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“Over there, Loretta,” the Professor
replied pointing with his bow to the
eastward,*‘thousands of miles beyond the
Boston lights.”

She laid her fair head in the palms of
her bands and sat there silently weaving
herself to and fro for a little time, Per-
haps the gypsy girl heard again the
Yorkshire throstles sweetly singing in
the hedge and listened to the murmurs of
the Wharfe as it softly lowed to the sea.
She finally turned to the musician and
said, as if her heart could hold it no
longer: :

*‘Poppett, I wants to go w’re there’s
books an’ music an’ all seech bright
things!”

*With me, Loretta?”’

It came in a trembling whisper from
the musician’s lips. It was the most
da_r{ng thing the Professor had ever
sald.

**No, Poppett; with—with Matthew.”

Something came into the Professor’s
eyes which, for a moment, shut all the
world out and left everything blank to
him. He had heard the story of Matthew
from kindly old Lijah. The violin
moaned a little for its master and Mose
grew restless, but tinally the musician
iuitered:

‘CHURCH OF THE RAG-PICKERS.”

The Queerest Place of Worship in
New York.

Italians Who Combine Religlon With
Business—Trading in Rags Dur-
ing the Service.

Not many New Yorkers have ever
heard of the “Church of the Rag-pick-
ers.”” In the neighborhood of Roosevelt
street, where it is located, this is the fa-
miliar name of the Roman Catholic
Church of St. Joachim, where Father
Vincini is the pastor, 'The members are
Italians exclusively, inhabitants of the
densely populated district roundabout,
and as some of them are rag-pickers and

HE WRITES HAPPY SONGS.

Charles F. Pidgin, Whose Popular .Airs
Are Everywhere Sung,
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:':-\ud if Matthew never cames?”’
"“I‘hen, Poppett, with you, sure, surs!”
The dog’s sympathetic and expressive

| have rented the lower half of the church
! for the storage of their goods, the nick-
| name which designates the church as the
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PILGRIS.
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On & recent May morning, not many
years ago, under great patriarchal trees
bordering the River Wharfe, which winds

through the Yorkshire valeslikea gleam- |

ing, sinuous ribbon of silver, not further

| stood, his hands clutching his battered |

tinker’s wheel, lay Matthew.
|

one dead to the radiani sweetness of
that fair May morning and could only
moan:
“*Loretta, rackiie!
Then the weary tramp began.

Oh, Loretta!”
Weary

| load and dreary life!

“Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle!”’

He promptly repeated the melody of
| the last three iines, giving it the richest

Darling, by our troth-piizht given,
1 Darling, by thy hop+ of heaven,
| Ub, be true as I to thee—
Eayve the sweetest K:8s for me!
: _The Professor followed at the conclu-
{ sion with an improvised refrain which
| filled and flooded that Maine autumn

tail never wagged so boisterously be-
fore, and if dog ever digd such a thing,
like the *old man’ of the plays, he
surely said :

**God bless you, my children!”

An hour later there was a pleasant com-
motion at the outskirts of the camp. A
party of gypsy friends, who were to ac-
company the band on its southward jour-
ney,had arrived. Amongthe vaus wasone
of beautiful design and decoration drawn
LY a handsome pair of horses. These are
delights to gypsy eyes, and horses and
van were instantly surrounded by garra-
lous men, so occupied in their interest

about him, sprang from his seat and dis-
appeared with a bound in the direction
ol the teuts,

**Is yon chal (gypsy fellow) one of your
kin?”? asked the leader of the arriving
party of the chief,

**No, brother, not hus knows. Thought

| men of down-town

peculiar place of worship of this class
came into use,

Years ago, when Roosevelt street was
not as squalid ‘and as overtiowing with
huwman beings as it is to-day, this church
belenged to a Methodist Ipiscopal con-
gregation. There were merchants, solid
New Yori, living
there, and the neighborhood was emi-

! nently respectable.

Now the church stands with a cheap
lodging-house on one side and a typical
slum grocery store on the other. A nest
of tough saloons are near by, up and

the church has now one of the largest
congregations in the city.

The building is of brick, and is dingy
and dirty. Itisonly by standing across
the strect that yon can see = small eross
on the roof,,the only thing about the
edifice that suggests its religious char-

than a strong man’s voice conld reach | " o L5 O Tihis from the tinker's | evening with rarer music than it had | he wuz kith o acter. Looking in on the tirst floor, you
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'

from the quaint old hamlet of Ilkley, was

a band of Yorkshire gypsies who were |
| ever was sung?

soon to break camp and set sail for
America, the gypsy haven beyond the
sea.

Two hearts in this Wharfe-side camp |

were weil-nigh broken.

One was Matthew’s.

Matthew was a2 gypsy lad, orphaned
and poor; a poverty stricken nawken or
tinker; a poor tinker, too, and despised,
for he was a reader of Gorgio books and

merry bell. But who shall know of the
heartache hid beneath every song that

*Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle!” :

Over highway and byway, over stile
and meadow, through village and ham-
let—

*“Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle!”’

A sorry looking tinker that indeed.

| Move him on, blustering English **bob-

dared to grope on blindly for learning |

bie!” spurn him one and all! Heart of a
true heart, soul of a martyr, life of a
saint, may be, but form and face of an ac-
cursed and outeast race!

“Tinkle, tinkle, tinkle!” chiming ever
on the air, but always and ever, while

l ‘I'he musician’s head laid so near to his
; loved instrument, and he had closed the
\ mprovisation with such a tlourish, that
he was startled when he looked up and
discovered the inysterious songstress be-
| side bim, but he withdrew his bat with a
{ respectiul “Evening, ma’am,” following
{ this with a rap of the bow on the dog’s
! nose and the injunction, **Mind your
|
|

manners, sir!”’

Mose arose upon his haunches, ducked
his head to uhe littie lady and awaited
further orders.

The mooniight falling upon this beauti-
ful girl showed her standing there with

There was no answer, but a general air
of concern settled upon the gypsies as
they turned and watched the tawny fel-
low who was running headlong in the
open space between the tents.

‘‘He fell in wi’ hus jess arter noon.
Said he wuz comin’ ’ere, an’ we jogged
on together, He’s a tatchi Romany, sure;
but a bit range i’ th’ mort (a tritle dait),
hus a thinkin’, He rokkered (talked,
chattered) o’ naught but Loretta, racklie,
a’ th’ arternoon!”?

At that moment there was a bustle and
cg_musm_n among the women of the band.
The flying gypsy bhad aroused them.

whole depth and breadth of the floor is
filled with rags. Rags loose, rags in
piles and rags in bales ready for ship-
ping are all about. Big crunes and chalins
for hoisting purposes run here and there.
Half buried in these piles of rags are men,
women and children—the men and
women busy assorting rags, and the fat,
brown youngsters tumbling about in
play or sleeping, as the case may be.

1t is the biggest rag shop in this eity.
It is wholesale and retail in the sense that
here the individual rag-pickers of the
town dispose of their wares, which are
assorted and baled and sold for manu-
facturing purposes. The pastor of St.

What a tiresome world it would be if
there were no songs in it.

One of the most versatile song writersis |
Charles F. Pidgin of Cambridge, Mass., l
whose portrait is here given. Evervbody !
knows bis songs. Schoolboys whistle |
them and sober business men go about

thus stopping the waste and staying the
progress of disease.

As long as waste continues, disease con-
tinues, and the first step in the recovery
of many a person’s health has been the
first bottle of Paine’s celery compound.

Mr. Pidgin says that he used Paine’s
celery compound asa nerve tonic and lax-

and light, had shown signs of rhymes | ™ [ ) " r L : arms akimbo, intently regarding first the | Shrill ex i ;
- ; } w ) will pass with long hours dreary; =53 ' 4 Shrill exclamations were heard on ever ey i ; 3 ative, He was not sick, only *‘tired’
besides, and had therefore become an | XN s all slecpless, starless grow— Prolessor then the dog. hand with “Save us!”’ and *‘It’s th’ uaw’: Joachim’s rents this lower floor to the |}, ping them. i iR of Hiasinews: ‘18 uise put Bim

rises the hopeless cry in the tinker’s

‘““You be'nt one o’ hus, is ye—atatchi

ken’s ghost!”

company that conduets this rag business

When a writer of popular songs is tired |

“I recommend

outeast with this people. R ‘ 5 G oo aati i 2
c 2 : Sarts omany (a genuine Romany)?” she s at a good rental, and, indeed, were it not in good conailion again, 0

How great an outcast, when an outcast hb_‘}lr}- klie! R asked c{xriousll'y. v alll""“rth:h:. ear of love is true and mnot | g, tl[‘,a[_ the mission would suffer. and worn out he cannot do good work— | it,”” he says, “to literary friends.’

of outcasts! oretta, racklie! Oh, Loretta! “A—a— what, ma’am?” stammered righte ltalians are very practical about their | nor can any one. All over the world Weariness, lack of energy and despond-

It all rested upon him as a curse, save

. §

Poppett, twirling his hat confusedly.
“A pilgrim?”’ This rather stolidly

Loretta, leaping from her tent door
sped like the wind toward the daring

religion, when they care for it at all, and
they are very slow about contributing to

physicians of every school prescribe
Paine’s celery compound where over-

ency are more a matter of nerves and
brain than of the muscle. Paine’s celery

with a single soul in Yorkshire. Y e ] stranger. As he cl 3 ; g 5 A : i i gl
= : RATEE S . ou could not have said whether Pro- | from the girl. Sl e clasped her in his arms | t1,o'support of the church, and expect a | Work and anxiety have brought down the compound makes new, richly vitalized
Loretta loved him; loved him for these | fossor Poppett was old or young. Other e and pointed, with unutterable pride to | go0d Geal of religion for = Vory little | tone of the mervous system. Prof. Iid- | biood go briskly through the nerves,

despised things in him, which, to just |

this one human being, deified him.

performers in the theater orchestra where
he literally played *‘second fiddle’’ had

**Yes, lady; I—I rather think you might
call us pilgrims—Mose and L.
**Where be your—your friends?”’

his matchless gypsy van-home, the girl
cried out exultantly:

**He’s come at last! God ’elp hus!—it’s

money. ;
The church proper is on the floor over

ward E. Phelps, M. D.,, LL. D., of Dart-
mouth College, the eminent discoverer of
Paine’s celery compound, devoted the

brain and every important organ. There
soon comes an end to tired, worn out
feelings, loss of appetite and sleeplessness.

: stta was the pet of the Yorkshire | long despair f ¢ . i S s 9 - , is in i ives
¢ trilf,t-::fu:he :w.‘us l)l]ll a dainty mite of | sh\)%ndLBIe deif,iiedcgf%'féfé’d,‘Vl\’\?ﬁgfgvgf ting“iex{i'(, lgggp’ “.;’f:ri)f-?ig?fo{lg‘;:su?::; Matthew!” 3 i :')l:;:i ’ﬁi;a“,’.gi.’%,“{:,d L'i?e’sSg;.é;::},lag‘lzz‘;]:: most fruitful years of his remarkable ca- Thousands of en struggling under
i a thing yet, but so full of jest and witand | came, no complaint ever escaped the lips 3 Over beside a little tent amoung the | Op week days the men are at work in the | reer to the study of blood and nerves. great responsibilities, anxious, over-

merriment, that her presence had come
into a thousand peasant lives and left
there an ideal dreani. :
How many had already come wooing
none knew. The sprite had sent them

| seen with

of Proiessor Poppett. He had never
been known to live anywhere. The di-
rectory was silent as to his lodgings. No
human outside of the theater had been
him. 'The most curious had

is my friend, and I’m Mose’s friend!”’
“*Hasn’t ye others?”?
*“*No, lady.”
‘“Not on earth?”
““Not on earth!”
**No {riends on earth, an’ you a-makin’

shadows Protessor Poppett was standing
white and silent. He had seen the raptu-
rous meeting. He knew all that it meant
to them and to him. With one hand he
grasped the tentbow for a moment’s sup-

basement when services are going on up-
stairs, and one can plainly hear them
joining in the responses and chants dur-
ing the celebration of the mass., While a
World reporter was there the other day

Very soon after taking this remarkable
remedy the ecirculation is favoranly af-
Jocted; there is a marked desire for hearty
food, the heart’s action becomes tranquil=-
ized and strong, and the nervous and di-

worked mothers and wives and shop girls
who are forced to stand on their feet all
day long, bunild up their strength and
nervous energy with Paime’s celery com-
pound. It rids thesystem of the languor

! all away, no longer her lovers—simply { found no key to his nature. that ’eavenly music? W’y, an’ you're in g?crttl nlh%.otliex he raised as if in Ej'eng:- one of the rag-pickers in the basement |Zestive sy stems are hfxrlxqullzga(.l and in- | and lack of energy that follows a blood-
her valiant knights of honor, and each | ’ on. Finally he placed the old violin | gang a hymn to the Virgin while services | Vigorated and sleeplessness disappears, | less condition.

factory or hamlet for a score of miles |

around held a discarded lover, but al-

_He seemed to have but the one object in
life of existing in an atmosphere of music.
Study him as they might his fellows dis-

sorry luck, sure!”

“Sorry luck, lady? All broke up!

in its worn and ragged sack.
‘*Come, Mose,” he said quietly, “‘don’t

were going on, and his voice was of rare
sweetness and purity.

NEW PUBLICATIONS.
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ways housed a friend. | covered only this: Sometimes in tender Mose admitted it as plainl d you see the curtain’s down again? IS | Ay certain hours of the day laborers 00
Well was Loretta guarded by keen | passages of the play, or when, in opera, | could. plainly as dog | time to go!”’ ; ¢ . will come in, set their picks and shovels G. P. Putnam’s Sons (New York and | o] IMITATORS o
eyes and strong arms, bur she was a | pathos or passion spoke from the speech- |  She walked straight to the wosbegone th‘:n: g;lllgg“}{atﬁmgv out into the night | in a Grner, and then join in the devo- Lo;;dox'n have ;»beli;he«,l a.“volume of pe- Q 8
) gypsy lass that could out-gypsy them l.uss‘lpsfrumvenils, a tear might be seen | musician, took his ragged hat from his v ag = 0‘:*‘03‘1 together. tions, The peanut venders and fruit- | cujjar local interest, entitled ‘‘Newton 8 ABQUND o
all coursing down beneath his giasses. But | hand, placed it kindly upon Lis head and [For the RECORD-UNION.] stand keepers in the neighborhood al- | [ooth of California. IHis Speeches and | o

';Loretta, oh, Loretta!”
In the unwonted excitement of the
morning the pride of the camp had dis-

appeared.
“Oh, Loreita!”? rang

“Loretta!” and L
out shrill from spae-wife to chauvie

{child) and was taken up and repeated |
| ter’s eyes, expressed mute joy in the

by youth and maiden everywhere.

“W’y an’ w’ere an’ hever is th’ rack- |

lie (dear little girl)?”’ sang out old Lijah
Boswell, grinder, buffoon and merry
father-heart of every boy and girl in the
band, as he blustered and hurried here
and there, and blustered and hurried
only.

e - s . TS 5 et But, oh! beyond the harbor bar, =z (1 )P ‘incini. T iti - : £ 3
Matthew was also mxssxpﬁ'. PR only for 'ami with each other, and they | the gate, *‘Oh, Loretta! Ha’ ye na bet- Rising {n threatening ranks afar, — _11’-1‘-119',\ mumSt the 1.’1;’.5“,‘0“.‘)[ :lll‘etpa'l letters, magazine articles and political
W here was the daft nawken, Matthew? | were not an unhappy couple. ter come ’long wi’ Lije? Bring the fid-| The great wavesswell and thundering fall, | 8 priest at St. Joachim’s 18 thatofa|gnaeches, interspersing accounts of his

And where was Loretta, racklie?

|

The throstles building their nests in |

the hedge which swept down from the
highway until it touched the River
‘Wharfe below could have answered.

There, despite the calls trom the camp,
the child-lovers were sobbing their part-
ing.

**Nothing to give, my dearie; nothing
but this to give you!”

“An’ w’at is hit, Matthew?”’

this was quickliy brushed away with the
end of his bow, no unote being lost, for he
was too conscientious for that.

Just this, and a strange, yearning look
in his face when his dog, Mose, from un-
der his chair, tugged at the frayed ends of
his trousers, and, looking up in his mas-

melodies. were all that were seen and

| known of his inner life,

: BuL' Mose, the dog, more than human
in this, always undersiood the Profes-
sor.

it had even been hinted that they were |

both tramps. But, all told, the two lived

Professor Poppett was an interpreter of
music. Mose had asoul for musie. Each,
in his way, worshiped. Perhaps this is
what held them so closely together.

By and by the curtain rang down for
the last time upon the Grand Star Com-
bination Theater. Then the Professor
and Mose knew the misery of beggary in
a great city., At last there was nothing
benind, there seemed nothing heyond, so
they took to the road together.

said:

“*Might—might I beg ye boldly to make
that music agin?”’

*Yes, yes; a thousand times, lady!”

_ Tnen the Professor put his very soul
into the work, played the melody from
beginning to end, never missing a note,
and lingered lovingly over the impro-
vised retrain,

When he had finished he saw that her
hands were clasped tightly across her
bosxom and that she was weeping bit-
terly.

**Loretta, racklie! Oh, Loretta,” called
a rough but kindly voice from just over

dler feller, if ye likes.”

“*Ay, ay, Lijah Bgswell. Th’ music
was a-puttin’ me back in ol’ Yorkshire
like.”” Then turning to Poppett she said:
““Come ’long wi’ your fiddle an’ dog,
stranger. Anyhows ye’'ll sure find a sup
an’ a bite wi’ hus.”

The girl had been to the stream for a
bucket of water. Lijah Boswell took it
up, and chatting merrily enough, led the
party over the old road through dense

WRECKAGE,

A wide expanse of open sea,
Fair as the heavens above it be,

And a sheltered harbor where m{r ships lie
Anchored beneath a smiling sky;

O, ships that ride on the ocean’s breast,
Ye tell no tale ot its deep unrest,

A little bark with sails spread wide,
Ventures beyond the bar to ride;

O, happy bark! In the great wide sea
Seemeth some treasure to wait for thee!

And lo! the wind as it treshening blows
Carries her out where the deep tide tlows.

Crushing the bark beyond recall;
Wrecked and tossed on the angry sea,
Never again what it was to be.

A white-sailed bark, ah, nevermore!
And still the sun on that happy shore,
And the bay where the ships at anchor lie,
Smiles brightly down from an azure sky;
For what is to speak of that day again,
When the little bark sailed to the sea in
vain?

It was only one, so many there are,

ways attend the services for at least a
few minutes each day. Bootblacks wan-
der in with boxes on their backs and say
a few brief prayers, and the Italian pop-
ulation generally comes and goes.

Six masses are said in St. Joachim’s
Church every Sunday and from twelve to
fifteen hundred persons atitend every
mass, so that some 9,000 or more people
worship in the little church every week.
Father Morilli, who established this mis-
sion and who conducted it for years, has
recently been sent to New Iingland to
organize Italian churches there.
place has been taken by a younger priest,

patriarch. Not only does he marry his
parishioners, baptize their children and
bury their dead, but he is their constant
adviser in other matters. He settles their
disputes of all sorts, from business differ-
ences to lovers’ quarrels.

One trouble the priest has to contend
with is the manner in which his charges
get married. Coming from Italy, where
civil marriages are the proper thing, the
Italians believe that the same laws ob-
tain here.

His |

Addresses,” edited with an introduction
and notes, by Lauren E. Crane. We ac-
knowledge receipt of a copy of the vol-
ume from Mrs. Octavine C. Booth, widow
of the deceased Senator., The introduc-
tion by Mr. Crane is brief, but eloquent.
It is a strong and feeling tribute to the
patriotism, scholarship, oratory, grace
and powers of his friend. Itincludes a
brief sketch of the life and public serv-
ices, aud a pen sketch of the personal ap-
pearance of Senator Booth. The fronis-
piece is an excellent portrait of the Sena-
tor. The work proper consists of his
most famous orations, essays, lectures,

political career as State legislator, party
orator, patriotic advocate, Governor and
Senator. The book has been prepared by
an ardent admirer of Senator Booth, and
no attempt is made to conceal the strong
and enthusiastic regard for the man and
his works entertained by the editor of the
volume. One statement by him will
surprise the many friends of Senator
Booth, who helieved that his literary re-
mains would disclose a great amount of

of most of the successful things, and o
8 especially of the world-famed
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Thou Lo seek a tar-oif shore

Out beyond the ocean’s roar.
Darling, by our troth-plot given;
Darling, be thy hope of heaven;

Oh, be true as 1 1o thee—

Save the sweetest Kiss for me!
Days will pass with long hours weary;

Nights ail sleepless, starless grow,
And thy nawken lover, dearie,

OUne autumn evening, penniless, sup-
perless, hopeless, the two bad been
hooted out of a lovely, leaty Maine vill-
age, a few miles to the north of old Port-
land by the sea.
well beyond puarsuit, poor, simple Pop-
pett fell among the leaves exhausted and
straightway burst into tears.

FFaithful Mose, true and helpful to the

Reaching a forest edge, |

Then came a smoking hot supper for
the pilgrims from these ever-hospitable
gypsy pilgrim bands, How that hungry,
| foot-sore wonderer ate, how Moseate, and
how they both felt and looked gratitude
| unutierable, brought both smiles and
| mists to the eyes of member atter mem-
| ber of the band as they caught stealthy
i
1
1

stronger and healthier than the young
women of fifty, a hundred, a hundred
and fifty or two hundred years ago, and
that in this continuous and perceptible
improvement of condition and aspect
there are no steps backward. One jour-
nal bas called attention to the fact that,
whereas a century or two ago a hand-
some woman inspired sentiments of suci

SIR JOSEPH LISTER.

Founder of the Modern Method of
Wound Treatment.

The dawn of the new treatment, which
was ultimately destined to revolutionize
the whole subject of wound treatment,
and to lead surgeons into paths of sur-

mind was towards purely literary and
sociological subjects and governmental
problems. Fortunately one of the best
of all his works, his lecture upon Charles
James IFox, has been preserved and ap-
pears in this voluine of over 500 pages,
together with his lecture upon the life
and cbaracter of Swedenborg, on “The
Spiritual,” on the *‘Present Hour,” and
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Save the sweetest Kiss for me!

“Loretta, racklie! Oh, Loretta!”
The whole camp was filled with alarm.
She snatched the verses from the lad’s

danced around her bewildered lover tell-
ing him how, when on shipboard, she

would look longingly far back across |

the dark waters which divided them, and
sing to him, for him, these lines as the
song and the cry of her heart; would sing

them as the song of her lips and life, and |

that they should be to them both a

sacred tie until the years and the tide |
should resistlessly sweep them again to- |

gether.
Then a long embrace, and then:

“Mi dearie Dubblesky (for.t {
> g | hill, and were presently confronted by

Lord’s sake)!” from the old grinder

Lijah Boswell, as the startled lovers saw |

his erst merry, but now angry, eyes peer- | . ; -
% e | sigu of human habitation beyond, buat

ing through the parted branches of the
hedge above them.
*Mi dearie Dubblesky,” grinder Lijab

petied the brute tenderly, but could only
say:
**Mose, Mose!

; 3! You iniserable, loving
We're in

hard, bhard luck, eh,

3 1
QAog:
Mose?”

mowment, and then snapped out a quicek, |

sharp growl of alarm.
The Professor quieted him,

iar lights of the distant town, and, with a
bitter sigh of encouragemeunt, said to his
loyal companion:

“*God only knows where to, Mose, but
cowme aloug!”’

Mose seewed to insist that soinebody,
or sowething requiring looking into, was

| near them; bul they crossed a near little

streaul, tollowed an unused road up a

an old rail gate standing half open.
Here Poppett looked in vain for some

| could descry only the dark face of deep

{ woods, and, above them, the yellow horu

looked |

| timorously away through the night tothe |

|
{
| ished, nothing would satisfy the gypsies
| but more music—music wild and heroic,
i music roystering and bacchanalian, and
{ then a dance, ay, a dance such as they

| in grandest speciacular, had he seen or
! imagined anything equaling the wild
i abandon of these tawny people, from
haggish spae-wife to rosy-fuced chauvie,
as they sped by him in fantastic group-
ings, never desisting until utterly ex-
hausted, long, long into the hours of the
starlit, bappy night.

Then with grinder Lijah and Mose for
| tent-fellows,the Professor gratetully sank
upon a couch of fresh leaves and aro-
matic cedar boughs, and endeavored to
drive the face and form of Loretta from
! bis mind and collect his scattered senses,

but dazedly he saw the flaring campfires
| grow dim and dimmer, was conscious of
| the peaceful quiet and hush that feli upon
{ the happy spot, and in a trice was pil-
{ griming in the land of pleasant dreams.

It is no longer so rare that it com-
mands peculiar attention. Again, the
portraits of women of acknowledged
loveliness, preserved in many houses

countenances whose good looks are so
little beyond the ordinary as to inspire
neither poet, painter, composer nor
sculptor with a subjeet for rhapsody in
sonnet, on canvas, by lyric or in marble.
But the change to which Inglish writers
on hygiene uﬁude in scientitic phase and
without passion or emotion is not limited
to their field of personal observation,
Generally speaking, the proportion of
handsome women 1s larger than it used
to be, and uncomeliness is diminished
correspondingly. 'The true causes of this
are probably two: (1) Improved health,
the result of a more scientific mode of
life, better hygienic conditions, larger
latitude in outdoor exercise, better nutri-
tion, better physical culture and soften-
ing and equalizing of the climate, and (2)

in the wards of the Royal Infirmary at
Glasgow. He had conceived the idea of
the antiseptic treatment of wounds, and
was engaged in elaborating out of ita
system which ever since has borne his

tory changes oceurring in a wound, asso-
clated with suppuration, was due to mi-
crobic infection. Iere was a conviction
which seemed to convey with it an in-
finity of problems, the solution of which
might redouna to the credit of surgery.
What a vast field for speculation and
experimont is seemed to open out! ‘The
fact, however, having been established
by incontroveriible scientific evidence
that it was the presence of pathogenic
germs in a wound wkhich caused all those
deplorable complications of blood poi-
soning, of which surgeons had so much
to complain, the next step in the evolu-
tion of the system was comparativelv an
easy one. Naturally the only thing to be
done was to insure the exclusion of all
possible sources of infection. In order to
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PERFECT MARHOOD!

How attained —how ree
gtored — how preserved,
Ordinary works on Phy-
siology will not tell yous
the doectors can't or
won't; but all the same
you wish to know. Your

: : P A & | TRELE - - < 3 is desirable condition of things | . . - s

repeated in horror and dismay, *Lo- | ©f #0 autuumn fnoon. S ! ter tas arrive at this desira : on, New York) “ati ) i

Fotiay cuild! Yo'1l break a' our hearts wr | _ e sauls drearily upon a fallen log be- | . how a0 becoming mothods of atiize, s | 1o mostelaborate messures wore deemed | bor, with & ixieen-pags sapplomont. B e
ist? side the gate, succ g oniy in bringing 1i i Fab i C Vo' t B 5 i . aas L8 T f ' 11\ are the Key to Life and

this Mose to his side by a sharp word of com- Loretta, racklie, the songstress of the | proved style, a greater variety of fabrics very serious view was taken of the wick- its countents are of special interest to 7 /},ﬂ’? L.»“:.J its repmdls;ctinn, Our

She sprang from Matthew toward the
good old grinder. She thrust her round,
little fist close into his kindly face. Then
she hissed at him while the clenched
hand trembled:

“Lijah Boswell!—Lijah!—hif ye hever
tells on me Hi’ll kill ye! So Hi will. Hi
’asn’t forgot H’m Romany, nor Romany
woman, neither! Go ye back t' camp.
Hi’il be yon before ye!”

*Oh, an’ wat a Loretta, racklie,” whis-
pered kind-hearted Lijah, as he passed
her a few moments later and shook his
shaggy old head as she demurely received

mand (he seldom spoke to the dog in
this way) and then leaned against the tence
giving himself up to the direst forebod-
ings, which were quickly succeeded by
the stupor of atter exhaustion.
Was he dreaming?
There came to him in reality, or dream,
tlie voice of a maiden in song:
Lays will pass with lcnz hours dreary;
Nights all sicepless, starless grow—
The old violin fairly flew to the Pro-
fessor’s shoulder. The bow, poised aloft,
trembled in his hand. His head reached

camp, and the Professor became insepa-
rable companions upon the road or in
camp, with the melodies which somehow
grew more and more tender, they were
soon together the loved minstrels of the
band. The passion which had over-
whelmed poor Poppett since he had first
heard those grand Maine woods filled
with the echoes of Loretta’s song had
been wordiess, but the old violin had told
his love, told it pleadingly, eloquently;
and true as truth, love unspoken by
tongue or pen will reach unto the object
of its adoratioan and make its message

and colors and such cheapening of mate-
rials for a girl’s wear as to bring them
within the reach of all.—Toronto Truth.

— . Harper’s War History. ___

“ Harper’s Illustrated History of the
War”’ will be sent to all subscribers in
the country direct from Chicago. All
who desire the work must notify the local
agents or this office direct, and within
two weeks they will receive the numbers
paid for. Nos. 1 to 8 are now ready.
All who desire to subscribe for the full
26 numbers can do so by remititing §2 08

edness of germs, and of their illimitable
power to propagate evil,

The science of bacteriology could hard-
ly then be said to be in existence, and all
micro-organisms consequently were able
to do very much as they pleased. But
“their time came’’ when bacteriology
blossomed into a science. The bacterio-
logical laboratory is now the *“‘Scotland
Yard” of micro-organic life. There is so
much known of the evilavays of germs
that whenever an indefinable disease
breaks out, or an epidemiec occurs, the
first questions asked are: What and

teachers. *‘*A History of FKarly Educa-
tion,” by Professor 5. S, Lanrie, is a pa-
per of high merit and will interest all
readers, as also is the article on **The
Place of the High School in an Ideal
Scheme of Public Eduecation,” by Seth
Low.

“Demorest’s Family Magazine” for
July has a Fourth of July colored frontis-
piece and a large number of other illus-
trations, and a great guantity of good
reading matter, fashion articles. poetry,
fiction, patriotic stories, articles on music, .
society fads, travel, the houschoid, the

book lays bare the truth. Every man who
would regain sexual vigor lost through folly,
ordevelop members weak by nature or Was[od
by disease, should write for our sealed book,
“Perfect Manhood.” No charge. Address
(in confidence),

ERIE MEDIGAL C0., Buffalo, N.Y.
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down over the old stone bridge of likley,
up beyond the ancient church ot All
Saints among whose near graves many a
sy chauvie (child) was resting, and
then over the breezy Yorkshire hills, and
on, on to the seaport town had sped the
departing tribe.
Back in the deserted camp, prone upon
the ground where Loretia’s tent had

Oh, how that old violin kept accompani-
ment! The violin led rather than fol-
lowed. The last line was given by the
singer in a weird, sad minor. When its
final note was hushed the songstress,
who was certainly nearing the musician,
seemed to listen and wait, as if to
and test the performer.

gether in camp among the elms of the
Mystic Lake, over against old Arling-
ton, not far from still more ancient Boston
town—the winter was approaching, and
the band was fast journeying south to-
ward winter quariers now—when Lo-
retta stopped suddenly in her song.

“Poppett, which way is England?”’ she
asked solewmnly.

USE HORSFORD'S ACID PHOSPHATE,

Dr. J. Fournes-Brice, of S. S. Teutonic,
says: “I have prescribed it in my prac-
tice among the passengers traveling toand
from Europe, in this steamer, and the re-
sult has satisfied me that if taken in time
it will, in a great many cases, prevent
seasickness,”

which the micro-organism can be after-
ward identified.—The Nineteenth Cen-
tury.

He—Miss Budd isn’t as pretty as she
was. She—That wins my bet. He—Did
you bet that her beauty would fade?
She—Nope; that you would propose to
her and get left.—Truth.

surance, business methods, reports of in-
surance companies, fire exposures in
construction, etc., snd generally of in-
surance news and notes of the under-
writing business.

In the sixteenth and seventeenth centu-
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ries nearly all the rulers of Europe were

bitten by the alchemist’s mania.
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