DOMESTIC ECONOMY,

A mun who'd lead o happy e

Must hand his earnings to his wife,
And let her, with o woman's sonse,
Pay out uud plan the home's expenso.

Heoll save himself a world of care;
He'll huveo far more to et und woar;
Ba will his wife, who'll also lay

By somothing for nrainy day.

The peanies, man will never prise,

Aro big as dollnrs In hor pyes;

Bhe woighs esoh well before it's spont,

And when they 're gone, knows whore they
went.

A wornnn oske, “how much!" before

Sshe buys, wad not a fraction more

Thau what sho orders will she take;

And slways counts the change they make.

A man, afruid of seoming meau,
And vainly bidl.g that he's green,
Win't usk tho price at all, and buys
Wiktever meets his cager oyoes,

Then, grandly throwing down a bill,
He, viotim of the tradesman’s skill,

And paying twice the right amount,
Pockets the change he fears Lo count

The money that n hasbind earns,
Kept in his pockoet, always burns,
And till Iv's squundered, lost or lent,
He, somohow, never {eels content.

Man's forte’s to earn, but not to spend ;
His wife's ambition, oo, will end

IT sahe soes money slip away

With debts inereusing day by day,

50 he who'll wisely leud o life

Of perfect bliss will let his wife

Be treasurer, ns nature meant,

And owe no min o single cont

’ C. Dodge, in Godall's Sun
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CHAPTER XXXIII (Coxmisenn).

Lovadon at last! Sarah Miller stepped
fram the train. and once more stood on
the piatform which she had quitted rather
more than three days before. It was now
past three o'clock In the morning. Whith-
er should she turn® She s vl hesitating
and bewild red.

There was one thing mote which she
had sett!od to dao  What was t? Oh
those wheels those wheels, will they nev-
er stop! She pressed her fingers to her
temples, and strove Lo recall what resolu-
tion had s!ip; ed trom her mind,

Al now she remembered what It was.
Her maney, she must get rld of that. She
bad po further neel of money now that
she had reached the final goal. Im her
pociet wore both German and English
colns, She coliveted them and ereeping
stealthlly to the box which stands awat-
ing eontributions for some. doubiless,
very deserving charily, she dropped in
every ooin that was upon her person.
‘This done, she believed there was nothing
left which eould in any way show who
she was or whenee shie came.

She passed out under the archway, a
solitnry, dark-robed figure with n hend
bent in gilel. >he passed from the
ghas ly white glare of electrie lamps into
the a'l bot des rted Steamd.  She walked
§ me winy up the S rand, then, withou!
any definite afm. turned to the right and
by and by fouml herself on the embani:-

us

ment,

stitl s e wan lere !l on until she reached
Wat ) bridge.  She went half way
acrons |, then stoppe | short nod gased
over the parapet uto the river But no

thon:ht of self-destruction had entercd
into her head, although the red | ght was
still before her eyes, the wild rush stifl
soumding in her ears, nnd those fearfnl
lron wheels in her Lrain eircling more
rapidly than ever. No the river had for
her but the attrmetion which a smooth
ealm. pea eful stream has for all who are
in deep distress. Soshe looked and looked:
even craned over the parapet to peerin o
its somber, plach! depths

|

| and addressed the

| tranee to L e place ol

|

{ most oostly and artist

At that moment a WMinding light fashod |

upon Ler vyes and a Lnnd geasped her
shonlder *sow none of thal nonsense,
sald n sharp volce—ihe volce of a polive-

The woman
the anguish
the constabliv
In the nick of

the stonework of the bridge.
turned her face to his, and
written vpon It persuaded
that he had arrived uost
time.

“Itiver airs bad at night for such as
you,”” he eald in a kind voice. “Now you
go straight home like a good woman. 1711
so¢ you safe off the bridge. You ean go
from which end you like, but if you stay
here any longer, well, | must ronyou in. ™’

She ol sped her hands.  **l am mad!'*
she eried in plteous, lmploring tones
“Can't you see | am mwad? Take me and
put ne where mad people are sent to. ™

Strance as a oonfession of Insanity
seomed. the puzzied policeman was bound
to tnke her at her word, the more so be
cause she would not or could not give nny
account af herself, or name any place of
residence.  So she was led away, a doclle
captive. and spent the rest of the night.
oc rather moming, under detention.

Mad or not she belioved her work was
now dope: belle od that she would be e
stowed where her mistre 8 woul | never
find her, never hear of her. Mad or not
her one concentrated aim was to keep the
seeret of the way in which Mauriee Hor-
vey died. It mad, the poor wretch's cun-
ping had all but supplied the place of
reason,

All but, for as usual it had forgotten
one Jmportant thing. Unles Deatrlee
was  informed of her  husband’s
death, unless thint denth  wore
proved beyond a doubt., Sarah  Mil-
let's erime would be uocless and her sac-
rifice futlle.

CHAPTER XXX1V.
IT WAS NODREAY,

Carrathers, as wus his enstom eniled
for Heatries carly one morning. ‘This
morning DBeatrics |eft hor boy In charge
of the smillng : avarian servant and went
for a wilk with Frank. It was & fair May
morn'ng, fairer perhaps elsowhere than
tn Munieh, which is adry, dusty, barren
land. For some time they walked In
gllence, and apparently without any sel-
tled destination. By and by Carruthers
spoke

“When o yvou think you will be ready
to return o England”” he ssked. Her
gyes were cast down.  She did nm
answoer his question.

“Peatrice, you will take my advice in
this’" he spoke gravely and tenderly.

“Yes | will take your adviee. 1 will
do all you wish—be sgulded entirely by

yon, Heaven knows I have guided my-
soll Jomg emough, Ses where it has led
me. "’

Her ¢ es filled with ledars as she spoke,
Frank clinchied his hand behind his back.
He felt so powerless to help her.  Afler
all he eould ald her so ltthe,

“What do you propose’ What dd you
think ¢ should do?'" she asked.

“! think we should go stralght back to
England; straight to Oakbury, 1 will
come with you if you wish iy, tell Horace
and HHerbert everything. '’

What will they say?  What will they
do” | should think they would at once
turn me out of their house. ™

Frank smiled a sad little smile.  * Dear
Beatrice, ' hie sald, *ean you fancy elther
Horace or Herbert tarning a dog ont who

| le noses ngainst the glass,

came to them for protectfon® That 1s, " 'strove to speak. gave o sharp cry and fell

he added. *if the dog had not been In the
mud. "’

**Ah, Frank, but 1 have been Iu the
mnd " sald Beatrice sadly, 1 have yrars
of mud up o me.  1twll never como off,
Frank. '

b rank, os a man should, tried toconso'e
ber, tried to persusle bher that the mud
wis nelther very biack nor so very thick,
fhe shock ber hoad sadly and refusel to
belleve hlm.  Then eame another pause,

AN sald  Beatriee, “it all comes
back to the old ery—'If what has been
done eould only be undone”

“Yeu," sald Frank, “the ery of the first
man who developed speech: his thought
perhaps bafcre speech came o him: and
81t will e the ery of the lust man who

| stan s on the wreek of the world. ™

There wus a silenes onee moe until
Frank (roke It by repeating his original
gquestl ;. Heatrlee toll him she oould
not lave Munleh until Sarah rélurned.

“Hut she 1+ In London, Why not tele-
graph her? Tell her to wait there, '

o] wwonll, but I do vot know where to
find ber,  She was golng to her {riend’s
The friend who posted my letters.  ~arnh
used to send them, but 1 pever thought to
ask the ad lress, ™

“Amd shoe Is maiing terms with this
man,” sald VPrank ratber bLitterly, *'s
cmpowere | to lot thid euffan rob you.'

“Money is nothing. e can have all
he wants If he will troutle me no more. "

“SHeank, " sald Beatriee, 1 will leavo
with you as soon ns sho retorns, [ prom-
s, Now let us talk of something else.
We may have but a day o two longer
here
back wupon—dnys
storm broke.

They walked n'out
seaveely notlolug where.
anywhere —10 one of the gallerles '™
Beatriee.

“No, " sald Frank.
pletures, let us go and look
statue of Bavarin ™

They Inspected the collossal statue, but
did not yield to the temptation of going
up into its head via the leg. They walk-
ed through the Hall of Fame at the back
of the statue. Dut sight-secing did them
no more good than Frank 8 forced gayety.
They were both sad as heart.

“Whereshall we go now: " asked Frank
a5 they camo back to the fia re. *Is there
anything else to s¢e avout here?' He
erouched (his question In curlous German,
driver., The driver
an d 1l great south cemeaetery was not far
off.

of calin before the
nimivssly, and
“shall we go
uskaod

“‘It's too line for
nt the

“| don't ke cemoteries " sald Frank
doulnfully,
| du, " sald Deatrice.  So they drove

ae ‘oiding 1o her wish

They pnssed uoder the great arched en-
Lom s, Beatriee,
who was now deep in sad thoughts, look-
il nelther 0 the right nor left—anid
Frank was looking only at Beatrlee. They
walked straight into the great open space
awd for awhile, with the bright May sun
shinlng down on them wandered about
the forest of tomb4, which, after the man-
ner of nil continental memorial  stones
lopked untidy from the withered or taw-
dry wreaths which had been  placed on
them last All Souls Day, and left to de.
eay ol ease. Carcuthers was somewhat
disappolnted In the cemelery.  Althouzh
this was his first  visit to Munleh, he
Funcled he hal read or heard that  this
vetnctery was one of the finest in Europe.
e told Beatriee he was disappoin sd.

“Perhaps the finest monuments are un-
der the plaoa, " she safd

They walked ncross to the broad plazza
which runs round the center space. As
Bea rice had suspected the tnest and
monumen's were
against the wall.

“This!” e muttercd.  *To this it all
¢ mes.  The end of love, the end of am
ttion, o!f wealth, of poverty. of pain, of
JOY. All eome to It, and other men and
woien walk over our graves and wonder
who we were. Heatrlee! Heatrice * he

| eried, Ina volee of ecquisits agony. *‘we
man who had seen her dark form agninst | e : e y

ean live but once and our 1.7 is wasted!""

Bravely as he had borpe himself Cars
ruthers hind nt last broken down.

“1 was n fool —a weak fool,’
Srorgive me "

Yo you nre wise, Oh, why was [ ever
born! "

Lot us go." siald Frank.
abode of dead mor allty. "

So with lieavy hearts they walked aling
the brond plasa toward the entrance to
the cometery.

Nelther spoke.  Carcnthers was telling
himself that he was weaker than ne
thought, that he could npt bear the situa-
tion longer.  He would see Bea'ries  safe
In England.  He would see this man and
Insure her future peace. Then he would

-hie must leave her, To see her, hear
her volee, touch her hand, yet koow she
ewild not be his was more than he could
ask himself to bear.

And Bestrice s thoughts ran much In
thy same growve.  She had from the first
kuown It must be sa,  This was why she
liad begged that the last few days they
spent in Munieh might be made =uch as
wwemory loves to linger upon. Such
friendsiip as {‘rank had spoken of was
Letween them an Lo possibility.

S0 a4 they walkel down that plazza
they felt that they were Udding each
other a farewell which might well be
eternnl. No wonder theiwr hands refused
to part.

As they drew near
the pasced  wloal
pearances a shop with a  plate-glass
front o/ening the  plazza. In
front of ©vera twoor three men sud wom
en and ~everal ehildeen  the list-named
on tl toe, and  attenln: the'r Cat Tenton-
Frank slso
glanced that way and saw such a oo rious
sight that. In spite of his prececupation,
Le stopped.

A little way lnside the glass was arrang-
ed on ban.s of evergreens and fLowers,
what seemed to be a do on dolls of varions
sizes, but all large for dolls  Eaeh was
dressed in smart long robes with tinsel and
other decorntlons, and every doll bore a
Inrge number. A curlous slight’ Carruthers
drew near and then the trath tashed upon
him, They were dead bables! There, ouch
in its little nest of leaves and flower:, they
Iny awalting the day of burli!,

“They are dead!” sald Frank, turning to
Beatrlee.

“Yeu | romember hopring It was the
eustom here o el them walt like this, by
I forgot all about It. A horrible custom,
Is It not "

Frans and | eatrice turned away., It
seemed (0 Frank, at least, £ at the speein-
ele phiey had scen was a fitting ending to
their excur-<lon.  They walked away slow-
IylLan.l In silence. But they had not seen
a

In n room at the very entrance, so that
comers and goers might the more readily
notice It, lay the body of a man. ~ot on
fragrant boughs, but on a plain slate bler,
for there was no one to authonze the ex-
penditure necessary to glve ita bed of ever-
greens, A black cloth was thrown aeross
the body and the Tace was tarned toward
the window,

And Frank saw that white face and
know It—and Beatrice saw that wilte face
and know Ik She graspod Fraok's arm,

he sald.

**I linte this

the
to

o
wis

entr nee
nll  ap-

|

|
|
1

Let mo have those dayvs to look |

| hie had plenty of money

sonscless on the stones,  Carruthers 1tied
ber and bore her to the girer. He bade
the man drive home at onee,

'eatrivo revived. She looked at Frank
In & dazed way.,  *'1 drenmed It—I1! was o
dream!™ she sald ln a whisper.

“1t wasnuo dream " answered Carrathors
In n honese, choked volee, Not another
word was exchanged until they reaehed
Beatrice's home.  1lere Frank wanted to
acoompany her 1o her rooms.  She shook
her hend.

Lo back, go back." she whispersd.
“Tou will s¢e to all, Jearn all, will you
not "'

He nodded. re-eutered the carriage and
drove back to the cemetery.

There was no wistake, e gained necoss
to the room. e saw the body uncovered,
saw the sling whieh had been removed
from the broken arm. And as he stood
and garzed at he dead man he sesmel to
hear the volee of the strange servant beg-
ging him in wild accenis to walt for Bea-
trice. Her prophegy had come true; her
strange faith had not decelved her,

He had to answer many ques lons;, soe
sunde, o'lleinls. He sald be Jdentified the
man nd Mourles Iervey, an artlst. e

¢ uld say nothing more sbout him-—
nothing about his frien!s, He had ex-
changed very few words with him.  Then

he left money for the e rpse ta be removed
to another «a v nndd decently lald out.
Also money for funeral expenses, anld for
a stone with 11. M. on It to beput over the
grave.  They told him the fune:al must
take place on the morrow.  Then he went
back to Beatrice.

She would not see lim: so he left a note
saying that all was done, The next day he
steod over Maurice llervey's grave,

T
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He did not see her the next day. Ie
ealled twice; the second time she sont
word that she woull rather no! ses h'm
until to-morrow. She was not 1ll; she
would only rather be left alone. Soln a
ecurious, Indeseribable state of mind Mr,
Carruthers spent the day In wandering
about Munich.

On the worrow he ealled and was nd-
mitted, 11+ found Featrice alone. Bhe
looked pale, but very beantiful,  1e no-
ticed at once a clhinnge In her manner. A
certnln gracelful Umidity and shynesss
seemed to lave fallen wpon her, whieh
added a new charm to the girl he had
hitherto found so ealm pod <elf-possessed.
Beatrice, it may be, also notlec] a chanze
In Carruthers’ bearing.

“Tell me all," she sall In low
ns after o quiet greeting he took
near her,

tones,
a chalr

He told her a1, Ded rlee heard him
without Interruption, When his reclial
wis finished she sat In deep thought

Frank watehed here In s lenes,
*How did he eome thers, on thoe rall-
road. | mean " she asked ab last,

Frank shoolk i+ Lead, "It might have
been aceldent, 10 wight have been sulelde.
From the position in which he was founsd
the authorities ineline to the latter.  DBut
In his pocket. |
don’t know how muech. for ln these cases
the exaet amount never stated. .n
short. no one kuo s how It happened. '

“What brought him to Munlel ' asko
Beatrice, ‘How did he know 1 was here

Frank e mald only shuke his head agaln

“He wust have seen *aral,”™ she con-
tinued. answering b r own question.
“He must have heard from her where |
was. Why did she not write and t2Il me?
Some harm may have bLefallen her
wish she was Lack.

Would you like ty re
asked Frank after & poose.
shivered.

“No.""she sald, 1 think not—uunless
you would eall it nwomanly not todo so.

“No," sald Frank, ** 1 cin see no rea-
son for it.’

“What could I o at his grave,” asked
Beatrice softly and dreamily,  *“Une goes
o n grave to weep. | could not weep.
After a load, which one has carsied for
years doay amd night is lifted from the
mind, one does not werp  one rv;ul('q o,
Frank, ! dare not stand over a grave and
fee! llke that.  Let me say | forglve him.
I enn do vomore.””

“*No one who Knew all could ask more. ™

“Speak nothing bat goud of the dead,
she continued n the same dreary way.
*“Frank, | cannot recall any good of which
to speak. For a few sweeks | loved him,
or thought | loved him: but that was years,
years ago. Al, me! tihoy: years! Alll
can now do Is 1o say [ will speak no evil
of him, He I8 dead. | forgive him, an |
will try and forget him."’

For the first tl (e the toars rose to her
eyed, There was a long panse.  Beatrice
and Frank were now standing. e took
her hands in Wls and held them,

“Beatrice —darling,* he  whisperad
“Io you remember the words you sald
few days ago—:ald In this very room”
When there seemedl no chance of happl-
ness for you and me.  Dearest, all s now
change . We are in o new world. HBea-
trice. will you say ones more In oir new
world what you sald In the old?"*

[CoNCLUDED XEXT WEEK, |

is

"

his grave?
Beatrice

A Blessing in o Woman.

The late William 1. Travers, a number
of years ago, ook n fatherly interest in
man who is now a Wall street banker, and
who was formerly a elothing-store clerk.
He forsook the connter and made a start
in the strect under the wing of the noted
wit,  The 10 ng man @arrled a charming
Brooklyn girl, On the retorn from the
wedding trip Mr. Tra ers congratulate!
him:

“The: tt-tell me,
that you m m-married
ming womnan, '’

Yo U replied the young man.  “She
Is beautiful and anecomplishesd, but she has
one misfortune ™

AR, ah! Wew.wiut's that,
Charley.*

“She stutters ™

She s ub-t-i-ters, does she? And soun
c-¢=t-enll that a m-m-mis-f-fortune® Why,
d-d-damit, Cha-Cha-Charley, that's a
b-b blessing In a wo-wo-woman,”

Cha-Cha-Charloy,
a cha-char-m-m-

Cha Cha-

Oue Exenption.

Venerns e Spinster: “There Is not a
married woman In my neguaintance who
iloes not have her life mado miserable by
her husbaml’s constant talk about how
much better his mother enoked. ™

Young Wire *Well, hore's an excep-
tion. My husbond never makes a remark
of that kind.*

V. 8.0 *tle’s the first man 1 ever hoard
of that did not. Yoo must be a marvel-
lous cook.™

Y. W.r *No, IUs not that.  You see, he
wan brought up in an orphan asylum.'
il L
Trousers Ave.
Tom Bighon (ferociously |—Hang I,
Gibl n, 1 ean’t seo why you have ndopted
that 11 otle way of earrying your umbrella!
You're inbbing everybody, back and front,
Howell 1 Ibbn—You cawn't see, oh?
Why, It's atwolutely necossawy. 1°4 get
the blawsted thing tangled In the skicts of
my new Fngllsh trousers (f 1 didn'l carwy
It In & horizontinl position.—Pack,

HE DRANK HASHISH,

The Aad Iesulis of a Druy Clerk's
Terrible Liunlter.

A few miles from this city | ves n
man who was onee ns fine o drog clork
as thern was In the oy of Boston,snys
the Manchester (N. H.) Union. His
pame was Randolph 1L Sanford, and
ho is ot pressot residing with his wid-
owed mother. Sanford is some over
forty years of age, and is a complete
wreck,. His hair is ns white ns snow,
and his loft side has been paralyzed
from the crown of his head to his feet.
While mixing chemloals at the last
place in Boston where he worked, an
unforseen comblpation ‘ensued, and an
explosion was the result. Ths explo-
slon proved most disastrous to Sanford.
He got the bulk of the flying liquid in
his face, and his nose was fairly eaten
oft. He was ill for a long time, snd
during his sickneas his whole left side
was paralyzed, as stated above. With-
in the last thres vears he has partially
rocovered the use of his afllictea siae,
and in the summertime mapages to
gol around and do u little garden
work, the Sanford place beng noted
for the quality of the vegetables rajaed
nud the beauty of the floral plats. San-
ford is a most interesting conversalions
alist, and s full of stories 1‘egnrdmg
the life of o drug clerk. His experi-
opce with bashish ls worth reproduc-
ing. Hnahish Is the foundation of the
same powerful oxtraet that fignres in
Mouunte Cristo. Tho name by which it
goes among drugg sts i3 “exirsctum
canoabis indicm, ™ or extract of Indian
Lemp, ‘The liguid preparation resem-
bles lnk in appearance —n Jdark green
ink. Its fragrance is of n narcotic
odor. and in taste it is slightly warm,
bitterish and seid. In Hindostan, Per-
sia, and other parts of the easy, hemp
has habitually been employed as an
Intoxicating agent The parts used
are the tops of the plant and » resin-
ous product obtained from it. The
plant Is cut after flowering, aal form-
ed loto bundles from two to four feot
long by threa inches in dinmeter, which
are sold in the bazars by the namo of
gunjab. ‘The resin obtained is formed
into balls by the natives, and is smoked
like tobaceo, with whoeh it is said to
be frequently mixed, An infusion or
docootion of the Jrink 18 somelimaes
used ns an exhilarating drink,

“Some oight or ten years apo’
snvs Sanford, I was st work for a
prowinent ulrug%la: in Doston. For
some little time 1 had beon sutfering
with dyspepsia, and the ailment both-
erod me so that life became unbear-
able. 1 at last mixed up a decooction
that gave me great relief. 1 was to
take it before meals, and placed the
bottle on a shell behind the preserip-
tion counter among other bottles
which are usually found in that place.
One noon I went to take my medicine.
I took down what 1 thought to be the
right bottle, and, discarding the use of
n spoon, 1 placed the bottle to my
mouth and tock a large swallow.
Horrors! The taste told me that I had
made a mistake! [ looked nt the
bottle and—well, mv friend. 1 had
taken a large dose of Indian cannahis,
or otherwise hashish. I knew what
the results would be. 1 staggered
back to the rear part of the store. How
queer I felt. How light I was pgrow-
ing. Up, up, np [ went, nntil my head
bobtad against the ceilng. I was like
n cork floating on disturbed water. [
glided along, and could look down
and ses the huge bottles, each one with
a hideous face laughing at me. The
stools on the marble floor secmed to
want to keep me company, and their
elick, elick. on the marble floor sound-
ed like thunder in my ears. Suddanly
I wns plunged into inky blackness.
From the black nvothingness flashed
out bright balls of light. I reached
the sofs and sank down upon it My
tongue seomed to swell, and I tried in
vain to scream, but no sound issued.
I seemed to know that there was a
long, long hour befors my fellow-
elerk wuuﬁl be back from his dinner,
and then he might not come into the
rear room and discover my condition.
Thoe events of days and weeks came be-
fore my mind in all the details, nnd I
saw faces—beautiful faces—angelie in
their divinity, which seemed to beckon
‘o me and thon vanish with a hideous
angh.  Again was [ tossed to the ceil-
ing and then thrown by some invisible
foree from one side of the room to
another, 1 felt no concussion, but
bounced about ke a hnze foot-ball
Then ‘I fell back into dreamy con-
templation nnd years seemad Lo pass
by. Fantaslio pictures were worked,
my limbs felt weighted with lead. just
the opposite to my experience of what
seomied to me yoars ago. I heard
somebody say: ‘Why, Rolphie, old
fellow, what's the mutter? Rolphie!
Rolphie!' The words reverberated
like thunder. My shop-mate had re-
turned. Again he tried to skinke me
to myself, and I never hated n man so
cordially as 1 hated him at that
womant, He got a dootor, and I tall
you, my friend, they had no ensy time
to bring me to wyself. Every word
threy vitersd surged into my brain and
spomed ro jar me to pieces. [ suffered
from that experience long afterward,
and it appoars even nt thi< Jday, when
llhlnkﬂ over, that 1 have that feel-
ing coming on, so powerful wns the
impression made on me at that time."

Beenes of Sensuous Beaunty.

Hindoos, coolies, men, women and
children—standing, walking or sitting
in the sun, under the shadowing of the
pnlms. Men squatting, wilh hands
clasped over their black knees, steadily
observe you from under their white
turbans—vory steadily, with a slight
soowl. All these Indian faces have the
samo sel, stoern oxpression, the same
knitting of the brows sud (he keen
strong gazo is not altogether pleasant
It borders upon hostility; it s the look
of measurement—menasurement physi-
cal and morak In the mighty swarm-
ing of India thess linve learned the
full meaning and foros of life's law as

wo occldentals rarels learn it Under

the dark forahend with its fixed frown

the oye glitters like a serpent’s.
Noarly all woar tho same Indian

dress, the thiekly folded turban, usu-
lll[v white, white drawors reaching but
balf down the thigh, leaving the knees
and the logs bare, und white jackst. A
fow don long blue robes and wenr a
colored head dress, These are baba-
geos prieste  All the men look tall;
they are lithe, very slender, small-
boned, but the limbs are well turned
They are grave, talk in low tones and
soldom smile. Those you see with
very beavy full beards are Mussulmanas;
they have their mesques and the cry of
the muezzin sounds thrice daly over
the vast cane fields. Some shave—
Baddhists or followers of Hindooism—
but the children of Islam never. Very
comely some of the women are, in
their closp-clinging, soft, brief robes
and tantalizing vells, a costume leay-
ing shoulders, nrms and ankles bare.
The dark arm Is always tapered and
rounded, the silver circlod ankle al-
ways elegantly knit to the light, straight
foot. Many of these slim girvls, wheth-
er standing or walking, or in repose,
present perpelually stodles of grace;
their attitude when ereot, nlways sug-
gost lightnesa and supplencss, like the
poise of a parfect dancer.

A coolie mother passes, earrying at
her hip a pretty naked baby., It has
exquisite delicacy of limb; its tiny
ankles are circled by thin bright silver
rings; it looks like o little bronze stat
uatte, n stntue of “Kama, the Indian
Eros." The mother's arms are cover-
ed from elbow Lo rist with silver brace-
lets some flat and decorated, others
coarss, round, smooth, with ends ham-
merod inta the form of viper hoads.
She bas lorge flowers of gold in her
enrs, a small gold flower In her very
delicate little nose. This nose ora-
ment does not seem absurd; on these
dark skivs the efisct Is on the con-
trary. plensing, although bizarre. All
this jewelry is pure metal; it is thus
tho coolles carry their savings; thoy do

not learn to trast the banks until they |

become rich.

Thero ls a woman go ng to market,
n very odd little wowman; I8 she a
Chinablanco—a coolie, or a Malay
balf-breed? Ido not know. She rop-
resonts a typo I have never seen be-
fore. She wears one loose, soft, white
garment, leaving acws, ankles nod part
of back and bosom exposal,like a low-
out, sleaveless chemise, bt less long.
Her whole figure is rounded, compact,
admirably knit, aad her walk is nde -
soribably light, sapple, graceful. Bug
her face Is qaear; it s oy Ociental gro-
tesque, n Chiness dream, oblique eyes
and blue-black brows and lhair, very
high and broad check bones. Singu-
lar as it & this face has the wveritable
beants du diable; It is very young and
vory freah face, and the uncommonly
long, black, silkv lushes give her gaz:
n very plensing, velvety expression,
Still, the most remarkable peculiarity
sho has Is her color, clear and strange,
almost exactly the color of a fine ripe
lemon. — Lujfeadio Hearn' in Harper's
Magazine.

The Light of Home.

When every star that gomns the sky
In darkness hides its slivery ray,
And midaight shadows thickly lie,
Llke sable curtains oo the war,
One light romalas to plerce the gloom,
One ray—It Is the leht of nome

That light where o'er undimmed 1t shives,
Unnumbored blesalngs sheds around;
Where fall fts soft and tender laes
Thera truest bappinesa {s found.
There s no light beneath the dome
Bo precious as the light of home,
Within its sacred clrele blend
The pureat virtues, true and strong;
Here friend deserves the nnme of friend,
Aud love resldes, nor fears & wrong;
And wheno the heart meets pain and [il
That friendly beacon cheers It still.
For one afar its radinoce atreams
The proof of joy and hope anid cheer,
And draws bim with Its weleoma beamy
To all he bolds most prized and dear,
His heart 18 glad, hiseve grows bright
As he belolds its falthfol lghe,
And thus as we, with weary feet,
Life’s dark and tapglod wazes tread,
Let us take heart, for, pure and swaeet,
There I a Hzht that shines ahead,
That leads us onward, while we roam,
To find in heaven the light of home.
— Baatoa Journa',

—
Clinging to the Iast.

Eequador is a conntry in which the
past still reigns. The buildings are
never repaired; the Indians, remember-
ing the ancient glory of their ances-
tors, have no songs and no amuse-
monts, and the Spanish inhabitants are
too poor and too proud to get much
active pleasure from the present. One
peculinrity of the Indian, showing his
altachments to custom, lies in the faet
that he will only trade in the market
rlnca in Quito, where his ancestors
1ave for conturies sold their produoce.

A traveler upon the highways may
meet whole armies of Indians bearing
londs of supplies, but he can obtaip
nothing from them wuntil they have
reached the'r accastomed piace for
barter.

The Indian will even ecarry goods ten
miles, and sell them for less than he
was olferad at home,

The nuthor of *The Capitals of
Spanish Awerica ' says that he once
met, an old woman trudging along with
a basket of fruit, and though he offered
ten cents for pineapples, which would
only bring her two and a half in the
market, she proforred taking the dasty
!m:rnay of two leaguos to being re-

levad of hor burden st once.

A geontleman living some distance
from town says that, for four years, he
teed to induce the natives who pass-
od every morning with packs of alfalfa
(olover) to sell him at his gate; he was
invariably compalled to go into town
to buy ik

Nor will the natives sell at wholesale
They will give you n gourdful of pota-
toes for a penny us often as you choose
to buy, but they will not sell their
stock fu n lump. They will sell you a
doson oggs for n real (ten conta), but
}.her will not sell five dozen for a dol
ar.

An Awful Dauger.

A—*"I'iis country ean't risk anoth-
er war."

B.—*Why, wa coull put two or
three million men Into the field."’

“That's just it, and il the war Iasted
long there would be sueh & erop o
veterans wanting pensions that the
trensury would be bankroph — Tezas
Siftings,

Borrowed gaorments seldom it well, nor
o hogus remedies cure sucoessfully. Tho
real cure for coughs and oolds is De, Bull’'s
Cough Syrup.

Why sit doubled up Hko an old man, my
boy! What's rheumstism ! Take the good
e grods provide thee, snd send (wenty - tive
conts around the corner for a bottls of Sal
vation Ol and you'll ride your bicyole o
MOTTNW,

'I HERE AND THERE

Battlecs In some portions of Indlan Ter-
ritory mre sall to ba io o starvieg eoudition
owiog to the depredations of thieves, who
bave driven off thelr stock.
| A strike, parbicipated In Ly about 250 boys,
has been the cuuse of closlog two of the

largest glans factor es in Maryland and throw
g 930 men oat of employment.

A correspoudent of The Liverpool Mercury
pays that he Lesrd some corvet playlng from
n phonograph nli'ch had been repested more
than & thousand Limes, and all the notss were
a8 clear and distinet ss over,
| Eoglish phyaiclans eondemn cigareite

smokiog beosuse It produces throat diseases,
Even the best clygareites are Jdangerous
They cause more conmpwmption of nlcotine
Lhan eltber the elear or tho plpe.

| Ban Antonls, out In Callfornis, bosats tno
Httlewt buby ever born. It Is the son of Alfred
Maguire, & rallroad brakewasn, and when
Lorn It welglied ouly slxtesn ouness A pint
cup coversd It The father avd mother are
both well-proportioned.

|  Some folks elalm that advertising does not
par. A few uights ago a thief eutered a
nouse In Chicago and raunscked a drawer In
which be overlooked §30. The dally papers
publishied the Item the next day and the thief
returned that uight and go! the $80 and a
lruit af elothes

The safety lusured by (nterlocklog signal
spparatus may bo shown by the fact that
thout 200000} tralus have possed over the
Ulistham square crosaing of the New York
rlevated rallway with but one collislon, which
was owing to the engine driver passing Lthe
danger slgnal

A man who has beea In the hablt of Iylng
awake ulghis bas diséevered s remedy for
Heeplensness, Jie throws asids the pllow
ind adopts the practioe of sleening with the
head aud boly nearly on the same level
Ooly men, amongz the anlmals, seem o re-
| quire » plilow,

The eranberry plekers sre out In fall foree
fown on the Cape bogs preparing to gather In

|the barvest. A great many families are
| rmabled to lay by from $100 to $0 every
renson as the rewand of their Industey In the
irapberry felds, which keeps tho winter flres
golng aud drives want from the door.

Conuo sseurs {n the art of slow torture say
|lbrrr Is nothing like the nocturaal te-tae to
|stir the blood and madden tbe brain, The

tic-tac s n bullet oo a striog, br means of
| which, snd with the help of Batan, small
bors mysteriously rap a melancholy moao-
lone on the window pane and baulsh sleep
frosm the lomete of the haunted chamber as
| ¢Mectually as If Lo were on the rack.

According to careful ealeniations made by
n British clergyman of note and just pub-
Iiakied Protestanis have Increased during the
last hundred years from 37,000,000 to 104~
000,000, or mnearly fourfold. Roman Cstho-

| lies durlog the same perlod have inereased
from 60,000,000 to 163,000,000, or twofold.
The Greek church during the century has In-
creased from 40,000,000 to 83,000,000, also
twolold,
| The fact that Cmperor Willlam of Germany
| refases to permit bitls of fars to retain thelr
Freneh nomenclature In his household Is »
| atraw which shows that the wind ls blowing
in the direction of a Euaropean war. The road
|tlo s man's beart I sald to be through bLls
stomach, and when a soverelgn ordsins that
| the seat of his sfMections shiall not be ape
pronched by means of a forelgn langusge his
| patriotiam must be of an explosive charac-
| Ler.

Itehing and irritation of the skin amd
| sonlp, burns, scalds, piles, uloers, polsons,
bites of insocts and all skin diseases, quick-
| 1y cured by Cole's Carbolisalve, the great
| skin resiedy, 20 and b0 cents, ot druggists,

| Itisapowerful hard thing for a woman
| lo wear six-button kids when her husband
wears o soven-button pocketbook,

| ——
| Deserving of Confidence.—There is no
articlo which so richly deserves Lthe oatire
ronfidence of the community ss Brown's
iISroachln! Troches. Those suffering from
| Asthmatic and Bronchial Discases, Coughs
snd Colds, should try them, Price 35 conts.
| L s

Don't bet, but, If you must bot, bet 1o
|win aplump Thanksgiving turkey, \v}th a
piquant New Jersey cranberry in its bill

| - i
| A Fortune for 85,

An opportunity for every Lady and Gen
tUemun to secure an independent fortune
by the investment of only §5. Address,
with stamp, The Montana Investment Com
pany, Heleos, Mont

Cremation ratos have been advanced, It
cannot be possible that there is to be a cro-
mation trust also,

THEGREATREMEDY FORPAIN.

Cares Rheumatism, Neuralgin, Sclat-
fea, Lumbago, Backarhe, Meadacho,
Toothache, Bore Throat, Swellings,

Frosthites, Spralons, Hrolses, Cats,

Burns and Sealds.
Beld by Drupgpists and Dealers Ever jpwhere.
THF CHARLES A. VOGELER CO.. Baltimore, Md.

hDIamond Vera ~-Cura
FOR DYSPEPSIA.

Indigestion, Bour-8 , Bamses, Gld-
dinnan, Comnnt Tullness afier  enting, Tood
mhum.u un_a:::.\h uﬂ- [
wﬁv etz u“m%“’u""m“ Muw“'.
aent on receipt of 3-cent arnu’p_

THE CHARLES A, VOGELER €0.. Baitimore. M.

Pour Books Learued in One Reading.

A Year's Work Done in Ten Days,

¥rom lain of Beeter Oollege. and Hough -
w.%’i}:\:‘ Prizeman, Oxford, "
vodl. Exon, Oxon., Bopt. 188,

Dear Sir —In Apel), 100, while hinking of taking
lnln'bosilnl:m. 1 sudienly reosived notico
L P A A
= S e
el ons st
" mary. i 2 "
ook [ 1 .
PR S b, Vi doome.
"Hhe Ains papars t !l';d:i'l.&:

il Tasta. FuilRiuily yours
Mav.) JAMES MIDHLETON MACDORALD, (M. A}

To Prof. A, Lolsette, 207, FIfth Ave., N, r.h
Perfecily wwaght by correspondance. nd for
prospoctun.

w. "l u. Dl.-‘.-.el
When writing to Advertivers

'ilhiluw. 1 shgi

rRtion in the sase of an

my

ploase
you saw Lhe advertinement in this Papor.




