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. CHAPTER IIL

Providence, according to Talvanne,
or chance, according to Rameau, was
preparing a change in the great phy-
sician’s way of life about this time.

;One day a servant woman of about
forty called him to perform an opera-
tion on her mistress, who was almost
at the point of death. Taking his case
of instruments and bidding the wom-
an enter his carriage with him, he was
driven to a squalid, poverty-stricken
house at the Rue des Batignolles, on
the fourth story of which dwelt his pa-
tient, a widow named Etchevarry, and
her daughter. As Rameau followed
the servant -into the first room, he
noted its bare appearance while lhe
woman passed on quickly toan adjoin-
ing room. An exclamation was ut-
tered, and in the framework of the
door, suddenly puslied open, the doctor
beheld the most radiant incarnation
of living beauty that had ever met his
gaze. He felt his hands pressed by
warm and eager palms; he heard a
sweet voice say to him:

“Oh, sir, what gratitude we owe to
you!”

And then, before he had time to ut-
ter a word, he was led to the foot of a
bed, on'which a pale, thin woman lay.
At the sight of her, his professional
instinct regained possession of Ra-
meau, his glance resumed its searching
directness, his ears ceased to tingle;
he was agaln the great physician. He
forgot everything except the disease.

“It is at the back of the head, doc-
tor,” said the sweet.voice.

He began to examine the sufferer,
“who had not strength to speak. Sweat
.gathered in beads upon her forehead,
which was hollow and wan with pain.
Her arm was stretched out, and its
:arteries were beating strongly. A pur-
ple swelling underneath the right ear
bulged up over the bandages around
the neck. Rameau removed the dress-
ing with a light hand, and his grave
«countenance fell.

“How,” he asked, “has this been al-
lowed to gain such a height?’ and
then, laying his chat on a table and
taking his instrument case, he passed
into the outer room.

“Doctor,” said the girl, with sivible
terror, ‘‘are you going to operate at
once?”’

‘PIld you not send for me for that
purpose?’ he asked, softening his
voice,

“Is it so serious as our doctor says
it is?” £

“Very serious indeed, mademoiselle.”

“But, doctor, do you sce what a
weak state my poor mether is in?
Would it not be possible to wait until
to-morrow ?” ;

“No, mademoiselle. Your mother's
state is very grave. She is suffering
from an anthrax, which has been' al-
lowed to extend very nearly to the
-carotid artery. Saving her is a ques-
tion of hours. This evening it would
‘probably be too late.”

The girl said nothing, but leaned
hopelessly against the table, her head
‘hanging down on her breast. Rameau
-could not refrain from looking at her.
She was of middle height, slenderly
formed, and had the careless grace of
the women of the South. Her clear.
smooth, colorless complexion was
"brightened by the vivid redness of her
lips and the brightness of her dark
‘brown eyes. Her jet black, lustrous
hair grew low upon her forehead; her

.eyebrows were straight and expressive
-of pride. Her whole person bore the
imprint of elegance and distinction.
She was one of those women who man-
ifest their superiority, no matter in
what position the caprice of fortune
may place them. In this humble dwell-
‘ing, clad in a shabby brown woolen
;gown, the girl looked like a queen,

“Will the operation last long?* she
faltered out, at length.

“Yes, mademoiselle. I shall have to
-use an anaesthetic, and must beg you
to send at once for your doctor. He
will assist me."”

Two hours elapsed before the doctor,
for whom the servant had to search
‘the quarter, arrived. Rameau had re-
turned to the patient's room, and while
she slumbered heavily, talked with her
.daughter. He did not think of going
away, although he might have made
some urgent visits in the interval. A
wubtle charm detained him; a vague
shadow fell around him, and the pro-
file of the girl was marked out against
the window, on which the street lamp
threw its uncertain ‘light. They con-
versed in low tones; he was paternal in
manner, very grave; she spoke frankly
and simply, but with an emotion be-
yond her control. Her nerves, over-
strained by a whole week of suspense
and fatigue, suddenly gave way, and
in the darkness, within a step or 'two
of her dying mother's bed, she dis-
closed ‘all the sorrows and miserles of
Jder life. '

Her name was Conchita, and she
was the daughter of Jose Etchevarry,
a Spanish ‘captain, who bad gone into
France with the remnant of a Carlist
band, after its crushing defeat by the
soldiers of Queen Isabella. Her moth-
er brought her to Carcassonne, where
the French government had interned
the refugees; she was at that time
seven years old. Her father obtained
a place as bookkeeper, and the little
family lived quietly and happily under
g sky almost as blue as that of Spain.
The refugees being free to depart on
the termination of the war, the Carlist
.determined to go to Paris, flattering
himself that his relations with tle par-
ty would procure him an exceptionally
good position there. But the unfortu-
mnate Carlist got ‘nothing from them,
:and he applied himself to giving lessons
An Spanish. His wife, who was very
.clever; obtained employment from a
modiste, and ‘the family managed to
dive. |

For ten years this went on, without
\events, Their obscure existence moved
1n the same commonplace routine: The
gathes ;going out to give his lessons

in the morning, the mother sitting
down at the table to fashion silk, satin
and tulle into the shapes of the day
with her agile fingers. When Conchlita
was fourteen she began to help her
mother. She excelled in the art of
twisting ribbon into charming knots
and bows, and perching a bird prettily
upon a bonnet,

CHAPTER 1V,

In order to turn Conchita's skill to
advantage, Etchevarry boldly installed
the family in a small ground floor
apartment and opened a milliner's
shop. The mother and daugther
worked with all the more ardor be-
cause they were working on their own
account, and for five years their little
trade went on well and honorably,
Mme, Etchevarry having formed a
good connection. At the end of that
peaceful interval the former Carlist
died.

In ‘an hour, without preparatien,
without warning, the two women
found themselves alone in the world.
The widow, a prey fo profound grief,
at length fell ill; but she was so well
nursed by Conchita and by their de-
voted servant, Rosalie, that she recov-
ered. It seemed, however, that her
courage and energy were gone forever,
She remained for.whole days with her
eyes on a vacancy, her needle motiou-
less between her fingers.

In vain did Conchita redouble her
efforts, perform prodigles of activitly,
even work all night; little by little the
customers, secured with so much diffi-
culty, dropped off, and trouble installed
itself in the little shop. At last, after
two years’ painful and vain struggles,
the brass plate, “Mme, Etchevarry,
Modes,” was put up on the door of the
fourth story of the house in the Rue
des Batignolles,

_In that populous quarter, far from
the fashionable world, the mother and
daughter vegetated, obliged once more
to work for others, without hope of
ever getting back again to the modest
position from which they had fallen.

Then the widow was seized with {ll-
ness once more, and Conchita, held in
a vise between the necessities of her
dally task and the absorbing demands
of her mother’s condition, had to face
the increase of their debts, while pawn
tickets replaced the few articles of
value which they had hitherto man-
aged to retain. The young girl was al-
ready powerless to contend against
so much misfortune, and it was to re-
celve a terrible addition. The doctor
who attended Mme. Etchevarry in-
formed Conchita that only an urgent
and serious operation could afford any
hope of saving the patient’s life,

In the darkness, which . was now
complete, Rameau had listened to this
lamentable narrative, interrupted by
Conchita’s tears and pitecous entreaties,
The famous physician was filled with
the deepest pity; he, thrilled at the
recital of the miseries of a young
girl whom he had never seen unti!
two hours before, and the man whose
disdainful irony cewed the boldest felt
himself overpowered by shyness.

The two hours’ waiting had passed;
it seemed to him like a minute; his
memory gave him back a-confused yet
sweet Impression, the sense of a de-
liclous and irresistible enchantment.
The only incident of this first mecet-
ing he could perfectly recall was the
arrival of the doctor in attendance on
the patient, and the performance of
the operation in Conchita’s presence.

He had left that humble dwelling
with reluctance, promising to return,
and astounding the other doctor, who
knew his proverbial roughness, by the
gentle kindness of his speech. And,
as a matter of fact, he'did visit the
patient every day until her recovery
was complete. Never was an invalid
treated like Mme. Etchevarry. Ram-
eau ordered the medicaments and sent
them to the house so that the faithful
Rosalie should not have to fetch them.
He never came without bringing the
rarest fruits and the most beautiful
flowers. One day he questioned Ro-
salie with regard to the pecuniary sit-
uation of her mistress, and after he
had made her promise to keep the mat-
ter secret he offered her the contents
of his purse to pay off he household
arrears.

Rosalie, however, recoiled from this
proposal, and flatly refused, thereby
throwing Rameau into extreme con-
fusion. She lost no time in relating
the adventure to the ladies

“Just think of his begging me to
take his money, saying that it might
be paid back at another time, if you
liked, but that you must know noth-
ing about it at present. You may he
sure that man is in love with our
young lady. They say he always gets
what be wants! And he is not so old,
after all; Dbesides, he has a grand
face.”

“Stop, stop, Rosalie!” said Con-
chita, “you don’t know what you are
talking about. The doctor is very
kind; he takes an interest in us. But
mamma is quite well now, and he
cannot put himszlf to inconvenience
any longer by coming to see her.”

The following day Rameau found
the two ladies rather grave and very
ceremonious. They gave expression
to all their gratitude for the devoted
care he had lavished on the invalid,
but delicately led him to understand
that future visits might be as preju-
dicial to him, by involving the loss of
precious time, as to themselves, since
they would not know how to explain
his assiduity. They hoped in the fu-
ture to discharge their debt to him,
but in the meantime Conchita present-
ed him with a very pretty handker-
chief case of antique silk, which she
had made expressly for him. For the
first time in his life Rameau stood
abashed before the young girl who
held out her little gift to him, while
tears of gratitude, sparkled In her
eyes. He stammered a few words of

Waly

thanks, made a gesture of sudden reso-
lution,” and, turning on his heel, al-
most ran out of the room.

As he went on his way, with his
ideas all in confusion, he took him-
self to task. What did he mean, he

. asked himself, by rushing, at his age,
| into thig love affair? He who ought

to have po other sentiment than love
of sclence, an exclusive and jealous
mistress who would endure no rival.

I But in the midst of his argument the

pure face of Conchita, her dark eyes,
her wavy halr curling upon her tem-
ples, and her red, smiling lips, rose
before him and he heaved a sigh at
the thought of all that he was re-
nouncing.

In the mbrnlug he drove these
thoughts and set about his customary
work. He went his round, delivered
his, lecture, visited the hospital and

frightened by a burst of paradox more
vehement than ever. Then, at about
ten o'clock, the flame sank suddenly
and went out; he flung himself on a
sofa, lay for a long time without open-
ing his lips, and finally, rising with
a languid and weary air, he went
away. Rameau continued in this
strange mood for a full week, malk-
ing Talvanne so uneasy that at length
he took it upon himself to question
him,

He succeeded in only irritating his
friend, who showed such temper that
Talvanne left him with the conviction
that there certainly was something ab-
normal going on in Rameau's mighty
brain this time.

(To be continued.)

DOGS IN GERMANY,

Are Divided Into Threce Classes, aud
Taxed Accordingly.

Like everything else in Germany,
dogs are divided into classes. The first
class contains the dogs that are kept
as pets by people in easy circum-
stances, writes a Leipsic correspondent
of the Washington Star. To the second
class belong those dogs that are used
for hunting. The third class includes
all dogs that are kept for working ani-
mals by milkmen, butchers, peddlers,
ete., In or near towns and cities,

In the city every dog is taxed, but
there is a distinction made between the
three classes. Dogs of the first class
are taxed 20 marks ($4.76), those of the
second class, 10 marks ($2.38), and
those of the third class only 5 marks
($1.19) per annum.

The variety of the dog which seems
to be the most fancied as'a pet in Ger-
many is the short-legged, elongated
dachshund.

The dogs that are used for hunting
are mostly German deerhounds and
bird dogs of the setter and pointer
types. Beagles are seldom used and are
uncommon. Hunting dogs, as a rule,
are kept in the country, and very little
is seen of them.

Working dogs are not confined to
any particular variety. Any dog that
is large and strong may be used, and
a great many different kinds are seen.
When a person comes to Germany one
of the first things that is sure to im-
press him as strange is the sight of a
dog hitched to a wagon with a woman
as his mate. In Leipsic working dogs
are numerous, and are mostly owned
by the poor people. So far as I bave
seen, the dogs are treated with con-
sideration by their owners and seem,
in many cases, really to enjoy their
work.

When the tax upon a dog is paid the
dog is registered and the owner is giv-
en a tag which must be attached to its
collar. When a dog is allowed upon a
street without his muzzie or his tag he
is subject to seizure by the dog police,
who are a special branch of the mu-
nicipal police. The usual fine in such a
case is about 75 cents, where there is
no willful intent or neglect on the part
of the owner. After a dog has been
captured once and its owner warned, if
heavier. The only dogs that are al-
are those that are unquestionably un-
der three months of age. After a dog
is captured he is taken to the pound
and kept there three days. At the end

either sold or disposed of.

NEGRO AND THE STEAMBOAT.

River Man’s Reason for Believing
Colored Man Good Roustabout.
“The suggestion came out of St
Louis the other day that white labor
nad replaced the negro on the whart
and that after long service the black
roustabout was about to enter upon

river man; “all of which, I may add,
I accept with a grain of salt, as the
saying goes. Somehow I can never
think of the successful and really val-
uable roustabout as anything but a
black man,

“The negro seems to have been born
to the calling. He is, as a rule, fond
of the steamboat, and naturally takes
to steamboat work. He has always
hovered around the river. Of course,
you will find negroes back in the hills
and scattered around in the higher al-
titudes, but the vast majority of them
you will find quartered in the lowlands
of the country, and on the rivers,
where he can hear the flutter of st .m-
boat wheels.  There is one other fact
to be mentioned in connection with
the negro's peculiar fitness for steam-
boating.

“Did you ever hear the steamboat
mate talking to the ‘rousters'—say, for
instance, when the boat was a little
late in pulling out and during the busy
geason? Hast not, eh? Well, there is
something in store for you, something
Jurid and forceful and something that
will force you to run the gamut of the
emotions. The point is that the negro
is stimulated and urged on to quicker
work by this kind of talk. Profanity
is an essential in the mate's calling.
The negro needs it. I was just won-
dering if the white man would ever
get used to it. Maybe so, but I.have
my doubts about it.”—New Orleans
Times-Democrat.

A diplomatic person is one who says
what you don’'t want him to say in
such a way you can't tell whether he
said it or not.

Where the best things are not pos-
sible, the best should be made of those

that are~"Hooker.

dined with Talvanne, whom he almost

it is captured again the fine is much

lowed upon the streets without muzzles

of that time, if uncalled for, he is

the decline of his sway,” said an old

Those who know anything of the
daily routine of army posts and on
board our ships of war it is hardly
‘ necessary to say that the note of the
. bugle is the most familiar sourd of a
.military or naval life, There is scarce-
i Jy an hour of the day that its ringing
trumpet call does not greet: the ear,
heralding some drill, formation or in-
spection, and, to the soldler and sailor
allke, sleeping or waking, it becomes
an everpresent accompaniment, if not
regulator, of his clock-work existence.

As such, then, there must be some
interest attached to the meaning of
the signals which it conveys, how they
can be understood and distinguished
apart. As a military adjunct the bugle
is doubtless of extreme antiquity.
Trumpets were carried by the Per-
slans among the hosts of Xerxes, and
in its many varieties the bugle was
a favorite with ancient warriors. It
even seems to antedate ail other musi-
cal instruments, as it appeaved on the
Egyptian bas relief at Thebes, on the
stone relics of the Druids in the Brit-
i{sh Museum, in pictures of Grecian
mythology and in the legends of the
fall of Troy. A horn or perforated

sbell was the most primitive and com-
mon form of this prehistoric trumpet,
which, in its evolution, has produced
this present bugle. Its earliest re-
corded prototye was the long-stemmed
fare-mouthed instrument popularly at-
tributed to Gabriel and angel orches-
tras, and by successive gradations its
pedigree can be easily traced down to
the shining, metalllc and beautifully
finished cornet of to-day. But as it is
the desire of the writer to make the
military use of this instrument more
familiar to the many who know of it
only in a general way, it is with that
end in view that he selects the bugle
or trumpet as his theme.

The words “trumpet” and “bugle”
are frequently used indiscriminately,
although in a technical sense the form-
er is the instrument especially belong-
ing to the cavalry or mounted troops.
while the latter is the one most often
seen depicted. The two instruments
differ but slightly from one another,

the chief distinction being that the
trumpet has an extra crook which
gives it a baritone instead of a tenor
note. The bugles in common use are
usually F or G in tone. The appear-
ance of the latter Instrument is so
well known that it hardly needs de-
scribing. Its sound, to the soldier, at
least, is an every-day affair.

Until a few years ago the “boats-
man’s pipe,” a curious little silver
whistle with the shrillest of sounds,
was the monitor to whose merry chirp-
ing the rollicking jack tars yielded a
ready and willing obedience. But with
the advent of the new navy, fighting
turrets, military masts and rapid-fire
guns, this relic of the days of oak and
sails, like other things nautical, has
gone under with the tidal wave of
change which has swept over the naval

sexvice, and has found Itself almost, |.

if not quite, supplanted by the brazen
trumpet.

From the first call in the morning,
“pevelille,” at 4:30 or 5 o'clock, until
the last, “taps,” the signhl to extin-
guish lights, at 9:30 p. m., almost every.
incident of ship routine is punctuated
by the bugle.

{ In the navy at the present day only
a few time-honored services are left to
the “pipe.” Such as “sweepers,” “mess

ABANDON SsHIP,

calls,” “all hands to muster,” “turn
to” and “pipe down.” Nearly all oth-
ers, “clear lower decks,” “clean b~ght
work,” “spread mess gear,” “evening
quarters for muster,” ‘“church,” ‘“re-
treat,” “color evolutions,” “fire,” “ex-
‘ercises, boat calls, “abandon ship,”
*arm and away” (equipped for distant
service of “cutting éut”), “hooks on
boats,” “assemble for drill and cere-
monies,” “hammocks” and “tattoo” (9
o'clock), have been usurped by the
busy bugle. d

At the United States Naval Acad-
emy, Annapolis, Md., all the study, rec-
itation and recreation calls for the ca-
dets are sounded by it, and, together
with its military companion, the drum,
it plays an Important role in the rou-
Hne life of these embryo officers, thus
accustoming them to its constant use
when they go out into the service at
the end of their four years’ course,

This assumption of the essentially
military instrument by the navy is but

TO ARMS—THE LONG ROLL.

one of the many proofs that this
branch of our service is growing mili-
tary as well as scientific, and reluctant
as are some old barnacles to confess
it, the day is not far distant when
every ship of war will be but a floating
fortress, garrisoned by soldiers, gov-
erned by nearly the same regulations
as are practiced on shore and officered
by skilled artillerists, to whom the
traditions of the sea, except in the use
of the extant, will be a thing of the
past.

i 'The sallor, or “man-or-warsman,” as
he was once known, indeed, except in
8ress and appearance, has almost en-
tirely disappeared from the seas. He
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CAVALRY BUGLER.

no longer eats his bhardtack, “salt
horse” and “rope-yarn junk” from a
tarpaulin spread on deck, but now sits
at table and has often as many delica-
cies as are to be found in the ward-
room Imess. G

He has no. more ‘‘reefing” and
“handing” sail to do, but must be an
expert mechanic or artillery: .an, skill-
ed in machinery, armamen: and torpe-
does and. in aiming and f{...ng modern
breech-loading cannon.

While at the wheel he cannot watch,
as he used to do, the weather leech of
the main topgallant sail to keep it
“lifting” or “full and by,” ready to
“luff” or “let her go off a point,” but
he must now be a practiced and skill-|
ful artificer who, with finger on the
electric’ dial or steam steering gear,
directs by the slightest impulse
through constant danger the safety of
hundreds of lives and millions of dol-
lars’ worth of property.

In short, he must keep pace with his
ship, which is no longer a towering
fabric of airy spars and sails heeling
to the -breeze under ‘“royals,” “top-
gallant sails” and bellying “topmost
stunsails,” but a powerful ironclad like
the battleship Oregon or swift ocean
greyhound like the commerce destroyer
Columbia, fitted with every mcdern ap-
pliance, propelled by tripple screws,
driven by quadruple expansion en-

REVEILLE.

gines and speeding through the water
at the rate of more than twenty knots
per hour. .

These bulwarks of the nation, tri-
umphs of naval architecture and the
highest conception of the constructors’
art, need a different kind of hand to
guide and fight them than the pictur-
esque sailor of Dibden and Marryat—
Every finger a fishhook; every hair a

*  rope-yarn.

The bugle calls in use in the army
and navy are not, as many might sup-
pose, rude and unmeaning blasts, with-
out rhyme or reason, and sounded sim-
ply at random, but each has a special
and peculiar significance, which is soon
learned and, to those accustomed to
the sound of the bugle, as readily un-
Jderstood as any spoken language.

In the “skirmish” or extended order
drills on shore no commands by word
of mouth are necessary, but a trum-
peter, or “fleld music,” accompanying
the officer (who designates the desired
maneuver), voices the warning for its
execution on his bugle. The last note
is the signal of execution, at which the

BOOTS AND SADDLES.

movement indicated is promptly per-
formed—*“Attention, forward,” “rise,”
“halt,” “lie down,” “rally by squad,”
“deploy,” “commence firing,” “cease
firing,” “to the rear,” and many like
movements are all perfectly .intelligl-
ble to the soldier or the well-trained
“plue jacket,” and require no word of
command to interpret their meaning.
At our military posts the frequently
recurring routine calls serve to indicate
the hour of the day for the officers qnd
their families, who regulate their
clocks by them and who rarely need
to consult thelir timepieces when with-
in sound of the bugle. They regulate
their engagements to a nicety by these
routine garrison calls. which are as
constant and unchangeable as the sun
in its course. Army babies leara to
hum them when they are only big
enough to toddle and lisp, and army
mothers and housekeepers regulate
their houseqold dutles by the hours
which they mark. Such remarks as
“First call for ‘retreat’ and dinner is
notserved,”or “ “Taps’ already and not
yet in bed,” are not infrequently heard
among army people, to whom this
houriy monitor soon becomes a fa-
millar friend and second nature, It

and when to go to church. It re-
minds them that it is time for lunch,
time for dinner and time to prepare for
bed, and, should physical ailments re-
quire attention, it announces the doc-
tor's arrival by “sick call.” From
morning till night its clarion note
“gends the wild echoes fiylng” and be-
tokens.gomething which cannot be for-
gotten or shirked. B TR |

Among those calls most often heurd
and which rarely or nexer. vary are
“first call,” “reveille,” “parade and
guard mounting,” “assembly of guard
details,” Ugick call,” “drill,” “fatigue,”
“canteen,” “mess” calls, ‘“retreat,”
“um'" Hquarte“" and Nt‘p ." A‘l
these are equally fampiliar to the garri-
son dwellers, whether 'in barrcaks or
“officers row,” and to many of them
rhyming words have been so cleverly
fitted by the soldiers themselves that
the very notes seem to speak the mean«
ing expressed by the call.

> For the hoisting of the flag at 8
o’'clock every morning, and when it is
hauled down at sunset, “colors,” as it
is alled, the bugles sound off the sa-
lute “to the colers,” and the “retreat”
or “trooping of the color.”

The exultant inflection of each flour-
ish of this manifestation of respect to
the national flag i1s expressive of the
ceremony it represents — a martial
“hafl” or “gloria in excelcls” to the
outward and visible symbol of a na-
tion’s greatness.

The ‘“retreat” concludes the cere-
monies of the day—evening parade—
and its final notes mingle with the

—— - — - —
——

CHURCH.

boom of the evening gun which an-
nounces the vanishing of the last rays
of the setting sun as the colors reach
the ground.

The two calls, “to the color” and “re-
treat,” are sounded in unison by all
the “fleld music” massed, who gather
at the flagstaff at the preliminary “as-
sembly of trumpeters,” while the ordi-
nary routine or garrison calls are
usually sounded by the trumpeter of
the guard, or ship’s bugler, alone.

FOLLIES IN MEN'S DRESS.

Male Attire Fails in Even Distribution
. of Protective Warmth,

That a dress reform for men from a
practical and hygienic point of view is
badly needed there is no doubtt What
can be more ridiculous than cutting
the front of the vest and coat away
and thus expose chest, lungs, throar,
etc., to the inclemency of the weather,
giving rise to serlous illness? What
sense is there in constructing the back
of a vest with a mere, thin lining? Do
tailors imagine that the spine requires
less protection than any other part of
the body. What practical use is there
in wearing collars highr enough to out-
shade the old-fashioned “father-mur-
ders,” collars that prevent the free
movement of head and neck, and tight
enough to seriously interfere with the
proper function of several organs?

It is ignorance, pure and simple, and
it is one of the physician’s duties to
enlighten the public on the necessity of
considering their health before fash-
fon, ignorance, and folly. Wherein the
male attire fails is the even distribu-
tion of protective warmth. One part
of the body should be as warm as the
other. But not enough that the pres-
ent style of dress makes this an im-
possibility, to flitter man’s vanity (pre-
sumably), tailors have acquired a hab-
it of padding the coats “to improve the
figure,” and thereby introduce another
element of unequal distribution of pro-
tection.

As a proof of how little men care
about this “improvement,” it may
safely be stated that nine men out of
ten do not know where their coats are
padded, or that they are padded at all,
and then they wonder why In a biting
wind they should feel cold in one
shoulder and not in the other. If phy-
siclans called the serious attention of
men to these anomalies in their cloth-
ing and inculcated in them correct hy-
glenic principles of dressing, they
would take a great step in the direc-
tion of preventing disease.

Eggs as a Food. .

Would it not be wise to substitute
more eggs for meat in our daily diet?
About one-third of an egg is solid
nutriment. This is more than can bew
said of meat. There are no bones, no
tough pieces that have to be laid aside.
A good egg is. made up of 10 parts
shell, 60 parts white and 30 parts
yolk.

The white of an egg contains 66 per

‘cent water and the yolk 52 per cent.

Practically an egg is animal food, and

yet there is none of thre disagreeable

work of the butcher necessary to ob-'
tain it. Vegetarians use eggs freely,
and many of these men are 80 and
00 years old and have been remark-
ably free from sickness.

Eggs are best when cooked four
minutes, This takes away the animal
taste which is offensive to some, but
does not harden the white and yolk '
so as to make them difficult of diges-
tion. Such eggs should be eaten with
bread and masticated very finely.

An cgg spread on toast is fit for a
king—it kings deserve better food
than anybody else. Fried eggs are
much less wholesome than boiled ones.
An egg dropped into hot water is not
only a clean and wholesome, but a de-
licious morsel. Most people spoll the
taste of their eggs by adding pepper
and salt. A little sweet butter is the
best dressing. Eggs contain much
phosphorous, which is supposed to be
beneficial to those who use their
brains much.—Pittsburg Press.

An amusing sight is to see a really
modest woman raise her dress too
high, by mistake, in crossing a muddy
street.

The man who thinks twice before

tells them when to sleep, when to wake

e N e it ST NS Pt

speaking seldom says anything
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Bathe in Scanty Suits, (et

A party of much-traveled men
returning one hot night last |
Manhattan beach when the conveMNsa-!
tion turned to the salt water bathing
customs of the countries they had vis-
ited.

Am Englishman told how the women

of his native land took their dip apart
from the men and clothed in hideous
garments resembling nightgowns,

A Frenchman described the' bare-
legged frolics of the gay Parisian
women summering by the sea.

An American explained how the sex-
es, absolutely unclothed, enter the wa-
ters of Japan, with nothing but bam-
boo rods to mark the more or less lm-'
aginaty line dividing the men from the
women.

“Ah,” interposed the Englishman,

“how Iimmodest!”
' “Yes, perhaps,” observed a Chris-
tianized Turk, who was of the party,
“put in my country men and women
do- the same, except that each man:
and woman preserves modesty by
wearing a white mask.” :

“Suppose,” said the American :
should wish to bathe without ™
mask?”’ ;

“Ah,” replled the Turk, “you must
wear ‘the mask—Iit 1s the bathing cos-
tume!”—Philadelphia Record.

The Reason Why.
Drummond, Wis., Sept. 19.—~(Spe-
clal)—Whole familles in Bayfield
County are singing the praises of
Dodd’s Kidney Pills and the reason
why is given In experiences such as
that of Mr. T. T. Wold, a well-known
citizen here.
“I had such pains in my back that
I did not know what to do,” says Mr.
‘Wold, “and as I came across an adver-
tisement of Dodd’s Kidney Pills'I sent
r a box. That one box relieved me
©of all my pains. My wife also used
them and found them just what she
needed. I recommend Dodd's Kidney.
Pills as a sure gure for Backache and
otlier Kidney Troubles.” }
Backache is one of the earliest
symptoms of Kidney Disease. Dodd's
Kidney Pills cure it promptly and per-
manently and: prevent it developing
into Rheumatism, Dropsy, Dia! T/
Bright's Disease. :

An engraver of Odessa has engraved
the emtire Russian National Hymn upen
la grain of corn, and recently he present-
isd the curlosity to the Czar. His majes-
ty has now forwarded to him through the
clvil governor of Odessa a gold watch
and chain, with his thanks for carrying
out such a laborious undertaking.

We use Piso’s Onr:htor Couhnmpﬂon in

reference to amy other cough m o
'B-Hn. 8. B. Borden, 442 P street, Wash-
Ington, D. C., May 25, 1901.

A STORY OF THE STREET.

Acceunt of a Newsboy's Gratitude for
a Kindness, :

“I chanced to be walking down Lib-
jerty street,” said a well-known artist,
‘“when the recent hurricane scooped
his stock of evening papers from un-
der a wee and wan 8-year-old news-
boy’s arm, made a free distribution‘of

them in the mud and rain half a blocke—

I“ny. and came near serving him in
!llke manner. As he fought his way.
:to his feet I heard him tersely sum-
jmarize the extent of the ruin in the
remark, ‘Dat busts me!” and he heard
'me laugh.

“Turning on me and assuming a sug-
lgesﬂve Terrible Terry pose, he savage-
‘ly asked, ‘Wotyer laffin’ at?

“ ‘Not at you, my boy,’ I hastened to
explain, ‘and here’s half a dollar to
start you in business again.’

“‘Money talks’ with the gamin as
;wgll as the goldbug, and in this case
its charming eloquence moved its re-
ciplent to remark with flattering sin-
cerity, ‘You ain’t such a bad guy, af-
jter all,’ as he scooted in the direction
of Park Row. .

“But this was not the last I was
Jestined to see of my pigmy purveyor
Jf the latest news, for, as I was hus-

to reach the ferry, I heard the
quick patter of pursuing little feet,
and he overtook me to make the
breathless inquiry, ‘Say, mister, does
you go by dis way every night?

“‘No. Why do you ask? said I.

“‘Coz,’ explained he, ‘I wants ter
glve you a paper every night #ill I
squares de debt.’

“Now,” continued the artist,
there a man here who does not. feel in
his heart a desire to give such a boy
as that a lift toward a better life, or
who does not believe that granted half
a show he would develop into an hon-
orable and successful man?’ — New
York Times.

CHANGE FOOD

Some Very Fine Results Follow.

The wrong kind of food will put the
body in such a diseased condition
that no medicines will cure it. There
is no way but to change food. A man
in Missouri says:

“For two years I was troubled so
with my nerves that sometimes I was
prostrated and could hardly ever get
in a full month at my work.

“My stomach, back and head would

- throb so I could get no rest at night

except by fits and starts, and always
had distressing pains.

“I was quite certain the trouble
came from my stomach, but two physi-
cians could not help me and all the
tonics failed, and 80 finally I turned to
food.

“When I had studied up on food and
learned what might be expected from
leaving off meat and the regular food
I had been living on, I felt that s
change to Grape-Nuts would be just
what was required, so I went to eat-
ing it s

“From the start I got stronger and
better until I was well again, and
from that time I haven't used a bit
of medicine for I haven't needed any.

“I am so much better in every way,
sleep soundly nowadays, and am free
from the bad dreams. Indeed thia
food has made such a great change W
me that my wife and daughter have
taken it up and we are never, without
Grape-Nuts on our table nowadays.
It is a wonderful sustainer, and we
frequently have nothing else at all but
a saucer of Grape-Nuts and cream for
breakfast or supper.” Name given by
Postum Co., Battle Creek, Mich.

Good food and good rest, These nre

the tonics that succeed where all the
bottled tonics and drugs fail. Ten
days' trial of. Grape-Nuts will show
one the road to health, strength and
vigor. “There’s a reason.”

Look in each pkg. for the famous
little book, “The Road to Wellvilla™
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