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Hood's 
Sarsaparilla 

Will purify your blood, clcar your 
'Complexion, restore your appetite, 
(relieve your tired feeling, build 
;you up. Be sure to take it this 
spring. 

Get It In u*ual liquid form or rhocn-
latMl tablet* culled Sarsatuba. 1 00 Dost-sf 1. 

*» * f 

Five collections of stamps have real-
led aa aggregate total of $595,000. 

.  FEKKV DAVIS' PAIKKIMKR 
M OUBM of prevention" a» w«»ll as a 
HpotlM ot cut*." Kor hovrrl imtiblnfl. *kln 
irtmftat oolda, and othvr ilia. 8&o and 60c slr.<»«. 
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A. Cruel Joke. 

H Oswald, a witty and original Pari
sian, had a mania for practical jok
ing. Ha was very amusing to his 
friends, but when bis talents ware ex-
srted to avenge some wrong there 
was more bitterness than fun in his 
•wit. On* evening when a man who 
bad not treated him politely ,\ive a re
caption be avenged himself cruelly. 
The man was slightly deformed. AH 
ths hunchbacks of Paris, 500 In num
ber, presented themselves at his re
ception. They had received notices 
from Oswald that If they should GO to 
this address on this evening they 
-would learn of a legacy which had 
been left them. 
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HOVELS, LONG AND SHORT. 
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Send postal for 
Free Package 
of Paxtine. 

liter and more economical 
han liquid antiseptics 
m ALL TOILET USES. 

pAXTINE 
I TOILET ANTISEPTIC 
Gives MM • tweet breath; clean, white, 
_ ~ teeth—antiseptically clean 
nxwith and throat—purifies the breath 
after smoking— diap els all disagreeable 

ition and body odors—much ap-
1 by dainty women. A quick 

' for sore eyes and catarrh. 
A little Paxtine powder dis-

' solved in a glass of hot water 
makes a delightful antiseptic so
lution, possessing extraordinary 
cleansing, germicidal and heal
ing power, and absolutely harm
less. Try a Sample. 50c. a 
luge box at druggifts or by mail. 

THK PAXTON TO I LET CO., BOSTON, MASS. 

: *ABI8 PLAGUE OP BATS. 

• '  ^  
•"Wlmtmrm Rodeutu Finds Itat Cntcli-

' • eee*"" 6tlll Oat of Business, 
v., ,«-fTnthe days when Eugene Sue wrote 

i bis novels of the underworld ot Paris 
i the Rat Catchers' Guild formed a high
ly remunerative and active profession 

• eo active, in fact, that the rodents 
1 gradually disappeared except along the 
'*'«tver front and were rarely found in 

-cellars as high as those on the Mont-
aaartre when the new system of drains 

, i -were Instituted. 
^lth the rising of the Seine, how-

- -ever, and the "backing up" of the sew-
. srsi says a Paris letter, the animals 

?saM back to their old haunts and 
agalatsak up their lairs in cellars and 
ftssMMMtfe of houses, and at night 
could be seen scampering about the 

Unfortunately Paris was quite 
for the Invasion. The Rat 

-Catchers' Guild, whose members used 
its reeelve a handsome price tot rid-
-dlnga bouse of the pests and then sold 
their ablns to furriers, was no more. 

Only one rat catcher Is left, an old 
man aamed Henri Payve, who Is the 
Tiaunlclval rat catcher of the city of 
vlrlt He alone Is left, and he has no 
•apprentices, for the calling Is no long-
•cr lucrative, and so he finds himself 
auddanly lifted Into notoriety by the 
aew plague of rats as being the only 
tat catcher left in Paris. However, It 
seems that he is setting to work brave
ly. W It Is something awful for a 

' ̂ rat elty to be attacked by a plague 
-cf rsts and to possess only one rat 
-catcher, and he not a Pied Piper of 
'Hameliiî  „ 

Rngllsli Plaa (or Shorter Stories—• 
' I.mirth of Nome Old Ones, 

A plan to shorten novels to an aver
age length of about 50,000 words and 
to sell them to the general public 
mainly through the large department 
houses for 50 cents apiece, Is being 
put forward again both in this coun
try and Great Britain. 

The idea is bound to fail, as far aa 
the length of novels is concerned, says 
the New York World. An arbitrary 
measure of 50,000 words or of any 
other number canot be fixed for what 
should be a work of art. Novels differ 
as widely as pictures in scale, and 
nearly all that have lasted for many 
years are long. 

"Don Quixote" has about 600,000 
words, "Tom Jones" about 500,000; 
"Vanity Fair," esteemed by many the 
best novel In the English language, 
about 500,000, and all the other impor
tant Thackeray novels, except "Henry 
Esmond," are nearly as long. With a 
few exceptions the Dickens novels con
tain about 400,000 words apiece. Nei
ther Thackeray nor Dickens was at 
heart u historical novelist, and when 
they undertook work of this kind they 
ran out quickly. 

George Eliot needed at least 300,OOC 
words to tell a story; George Sand 
used nearly a half million in her mas
terpiece, •"Consuelo"; Dumas spent a 
quarter of a million on "The Three 
Musketeers," and three-quarters of a 
mllion more on its two sequels, 
"Twenty Years After" and "The VI-
comte de Bragelonne." "Les Miser-
abics" stretches out to 650,000 words: 
Tolstoy tells the fail of "Anna Kare-
nina" in 400,000, and he puts 700,000 
In "War and Peace." The famous Pol
ish trilogy nf Sienkiewicz exceeds a 
million words. 

Almost the only Instance of a short 
novel of the very first rank Is "The 
Scarlet I„etter," which is but 75,000 
words. However, there are only four 
or five characters in it and the action 
is brief. It may be that the novelists 
of the present day are not able to pro
duce great, effects because they must 
write for the passing moment, and by 
the time they get acquainted with 
their own characters they are com
pelled to bid them farewell. 

A BIT OF TREACHERY. 

I Comfort and 
, , New Strength 

•t® 

y Await the person who discovers 
. thatalong train of coffee aUs can 

fee thrown off by using , 

Carl Hagenbeck, the most eminent 
owner, exhibitor and trainer of wild 
animals in the world, has had many 
adventures in his half century of ex
perience. Some of them are described 
in a recent book, entitled "Beasts and 
Men." On more than one accasion an 
elephant has como uncomfortably near 
putting an end to Mr. Hagenbeck's 
career. One of the worst accidents 
happened at the end of the 'GOs. About 
that time he purchased a menagerie at 
Trieste, which included among bther 
beasts a female elephant, which stood 
about eight feet high. It seemed to ba 
a thoroughly good-tempered animal, its 
only fault being that- it occasionally 
had the sulks—"a not uncommon char 
acteristic," comments Mr. Hagenbeck, 
"in all feminine creatures." 

He soon made friends with the ele
phant, which he named Lissy, and he 
never passed its stall without giving 
ot a handful of food. He was, there
fore, he believed, justified in thinking 
he had quite won its heart, and as it 
never showed any sign of violence. It 
did not occur to Mr. Hagenbeck that 
ho might be dealing with a grossly 
dtceltful creature. 

The elephant was learning a trick 
in which it had to swing its keeper 
into the air with its trunk, and then 
slowly set him upon the ground again. 
The word of command which was 
given to the beast when it had to per
form this simple exhibition was; 

"Lissy, apport!" 
"One day," to continue in Mr. Ha

genbeck's own words, "I found Lissy 
alone In her stable, the keeper being 
absent. It must have been a devil that 
made mo feel a desire to bo raised or 
high by her, after the manner of bet 
keeper. I stroked and fed her, and 
then, taking hold of her trunk, called 
out the word of command: 

"Lissy, apport!" 
"Then followed one of the most vile

ly treacherous acts of which 1 have 
ever heard. Lissy began to obey the 
order, but I soon felt she was bent on 
mischief, for the embrace of her'trunk 
was unpleasantly vigorous, and I 
soared high into the air. 

"But I was not quietly deposited 
once more upon my feet. 

"Instead of this, Lissy dashed me 
violently against the wooden barrier 
in front of her stall, and I went flying 
over Into the menagerie. > 

"I lay almost senseless upon the 
ground until the old keeper, Philippe, 
appeared to help me home. 

"Fortunately no bones wore broken, 
but I was , terribly battered and 
bruised, and for weeks could only, hob
ble about with great pain." ' " 

Wand of Sleep 
OR 

The Devil-Stick 
By thd Author of 

"Tha Mystery of a Hansom Cab/' Etc* 

CHAPTKK XIX.— '  C'ontinued.) 
"Anil what did you do?" asked Jen, 

tnuch interested in this strange his
tory. 

"I went in Inter on, and found that 
niy mother had gone to bed. 1 saiil 
nothing at the time, as I was afraid 
of Dido. Afterwards, when Maurice 
was killed, and you said that the dcvil-
Ktk-k had killed him. I went to Dido 
and accused her of the crime. blio 
was fearfully angry. and warned me 
that If I said a word about the thett 
of the devil-stick, I would lie in dan
ger of hanging my own mother. Afraid 
lest such an accusation should kill my 
mother, who is not strong, I said noth
ing to her, or indeed to anyone.  I toid 
a lie to you to save my mother; what 
else could I do? Hut now I tell you 
the truth, and I wish you to protect 
us both against the evil of Dido and 
Dr. Etwald." 

"You believe that Dr. Ktwald killed 
Maurice?" 

"I am sure of it.  When I became 
ill through the terror of the secret 
which I possessed, Dido prepared that 
poison under the pretence of curing 
me, but I now know that she did so to 
ro-fill the devil-stick. She then sent 
it to Ktwald, and lie killed Maurice. 
Also he stole the body with the as
sistance of Dido." 

Major Jen moved n step towards the 
door of the summer-house. All at once 
he paused and looked back. 

"One moment, Miss Dallas!" he said, 
quickly. "Does David know about the 
theft of the devil-stick? That is," lie 
added, more precisely, "does he know 
that your mother stole it?" 

"I cannot be quite certain if he does," 
said Isabella, after a pause, "but I 
fancy he has some idea of it.  When 
ho hns seen me of late he has always 
been so nervous and silent. At our 
last meeting, also, he told me that we 
were to fear nothing." 

"il 'm!" said Jen, reflectively. "Un
doubtedly you are right. Miss Dallas. 
David must have learned the truth in 
some way; but X cannot imagine how. 
Well, good-by, good-by. I shall see 
you later on, when we have this scoun
drel under lock and key." 

On consideration. Jen thought :t 
would be best to say nothing definite 
to David about his discovery. If the 
young man, from a feeling of honor 
towards an unhappy woman, kept v.i-
lent, the Major was the las t  person in 
the world to tempt him to' break It. 
Jen decided to merely hint to David 
that lie knew the truth, and to let Un
arrest of Ktwald tell Its own tale, and 
unseal the lad's lips, by showing that 
Mrs. Dallas was innocent. As Jen 
came to this conclusion, he entered his 
own gates, and rather to his surprise 
he met David, considerably agitated, 
advancing to meet him. 

"Inspector Arkel and Dr. Etwald are 
waiting for you in the library," said 
Sarby, rapidly. 

"I know it. I  sent for them. I wish 
the first to arrest the second." 

"Arrest Dr. Etwald! On what 
grounds?" 

"<)n the grounds of having murdered 
Maurice." said Jen, coldly. "Yes, you 
may look astonished, David, but it is 
the truth. Without your assistance I 
have discovered that Etwald is guilty. 
Also," added the Major. In a kindly 
tone. "I know the reason of your si
lence." 

"Who—who told you?" stammered 
the young man, as pale as death. 

"Miss Dallas." 
"Isabella!" David looked terrified. 
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Retraction with a Stlnv 

Setaator Murphy Foster, at a dinnei 
In Washington, said of a certain re
traction: 

"It was a retraction without value. 
It recalls the Nola Chucky scandal. 

"Dean Washington, in the heat or 
a revival,, shouted from the pulpit 
of the Nola Chucky chapel: 

" 'I see befo' me ten Qhicken thieves, 
lncludin' that thar Calhoun Clay.' 

/'Calhoun, Clay at once rose and left 
the church. He was very angry. He 
brought several powerful influences to 
bear and the deacon promised to apolo-
gize. 

"So, at the following revival, the 
old man said. 

" I desire to retract mah last night's 
remark, namely-—I see befo' me ten 
chicken thieves, lncludin' Calhoun 
Clay. What I should have said, dear 
brethren and sistern, was—I gee before 
me .nine, chicken thieves, not lncludin' 
Calhoun^lay?" 

Tka Clcantte at tha Fstufce. 
Dealer—No, young man, we can't 

sell you'any cigarettes.-
.: Yeuth-c-Butirm 21: f'-Vv-"-'i 

Dealer—Perhaps. Toull have to 
bribe your mother here to prove it. 

Youth (dnbiously) —tvfi afrajd that% 
Maaei Motier dtrtit up td being oily 
Jfi Msrseif-̂ rClersland Plain Dealer. 

A. mfrTleiuriu to nttpsfct the rights 
X others because bis 

aiucb. 

CHAPTER XX. 
Before Jen had time to inuiqre the 

meaning of David's strange exclama
tion, the young man had turned on his 
h^el and was walking rapidly back to 
the house. Surprised by this behavior, 
and suspicious of its reason, the Ma
jor called out to him to stop; but, 
without taking any notice, the young 
man increased his pace, and was soon 
lost to sight. Jen went after him, and 
on entering the library found that only 
Arkel was present. 

"Where is Dr. Etwald?" demanded 
the Major, anxiously. 

"He went up stairs a few minutes 
ago to see your servant," replied the 
Inspector, rising. "Mr. Sarby was with 
him." 

Jen started. Evidently David had 
returned before him In order to see 
Etwald, and, to gain private speech 
with the doctor, had conducted him to 
Jaggard's sick-room. For the moment 
Jen—still suspicious of Sarby's beha
vior—had it in his mind to follow; 
but a few minutes of reflection con
vinced him that this was unnecessary. 
David did not know all the conversa
tion which had taken place between 
himself and Isabella, therefore he 
could Inform Etwald of nothing new. 
But, indeed, the Major pondered why 
David wished to speak privately -with 
the doctor. It looked, to his mind, as 
though the two men were in league. 

"Well, never mind Dr. Etwald just 
now," he said, aloud. "He had his du
ties to perform, and I have mine. Sit 
down, Mr. Arkel. I suppose you won
der why I have sent for you." 

"Well, no. Major. I presume it is in 
connection with the case." 

"You are right. I wish to know if 
you have discovered anything new." 

"Yes. Your messenger, Battersea, 
was wandering about your grounds on 
that night." 

"Battersea!" cried Jen, thunder
struck. "Did he see the body carried 
oft?" 

"He did not see it taken out of the 
house," explained Arkel, referring to 
somo notes which he held in his hand, 
"but he saw 't put into the carriage, 
which was waiting in the winding lane 
at the foot of your grounds. Two peo
ple carried the body between them—a 
man and a woman—but Battersea can
not give me their names." 

•1 can. however," said Jen, grimly. 
"Til give you the names later on Mr. 
Inspector. In the meantime, be good 
enough to conclude your report of Bat-
tersea's confession. It interests me 
deeply." 

"I thought it would," replied Arkel, 
with a look of satisfaction. "Well, the 
man and the woman put the body into 
the carriage—a doctor's brougham. 
When the body was placed In the car
riage and the door closed, the woman 
went away. The man mounted the 
carriage-box and drove off. It appears 
that there was no coachman." 
1 don't wonder at that," rejoined the 

Major. "This precious pair were afraid 
to trust their secret to a third party. 
Xo doubt, the horse, being quiet, was 
left to stand in ' the deep shadow of 
the lane while the robbers stole the 
corpse. However, I understand. The 
woman went away, the man mounted 
the box, and I suppose drove off with 
tile corpse." 

"Also with liattersea," added Ark"l, 
with a significant smile. "It seems 
that the tramp wished to see the end 
of this singular adventure, or, no doubt, 
he wished to make money out of it.  
Well, he was driven with the carriage 
to Deanminster." 

"Quite so, and into that gloomy 
courtyard which surrounds the house 
of Dr. Etwald," added Major Jen, with 
a satisfied smile. "Battersea saw the 
doctor take the body out of the car
riage and carry it into the house. Then, 
on his return—Etwnld's, 1 mean—he 
unharnessed the horse and puL it into 
the stable; also the carriage into the 
coach-house. Is that not so, Mr. Ar
kel?" 

'Battersea told you so," stammered 
Arkel, amazed at his insight. 

"I assure you he told me nothing. 
But I am as clever at Battersea, and 
can put two and two together. Next 
day Battersea went to Etwald, did he 
not, and tried to blackmail him, but 
this clever doctor compelled him to 
keep silent? [ know a great many 
things, Mr. Inspector, l- 'or instance. I 
know that the woman who assisted 
Dr. Etwald to steal the body is Dido; 
also that Dr. Etwald is a murderer us 
well as a thief." 

"If I had only known that, I would 
have bad the warrant altered." 

"What!" cried Jen, with an expres
sion of ferocious joy lighting up iiis 
face, "you have a warrant for the ar
rest of Etwald?" 

"Yes, but on the charge of stealing 
the body only. I took it out after hear
ing the evidence of the tramp liatter
sea." 

"Very good. Then you can take out 
a warrant for his arrest as a murderer, 
after hearing my evidence. I swear on 
my sacred honor, that Maurice Aylnier 
was killed by Max Etwald!" 

At this moment the door of the li
brary opened slowly, and Dr. Etwald, 
calm and composed, appeared on the 
threshold. Behind him, over his shoul
der, peered the pale countenance of 
David. From the ironical look on the 
doctor's face it would appear that he 
had overheard the accusation of the 
Major, and was prepared to treat it 
with contempt. That such was the 
case appeared by the first words which 
issued from his mouth as he faced his 
accuser. * 

"f hear the name of Max Etwald 
coupled with the crime of murder. Is 
this the way you treat your guests. 
-Major?" 

"You are not my guest," retorted 
Jen, furiously. 

"No; rather your victim, seeing that 
you have lured me into a trap. It if 
not to see Jaggard that you asked me 
here; but rather to force me—if you 
can into confessing that I am guilty of 
a triple crime." 

"You make one mistake, sir," said 
Jen, coldly. "I accused you of two 
crimes, not of three." 

"Ah, you are lenient," replied Etwald, 
a shade of surprise passing over his 
features, a surprise which was reflect
ed in the agitated face of David Sar
by. "Well, sir, let me hear of what I 
am accused." 

With the utmost coolness, he enter
ed the room and sat down in a chair 
near Arkel. The Inspector, with his 
hand in his breast-pocket, fingered the 
warrant, but did not deem it wise to 
execute it until he had heard what 
proof the Major possessed against Et 
vvald for the murder of Maurice Ayl-
mer. David sat down near the door, 
and followed every movement of the 
scene which ensued with keen eyes. 
Thus, three of the occupants of the 
apartment were seated—Sarby, Arkel, 
and Etwald. Only one man stood up— 
.Major Jen—and lie stood as the accus
er. 

"Dr. Etwald." said the Major, with 
great calmness and deliberation, "yju 
are a clever and ambitious man, who 
wishes to make his way in the world, 
but has hitherto failed to do so for 
lack of money. To procure money for 
your experiments in chemistry, you 
would do anything—even marry a rich 
woman!" 

"Or murder the man formerly en
gaged to her," retorted Etwald, with a 
pale smile. "Go on, Major Jen, I see 
the mark you are aiming at." 

"You found this rich match here," 
resumed Jen, without noticing the in
terruption, "in the person of Miss Dal
las, already engaged to the late Mr. 
Aylmer. You loved her, 'and wanted 
your rival out'of the way. To do so 
you had the devil-stick stolen." 

"Hb, lio!: and by Whom?" 
"Mrs. Dallas stole the devil-stick, 

and gave it to Dido, who, by your di
rections, filled It with fresh poison. 
Dido helped you to do so. and drugged 
of death to you, and with it you killed 
my poor boy at the very gates of the 
girl he loved. Afterwards you stole 
the body of the man you murdered. 
Dido helped you to do so ,and drugged 
my servant, Jaggard, with the perfume 
of the devil-stick poison, in order that 
the theft might be carried out with 
safety." 

"It would seem that Dido has a great 
deal to do with these matters," said 
Etwald, looking up to the roof. 

"She has everything to do with them. 
She will be brought against you as a 
witness." 

"Indeed. Then It appears that I am 
to be arrested." 

"I can answer that," broke fn Arkel, 
amazed1  at the self-possession of the 
man. "I have here a warrant to arrest 
you for stealing the body of Maurice 
Aylmer." 

"How can you prove that I did so?" 
he demanded. 

"By the evidence of the tramp Bat
tersea." 

"Battersea!" repeated the doctor, and 
for the first time he frowned. 

"Yes. Hte saw you place thie body In 
the brougham, with the assistance of 
Dido. He followed you to Deanmin
ster, and saw you take the body Into 
your house." 

'.'Oh, then," said Etwald, turning to
wards Jen. "I am not to be accused of 
the murder." 

"Later on, my friend Cain," said the 
Major, grimly. "Tou will have quite 

enougn to do to save your neck from 
the halter." 

"I am afraid so, Indeed, Major; 
therefore, I must have assistance. 
There is nothing like being provided 
In time with counstl for the defence; 
therefore, 1 must as :  Mr. David Sarby 
to defend me from these absurd 
charges." 

"1!" cried David, starting up with 
pale cheeks. "I defend you!" 

"Assuredly," replied Etwald. fixing 
a piercing glance on the young man. 
"Do you refuse?" 

"Of course he does," cried Jen, 
wrathfully. 

David raised Ills head and looked tt  
the Major, at the doctor, at the In
spector. 

"Xo," said he, in a firm voice to all 
three, "I accept. I shall defend Max 
Etwald." 

(To De continued.) 

LUNCHES AT ONE CENT EACH. 

TIk-j- A r«- IV t |  to llnlf-l-Vri Chil
dren Wlio WouliI Hout-iit C'hnrily. 
A heaping portion of Indian pudding 

with milk and two crackers was thv; 
menu for thel-cent lunch served at the 
Winthrop School yesterday, and as 
long as the service proves as success
ful as it has in the past the lunches 
wih be continued at ]0:-!0 each morn-
itir?, so that none of the little children 
who come to school with appetites 
half-satisfied need go home famished. 

The high cost of living which has 
shaved down the breakfasts at home 
al.riosl to a minimum operates to send 
some children to school with insuffi
cient nourishment to do justice to 
themselves in their work, the Boston 
J'ost says. 

At the Winthrop School it was de
cided that any plan that seemed to la-
elude charity, would prove a failure, as 
children are the quickest persons to 
form class barriers and look down on 
their playmates who may not be able 
to have food enough at home. 

.Miss Enuneline F. Torrey, teacher 
of domestic science, believes that she 
lias solved the problem in the 1-cent 
lunches served each morning. If cost 
ol'  preparation and service were added 
it. would he impossible to make the 
meal otherwise than charitable, so 
Miss Torrey has a class of eighteen 
girls, ranging in age from 10 to 13, 
prepare the dishes and serve them. 
Thus the cent that the children pay 
covers the entire cost. 

The cup of pudding and crackers, 
together with the milk, which was 
served yesterday to each hungry pu
pil had enough nutriment in it to 
equal nearly three large slices of bread, 
with butter. The quality, Miss Torrsy 
said, was well suited for the needs of 
the children. 

All the teachers in the school say 
that the tentative working of the plan 
thus far has been to provide much 
more wideawake children after the 
lunch hour and to do away with the 
eagerness to have school dismissed. 

GOES STRAUSS ONE BETTER. 

IJOKCPII Holbrooke Calls for WeiiftJ 
I iiMtru iin'iit.M in Mie Orchestra. 

Having heard "KleUtra" at the Man
hattan opera house, New York, you 
have some idea of how Herr Strauss 
is capable of expanding an orchestra 
to over 100 pieces, some of which are 
quite unknown to the ordinary musi
cian, says a London letter to the New 
York Times. Joseph Holbrooke, how
ever, in an orchestra concert in 
Queen's Hall last Friday apparently 
went Strauss one better. Iiis concert 
was the prelude and a scene from his 
three-act music-drama. "Dylan," which 
was produced for the first time in 
London. 

The scoring of "Dylan" is on a co
lossal scale, as is shown by the fact 
that 120 members of the London Sym
phony orchestra have been engaged, 
with Landon Ronald as conductor. Jn 
addition to the ordinary instruments 
of the modern orchestra, the composer 
has scored for one bass flute, which 
has long since fallen into disuse and 
which, Grove's "Dictionary of Music." 
says, "requires a great deal of breath 
and has a tone not strong, but of very 
line quality;" one oboe d'amora, also 
an obsolete instrument; three saxa-
phones, comparatively new and not 
much used; an unlimited number of 
concertinas, which are a discovery of 
Mr. Holbrooke; every imaginable per
cussion instrument; one tubaphone, 
which is a little known instrument, 
and one celesta. All these extra in
struments have been especially made 
for Lord Howard de Walden, who has 
presented them to Mr. Holbrooke. 

In spite of the extraordinary amount 
of noise occasioned by "Dylan," it has 
considerable merit in the orchestra
tion, Mr. Ronald says. And he has 
expressed the wish to "place on record 
my appreciation of the astounding 
technique shown by this young man 
in scoring for such an enormous or
chestra." 

How Robert* Won the VW-torln Crona 
Roberts noted tha>t a sowar of the 

squardon with which he rode was in 
great danger from a sepoy with a 
fixed bayonet. The contest of sword 
against bayonet would have ended dis
astrously had not Roberts intervened 
and disposed of the bayonet. That 
was barely done when he noticed in 
the distance two sepoys fleeing with a 
standard. He galloped after the reb
els and overtook them, and then he 
had a close fight for the possession 
of the standard. He cut down its 
chief bearer. While wrenching the 
staff from the man's grasp with botli 
of his hands the other sepoy turned 
his musket on him and fired. The 
muzzle was within a few inches of 
Roberts'  person, and there would cer
tainly have been an end of him had 
not the musket refused to go off. As 
it was, he rode away unhurt with the 
standard, and for those two courage
ous and gallant acts in close succes
sion Roberts got the Victoria cross.— 
Cobban's "Life of Roberts." 

Flexible Statistics. 
"What do those statistics of yours 

tend to prove?" 
"I don't know," answered the mathe

matical expert. "I'm just getting up 
the figures for this man. I don't know 
which Bide of the argument he intends 
to nse them for."—Washington Star. 

New 
A Defeated General. 

"What has become of your 
Year's resolution?" 

"Well, having held out loiig enough 
to satisfy all requirements of Vr&rery 
and honor, it capitulated last night 
for humanity's sake." * 7..*1 
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EGGS AS OMENS. 

Onrlona Dtvliialtuu Cuatom Among 
Jlill Tribes lu l- 'arthest lutllu. 

The egg enters in a peculiar way 
Into the lives of the people of the 
Khasi Hills, in Assam, Farther India. 
No event of any importance in the KTe 
of a Khasi takes place without divina
tion by egg-brealcing. The number of 
eggs broken for omens is only limited 
by the resources of the owner. Groups 
of Khasis may be seen arguing and 
wrangling for hours, and accompany
ing their ejaculations by fusiously 
banging an egg on the ground, until in 
time they are standing In a disgusting 
mess of egg shells, yolks and the 
blood-red saliva caused by beLel-chew-
ing. When the success or failure of 
some prospective event is in question, 
the custom is to drop an egg on a pe
culiarly shaped board, and then, from 
the configuration of the splashed yolk, 
and the position of the bits of shell, 
draw an augury concerning what is 
likely to happen. When it is desired 
to discover the cause of some sickness 
or misfortune, the man addresses the 
egg after this fashion: "Oh, egg, I am 
only a man, and ignorant, and I can 
divine nothing. You can communicate 
with spirits, and between them and 
us have intercourse. Now, say, who 
has done this—who has caused this 
man to fall sick? If the spirit is in 

about. So I tolrt f cnjic.H then that U 
I were to make any further Invest
ments I i:r:,::iy ovvii State, 
where I know what things are." 

But afterward Leopold came to 
Walsh again and they became inter
ested in some mining ventures in Col
orado. 

Walsh made and lost a couple ol 
fortunes before good luck finally stuck 
and made him one of the biggest fig
ures in the mining world. His 11 rat 
$10,000 was made in Leadville, Com, 
in the days when that town was rich 
and riotous and the bad men abound
ed. The height of mining romance 
was exemplified In his chance discov
ery of the Camp Bird mine in the San 
Juan basin for which he afterward 
refused an offer of $35,000,000 and 
which netted him more than a million 
a year for a long time. 

His social success at Newport- and 
Washington was accomplished partij 
by his wife, who was Miss Carrie 
Read, and by his daughter Evelyn, whe 
was married not so long ago to Ed wan; 
McLean, son of John R. McLean, pro 
prictor of the Cincinnati Enquirer. 

They were responsible for the lavist 
and wonderful entertainments giver 
at his three houses in Connecticut 
Denver and Washington. The rest 
dences themselves wore furnished 
with the prodigality and richness ol 
the royal palaces of Europe. And th« 
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DIVINATION BY MEANS OF EGGS. 

the house, let the signs be on the left; 
If out of the house, on the right." Then 
he spits on the egg, and, taking some 
clay in his hands, smears it over, so 
that the outside of the shell may be 
quite unmistakable when it is smash
ed. Apology is made to the egg by 
the man saying, 'I don't spit on you to 
insult you, but to clean you and give 
you a color," and then it is hurled 
upon the board. 

THOMAS R. WALSH. 

K Typical SncecNHful Irishman, Who 
SInile Millions Here. 

"The best thing about Tom Walsh 
is that he never forgot he was an 
Irishman," is the way a toastmaster 
ance referred to the tact and gracious-
ness of Thomas R. Walsh, whose spec
tacular career as a millionaire mine 
owner closed with his death in Wash
ington. From a millwright fresh from 
Tipperary County with only $50 in 
his pocket, he won so many millions 
from his mines in the West that he 
was consulted in business matters by 
King Leopold, the recently deceased 
King of Belgium who was known as 
"the royal rake." The promoter's per
sonality is shown in the story he once 

TliOMAf F. IfiAlstti. 

told of how he was approached by 
Leopold. 

"The King edged up to the mining 
business," he said, "and, after throw
ing a few bouquets at me about my 
shrewdness and ability and tay suc
cess, he casually mentioned that he 
himself was thinking of trying his 
hand at mining in the Congo Free 
State. He said If he could find some 
capable and shrewd 'American witlfi 
successful mining experience.: he 
woul<4 ^Jlke*!t»: h'*ve'-JMnv take change 
there. Of iourfce^^l' knew he meant 
me and that I'd have to invest in 
something I didn't know anything 

r  fit 

hospitality dispensed therein was on 
a truly royal scale, commensurate 
with the enormous fortune—estimated 
at $50,000,000—which Mr. Walsh had 
accumulated. 

Perhaps his greatest social achieve
ment was that which began the, 
Walshes' social career in 1899, when 
he was appointed commissioner for 
Colorado to the Paris Exposition. He 
chartered a boat on the Seine, spent 
over a million in decorating it and 
then proceeded to give entertainments 
to the rich and gay Parisians. They 
accepted him at once and it was these 
series of entertainments that led to 
the introduction of the family to the 
King of Belgium. 

After a period of this sort of pleas
ure, Walsh was glad to get back to hl3 
mining and farming—he was a farm
er, too, and knew about all there was 
to be known about irrigation. -'It was 
for this knowledge that he was ap
pointed a member of the American 
Academy for the Advancement of the 
Sciences, the Washington Academy of 
Science and the National Geographical 
Society. He was a good after dinner 
speaker and an enthusiastic clubman, 
having membership in the best clubs 
of Denver, Washington and New 
York. During his residence in Wash
ington, where he moved after making 
his fortune, Walsh helped to beautify 
the capital city as a member of the 
Board of Trade and he was also a 
member of other civic organizations inj^ 
the various cities where he lived. 

Llttl^t Fnther. 
The wOrr 1 who came to clean up 

was telling how she left her boy to 
take care of the baby. The boy Was 
two and one-half years old. The baby 
was six months. 

"That's the youngest little father I 
ever heard of," said the flat dweller 
she was cleaning up for. "Do you 
lock them in?" 

"Yes," said the cleaning woman. 
"Poor little fellow," said the flat 

dweller. "Locked in to burn in case 
of fire! Some day when you are 
cleaning up for mc I want to go over 
and see that little father, who ought 
to be in the cradlc himself, taking 
care of the six-months-old baby. I 
want to just sit there and look on 
awhile. Poor little fellow !*—Chicago 
Inter Ocean. 

Trapped. 
The perpetually clever man listened 

solemnly to the tramp's hard-luck 
story. 

"That's the same old yarn you told 
me last week," he said, winking at his 
companion. 

"Maybe it is,; '  admitted the weary 
one as he started on.. "I 'd forgotten 
having met you. I was in the peniten-
tiary. latst week."—^Success Magazine. 

i  .vSnatly OVerj.tima.ted. 
Hewlttrr-Half the world doesn't 

know how ,the other half lives. Jew-
itt—I think you overestimate the 
number of people who mind their own 
bu8ipess.-?-lJrooklyn Life. ' 

" —<¥— 
We have noticed that when a wom

an goes to visit a dear old friend, 
^ the friend has a 

new ftuto»6Mie4han if the friend has 

- i l f  yoaWttd i iBc l ence  i sn ' t  any th ing  
more than fear of being found out It 
may help a little. - .  ̂ -

* * * ' 
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