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BEING KIND.

Bo many bright-hued hopes are vaing
80 many years doth Time devour
n fruitless strivings after gain
To serve the pleasures of an hour!
Wo toil and struggle hard to reach
Some bright ideal good, and blind
To happiness within our reach—
The reflex joy of being kind.

With aspirations pure and high,
For some grand, noble work to do,
To blees our fellows ere we die,
‘We etrive with hearts sincere and true;
Ignohle aims we cannot brook,
Our duties we have well defined,
But 'mld thelr clamor overlook
The one most welghty—being kind.

1f backward o'er our lives we cant

A glance, we gee transfigured thers
Eweet faces—"plain™ In that dim past-= '
& Halo-encircled now, ard fair:

'What is this wo nder-working power

‘Which glorified ' we ask, and flnd
The secret like the scent of flower,

8o simply =sweet—just being kind.
=Anne H. Woodrufl, in N, ¥, Weekly.

HIS ONE
ROMANCE

By SARAH BEAUMONT KENNEDY.
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3 HE drove down the street the

people of the village knew in-
sunctively that there was something
uonsual in his appearance; but it took
a second look to dieclose the nature
of the change. Then they knew that
his buggy was freshly painted and that
he wore hia Bunday ¢lothes,

“Lapa was trying to torn dude,” one
Sounger eaid to another,

“Yes, he never used to wear store
tlothes except Sundays and at funer-
als,” answered the second lounger.

“He’s turned down toward Dr.
Washburn's; reckon he must have s
tooth to pull,” said the first man.

“Then the doetor will have to take
& spell of guessing which tooth it is,
for Lap’ll never tell him. I never paw
such a man for shut mouth in my life.
He’s so sparing of his words that he
just nods his head for yes, and shakes
it for no and kinder grunts for howdy.
Bot it don’t seem to hurt his business
any; he looks mighty prosperous with
hia new fences and barnaand his flow-
er beds, Wonder if he hus & notion of
marrying "

The other man laughed. *“Marry-
dng! Why, Lap Alston never looked at
& woman long enough to recognize her
a second time. He's that bashful T be-
Jieve he’d jump over the moon if a gir)
so0 much as spoke to him. Oh, yes; I
mean the big ones; he's always been
mice enough to the children who go out
to his farm nutting and berrying. For
ingtance, there’s Emma Washburn; he
umed to set a heap of store by her when
ghe wage little, but he never looks at
her since she put on long dresses.”

In the meantime Lap drove slowly
down' the street. He passed Dr. Wash-
burn’s gate irresolutely, then turned,
came back and dismounting tied his
horse and went up to the door with an
air of grim determination. Yes, the
Jounger waa no doubt right; it must
be a tooth. At the sound of the bell
be had himself rung he grew percept-
fbly paler, and then fell into a cowart-

PROMIBE.”

“THAT WAB A RABH

Yy trembling as the doctor opened the
door. ;

“Good afternoon, Lap. Anything the
matter?”

«T want to see—" the trembling in-
creased; then his resolution forsocok
him utterly and he added, lamely:
“I'm grinding cider this week; want
any P

»Yes, I think I do. Apple crop good
this year?'" the dentist asked, r'let‘eet-
ing the signa of nervousness and think-
§ng he understood. They all acted this
way when there was a tooth to be
drawn, the big men being worse than
4he rest. But the question went unan-
gwered, for Lap had braced himsel?
and summoned his regolution anew,
There was a certain whiteness about
fis lips and a queer gquaver in his \:oice.
put he asked his question intelligibly:

«3{{gs Emma at hotne ?”

Tt was not a tooth after al. The
astonished doctor hesitated o moment,

aid, hastily:
e T tatak oo, Will you come n?"

Lap longed to say mo, but he followed
the doctor into the parlor. There, be-
jng left alone, he sat down and looked
abount him; and as he did 80 the tense
fines about his mouth relaxed and in
41heir stead there came & smile of in-
tense self-satisfaction.

#['m sitting here in her parlor, and—
and my hat’s hanging out there on the
gack just like it be!ongﬁd there!”

AN his years of waiting came back
4o him. He seemed toseeasina glass
n little girl in & checked upron stand-
4ng under an apple tree; and then she
seemed to grow and grow, but always
phe had the sunshine on her hafr and &
gmile in her eyes. He had waited for
her to grow up, dreaming dreams
meanwhile of which the world never

essed. Twenty times he had dressed
$himself to come here, %nd as many
4imes his cournge had died away. But
fe was here at last, and he closed his
eyes and rehearsed the speeches he
seant to make to her. He knew just
$1ow she would act, for he had gtudied
ihe love ecenes ina dozen novels, She
avould blush and stammer, and that

eant that she—he opened his eyes,
and the smile spread over his face as

. gnolasees spreads over the flat surface

of 4 plate. But it disappeared as sud-

¢ jenly as though somewhere in his an-

atomy an electrie button had heen
touched, for there was a step in the
hall, and Emma Washburn said:

“How do you do, Mr. Alston? TYou
wighed to see me?”

Lap got up limply, and from sheer
force of habit nodded his assent in-
etead of speaking it. For a momenthe
looked langingly at the door through
which she had juet entered, as though
outside of it lny his one chance ol
safety; and then he eat down and
acked exploszively if her hens had be-
gun to lay or whether they were still
moulting. And then, without waiting
for an answer, he dived into his pocket
and drew out two big apples.

“Thank you; they are beauties”
Emma sald, smiling.

“Came off your trec?”

“My tree?’

“Yes; big one in the corner. Tve
called it youra ever since—since—"
His throat seemed closing up.

“Bince what. Mr. Alston?”

“Since that day when you were little
and you said—er—yon wanted somd
blossoms—" Was his tongue going te
be paralyzed? He knew he had started
right, that these apples were to lead
up to what he had come te ray, bui
something was wrong.

“Blossoms? I don't understand.”

“Yes; apple blossoms; and they were

out of your reach, mnd I came along
and you said—jyou said you'd be my—"
but his tongue absolutely refused tc
pronounce the deliclous word. He was
thrilling to his finger tips. 7

“Well, I promised to be your what?"

“Sweetheart.” The word was little
more than a whizper; it was as if his
heart had bubbled up effervescently
and overflowed his tongue.

“Your sweetheart? That was &
rash promise,” and she laughed. In
none of the books had the heroine
langhed at such a time. *Did you get
me the blossoms?”

“Yes, I beld you up—" he
mered.

“0h, yes, you held me up to reach
the flowers, I recolleet.”

“And when I lifted you up, you pat
your—your arm around my—neck.”
He stopped a moment to catch his
breath, them went oo heroically:
“And from that minute I have mever
thought of anybody else for—a wife.”

“Why, this must bave happened
elght years ago.”

“Ten last blossom-time,” he said.
not daring to look up, for her voice
did not tremble as the story books
zaid it should. He was loging hope.

“] was only eight years old then.”

“Yes, T know, I've been waiting."

“You were very good to me; I re-
member you always gave me the big-
gest apples.”

“Yes,” But he dared not look nup;
the story books said she should
blush and stammer. The color ebbed
out of his face.

“Was I very heavy when you held
me up?' she asked, breaking the
pause.

“Not above common. In fact I
never felt any weight except—ryour
arm on my neck.” Then the colar
came back in a rush. “You kissed
me when I put you down,” he said.
reverently.

“How shockingly improper, and I
eight years old!"™

How could she laugh over a thing
g0 sacred? Then he tried to recall
the plan of his dialogue, and said:
“I’ve planted hollyhocks up and down
the front walk.”

“Have you?' Again he was re-
buffed. He had hoped she would say
they were her favorite flowers. All
the heroines did such things.

“Do you like snowballs and sweet
betsies ?”

“Not partienlarly.”

And the garden was full of them,
planted for her! Presently he stole
u look at her, and the misery tight-
ened about his heart. In none of the
story books had the girl sat calmly
thus while the hero poured out his
heart to her. Then he made a last
effort.

“I suppose it wonldn't be right to
hold & girl o a8 promise she made
when she was only eight years old?"

“Not unless she was willing."”

*And you ain’t willing?"

“No.” Then she added softly:
“The fact is, I'm soon to be mar-
vled.”

He got up slowly. “Good-by, Miss
Emma; reckon I better go and see
your pa again about that cider.”

In the ‘hall he looked ruefully at
his hat before taking it Irom the
rack.

“Didn’'t belong here after all,” he
said, and went away.

“Must have been a bad tooth™ the
first lounger said as he saw him drive
past.

“Yes, Lap looks like he was about
yanked in two. Tooth must have
broken off.”

But it was not a tooth that had
broken; it was a lonely, human
heart.

stame-

¥aceination im the Hab,

It was at a dinner party. The
bright young man found himself priv-
ileged to sit next to the young wom-
an with beautiful arms and neck. He
thought himself the most favored
personage in the room. Buddenly his
fair companion exhibited signs of
nervousness. Two of his very best
jokes, saved for a special occasion,
passed by unnoticed. Her face wore
a look of alarm. Apprehensively the
young man gazed at her, and meet-
ing the look she said:

] am in misery.”

“In misery?” echoed the man.

“Yes,” she replied. "I was vaee
cinated the other day, and it has tak-
en beautifully, I could almost
seream, it hurts s0.”

The young man Jooked at the beau-
tiful arms, and, seeing no mark
there, saidy

“Why, where were you vaccinated?"

“In Boston,” she replied, the smile
chasing away the look of pain.—Bos-
ton Journal.

An Identification,

Citizen—"There's a little man round
the corner sassing a big one,

Foliceman—Has the little man got a
gun?

Citizen—No.

Policeman—By Jinks! That must
be the escaped lunatie we are told to
look out for—N. ¥. Weekly.

S50 Mamma Said.
Mother—What reason have you for
not wanting to marry Mr. Oldgold, my
dear?
Daughter—I don't love him, mamma.
“Pshaw! That isn’t a reason; it's
rank nonsenze."—Chicago Daily News,

The best educated man or woman is not the one who knows the

most of mathematics, Latin, Greek or ancient literature.

The New Status
of Women 9 9 0

By REY. JOSEPH WOOD,
Head Master of Harrow School, England

There was
a time when such was necessary, if
a person was to be considered
highly educated, To-day the edu-
cated man or woman is the one
who can converse sensibly and in-
telligently upon political ques-
tions, social problems, literature,
history, and, to a certain extent,
on the scientific questions of the

day.

And where do we find this modern form of education?

My own observations have led me to say that IT IS AS CHAR-
ACTERISTIC OF THE WOMEN OF THE DAY AS OF THF.
MEN. We have gotten into the habit of considering the feminine
sex the weaker of the two mentally and physically, but mentally they
are not. Women are as capable of attaining the highest pinnacle of
education as men. There may not as many c:i them re:fch the goal,
but the greatest reason for the difference in numers is the differ-
ence in the npumbers of those afforded the opportunity.

The average of feminine intelligence is far higher than it used to
be. Not that there are more women of genius than of old, for there
are, perhaps, fewer feminine stars of the first magnitude in either the
arts, literature or science; but there can be no question that the young
matron of five-and-twenty, the young miss of fifteen, has a more in-
telligent, well-balanced mind, a better judgment, a nicer sense of jus-
tice than het prototype of 50 years ago.

To acquire this it is true she has had to discard the mantle of
sentimentality. She may not be more agreeable to the average man,
but it is cert'ain that, with improved education, wider travel, and the
freedom to mix largely in the affairs of the outside world, she has
lost her sense of belonging solely to her family, of having their inter-
ests solely at heart, and belongs rather to the whole human family,

Women to -day are, in some ways, a new and growing power in
all walks of life, and they have honestly earned the recognition that
is accorded them. IF I WANT ANYTHING NEATLY, INTELLI-
GENTLY AND CONSCIENTIOUSLY DONE, I GET A WOM-

AN TO DO IT.

FONDLING SNAKES.

Diamond Rattlers Are Snid to Make
Good Pets When Handled
Properly.

#0Oh! Aren't they darlings! MayI
hold them a moment? I should just
love to; they are socute.”

The speaker was a comely, matronly
looking woman, well, though some-
what showily, dresged. She was one
of a motley crowd that stood before
an exhibition platfcrm in a dime mu-
gseum, On the platform sat a garish
young woman, who, on the show bills,
was “the peerless Circassian beauty.”
She wore very short skirts, as real
Circassian beauties always do, and her
high-heeled satin slippera and erimson
silken boze were undoubtedly im-
ported from the wilds of Circassia.
Her hair stood up in a greal mass,
like the boll of a ripened dandelion.
It was probably a wig, but it was the
orthadox style of beauty for the dime
musenm “Circash,” says the New York
Bun.

At the feet of the beauty lay the
“darlings' which had evoked the wom-
an visitor’'s admiring exclamation.
They were not babies, but a pair of
big diamond-backed rattlers, the dead-
liest of the rattlesnake tribe. Safely
caped in a den of wire and glass, they
eould da no harm, but at each of the
hourly exhibitions given im the mu-
seumn the Circaseian beauty wounld take
the venomous reptiles from their den,
fondle them and, as the museum
patrons expressed it, *do stunts” with
them. The beauty looked somewhat
suspiciously at the woman who had
made the request.

“Don't,” she exclaimed. “They're
the most poisonous of all snakes and
their bite means almost certain death.
The managers would not allow you to
touch them and it might cost you your
life.”

“Huh! ~ I sin’t afraid,” was the re-
ply. “I was in the business before
you was born and handled snakes that
was a deal trickier than rattlers. Wa-
ter moccasing, black and puff adders
and venomous reptiles from all parts
of the world. Once.” she added proud-
ly, I owned a cobra.” The woman on
the platform incontinently surren-
dered and allowed the visitor to take
her pets, which the stranger fondled
ns a fond mother would a baby.

*0o wouldn’t hurt mamma, would
007" she cooed as the ugly, flat head
of the rattler lay againgt her cheek.
The snake darted out its forked
tongue, but it did not spring its rat-
tles. The glitter of its beady eyes
showed that it was fully conscious of
what was taking place, but it evidently
enjoyed being caressed by the veteran.
“Even the most venomonus snakes are
harmless as long ag they are treat-
ed right,” said the woman. “Theylove
to be petted and stroked, just as a cat
does. If they are tormented, they are
likely to strike. Rattlers are the easi-
est of all snakes to handle, for they
won't bite without piving warning.
Nearly always they will coil for a
strike, and invariably they will spring
their rattles.

T was in the business nearly 135
years. In that time I was bitten more
than a score of times, but it was al-
ways because of my own careleseness.
I always kept antidotes at hand and
never suffered from a bite more than
most persons would from the sting of
a bee. Snakes have always been one
of the best cards in museums and side
shows. In nine cases out of ten the
reptiles are handled by women. The
act proves more attractive to the pub-
lic than when they are handled by men.
Besides, women take to snakes more
readily than men. Perhaps they in-
herited that from oid Motker Eve,”
und the speaker laughed at the sug-
gestion. 2

Mirrors at the Cormers,

A g@istrict council of Suffolk, Eng-
iand, has resorted to novel means of
preventing accidente ai daogerous
atreet corners. Three roadsin the aun-
thority's district meet at awkward
ingles, and collisions between vehiclea
have been rather common. Widening
by demolition of house property being
anposaible the surveyor recommended
the erection of mirrorm By this meana
irivers can see through brick walls, se
o speak, and the experiment has
proved successful—N, Y. Sun.

Heervet Ont.

She—I wonder what makes the
Widow Brown so popular with the
men? :

He—0h, she alwaya shuts up and lis-
tens when 8 man wants to talk.—Chi-
sago Daily Newa, 3

HUNTING UP ANCESTORS.

Prompied by the Desire to Frova
Eligibility ns Daughiers of
the Revolution,

The ancestor hunter is the bane of
the librarian’s existence in Syracuse,
as elsewhere.

The ancestor hunter is generally
feminine. She usually wants to be a
daughter of 'the revolution or a
colonial dame. The eraze for ances-
tors started with the formation of
those societies, and jt grows rather
than decreases. To gualify the can-
didates must find an ancestor, and
the libraries are their hunting
grounds. To many a library iz ap-
parently a place of mystery; the vis-
itors begin their search by plying the
attendants with gquestions.

All that the person in charge can
do is to discover the state in which
their ancestors were supposed to
have lived, and to turn over its docu-
ments for the inspection of the
anxious descendants. With some this
suflices, but the majority demand as-
sistance jn the more minute quest
after names, dates and places. Often
the ancestor is all right, and shows
himself after a time; more often he
can't be found. The most searching
investigation fails te bring even a
1775 private or drummer boy to the
light of day, says the Syracuse Her-
ald.

In such ecases the chances are that
my lady becomes angry and declares
that the book bas got it all wrong.
In faet, the library and everything
connected with it, including the at-
tendants, are hopelessly wrong, and
she pays she must consult more re-
liable authorities.

Then, too, there are times when
the mncestor turns up, but his inter-
est in the revolution was that of a
Tory. Then is the time to draw a
veil over the emotions of the disap-

. pointed aspirant for patriotic social

honors.

“Why doesn’t =mome enterprising
woman take to the hunting up of
genealogies s a business? There is
a good field for such a worker right
here in Syracuse,” asked a library at-
tendant recently. “One woman in
Washington makes a fair income by
this means, and the library attend-
ants of the city would rise up and
call her blessed!”

THE DOG'S GRAVEYARD.

Only Regularly Conduweted Burying
Gronnd fer Camine Pels In
in Seotiand,

Edinburgh, Scotland, boasts of the
only graveyard where canine pets are
regularly interred and their last rest-
ing places marked with gravestones.
The old cemetery lies, says the De-
troit Free Press, on the northern
face of the Castle Rock, below St.
Margaret’s chapel, in the famous old
castle of Edinburgh. It was founded
a long time ago for the exclusive use
of dogs who have been pets of the
various regiments which have been
quartered at the castle. Almost two
score dags have been buried in it, and
the grave of each ome is marked;
some with stones as large as are used
for human beings, and others merely
tiny monuments. The cemetery is
inclosed by a low wall of stooe, and is
always pointed out to visitors as the
only one of its kind in the world, Not
a little interest attaches to the epi-
taphs which the stones bear. One is
inseribed with the grimly humorous
line, “Let Sleeping Dogs Lie,” while
the merits of another apimal are
borne testimony to by the statement
that “He Never Bit a Friend.” Al-
most every British regiment has with
it, whether in garrison or afield, a
dog who is the pet and mascot of the
organization, and to whom the sol-
diers become sincerely attached. It
was because they did not like to have
their pets forgotten when they,
passed away that they established
this little cemetery.

Improvement of Havana,

It used to be that the people left
Havana in the summer if they could
afford it, in order to avoid death by
yellow fever. Last summer the cily
was a delightful place to lve in, and
there were but 30 casesof yellow fever,
—N. Y. Sun.

Future and Present,
He—What was the result of your
visit to the palmist?
Bhe—TI've got a fortune coming ta
me some day, and I'm five dollars ovd
now.—Puck.

Trausportation,

Incarceration,

LIFE ON A TORPEDO BOAT.

In Winter Sailors Are Called Upom
to Endure Greatest Hard-
ships,

At no time or season is life om
board the torpedo boat, or her bigger
sister, the destroyer, a particularly
happy one; but in winter it becumes
s0 hard and painful that Dr. John-
son, conld he be resuscitated, would
assuredly declare, with remewed em-
phasis, that no man with contrivance
enough to get into jail would be
found in a torpedo craft, says the
London Mail. From the lightness of
the hull the erew suffer much from
cold, as there is only a thin sheet of
metal between them and the cold wa-
ter. But the severest trial of all is
heavy weather, which may be said to
be normal in British waters in the
winter.

It used to be thought that torpedo
boats and destroyers were only fair
weather craft, but now all navies
gend these vessels to sea in winter,
In the Pritish navy three flotillas,
each of eight destroyers, are eon-
stantly eruising all the year round.

Let us pay a visit to such a craft,
On deck is thé officer of the watch,
shivering behind the canvas screen
which gives him some small protee-
tion from the weather, The boat is
tearing through the waves at a speed
of somewhere about 20 knots, and
the spray and wind cut like whips.
The motion of the boat is impossible
to describe. Pitching violently, now
with her bows buried deep in the hol-
lows of the heaving zea, now with her
stern emergent and her propellers
racing frantically; at the same time
rolling like a drunken man. So live-
ly and distressing is the movement
that few, indeed, are the salts who
do not succumb to the horrors of sea
gickness. To be seasick oo board a
comfortable liner is one thing; to be
greasick in a destroyer is quite an-
other, and the most refined torture
that can be imagined. There is no
gpace or accommodation for in-
capacitated men, and the crew is
caleulated on the marrowest limits,
80 that if many are off the effective
list the vessel will have to return to
harhor.

And when, weary and wet, the men
from the deck turn in at the end of
their watch, let them expect no im-
moderate degree of comiort. They
may well be pleased if it is possible
to cook a menl, and for days to-
gether they may have to sobeist on
cold meat, When the boat is rolling
and pitehing it takes two to eat any
sort of meal. One holds & ham, from
which the other cuts slices and hur-
riedly devours them. It is an almost
savage state of existence though not
perhaps worse than that of our sol-
diers on the veldt.

The men on board wear “lammy*
guits, as they are ealled in the navy,
of thick woolen material, at night,
and they find it very hard to keep
dry. The little craft lies low in the
water, and she is every now and then
swept by 8 sea which manages to de-
liver a very fair amount of moisture
‘below, through ventilators and lesky
hatches,

From the general conditions it
might be supposed that service on
bosrd these eraft was dreaded and
avoided in the navy, No mistake could
be preater. Dog’s life though the
life is, it has glories and delightz of
its own. There is less discipline of
the routine kind, and it may be more
efficiency. Bugles are not always
sounded to do this and that; smok-
ing is less restricted than in the big
warships; and there iz no need to be
clean: indeed, cleanliness in & tor-
pedo boat is almost impossible. In
a word, the life is what the blue
jacket calls a piratical one. The offi-
cers are young and keen, with a
sense of exhilaration at the thought
that they are positively encouraged
to run risks—for if they do not run
risks in peace they will certainly
never run them in war. And so,
vibrating, heeling, pitching, with her
men clinging for bare life to stanch-
fone as the deck tilts to perpendic-
unlar, the gallant little craft with her
more gallant crew scuds through the
night and fog and sleet and foam,
holding our British seas, and pre-
pared for any deviltry.

Over the Danger Line,

“Weary,” said Shiny Patches, as the
two were resting as usual, “this is my
birthday, and I draw & deep breath of
relief, for I am out of danger.”

“What are you talking about?”
asked Weary. .

“] am 35years old, and for some time
1 have known that between the ages of
20 and 35 men do their greatest work.
It has kept me worried, but now I feel
eafe.”—Stray Btories.

Consolation,

Miss Apgular—Do you think my age
is beginning to tell on me?

Miss Plumpleigh—Yes, dear; but
then you have no cause to worry. It
doesn’t begin to tell the whole truth.
—Chicago Daily News. !

-

HOWTH CASTLE A WONDER.

Rugged Irish Bachelor Pesr Muim.
taing & Remrrkably Fine
Entnte.

There is no more inveterate bach-
elor in all the United Kingdom than
Lord Howth, the rugged Irish peer
of 70 odd who is the last of his line.
And thers are few more interesting
family seats than Howilh's -casile,
which hag been the home of my lord’s
ancestors for over 800 years. It has
never received the public attention it
deserves. The castde, which is about
12 miles from Dublin, iz an impreszsive
structure, built high on the side of a
bleak hillin the center of Lord Howth's
9,000 acres. The rising ground npen
which it stands is bare looking enough
in every seasom but spring, when it be-
comes one mass of brilliant blooms,
whole acres being covered with tho-
dodendrons and azaleas. Symmetrical
hedges of beechwood, which, thanks to
centuries of careful cultivation, are
now over 30 feet high, surround the
castle grounds, while one of the ¢lm
trees on the estate has over 300 years
to its credit, says a London exchange.

The barons of Howth won their dis-
tinguished position in Ireland by some
hard fighting. ‘The first of them all.
Sir Armoricus T'ristram, the builder of
the historical castle, landed at Howth
in 1117, fought and defested the native
soldiery and then threw in his Iot
with the famous champion, Sir John de
Courcy, and helped him to subdue the
sturdy folk of Ulster. The present
Lord Howth takes special pride in
showing visitors to the castle his fight-
ing ancestor’s sword, which still hangs
in the stronghold he built himself,
Lord Howth lays claim to a tinge of
royal blood as well, for the ffteenth
baron married a daughter of the duke
of Somerszet, who was a relative of King
Edward III. His successof was an-
other fighting man. When in Henry
VIL's time there was a determined re-
bellion in Ireland, he placed his sword
at the disposal of the kiog, and for his
deeds at the appropriately named bat-
tle of Knocktough was made lord chan-
cellor of Ireland.

Round the old castle clusters many
a strange legend of clden times, with
one of which a curfous custom observed
there is associated. The tale runsthat
an Irish chieftainess, on returning
from a visit pald to Queen Elizabeth,
stopped at the Howth castle for food
and drink, but found all the gatesshut

-and barred, it being the dinper hour.

Angry at being disappointed, and hap-
pening tosee the baron’s little heir tod-
dling about, she carried him off to her
own castle in Mayo, Moreover, she re-
fused to lease the child until his father
had bound not omly himself but his
heirs never again to close the castle
gates at dinner time, Centuries have
passed since the covenant was made,
but every baron has observed It faith-
fully. A

The present owner of the castle, al-
though only the fourth earl, is the
thirtieth baron of Howth. A man of
wenlth, with & town house in Jermyn
street, besides his Irish home, many a
matchmaking mamms has counseled
that her daughter’s cap be set for him,
but all in vain. In his timehe waza de-
termined liberal and for years repre-
sented Galway in the house of com-
mong, but now is out of harnese and
prefers to spend his winters at Borne-
month, 8 quiet seaside resort, to legis-
lating at Westmingter.

The Plague in the Middie Agen.

It is consoling, now we are hearing
so much about epidemics and fnfee-
tion, to compare the precautions iaken
against smallpox with the more un-
pleasant ones enforced in the middle
ages. For, although the great plague
of 1665 is the one we know most about,
not a generatlon passed in the 300
years preceding 1t which was not
marked by a pestllence that carried
off about one-fifth of the population
of London alone. As long as the poor
only were attacked nothing was done;
then victims were counted emong the
rick, and vigorous measures wert
forthwith taken. All infected houses
were ¢losed, and any inhabitant forced
to go out of doors carried a white rod
to warn people off. From every pump
in the city 12 buckets of water were
drawn, three times a week, and poured
down the street. Good_ Queen Bess
went one better, of course, and set up
a gallows for the hanging of any cit-
jzen who had concealed a case of
plague. No dounbt. if she still lived,
she would hang the conscientious ob-
jector instead.—London Chroniele.

Progresn of Misslssippi,

fn the last four years the taxable
wealth of Miseissippi hss increased
£32,000,000, and there has been a large
jnerease in population. The develop-
ment has been largely due to the util-
ization of the mugnificent forests of
long-leaf pine in the southeastern part
of the state—Indianapolis News.

The Forewmrniang.

Sarah—Do you think that young
Goldust means to propose, Lueindy ?

Luecindy—1I think he does. He says
he feels pretty sure he can lick papo.—
Judge. .

THE REFORMED BURGLAR.

He Mests the Conscientions Mas and
They Compare Notes and
Yarioun Things.

Upon a certain occasion, as 8 Re-
formed Burglar was sauntering homo®
from his club at a late hour of the
night, he suddenly bethought him
that his gas bill was about due sndu
must be met to save his eredit. In
this emergency, relates the Detroit
Free Press, he cast his eyes upon the
house of the Conscientious Man, a.nd
in due time, and without having
awoke the policeman on that beaf, ‘he
found his way in by a kitchem wWin-
dow. He was not a strenunous bll}"'
glar, but he did fairly well in his
packing up, and he wag about ready
to go when the Conscientious Man
eame downsiairs in light attire snd
pleasantly observed:

“You must excuse my interruplion,
but I took it that a strange cat had
entered my domicile and might anooy
the family parrot.”

“I will excuse you, of course,” re-
plied the Reformed Burglar, “but now
that you are hers I wish to complain
of the seantiness of your silver set.
There are at least three pieces miss-
ing'l!

“*Tig true, alas! now that I come
to think of it. I believe our last maid
threw them in the ash-barrel to save
herself the labor of polishing. You
have doubtless met up with some
such dodges in your own househohl 2™

“A few, I believe,” said the . B,
“but this is not the point. I emtered
your house to zcoop your silverware.
I find it scant in the count. Am I to
blame for the scantness? Is the care-
lessness or selfishness of your maid
to rob me of my just dues?”

“Truly not, now that you come to
mention it. What value would you
place on the missing spoon-holder,
teapot and three napkin rings?”

“I should say five dollars at least,
though if the teapot was an antigue
its value would be greatly enhanced.”

“But it was not. It was noseless
and battered, but of modern date.
Permit me to hand you this five and
make good the scantness.”

“Thanks. Are jyou im failing
health?”

“I think not. I think it is all &
matter of conascience with me. Had
you been cheated out of your just
dues 1 could not have slept again to-
night. As it is, you have been made
good, and I will now return to my
couch and ask you to move about
with gentle atep and to pull the win-
dow down behind you when youw exit.
Too much draught might give the cat
a cold in the head. Good night, sir—
good night.”

] don't know whether this is an
anecdote or a fable,” mused the Re-
formed Burglar as he got outside the
house with his swag, “but this much
I will ever contend: Were there more
Conscientious Men in this world there
wonld not be 5o many packs of mrdg{
st the club with five aces in them.”

THEY CALL HIM ANNO.

His Last Name Being Domini It Fol=
lowed Quite Natwrnily That
They Shomid.

There iz & man in Sounthampton,
L. 1., named Domini. His given name
has long been forgotten by most of
the people there since a newspaper
man christened him Anpo some years
ago. Anno ia difident and retiriog,
but & character in his way, says the
Chicago Tribune. Jobm Drew, :S;‘
actor, owns a place in the town,
recently had a pianc brought frome
the city to his country house. Anno,
who owns a horse and wagon, got the
job of moving the instrument from
the station. Mr. Drew, after
piano had arrived at the house, cau-
tioned Anno not to roll it over the
floor because it would injure the pol-
ished wood. ;

“Yes, yes,” said Apno, snd this is
how he tells the rest of the story:

“We carried the pianny in 'th sticks
and never made a mark on ths floor.
Mr. Drew tho't t'wuz & good job, an®
asked me ter hev er drink. Now, 1}
ain't used ter drinkin’ in sich eh fine
place, 'th mirrers an’ things all
‘raound. I didn't know wut t’ say.

“0 .come now,” sez Mr. Drew,
‘ev’ry man drinks. Wut'll it be?’

“Well, yer know 1 ain't never
tasted aech hiferlutin' stuff before,
an’ I wuz kinder fraid. But he bro’t
it all right—er, ruther, th* butler did,
an’ poured sum er th® stuff in er
glage. T felt kinder funny *baout it.
'T kirder got in my mnose an' I had
t' stop er minit ter git my breath
back. But I drunk it an’ he lafft.”

A New York man was atanding by
when Apno told the story snd he
laughed, too. Then he said:

“Don’t you know why Mr. Drew
laughed, Anno?”

“Coz I a’most sneezed, I a'pose™

“Not at all. You should have safled
for a straw to driok it through, that
was what made him laugh.”

“Gosh! Is that s0?” said Anneo. “T
knoo there wuz sumpin' th* master
all th’ while, but I didn't know
*xac'ly whut it woz."

Te Cure n Chil€ of Croup,

Wring flannel cloths out of Fot
water and apply them to the tblogt,
changing them frequently. Make a
tent over the crib by means of sheets
over & screen or umbrella; then plage
a small tea kettle over an alochol
lamp near the crib and let the child
inhale the moist vapor which may
be conducted inside the tent, eare be-
ing taken that the child does not come
close enough to the kot steam to get
burnt. If the attack issevere you may
give ten drops of sirup of ipecan every
15 minutes until vomiting results, it
would be best to keep the pationt in-
doors for a day or two after the pt.
tack.—Emelyn Lincoln Coolidge, M. D,
in Ladies’ Home Journal.

Lean omn Yourself.

Bemember this, you who seek to dé.
velop power of bady and mind, When
you set forth in the world to carve gy
& career, do not be forever consulting
your friends and leaning on therm for
advice sbout your course of action.
There are great issues in life, wita]
turning-points, where most of nas feel
the need of counsel, but such occasions
do not present themselves every day.
In the smaller matters pertaining to
conduet and business, learn to decide
for yourself. Of course, I am addreas-
ing the noble-minded and ambitious,

Wilcox, in Succesa.

not the idle and vicious.—Ella Wheelep'
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