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- DOWN IN THE PASTURE.

- IBeWn In the pastzre the gewharries grow,

Black and shining and Jucy;

= Juiey,

Thown in the pasture we Lwo used to go
© know,
I and the little girl Lucy.

= al:llht were the mornings and golden her

r
As the first sunlight danced on it—

the cows im the morning, vou

Ting gold danced smphatically in the

| minlight, while a pugilistic glance pro-
slaimed her ability to deal with any-
body bold encugh to hit her.
| “Fall down?” :
Again she shook her head, this time
! centemptuously. Surely he might have
{ kmoan such grief as hers had no such

| REs
{ commonplace origin. He stooped and

like mists In the warm summwes | pirkvd a stone. He was losing interest

alr,
HMing the neck that was tinted and bare,
Falling astray from her bonnet.
I to the maid was = leader of men,
against slander or malice.
Good to our minds was the summer world
_then—
Sbe was but seven and 1 counted ten,
And wore a blue drilling “gallus.”

Btm:eﬂ. for both of us pressed the grass,

Ther:t.whorv the sweet willlams flow-
Quk_-:{r 1;e brushed back the spider’'s gray
w‘hlt'l;ieta's a guardizn In the night she had

=e
Where the black @ewberries cowered
Down
Elea

in the pasture the dewberries

Biack and shining and juicy,
And through the years that have gathered
1 seem
_ Backward to drift on the wings of a dream
To the sweet little girl Lucy.

And the red cows, and the bars, and the
creck,
And the green willow= carcening,
And the young squirre!s that play hide and
scek—
These, as they unto my memory speak,
Cancel the time intervening.
Though the years come, and the years, 100,
may go,
¥Yet shall I cherish a tender
Thought of a pasturc where dewberries

RTOW,
And s small maid with her Tace all aglow,
*  And a boy with one suspender.
—Chicago Record.

STOPPED REER TEARS.

BY ARABFELLA RENEALY.

emn'T WAS a bright

September morn-

"ing. The earth,

nature’s good serv-

ant, wronght na-

ture’s will in cheer-

ful silence, storing

the ruddy gold of

leaves for disburse-

ment in spring,

guarding the slum-

bering seed, and

performing a thou-

sand other offices

against the winter—and all these of-

fices in a hush of stillness. Nature is

s0 guict; she turns this big-little world

of ours on its liber axis with less sound

than a boy makes elattering town the
street.

On a sudden from beyond a bend oi.

1he lane came the hubbub of a human
creature howling. The term is not

in the cherub’s mourning. He poised
his hand. An early robin with a brand-
new waisteoat had hopped dangerously
low, uttering crisp, cheery =alutatiops,
| The cherub, womanlike, detecting the
wane of her brother’s interest, showed
symptoms of renewed griefl. The boy
threw hig stone in a hurry. The rohin
flew and chirped as cheerily from a
higher bough. The boy took the cherub
by the shoulders and shook her we-
hemently.

“Ef youdon’t tell me wot it's all abont
I'll eall the ole black man to come an’
put you in 'is bap.” he threatened.
“Bawlin® an’ bawlin® like as if anyone
Lad murdered you! Ef it hadn’t been
for you, Milly, you might have "ad a
robin pie for supper.™

The cherub found new speech. She
opened her mouth. She dug her soft
fists in her eyes. She stuttered with ex:
cess of feeling.

“Uilly "anted t" see pig killed,” ghe
panted. “Dad take Lithey 'n" Hob t’sec
pig killed. Me ‘ant t' see piz killed,
too,” The ilent air was rent afresh.

“Pooh!” said the boy, “is that all?
*Tain’t much to see. Don’t you nevet
mind that. It's offic messy for a little
well.”

But Milly was a new young woman,
and she cared not to obtain her ex-
periences of pig-killing second-hand;
so she howled with augmented grief
and vigor. The boy took a different
tack; he stopped short, knelt in:the
road and put an arm about her.

“There, now,” he persuaded, “don’tee
ky now. Billy's ducky! Billy "ull buy
a great anormous apple and Milly sh™l
"ave a bite.”

Milly rather liked this, but she did
not mean to surrender all at once. She
came down from the top of a howl to a
subdued whine. She rubbed her nose
and sniffed. Then she proceeded to
make terms.

“A big bite?” she demanded. in a
voice intended to stir the deepest pity.
T:ut Billy baving conjured his vision of
an apple found it good. It were wise
to make reservations.

“One big bite or two little "uns,” he
stipulated. :

“Not teeny, weeny littluns,” Milly
submitted, holding the back of a mot-
tled wrist in readiness should tears be
necessary to the conclusion of terms.

“Not the weeniest,” said Billy, hastily,
then reflecting, *but I shall hold the ap-
ple”

“¥Vith both hands?” she interrogated:

S LLY 'ULL BUY A GREAT ANORMOUS APPLE AND MILLY BH'TL
'AVE A BITE.""

vuphonious, but the truth remains that

man howls in the childhood of his years

as doubtless he howled in the childhood
of his race. The noise increased—a ve-
hement protest in infantile key. There
was a flutter of wings, a tremor of
leaves, then silence. In the animal
world curiosity is rife, and many a tiny
creature, heart in mouth, peeped from
behind a leafy cover. For this howler
had good lungs. Presently she came in
sight. The winged folk swallowed their

" hearts: she was but a girlchild. But
the creeping things hurried from the
boots that were to them as a brace of
steam-rollers.

She was an angelic-looking person of
some four years old. She had a halo of
polden curls about her face, which was
soft and chubby. ler eyes were blue
and limpid, more limpid than usual by
virture of her tears. Mer rosy lips were
widely parted revealing a double row of
pearls set as in a ruby cupid-bow, and
out of this treasure house issued fra-
grant breath and wild hubbub. Had
she but told her grief in tears alone,
then had she been mistaken for some
eeraph astray. But her voice was es-
sentially a creature of earth.

A boy, some two years older, at-
tempted comfort. He had her by the

hand and jerked her at intervals.

*“Ef you won’t say naught about what
Fou're grislin® for, mobody can’t do
nothink,” he broke out, hotly, for they
bad come to the end of the lane, amnd
etill she howled. The cherubmust have
been something of a grammarian, for
ehe plainly unraveled a positive state-
anent out of this taugle of knots. She
muet also have been something of a
logician, for its reason appealed to her.
iHer crying diminuendoed into sobs.
Once more you would have taken her
ffor sn infaut sngel. The boy jerked

pot unkindly, but with mas-
i rativetess and impatierce.

Billy deliberated. He held up a dirty
fist gnd measured its possibilities with
careful eve. Plainly he suspected guile,

“Ng, only one ‘and,” he allowed, re
Tuctantly, for Milly had begun sniffing
again.

At this assurance Milly smiled—the
=mile of a Machiavelli. Then stooped
and pulled up a pair of socks, thick,
mother-knitted =ocks, so many sizes too
big for her that they slipped persistent:
Iy about her boots. She hitched the
eleastic of her hat behind her ears and
rammed the crown down firmty om her
curls.  She caught her brother by the
hand.

“Let’s Milly and Billy run,” she eaid,
breathlessly.

Whereupon Milly and Billy ran till
they were out of sight.—Black and
White.

Had to Work Their Way.

“A great many years ago,” said an
old army officer, “I was stationed on
the government reservation at Kibisil-
lah, on the coast of Mendocino county.
About the only amusement 1 had was
working tramps, and they were scarce.
The hills along the coast from Kibi-
sillah to Fort Bragg are very precip-
itous, and in those days there wus
nothing but a little trail that wound
along the sandy beach at the base of
the biuff. Whenever a tramp came
along and begged a meal I would cau-
tion him mpgainst the daogers of the
beach and warnm him that the tide
might catch him most anywhere. Then,
to insure his safety, 1 would strap
on him an old life-preserver from
whick I bhad removed pearly all the
cork and substituted scrap fron. He
would carry that 18 miles to Fort
Bragg, and there a friend of mine
would relieve him of it. In a day or
two 1 would see it coming up the trail

‘LITTLE FEMALEK LETTERS.”|

Storma of Trouble at a Big Camp
Meeating.

A Wicked Young Man, Two Innocent
0ld Peoplo and & Gay Young Widow
—An Arkansas Htery—A
Wailting Game.

The big campmeetin over yonder at
the Indian Creek grounds is now in ses-
i sion. Me and

mother haven’t

went over there

as yet, though

we would be

tremendius

glad if we can

go this cowin

Sunday. But

the fatted calf

aint fat enough

for beef, whilst

the chickens

got the cholery and got it bad,

and a big meetin in this country with-
out chicken pie and a little fresh meat,
and the like of that, would drag along
as dull and slow and heavy as am oXx
wagon without a tar bucket or & whip.

Fun and “Coafusisnment™ te Spare.

But in the main time Aunt Nancy
Newton she went on over to the camp
grounds Tuesday morniy, and then on
Friday evcnin she driv by our house
returnin back to the Panther Creek set-
tiement.

“The camp meetin i= runnin along as
reglar and natural as you please,” savs
Aunt Nancy to mother and me, “but I
driv all the way around by here to tell
you that they have got so scandlous
much fun and confusionment goin on
over there in that country till the very
native air is hot and blue all around in
spots as big as a bed quilt.

“Jt would scem like the clouds riz
all of a suddent and a furious bad storn
is mow blowin betwixt the Blantons
and the Widder Milford. You all will
remember, no doubts, that Squire Bteve
Tlanton and old Miss Creesy Waltom
they took and got married along in
the spring of the year. Old Steve had
lost his secont wife, and all the children
they had married and settled down,
whilst Miss Creesy was one of your old
1naids—red-headed and pecurious—but
still willin to mix clothes with SBquire
Rlanton for weal or for woe.

“Now, the Widder Milford—Bob Mil-
ford's widder—Mitfie Gaakins, as che
used to be—lives over there in the
game settlement with the Blantons.
If you all never have scraped up any
reglar acquairntance with Mittie Mil-
ford, I reckon to be certainly you have
heard zome tell of her. liut anyhow,
she is young—she is right tolerable
good _lookin—she dresses out of sight
amd cuts & wide and reckless swath
everywhere she goes. From general re-
ports 1 reckon she must of been about
three times too many for Bob Milford,
which yon recollect Bob he pulled up
and went out west three years ago come
uext Christmas.

“You must likewise keep in mind,
Rufus, that Will Tom Pickens—the
outdacious rascal—he went over Iast
week and tended the camp meetin two
days and a night. In during of that
time he took and writ two letters on
the ely and dropped them into Squire
Blauton's coat pockets—one on this
gide and one on that—unbeknowance
to old Steve, you understand. He writ
both letters in a neat little female hand
writin—which looks powerful like
Mittie Milford's hand write—and signed
the widder's maiden name to both of
tnem. Nobody knows for certain how
it was done, but at any rates them let-
ters got into the squire’s pockets whilst
the night meetin was goin on, and
when old Steve went to bed that night
he was shoutin bappy and os in t
as a first born lamb. But in climbin
into his Sunday clothes the next morn-
in a little white paper fluttered and fell
out of his pocket and his good wife,
Miss Creesy, she picked it up and read
it and then went ravin crazy mad on
the spot. The squire he wint down on
his knees and helt n private prayer
meetin with his wife right then and
there. e tokl Miss Creesy that some-
body else had writ the letier for pure
spite mnd cussedness, and swore by
the livin and the dead that he wouldn’t
1a0w the Widder Milford if be was to
meei her in the big road in broad open
duylight—which 1-reckon he told the
tober truth in regards to that—and
finally at last he got her cooled down
sufticient to kiss and spile ont, and let
the white wings of peace flutter over
the camp grounds oncst more.

“It was nothin to me and none of my
business maybe, but I put in and tried
my level best to find out if I could what
all 1he letter said to the old squire,”
Aunt Nancy went on in her plain, blunt,
honest way, “but nobody eouldn’t tell
exceplin Miza Creesy, and she would
only give out the news in a general
way. But anyhow it would seein from
what little has leaked out that it was
fic most sweetest and all-overest love
letter that ever was writ in female hond-
write to any livin man in 40 miles of
[ndian Creek camp grounds.”

ugne Maore Famale Letier,™
“But you recollect, Rufus, what the
't says—when troubles come they
come pot like the gentle April showers,
but in great gobs and sluices.

“Right when it looked like plu-
perfect peace was oncst more in the
eaddle, bless goodness ancther cloud
riz and the storm bust Joose in 8
fresh place. It was durin the noon
recessin and everybody had took out
to feed. Squire Blanton and his good
wife, Miss Creesy, had jined in the
zeneral spread lookin as prosperous
like and pleasant as a pair of mellow
inaypops.  But now -presently Miss
Creesy she went foolin and fumblin
around in the squire’s  coat po 4
huntin for a hankercher, when aliof &
suddent she jumped and screamed like
she was snake bit. Everybody wanted
0 know what in all the round created
world was the matter, and it didn’t
take =0 very long fo find out. Miss
Creesy she had found anotber one of
them little female letters. It was to

like the Widder Milford’s hamdwrite,
and i |

the squire. It was fixed up powerful |-

to the squire, but two of & kiud in one
day was altogether too many.

“And from all the general appear-
ments, Rufus, that second letter must
have been sugar-coated and out of
sight. They tell me that it had the
smeill of cinramom draps about it,
whilst every other word was ‘Darlin’
and ‘Honey' and the like of that.

“The women folks they got Misa
Creesy off down to the spring to see if
they couldn’t do somethin to hush the
storm, whilst some of the brethren helt
an extre prayer meetin with the squire.
The Widder Milford she was there on
the grounds, and she told everybody
that Miss Blanton was barkin up the
wrong stump, as she had never writ a
letter to a man of that name in all of her
born days. I have no doubts but what
the widder told the truth in that re-
gards, but the whole united world
couldn’t make Miss Creesy believe it.
She wanted to scrateh Mittie Milford’s
eyes out, and tear her raven locks up by
the roots, and it took six or seven com-
mon women to keep her from proceedin
with the proceedins along that line.

“But at last Miss Creesy went home
with some of her kinnery. Squire
Blanton went on back to his lonely
tfireside, whilst the Widder Mil’ard she
remains over on the camp grounds till
vet. 1n the maintime Will Tom Pick-
ens has let the cat out of the waliet an
to who it was that writ them litthe fe-
male letters. The women folks are now
at work tryin to get Miss Creesy to he-
lieve Will Tom and forgive the squire,
which I reckon she will sogn git tired
and quit pullin on the bits. Old Sieve
is innocent and hopeful, whilst the Wid-
der Millord still wears the finest clothes
and the most of 'em of any womnn on
the camp grounds. You ought to ge
over there, Rufus, and henr the rews
and save the country.™

Right now there is more fusion and
confusicn in the politics of this country
than I have ever saw before in my day
and generation. The democrats have
fused with some of the third party, and
some of the third party has fused with
scalawags and niggers, and there you
are, as the man says in the play.

Me and mother and the children
turned out, and took in one of them
fusion meetins last week, wherein
mainest question seemed to be whethex
it is better to hold the hand we have got
or draw to others which we know nol
of. Dut at any rates, in the general

“confusionment™ I fused with & crowd

of good women aml got on the outside
of a trous good dinner.

As to politics, 1 reckon it maybe
mought be better for me to stay oul
and let the other fellows settle the
quesetion.

Onest upon a time I was makin a
horseback trip through Arkansas to
the Red River country of Texas. Itwas
late into the shank of the evenin. The
weather was tremendius cold, and 1
was so starvin hongry till even to my
eocks didn’t fit comfortable. A sud
dent bend in the road brought me ic
sight of e big log house with a “boar¢
&nd lodgin” sign out, the very sight ol
which made my heart feel a whole lot
lighter.

When I rid up I couldn’t see a livin
soul, but I heard a great rucus goin ob
in the house. 1 hollered two or three
times at the top of my voice before 1
got a hearin. Then a man opened the
shutter and poked his head out of 3
window. His face was scratched and
bloody and he didn’t have om any
ciothes to speak of.

“Cold and tired and hongry—I would
love to find out who is runmin ™ this
house,” says L.

“Well, dadblame it, stranger,” saye
the man at the window, “you will have
to wait and see. Me and the old lady
are now tryin to settle that very pint.”

S0 in regards to the great gnme ol
American politics. A mighty rucus is
now goin on, and I will have to wail
tiil the people fight it out.

RUFUS SANDERH

Euscked Uut with One Blow.

A cutting story is being told at the
expense of a well-known Louisville man,
who is something of a beat, as well nx
a bore. A wealthy man from the east
war in the city a short time ago, ardd
during his stay the Louisville man did
his best to get his friendship prepara-
tory to borrowing a goodly sum of
money. He showed the eastern manall
about the town, saw that he was adntit-
ted into the sacred precincis of the
clubs, and took eare that he had a good
time in all respects. The easterner was
charmed. He had often heard of Ken-
tucky hospitality, and his greatest ¢x-
pectations were discounted by what the
Louisville man did for him. He wasno
fool, however, and it was not long he-
fore he learned that his alleged friend
was simply laying a trap for him. One
day, when the Louisville man thought
his way to the rich man’s pocketbook
was clear, he broached the subject of a
loan, doing this, of course, in the most
artistic and seductive manner. The rich
man appeared much impressed. but
when the story was ended he sald gim-
ply: “Excuse me a minute while I go
acrons the street nnd get a drink.”
When he returned the Louisville man
had ished. The coldness of the east-
erner who could eold-blooded
Iy that he was going to drink alone had
got under the cuticle of the schemer.—
Louisville Commercial.

tanciag skeletons Killed Him.

A remarkable cause of death from
fright was the case of the Dutch paint-
er Poutman. He was at work in his
studio, where there was a number of
death’s heads and skeletons, when be
happened to fail asleep. During his
sleep there was a slight shock of earth-
quake, and when he woke up suddenly
he saw the skeletons and skulls danc-
ing around in the greatest confusion.
He at once became panic-stricken, and
rushed across the room and threw him-
welf out of the window on the pavement
below. He died in a few days after,
not from injuries reeeived in the fall,
tut from the nervous shock given by
the daneing skeletons, though the cause
of the festivity wns explained 1o him.

A Haland for as Oliven
“§f I were so unfortunate,” said the
wan who had no use for the clergy,

-1 menn.

"IDYLLIC LIFE IN JAPAN.

Dainty Littis Homses Bot In » Eusite
1 Glem,

There is an isolated, aristocratic quar-
ter of the village in thz ravine behind
the temple inhabited by priests aud
superior folk; and the far ravine holds
the Momiji, or maple Joaf, tea honse
—most bewitching cluster of dell
houses in the most picturesque setting
ever found in Japan. There is the usual
lirge living-room, or office of the land-
lord, and a general “food-preparing”™
room for the establishment, opening
on the roadway; but within the pmtes
ons finds a deep, green glen, an awful
hasm some 15 fect deep and twice as
wide, all filled with delicate, airy
branches of cut-leaf maples. A terrible
tarrent some two feet wide dushes mad-
lv  down from -the mountaiu-side,
spreads out into a lake the size of a large
dinner table, with a weoden sauce-bont
moored at one side.

Each vantage spot on the steep bank
holds a one, two or three-roomed doll
Frouse-—such dainty, exquisite little toy
dwellings, with such fairy baleonies,
such spotless screens and soft, shining
mats, that one hesitates to desecrate
them with the clumsy, defiling, destruc-
tive appurtenances of the simplest for-
ciyn living; and as for himself fitting
into wme of these midget mansions, it
is Guiliver alive among the Lilipu-
tizns. Our life in that glen of maple
leaves was full of Interest, from the
moment of slipping back the screens
in the morning with some anxiety lest
the mite of a glen and its midget lake
were not there or real—rolled up over
night, and some other charming Jap-
anese drop-curtain put in its place—ta
the last banging of the amados, or
wooden outer screens, at might.

The deer were friends and neighbors
frem the moment of our arrival, coming
1o drink from the musical fountain jet
in our three-fzet-square court of en-
trance, and then to the edge of omr
porch to bob their hends in well-man-
nered appeals for deer cake. These
pretty heggars, with their lovely eye=,
their shirp muzzles and delicate feet,
seemed to know the value of their
charms, and, having no fear of man,
had only to pose a few moments to move
the stoniest and inost indolent heart
to wait on them. It was even more
idyllic in the early morning to find
some antlered friend, or an equally
fearless doe and her tiny fawn, waiting
by the lakeside to share our breakfast.

After Miyajima one may well boast
of baving lived in Arcadia, and each day.
more idyllic than the other, puts one
in the better spirit forenjoying the rare
Japanese charin of it all. The peace
of the island is as perfect as its piety,
vud few sounds but the gently dash-
ing stream and the flutter of maple
leaves disturbed our enchanted little
glen. Ome spoke softly, as befitted a
piace of such perfect beauty. XNeigh-
bors came to the doil houses aeross
the chasm, but only the rat-tat of their
pipes on the bamboo cups of the tobae-
co trays was evidence of their presence
there.

In that simple, intimate life there
were no mysteries, not even of the
All the villagers who passed
wight stop and watch our cook
making his highly colored curry for
our midday meal; and the peddiers who
came to tempt 1hé tea house maids
with gay kimono patterns watched his
sirange concoctions, and sought pre-
texts to watch our further play with
the knife and fork as we sat at feast
on our little versnda over the lake.
The small boy of the tea h dded

WIT AND WISDOM.

does Stimson always earTy
his umbrella closed whem it raios®
*He is afraid the owner may recognine
it."—Detroit Free Press.

—He—"Do yau think Jack is in love
with you?" Sie—“Certainly.” I bov
the most positive proof. He never
kuows whether my bat is on straight
or not."—Buffzlo Times.

—Bepevolent Party—*So you foughi

in the late war?’ Mendicant—*“Yes
sir.” Benevolent Party—"Where were
yon wounded?" Mendicant—"In my
substitute.”—N, Y. Herald.
. —“Have you read that article ‘How
to Tell = Bad Egg'?” “No, 1 haren’t;
but my advice wapid be if you have
anything important to tell a bad egg:
why. break it gently."—Householi
Worda.

—*“This blackberry pie isn't nearly
20 good as those mother used to make."

PERSONAL AND LITERARY.

«-Mr. Bewall, ihe demoeTatic vice prap- | Stvme That Laltiply

flentinl candhlate, is a member of the
Swedenborgian church.
—Archduchess Maria Dorothea, when
she marries the duke of Orleans, will
observe the new law and have a chil
mlmh‘mm""— h‘-ﬂm.
alth=ygh the royal family is expresaly
e;npmh_momﬂuqlthh-.
—A hale and vemernble Lewiston man
who has been well ail his life ascribes
sn iliness which overtook him while he
was visiting one of his sons to the de-
tion of his habitual mornivg
plunge in Wayne pond, near which ke’
lives.
~—The late M. de Goneourt, who hated
ordinary costume, had reseed a wish
to be dressed out in a white robe for
burial since “he did not wish 1o appear
before God dressed like a fool,” but his
friends did not comply with his re-

“No; I told your mother this morning | quest

when she made it that you would be
sure to find fault with it™—Chieagc
Record.

—An English paper tells of a real
Mrs. Partington. She walked into the
office of the judge of probate and
asked: “Are you the judge of repro-
bates?' “I sm the judge of probate,”
was the reply. “Well, that's it, I ex-
pect.” guoth the lady. “You see, my
husband died deteated, and left me sev

-eral little infidels, and I want to be

appointed their executioner.”—N. Y.
Tribune.

—*“There goes a feller,” said the man
who was whittling a shingle, “that ia
the ign'rantest man in this hull town
ship. “That's a pretty hand thing tc
say.” “He practically owned up ter it
hisself, though. We wuas talkin® things
over in the store the other might, an’
I'm dumgasted ef he didn’t come right
out an' own up thet he didn’t know
exactly how this gover'ment orter be
run!"—Washingion Star. .

—*Jibbs and the rest of the
didn’t want to swear off poker entirely,
but they’d been playing a good deal
lately, and to get & rest they went intc

Jast week 20 miles back in the
woods from Bogrille, so they wouldn®™
see a cand for s month.” “Yes. Isaw
Jibbs in Bogville yesterday.” “Whati
Has he quit the camp?” “No. Came
in after a poker-deck.”—N. Y. Sun.

FOR JAPAN'S MUSEUM.

An Ageat Haking & Collection of Amer
ican Iaventiens.

The people of Japan will soon gaze
with wonder at the kissing scene in
the Widow Jones through the medium
of a vitascope. They will be initinted
into the wysteries of plumbing, and
thereby learn to appreciaie the rare
wit_of Amcrican paragraphers. They
will nlso build bieycle factories and in-
augurate n bl crase g the
dark-eyed houris of the orient.

They will do thesc things and moch
else besides when W. Araki, who Ispow
in returns to his native land,
Mr. Arski is here for the Japanese gov-
ernment for the purpose of emricking
from American fields the Commercial
museum at Osake, the metropolis and
business center of that country., This
musenm would serve as a profitable ob-
ject lesson to many countriés far e
ndvanced tham is Japan. Its size is sow-
prising, for it occupies mare than iwe
blecks of ground, but as an educntor if
has mo equal. ¥ t

Its foreign department is filled with
the, results of the inventive genius pl

&

every outside country. No new devies |

the comic element, and his morning
purstit of our dinner chicken was al-
ways a feature. He would chase the
angry hen around and around the luke,
and when it fled cackling up the bank,
a swift movement of his palm across

f | the lake would spurt such showers of

water on the ruffied fowl ss might
soon empty the whole vast deepand rob
the ravine of its chojcest landseape or-
nament., When the ten house staff had
combined against the ben, our major-
domo would bring the captive to us in
his arms and displny the fine “stew
chicken.”

There was a solidity and an adaman-
tine fiber to the Miyajima fowls that
resisted ordinary cooking, and we comn-
manded one day that the bind should be
divided at every joint, the body gquar-
tered, and all kept stewing for the

in hinery is long on the naarket be-
fore it finds its way to the .
museum. It is labeled and the prog

sive Japanese may read whers the ar-
ticle was mannfactured and by whom,
the retnil spd wholesale price, Lhe
amount of the duty fixed upen it and its
nses in business. In the museum may
be seen a cotton mill and a mipiature
brewery in tion. The Japanesa
have the trading instinet developed, ond
0 the museum has & domestic depart-
ment in. which foreigners are shown
bamboos, swords, puitery—everything.
in fact, that Japan produces. Just
outside of the museum proper the
favored merchants of Osaka have a big
salesrcom whaere they will seil in dupli-

three hours during which we expected |-

1o be gone on an excursion. Summoned
to see if all was right, we fmm
pallid, uncooked chicken dismem

to the last joint; but the whole puz-
zle had been neatly put together nrain,
anidl the bird wound over andl over with
the closest network of fine rpool cot-
ton—a strange travesty on that Guill-
ver to whom we were always compar-
ing ourselves.—Eliza Rubamah Scid-
more, in Century.

Sizs of an Karthquais Wave

Seismologists may that every great
eafthquake causes pulsations which ex-
tend for thousands of miles in all direc-
tions on the globe, and Prof. Milne lik-
ens such pulsations to the long, low
swells that sweep across the ocean.
cently Prof. Charlea Davidson has at-
tempted to measure fhe height and
length of the waves of an earthquake
that occurred in Greeee on April 27,
1504, the pulsations of which were per-
ceived by the aid of a specially con-
structed pendulum st Birmingham in
Fngland. The pulsations, or waves,
passed through the rocky crust of the
esrth with a velocity of about two miles
a second, and cach of the largrst of
them, according (o Prof. Davidson, must
have been about 28 miles in length, but
anly half 2n inch in height!—Youth’s

Companion.
Where Déath Nover Comes.
The island of Mivajima is one of the
1hree wondera of Japun. 1t is astrange
little villpge, where no wheel ever turns,
where no fields are tilled and where th=

religious rules of so many centuries |

have forbidden deaths or births to oc-
cur, many a soul entering and leaving

of muek culture, and speaks Engl
fluently. He acted as interpreter dur-
ing the China-Japan war. The Chiness
naval oficers coud not panese,
but they had learned English, and Mr.
Arnki interpreted it to his brethren.

collecting new things. Iam very much
interesied in the kinetogruph, addresso-
graph and vituscope, and smearrangs
ing to take one of esch home with me,
that my people may see their practical
benefits. Everything new is utilized,
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the world in the boat that hurriedly |
bears them over to the Akishore. The |

village of Opo, in a erevice of the
Al hills, shows from the jaland
its cremation temple and graveyard,

ting

have been hid away, amd the-

—Wilfred Laurier, the new premicr
of Canada, ina fine type of the educated
-French Caoadian. He looks younger
than his 55 years, and is slender, active
and handsome.: His eloquence and mag-
netism make him & man of grest per-
sonal popularity.

—Printess ¥4, the wife of Li Hung
Chang, ia 50 yearu old, but is sid to look
20 years % Her feet have keen
fashioned to guweh smallness that she
cannot walk, and has to be carried
about in.a ehli!—l“lm"::.:
course—yet
shoes. Her nd's wealth ennbles
ber to have neaily 1,000 silk dresses, nnd
she can select from 500 fur garments in
winter.

—Paris creators of dramatie siars

Mlle, Bavary, 4
enise, for 18,000 francs as compensation
for five yeurs' labor, during which MI
Savary “did mot hesitale to smeriffee
without stint her time, her knowledge
and her pains in onier to turn ont @
great artist.” ik
—Foreign books are admitted free of
duty in all cases in 69 countries ou! of
110 whose laws have been investigaf
by M. Le Boudier.
bound books are free,

exceptions

intended for tesching. In most cancs
the duties are very alight, handly
fering with importations. In China he
customs duties on the books fmpe

by missionaries is a cent or twoa pound
on the weight. 5

LIKE A STREEY IN ALGIERS.

of
arch that erosses an alleyway that rans
through from Bush to Pine streets, be-
tween Eearngy and Monigomery.
. It is many
buily, and the
has beem
hailded-
location
diffienlt
la artistie
ings are also
&)
T fact, there are-
- “that are really mot
turesque, "
paint
Seen at
sre appsrent, but it is oxly in
of the noontide sun that the

eflect is visible.
of the areh
the

Eold

mmqu.‘:

mended

£l

il

£

-

effect of artistic pictureeyue- | o

Occasienally the Algerian effect be

inereased by & few rugs being suspended | wss
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