r&me of cook. On the whole, 1 was
zlad 2o leave the table and get back
to thiy drawing-room.

“Wa breakfast at 6:30, Mr. Brant,”
my kwstess informed me, graciously,
holidirg out bher hand to say good-
night It was a rather large hand and
work-hardened, but firm and beauti-
fully shaped.

I have said that every sound in the
house could be heard, because of the
manta partit®ons. 1 had just lain
dopn on my cot, when 1 ecaught the
voice of Austin., “Really, Alexandria,
the men are getting almost unman-
ageable. They border on mutiny.”

“I Anow it, Everette. It makes me
very nervous, too. I'm so afraid they
will do you some harm.”

“Oh, 1 fancy not.”

“Ererette!”

“Well 2? .

“Suppose you stop wearing your
evening sult and that we give up our
tea in the afternoon. They think we
are patting on airs, as they call it.”

“No, 1 will not. I am not going
to change the habits of thirty years
amd throw over all memories of home.”

“You are only one of twenty, dear.
It might be wiser.”

But the woman's counsel went un-
leedsd,

There were boutonnleres at our places
at breakfast, and Austin, fresh from
his tub, in an old but natty corduroy
sult, tried, with much cheerful lond
talking, to cover the evident sullen-
ness of his “hands” After break-

fast he donned his working elothes ana
went baek to the digging of ditches.

My horse was better, so 1 lefr at
10 o'clock, with counsiderable reluet-
ance, Mrs. Austin was so charmine.
No wonder Auastin was desperately in
love with her.

I sent Mrs. Austin a box of new books
and some small rinkets such as a
man believes that a woman likes.
when 1 reached town. Two days after
they had gone I met a friend who had
come to the eity that morning.

“By the bye, Brant, wasn't that a
ghastly thing about those Britishers
at the CTircle-A ranech*”

“Who, the Austins?' I eried, turn-
ing coll and foreboding.

“Yes, You've heard about it, then %"

“No. Por heaven's sake! what is §1%"

“Welly the way I heard it was this:
Thelr men on the ranch didn't like
them, gccused them of being *bloody
arvisticrats,” I believe, and they ger
fire to the grass near the stables two
or three nights ago. You know it's
been a dry year, and the grass burned
well,  Austin and his wife tried to
tight the flames and Keep them from
the stable, all alone; no men o he
found uatil it was quite over. They
kept the barns safe, all right, but
Mrs. Austin—pretty woman, they say
—was s¢ burned that she died in poer-
fect agofy at the end of an hour. The
men had tarned up by that time, Been
down at Uentral City at a dance, they
saig. Avstin nearly went crazy while
his wife was suflering, but afier she
dicé he went ontside, drew his gun,
and shot the foreman and another of
the —— Mseals.”

“Thank heaven!™

“Wuit—that’s not all. The ones he
didn’t ki, it seems, said it was cold-
blooded murder—I belleve they were
all half drunk. Anyway, they held
him and dressed him ap in h¥s even-
ing suit--they had a special grudge
against S—and then they took him
out and strung him up to the rafters
of the DIrn. It is supposed that there
were fifteen men, bur, of course, they
can't bs found; you know how it is,
Did yout say you knew these Aus-
tins?”

“Yes, T knew them,” I answered.—
San IFronciseo Argonaat.

Sand Mainting.

One 07 the most curious native cns-
toms of India is that of making sand
pictures or “samd painting,” as it is
often called. It is generally done on

festal days in front of both houses
and temples, and it has a religions

significance, The sand, which is pre-
pared and sold by natives of the Dee-
can, is white, red, black, blue, orange
and purple,

A woman, who has observed certain
preliminary ceremonies, takes the sand
in her hand, and allowing it to trickle
out as she moves her arm forms upon
the preparcd ground in front of the
door curious colored desizns, incelosed
with a border and representing hu-
man  figures, crosses, semicireles or
birds,

One explanation of the purpose of

theso  pictures, according o Mr. 1.
W. Fewkes, is that they are believed
to autract good spirits. To step on
a sand painting brings bad lhack.
This strange custom assumes a sci-
entifie importance when it is known
that it prevails in almost exactly tue
same from among the Tusayan in.
dinans in the southwestern part of the
United States. The 'uehlos, like the
Hindoos, aseribe 1o the pictures the
power of aitracting friendly  spirits,
amd thees also use them in coremonials
intended to enre the sick. It has beon
sucrested that, as far as it goes, this
fact is an dieatisn thar our Iodinns
are related In oorigin to the native
raves of Todia.

The first BEuropean discoverers of
America thoughi they aad hit upon
the eastern extromity of Asla, when
the name of Indian was given to the
red skinned people whor they fonnd
here. Would it pot be a singular coin-
cilenice if furthér evidence of com-
munity of origin should finally estab-
lish the fact tha' the Indians are re-
ally Indians? o = i
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How Bees Berve Thieves,

There 48 a large moth, commonly
known as death's-head moth, from it
having a curious mark on its back like
a skull and cross-bones sculptured on
an old tembston®, which makes very
free with the bees' honey. It flies in the
dusk of the evening when t e bees are
at rest, and enters the hole in the hive,
pokes its long sveker through the wax
walls which surround the comb, and
draws much heney into its stomach.
Very often in the long evenings there
are many bees lingering round the hive,
but if the death’s-head alights and
moves toward the door, they do not
take much notice; yet one sting would
kill it, and it has no means of hurting
the bee in return. So much troubled
are some hives by these curious visit-
ors that the bees erect a flat wall of
wax just within the hive door, allow-
ing a small opening to exist on either
hand. This, as a rule, puzzles the moth
and it eannot enter.  On the other hand,
if a moth gets right into the hive the
bees do not kill 3, but either let it alone
or use all their ingenwvity to stop its
honey-stealing propensities.  While the
moth is enjoying the meal, the bees oc-
aasionally pull down some of the hon-
eycomb behind ir, and mould the wax
quickly so as to form a dense wall
When the moth has finished its meal,
and turns 1o get out of the hive, it
finds itself walled up and imprisoned
for life.

Clara—What, engaged to him? Why,
it was only the other night that he told
me nothing could induce him to marry.
Maude—Yes, Jack was always suscepti-
ble to the influence of the person Le
happened to be with.—New York IHer-
ald.

——

You can’t save ane people from be-
ing imposed upon; expose a thief, and

some people will lyve bim

Guessed Exactly,

Squillin (mewspaper in handy—Here's
an account of a terribly bungled exe-
cution.

MeSwillizen—Conldn’t the sheriff got
the hang of it —Pittsburg Chronicle-
Telegraph,

The Hiatns,

She—T've scen just

He-~ AL, | sece, you've spent the rest
of them in Florida,—Youkers States-
HEH R

Very True,
Professor--It pains  me. William,
whenever I am obliged to punish you,
William-~I know that, =sir, but it
doesn’t pain you en the same spot.—
Flicgende MBlaetter.

It Always Payvs,

“TTow did your daughier
ot the duke

“By advertising.”

“Nonsense! You don't
me yvou advertised for a huashamd for
your daughter?”

“No. But I advertised my business.”
—Exchange,

Sfome Inside History,

“Nee how elean of snow Brown's side-
walk is and look at Jacobson's next
door.”™ ’

*Yos, but you don't understand.”

“Whar?

“1 saw DBrown bhorrow Jacohson's
snow <hovel two hours ago”
Iand World.

Ty o

S=aw His Fatc,

Try Roentzen's photozraphy before

proposing.—New York World,
Honors Even.

Wool—1 met a Russian to-day who
had served a long term of exile in Si-
boeria.

Van Pelt—My own brother lived for
years in Brooklyn.—Exchange,

A Gencrous Naturc.

Bangkrupt went into the Delarin the
other night, and after eating a hearty
dinner summoned the waiter.

“What is your name, Alphonse?” he |

asked.

Patrick MeGuiTy,” replied Alphonse, |
“Thank you,” said Bangkrupt, putting |

the name down in his memorandum
hook.
place your name on the list of my pre-
ferred ereditors for a liberal tip,”—Iar-
per’s Bazar.

Doubtful Honors,

Bobby (presenting a friend)—Mam-
mi, do you see Tommy Jones?

Mamma—Yes, Dobby, but I've met
Tommy before, Didn't you Know it?

Bobby—But you know, mamma, that
yvou siaid yesterday that I was the
naughtiest boy you ever saw. So |
wanted you to see Tommy Jones.—
Harper's Bazar,

Ten to One,

There was once a lawyer who indi-
cated his office hours by a notice on
his door:

“In from 10 to 1."

“An old sea ecaptain, who Kept com-

ing for about a week without timliu::l.

nim in, at last furiously wrote undGer
this notice:

“Ten to one you're out.”—Exchange, |

Too Bad,
Litle Mrs., Newhride ctearfallyy—Obh,

dear me! T wonder what ean be the
matter with this cake?”

sixteon winters. |

cotmne to |

maan to tell |

“You have served me so well T |

A Greater BDrookiyn,
Over-the-bridge people are now talk-
inz abont Greater Brooklyn.,  They
must annex New York or New Jersey
10 become greater.—New Orleans Pie
avune. -

| Certainly Not,

Elia—Do you think the bicyele will
ever take the place of the horse?
Della—Ceriainly not.  They ecan’
' make sausage meat out of bicyeles,

A Life Position.

| “Have you got a permanent posi-
| tion, Jawley?*

“I think so. Snip & Co. have em-
ployed me 1o eolleer your account with
them."—Harper's Bazar.

An Interesting Phenomenon,

“Dezir me,” said a South Ameriean
republie as it looked at Great Britain's
map of Venezuaela, It is really very
astonishing if it is not misrepresented.”

*IWhat is it?" inguired a sister coun-
try.
“The manner in which 2 country Is
liable to shrink in this warm climate”

Washington Star.

e — ————————————

“Many a True Word,"”
|  The otlice boy—Der editor is busy:
| Jist drop yer stall in de sjor,
Miss Posey oihe swert singer of Sing
| Sing—Tell  1we, Ly

poems’?

does he oot

The offien ilu_\‘ Illi:\‘,‘_‘:ﬂﬁil"l”)‘_l—-l'ﬂt‘ul.\‘\:
Why, he's got "em o burn.—Judge.

Sure Indication.
“Thosge photographs must flatter her”
“Why
“She's ordered another dezen
the same negative,”

from

Science for the Houschold.
Extract from woman's club proeeed-
ngs:
“Many a man who goes to hed with
insomnia becomes a cataleptie the wmin-
ute the baby begins to ery.”

] The Propricties,
| “But why,” persisted the native, “do
you serve the missionary for dessert?”
! »Oh., he was such a pudding,” re-
joined his wife. lightly.

The propriety of the thing was too
manifest to permit further discussion.—

Detroit Tribune,

fom-owhat Misunderstood.

Clerk (in jewelry store)-Gold rings?
| Yes, sir, step this way, please. Eigh-
teen earats?

Mulvaney—No, sir, Ii've been aitin’
onions, av ut's anny o' yure bizness. —
New York Ledger.

Her Idea.
“Mrs. Dash, can you tell me about

Husband (eautiously)-It is a twifle | your husbhand’s incubator?”

heavy, that is a fact,
Little Mrs. Newhbride (sobbingly)—It
js as heavy as le-le-lead and 1 put in

plenty of rub-raisins to raise it, tut-too!

—Harper's Bazar.
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‘ “Oh, yes; this is where the dear little
| chicks hateh, you know, and that's the
browder.”
l “What does the brooder do?"
“Why, It lays the eggs.”

| WOODEN SHOES !N DEMAND. !

Footwear of the Dutchman FYFinds
Favor in America,
I'he ::""-'\: i Jtll':l o TR T Y:»t-"'\-"," fﬂ

Grand Rupids,

A Th 1 ol overshitdow
1t Lings in i1s vieln :
;0T oS wn of itg induostry dis-
trh edee and quiet of the neigh-
bortioml. It Is a small two-story build-
ing wita a sizn out in front to «distin-

guish it rom ilwelling houses in
the same seclnded street, Tt is operated
hy two Hollanders who hay

Ing wosmlen shovs alipost

1 1.
cOeen Il k-

from Infancy.

T e Jnior partioer ocennies rooms 1
vsecotid story of the factory build-
14 ! " wi=Iiin 1 trtner, W I :l 3

“ - '1' '-n ’ -- - 1 . " .- l. 1
family, lives in the rear, while the

13-

OFY 1M e, larg 1 (e ooup-
rys At producing about Lalif of all the
woklen shoes made on this side o '

| water, ocubies a0 JOXIZ oo on tue
grommnd feor opening on the street,
Tlhree men fined steady ecmploynient in
e factory, aml the foree gt times is

reased to

five, and the prodoer will
avermge the year around aboul S00
paies of shoes o week.

Ion shoe is
ind
bloek of wood o

E:.".n‘:l. sl ¢ ll:..'"‘:_‘b‘
in its evolniion o 24
d produc: it

three aoperations,  The wakd

Ly hanad,
< finish
ol in shoe leneihis, and the
vs 2o through the processes
in pairs. The shajer
and first with a bromdax, and then with
a hand he hews aml hacks with
tedt aparent recklessness antil e has

takes 1wo hlowks,

T EA

. - . s 3 1.4 ~ - » . 1 4
reduced thie Dlocks o a semblance of a

Then he puts them on a
wooll, and, with 2 long kuife,
that looks like a seyvthe blade
to the block at one end, he rapidly
brings the rongh bocks to the perfect
formi of a wonden shoe.

The blocks are then turned over to
the borer,

II;]'{f'-l‘ silimws
| .
.IIIH'!‘ !

,swivellsd

who with a varieiy of imple-
ments aikes the hole for the foot. e
first Dores a hole for the hieel and then
with what jooks like an exaggerated
won works his way toward the
towr, A expert workman <an reach
the toe in two or three minutes, while
a green haied could no: get there in half
started
aops amd serapers, the pince
for the (oot Is rapidly shaped. The
ten mses culipers amd meas-

CLIESe sl

Onee with auxers,

Worknuin of
ures, =5 that one shoe of a pair ghall be
mate of the
ot r. The shoe is then seat 1o the
aryving-room to remain a month, when
the 1inal tonehes arve to give it the last
seraping amd the artistie finish.
Willow is the best wond out of which
to make womlen shoes, but the Amerd-

ean willow s unlike that whierh grows

a3 near as pussible the

on the native heath of the womnden shoe.
In this country basswood is u=ml al-
ontirely, amd is light, casy to
work, durmable and dry. Oceasional or-
ders are received for faney shoes to
be miade of maple or walnut, and once
an extra fine pair had a mabogany
venesr, The shovsare especially adapt-
ed for wearing in wet places, aml the
demand for them s steadily increas-
ing. The Hollanders hrought ¢hem over
from the old country, and were long
made gport of hy the irrevereat. Buat
the Americans ave within a few vears
beon eoming to the conclusion that in
adopting tvhe wooden footwear the
Duteh had previy level heads.
The shoex are especially desimble for

mosy

work in laundrics, hreweries, staliles
and on the farm when the ground is
wet, They do not becomne satuaruled
with modsture, néver get ont of shape
like Ieather boots, and are sarprisingly
warm and eomfortable, and in addition
thiey are cheap, aml will outlive several

pairs of cowlilde boots,

The awkward-
ness of wearing the shoes soon passes
away. aivd when the wearer eniers the
house e Kicks them off for shoos or

slippers of more gracefal build.

The shoes sell for 5 a Jdozen, adnlt
sizes, $2.40 for smail sizes and S1.80
for children's, and are shipped 1o all
parts of the country from there. The
Hollanders are still the larzest buyers,
bt the Amerieans are making rapid
progress in adapting them to their own
uses.  Desides the factory at Grand
Rapids there is one at Hoelland, Ottawa
County, producing abont fifty pairs a
week when in operation, which is only
part of the thine. Jowa has one or two
small shops, and New Jersey has ona
or two, but fmwy if any work more than
four or five months a year except the
big factory at Grand Rapids.—New
York Sun.
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Women's Ways.

A domestic wife is a blessing, but
not iff siie is oo domestie,

A wife is willing to be obedient, bat
she hates fo be considered a slave,

When a woman says no. she wants
yvou to insist upon her saying yes.

A man wili always respect a woman
If e sees that she respects herself.

With a wonuun, ler scal should al-
wayvs be al leasc as well ¢lad as her
hody.

I a marvied woman commences as a
slave, she will never regain hor free-
donm.

A great many women transfer to their
baby the love they once liad for their
Sushamds.

Even when a woman is in love she
never forgets to see that her hat is on
straight.

A woman should not be afraid to die,
Why, just think of it! It relieves her
of the marriage tie.

A woman who I a good cook can
always retain (he respect of her huse
bad, §f not his love,

A womsan should be chary with her
Kissos and caresses, even 1o her hus-
band. We got {red even of a canvas-
back duek if we have it every day,

A Bayvonet Yag,

It is elaimed that the Sullan never
drinks alcobolie liquors., The hayvonet
jag is the only Kind that will ever
arouse binL=Cleveland Plain Dealer.

our idea of a man indifferent to the
world's scorn, is one who would carry

& corset Lux through the streets, i
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