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HELP FOR STARVING ANIMALS.

By Ella Wheeler Wilcox,

Many people who believe themselves
kind hearted and full of sympathy for
suffering creatures have left town with-
out providing for their cats and dogs,

The city is full of deserted and starv-
ing animals. .

If you are staying in town, put a dish
of fresh water out in your yard or be-
side your pavement every night an/l
morning.

It will require little effort to do this

humane act, and it will mean much to
miserable, homeless cats and dogs.
" A friend writes me from the city that
she purchased a 5-cent ge of cat-
nip 2t the drug store and scattered it in
her yard, and watched two tramp cats
while they almost went into a delirium
o1 oy over it

These cats come into her yard and
drink a large dish of water dry every
day. |

My friend has begged me to speak a
‘word for the dumb creaggres abandoned
to the fate of tramps in the cities, and
without knowledge or reason to enable
them to find the shelter and protection
of the Bide-a-Wee Home for Animals.

The human tramps and outcasts in the
city know that the doors of the Salva-
tion Ariny, at the various stations scat-
tered all over the city, are ever open
to the unfortunate, .

At the University Settlement and
other places, and the Y. M. C. A. head-
quarters, help of some kind will be given
them, and no on

heart of any ian city today, bad

as our crowded and congested condi-.

tions are. {3

But animals cannot ask questions, or
seek out streets and numbers, or un-
derstand that food and shelter will be

‘given them by applying for_it.

They can only mourn, starve and
suffer whemrr deprived of the protection
of those who have permitted them to
become tramps.
~ Therefore 1 make this earnest appeal

to those who have homes or boarding

places in the city during these hot days:

Provide water, at least, for stray ani-
mals; and food and a bit of catnip as a
special luxury, if the desire to lessen the

misery in the world is sufficiently strong

in your heart to lead to this slight effort
and trivial expense.—American-Journal-
Examiner. '

As the Conductor Understood It.

I was doing an afternoon shift on the
belt line that runs circles around As-
bury Park—an easy job that left plenty
of time for the philosophy that is the
car man's delight, It was about 2

- o'clock in the afternoon, when a lady

chmbed on the car, and speaking as
if she begrudged every breath she spent
on such a low creature as a conductor,
she chopped off these words:.

“Let me off at Sunset,” meaning Sun-
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_starve in the

.in  the - ammunition wagon,
“Look here,” interrupted one of the.-

set avenue, of course, as I well know;
but the day was pleasant, and the lady
looked as if she needed the air, so I
said nothing.

On and on we went, going round and
round the town, and on each trip I re-
membered collecting her fare, and 1
didn't bother her for more. But by and
by she began to recognize the scemery,
and calling to me, she said:

"I thought you were to let me off at
Sunset 7"

At that I pulled a huge nickel watch
from my pocket, and looking long at
it and making big eyes, I said with the
best brogue I kept for use at such

times :

“Shure, mum, and the sun’is yit two
hours high.”

Of course she told the whole story to
the “super,” and he fired me. For being
rude to a lady? Bless you, no—for fail-
ing to collect the extra fares.

All is Game Except Indians.
Years ago a bill, entitled “An Act
for the Preservation of the Heath Hen
and Other Game,” was introduced into
the House of the Assembly of the State

of New York. The speaker of the

House, not especially interested, grave-
ly read it “An Act for the Préservation
of the Heathen and Other Game.” He
was blissfully unconscious of his blun-
der until an honest member rose to
his feet. “I should like to move an
amendment to the bill,” he said mildly,
“by adding the words ‘except Indians’”

Professor Bottomley has d-iscovcred
that the microbe is not so black as he is

painted. He may be harnessed and made

useful to  the farmer, helping in the
rearing of tomatoes and other edibles.
It was Professor Huxley, we fancy,
who described dirt as matter of out of
placee. We must learn to think of the
microbe in the milk as merely out of
place. ' |
Michael F is a married man—a
very much married man. He has mar-
ried four timed; and all his wives are
still to the fore. According to Michael's
own account, at the assizes where he
was tried for bigamy and found guilty,

" his experiences have not been altogether
-satisfactory. The judge in passing sen-

tence, expressed his wonder that the
prisoner could be such a hardened vil-
lain as to delude so many women.
“Yer honor,” said Michael apologetical-
ly, “I was only thryin’ to get a good
wan, an’ it's far from aisy.” -

The old soldier was telling some of
his thrilling adventures on the field of
battle to a party of young fellows, one
or two of whom were skeptical as to his
veracity. “Then,” he said, “the sur-
geons took me up and laid me carefully

and—"

“NYou don’t mean
You mean the

doubting listeners.
the ammunition wagon.
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people?” Duddy—“It

ambulance wagon.” But the old man
shook his head. “No,” he insisted;
“I was so full of bullets that they deci-
ded 1 ought to go in the ammunition
wagon,” -

Donald M’Guid, an elder of the kirk,
and a strict Sabbatarian, was particular-
ly severe upon Sandy M'Tavish for his
shortcomings. That worthy, who had his
doubts as to the elder’s sincerity, deter-
mined to get even with him at the first
opportunity, A skillful angler, he one

day captured an extra good basket of

trout, and resolved to present a part
of his catch to the elder. The gift
having been duly accepted, the wily
Sandy remarked casually: “But, elder,
I clean forgot to mention—the fish were
canght on Sunday.,” “Weel, Sandy,”
returned the other, gazing eagerly at the
contents of the basket, “I dinna think
that is the fault o' the trout”

Young Mother—“Baby is rather cross
today. He is teething.” Bachelor (in
great awe of the mite of humanity)—
“And when do you expect him to com-
mence—er—hairing ?”

“You can't go home when it's rain-
ng like this. You had better stay and
have dinner with us!” “Oh, it’s not so
bad as that!"—Golden Days.

“Hannah,” said the mistress to her

_miew girl, “you can take that brown serge

dress of mine and put it in soak”

“Yes'm,” said Hannah. “Who's your
fav'rite ‘pawnbroker?’ — Household
Words

Fuddy—"“Don’t you comnsider it the
duty of government to look out for the
seems to me
things would come out better if the peo-
ple would look out for their govesn-

ment a little more.”

- “If I stand on my head the blpod all
rushes to my head, doesn’t it?” /No one
ventured to contradict. him. /“Now,”

he continued triumphantly, “when 3
stand on my feet, why doesn’t the blood
all rush into my feet?” “Because,” re-
plied Hostetter McGinnis, “your feet
are not empty.” iy

-~ Pony ls Fond of Milk,

H. D. Stewart of Linnens, Me., has
an Indian pony that has lately devel-
oped a taste for new milk. On going
into the yard one morning lately Mr.
Stewart found him extracting milk
from one of the cows in the old-fash-
ioned way, i _

When the bishop came to dinner, he
usually asked grace. But one day, when

other company came, Rosamond asked,

“Mamma, shall we say grace today?”
“No,” said mamma, “it will be a very
informal dinner, and I think it is not
necessary.” When the guests were all
gathered about the table, the little one
explained during a pause in the conver-
sation, “Mamma. says that this is such
an infernal dismer that we need not have
grace today!”

and we will mail you The No
News-Lctter weekly, till December 31, '07

capture the intruder.
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Peculiar Matrimonial Ad,
The following advertisement

“Europe’s Nursery of Vice.” -
People may contend what they

please about Paris, Berlin, Vienna and
Rome, but whatever villainy flourishe =

Out there, you may be gnite sure th-
there is more of it in this mammo*
metropolis (London), which is cali
ou the continent “Europe’s nursery \r
vice.”—Father Bernard Vaughan,

Owl’s Appetite Its Undoing.
Andy Baker, of Gilsum, N. H., found

‘tLat his chickens were disapearing

rather mysteriously and resolved to
As a result a
large owl is on exhibition in a store
window at Ke + Beyond a doubt
the bird has ‘ed on its last
chicken. i

Remarkable Coincidences.

The old chapel at Faversham, Eng-
land, was at one time in charge of
Rev. H. J. Rook. Sparrow and Cuckoo
were the names of the two deacons.
Mrs. Martin - was chapelkeeper. Mr.
Lark, Miss Crow and Miss Nighten-
gale were In the congregation. The
chapel itself wag situated in Partridge
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