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"FOR ALL THINGS."

For life and love, for work and play,
For a child's glad laugh and a sunny day,

We praise Thee, O God.
For the joys we know and the tears we

weep,
Fer the pain that will not let us sleep,

We praise Thee, 0 God.

For sweet June days and friendships fair,
For bleak December's chilling air,

We praise Thee, 0 God.
For youth and the rich, rare days of

youth,
For truth and the lasting trust of truth,

We praise Thee, 0 God.

For joy and sorrow, gain and loss,
For the crown beyond and the daily cross,

We praise Thee, O God.
For the babe's first kiss and the passing

breatl,
'

For deathin life-for the life in death,
We praise Thee, 0 God.

For all things work for our perfect good-
Yea, all that we have not understood;
A9p' the dregs of life are as life's red

wine,
If'they but show us the Life Divine.
.So we dare not choose and we will not

care,
But now or then, or here or there,
We'll trust Thee always and everywhere,

And praise Thee, 0 God.
-Genevieve Hale Whitlock, in Silver

Cross.

An Anonymous Letter.

By S. Rhett Roman.

T was getting on toward five
1 o'clock. The work had been spe-
cially trying all that day because of
interruption and a rush of outside
matters, and on account of the extra,
which had to be gotten out concern-
ing the strike.

To the credit of the management,
this extra had been rushed through
the press, and was on the street ex-
actly 30 minutes after the last con-
ference, everything having been pre-
pared to announce "Strike's Off," or
"Strike to Be Continued," according
to the circumstances.

The Evening Chronicle was a pro-
gressive, clever sheet, and the editor
knew a good thing when he saw it.
It had only taken him five minutes
to make up his mind as to the tall,
handsome young woman who applied
for work on his paper.

Betty Stanford, society editor,
looked flushed and tired, as she
lesaed back in the big office chair
she was occupying in her own special
den, and she felt distinctly jaded and
equally despondent, although she
would not admit it even to herself.

Her six months' of routine work
on the Chronicle, to which had been
applied any amount of energy and
brains, had had the effect of delight-
ing and astounding the editor, Tom
Dickerson, and of giving her a week-
ly amount which kept starvation
from the doors of 'her rooms, her
present abode, with a few extras
thrown in.

These rooms were located in the
third story of a spacious old house
which had seen better days, but was
now run by Mrs. Beesley as a select
boarding house.

Betty's rooms had big dormer win-
dows, overlooking a beautiful view
of the river, the crowded and busy
harbor, and a picturesque tangle of
shipping of all description strung
along the river front.

These dormer windgws were filled
with plants, and Betty's bedroom
and small sitting room were so lux-
uriously furnished, considering her
weekly salary, that Mary Crawford,
who did reporting very cleverly for
the Chronicle, and was a shrewd and
big-hearted girl, and the only person
thus far admitted across the thres-
hold of Betty's door, was openly
amazed when first ushered in that
sanctum for five-o'clock tea, one cold,
bleak, drizzly afternoon.

Mary Crawford opened her eyes at
the sight of the heavy monogramed
silver on the dressing table, the
books and pictures, the draperies and
easy chairs scattered around, and
other evidences of many more dol-
lars than the Chronicle was in the

Shabit of paying to its numerous em-
ployes.

The small parlor had an open fire-
place, where a cheerful blaze was
reflected back rudely in polished
brass andirons, and there were cut
lowers and vases.

Mary said nothing, but looked
with admiring envy, when Betty
slipped into an embroidered kimona
and slippers, whose beauty took her
breath away, and started to make
tea.

To-day Betty, sitting in her office,
thought life as gray and dull as the
weather outside, which had drifted
into a steady, determined winter
rain.

"You'll find a lot of ideas in here,
Miss Stanford," a young man said,
coming in briskly and putting a roll
of exchanges on Betty's big desk.

He was assistant editor, and had
laid down arms before Betty's
changeable gray eyes, two weeks af-
ter she had interviewed the editor,
and been occupied to look after the
woman's page and read proof, and
clip reprint when necessary.

"Say, Miss Stanford, you're doing
first rate. I heard the boss say you
are the best proofreader he ever had.
He says you have the stuff in you to
make a first class newspaper wo-
man," Dick Turner said confidential-
ly," leaning forward on the desk, a
wondering admiration being visible
for the singularly handsome girl,
whose strange, unconscious grace
seemed to belong to some other
place, $nd not a stuffy room in the

S Chronicle's building.
Thanking him with a smile, which

was intended to be bright, but which
Dick thought pathetic, and refusing
his umbrella, his escort, or a cab,
Betty unrolled the New York and Chi-
cago Sunday papers and mechanical-

S ly glanced over them, having ascer-
tained, bya look through the window
that she could not venture forth just

tH-ow provoking," Betty mur-
maised, referring to her umbrella left

.in the corner of her tiny parlor, anl
q Ute hesvj winter rita outside.

She began to turn over the papers
icily.

"You could write this up," Dick
said, pointing to some headlines,
which denoted 'an dnusual occur-
rence, judging by their size and
flaming charac •r.

Betty slowl paled as she steadily
read the heading, although the char-
acters seemed to jump, and turn and
waltz before her, and Dick's voice had
a far-away sound, as if he was talk-sing somewhere in the distance.

The account was sensational.
"Beautiful young Mrs. Gordon For-

rester was not the lady who went
over to Europe on the Umbria. There
seems to have been a mistake some-
where. Gordon Forrester is back in
America, but mystery surrounds the
whereabouts of his bride. The For-
rester family are entertaining con-
spicuously, and talk vaguely of the
approaching return of the young
couple or of their wintering in Italy.
There is an air of mystery about the
whole affair, and the magnificent res-
idence prepared so gorgeously for the
Gordon Forresters' winter season is
shut up, and the staff of servants dis-

i missed. There is a rumor of divorce

in the air, and much sympathy for
Mrs. Gordon Forrester, whose beauty
and fascination made her one of the
most conspicuous features of Amer-
ican society at home and abroad, and
for her aunt, Mrs. Stanford, who, on
the plea of ill-health, receives no one.
Young Mrs. Forrester's total eclipse
is the sensation of the hour."

When Betty came back to an under-
standing of what Dick Turner was
saying, she was sitting in her office
chair, and he was rubbing her hands
in wild alarm and entreating her to
tell him to go for a "hot Scotch" for
her, and to "brace up."

"You've caught cold this beastly
weather, that's what's the matter.
And you've been working too hard.
I know it because I've been watching
you. Where's that arctic coat of
yours? It's turning cold as the deuce.
3 Just wait here a moment."

Dick dashed out, and Betty had
time to pick up the gaily illustrated
paper, rich in cuts and illustrations,
and to read slowly the account of the
strange disappearance of beautiful
Mrs. Gordon Forrester, and of the re-
turn of her husband to America.

"Here you are. Now justidrink that,
r Stanford. It will do you ia world of
good. There's a cab down htairs wait-
ing for you. Come on. I'll' sit by the
driver and see you safe home. Now
come on, do."

A slight moisture dimmed Betty's
brilliant gray eyes ,as she got up, held

J out her hand to Dick, and let him help
her into her things, while, to please
him, she took a sip of the steaming
concoction he placed before her,
r among a confusion of cuttings, let-

1 ters, manuscript and papers, which
1 invariably litter a newspaper man or
woman's desk.

Dick Turner was not a brilliant re-Dick Turner was not a Drnant i re- '

porter, and he was decidedly ugly and
rather shabby. His mother and sister
could tell why. a

But Betty felt a sincere liking for th

Dick, as he handed her carefully out t
of her cab and watched her go in the I

a front door of the big, shabby house a
r where Mrs. Beezley kept boarders. t

a Once in her little parlor, Betty t
threw herself on a sofa, and, hiding 11

e her face, wept long and bitterly. 5

a Meanwhile, a young man was sit- a

s ting in front of his fire, absorbed in
t wretched and perplexing thoughts, h

and looking worn and badly.
It was Gordon Forrester and he

v was on the verge of despair, because c

r all his efforts has thus far failed to
f give him any clew to the whereabouts s
of the woman who had filled his
thoughts day and night, waking or
d sleeping. 

g

a Detained by his lawyer for his sig-
nature to important papers, he had

r begged Betty to drive down to the
I, steamer and go abroad.

He had just caught the Umbria in
I time. Of course, Betty was in her

a staiteroom. What an 'absurd mistake
he had made about that silly Carrie t
I Mason, taking her for Betty!

t Of course, he blamed himself bitter- e
I, ly for allowing Carrie and her mother
to keep him on deck until they
steamed out. s
d He would never forget his feelings

e when he found that Betty's baggage
d and maid were on the ship, but she t

dwas not there.
In Havre, the answer to his cable- c

gram made matters worse.V He returned on the next steamer,
and was told by Betty's aunt and t
guardian that she had reason to know r
* that his wife was safe and well, but t

d that she refused to see him again.
Nor could he ascertain her where- a

abouts, Mrs. Stanford solemnly de-
claring that she did not know it, and t
y in order to get' occasional news of r

a Betty's welfare had promised she i
r would not try to discover .it, but ,

would wait until she 'had made up i
her mind to come back to her.

e It was inexplicable to Gordon, and
d the six months which had passed

since that wretched day appeared to a
him to be six years. or six thousand. i

If Gordon Forrester had read the c
anonymous letter received by Betty I

l just after he had left her, he would d
have better understood the situation. a

d It said, "You are crossing on the t
's Umbria because Carrie Mason is go- I

!. ing over on that boat. They were t
r, engaged for years. The infatuation d
e still lasts. This is a friendly warn- 7

ding." a
Betty tore the hateful slip of paper I

g into a thousand' pieces and threw
u them scornfully out of the carriage
1. window.
,o She had time to drive to her bank-

- er's before going to: the steamer.
- It was the sting of seeing Gordon's I

a greeting to the tall girl on the deck
e which made Betty give a counter or- I

1, der to her coachman and turn and
e drive back.
r Gordon Forrester groaned as he I
Le read the account in th3 paper, anc 7

crumpling it, threw it into the fire' I
h He had stopped in this city on hin
h way out west. He decided to leavd

g the quest in the hamids of his lawyers
b, at their urgent suggestion.
i- The Rockies and a sheep farm, or a
1- miner's life would be better than to
r- eat his heart out and brood over the
w inexplicable conduct of his beautiful

t young wife.
Gordon Forrester looked haggard

r- and worn out as he got up and rest-
Ft lessly passed up and down.
LI Then he took hisi hat, and button-

oig up his overcoat, weat out in spite .

s of the slush in the streets and the

drizzling rain.k Tramping moodily along, he passed

,, a shabby, genteel house just as a cab
stopped, a slender woman got out, a

d good-natured youth jumping off the

top seat, helping her.y They exchanged a few words and

,she went up the steps, paused and
a turned, and nodding brightly, went
d in.

There was something strangely fa-
miliar in the grace of her movement
as she half turned. The afternoon
.was dark, her hat shaded her face,

t and her furs were drawn up to pro-
e tect her from the cold wind and rain.

But Forrester's heart stood still.
a How like Betty!

He wheeled and rang at the door.
"A young lady who writes on the

newspapers. The Evening Chronicle.
e A very respectable young woman.

Was the gentleman related to her?"
r. Mrs. Beezley asked.

" Young Gordon
e Forrester, with disapproving suspi-
cion, and accepting his apology for

e inquiring on the plea that he was
s hunting for a relative who looked
like the young lady, with an incredu-
lous snort.

r Upstairs in the room with the dor-
mer windows Betty sat feeling

e wretched and forlorn for the tall,
fine-looking, well-dressed young man
d who passed just as she came in re-
called Gordon Forrester so vividly
that her heart beat and her face

flushed hotly.
e "May I come in?" quiried Mary

Crawford, which she proceeded to
do, handing a bunch of violets to

s Betty.
e Mary Crawford's one beauty was

s her melodious voice, which rang true
o and sweet. She was an unemotional,

r clever young woman, and has devel-
oped a warm friendship for the

y beautiful, unhappy and forlorn
* young woman, the society editor of
1. the Evening Chronicle.
g "Apen't you sick of all this stuff?"

she asked Betty, pushing aside a pa-
per Betty had brought with her,
while helping with the tea ithings.d "What an outrage to publish such

d stuff as the account of that young

man and his wife. It may do any
e amount of harm. Of course there's

dl not a word of truth in it. Did you

see it?"
"Why do you think it is iot true?"

t, Betty asked faintly, while busy with

f the spirit lamp.
L- Mary laughed.

.e "When you are as old a newspaper
W woman as I am you won't have to ask

that. You'll know intuitively. There's
s so much sensation abroad. It's like

d anonymous letters. Newspaper peo-
p ple have too much sense to attach
e any importance to anonymous let-
g ters. It takes a green outsider to
r, take a thing of that kind seriously."
t- "Then you would not believe one

h word of an anonymous letter?"

r "Not one. I have too much respect
for my intelligence to think such a
thing possible."

d "But suppose--"
r "My dear, a heated imagination
and jealousy and overhaste are what

r the snake in the grass who writes
Lt trash of that kind dote on. Now a
Le newspaper reporter knows too much
e about real trouble, sorrow and dis-

tress, if he has been sent, as I have,
to investigate the lives of the work-

g ing people, to believe any of these
silly, sensational stories, much less

t- anonymous letters. Trouble--"

n But Mary did not conclude, because
s, Betty had thrown her arms around
her neck and was weeping softly.

e "A very fine-looking young man
te called at the office after you left,"

o Mary mentioned a little later. "I
saw him, as you had gone, and
is answered several questions. He was

r much struck with that photo you
gave me. I believe he said he was
coming to see you. He seems to
know some of your people."

There was a rapid step on the

stair; a quick knock, and Gordon
Forrester came in.

S With a cry he held out his arms.

e Mary Crawford turned and poked
the fire and heard nothing of the
murmured words, somewhat smoth-
ered by Betty's close proximity to

Gordon's damp overcoat.
The Evening Chronicle lost the best

society editor that popular sheet had
ever had.

rel m,~,~,,.,, ,
-The Sunday papers said:
"The Gordon-Forresters have re

turned from their visit to the Pacific!
coast. For a bridal tour they se-
lected those grand regions in prefer-
ence to Europe. Their handsome,
residence on street will be
thrown open, and Mrs. Gordon For-
' rester will entertain extensively for

the rest of the winter. Of course no
one believed the sensational story
of Mr. Gordon Forrester's trip to
Europe. Mrs. Gordon Forrester re-
i turns from their western tour moreE radiantly beautiful than when as

Be etty Stanford she ruled the social
t world."-S. Rhett Roman, in New Or-
leans Times-Democrat.

He Knew a Sure Thing.

I In the aftermath of convention
stories comes one of a well-known
politician whose love for making res-

s olutions and breaking them is well

known. After each lapse into the
I drinking habit, his remorse is deep

and earnest. He fell from grace on
e the last day of the convention, but
managed to retain his; faculties to
e the extent of finding his way to the

s depot in Saratoga, boarding the New

York train, and crawling into his
sleeping-car berth, but without the

r formality of taking off his clothes.

V Just before reaching New York he
a slowly awoke and surveyed the situa-

tion through a cloud of remorse.
Slowly the depth of his latest lapse
burst upon him, and as he did so his

s horror found vent in expression.
k "Great Scott!" he whispered

hoarsely. "I'll bet a dollar I was
d drunk last night!"

"Say, old fellow," came the answer
from the upper berth, says the New
York Mail and Express, "put ten on

ei that for me, will you? It's a cinch "

The Best He Could Do.
a A kind-hearted clergyman was

lately compelled to dismiss a garden-
a er who used to purloin, his fruit and
o vegetables. For the sake of his wife

e and' family he gave him a letter of
d recommendation, and this is how he

worded it: "I hereby certify that
d A- B----has been my gardener

- for over two years, and that during
that time he got more ozt of my
i- garden than' any man I ever em-

Lloyed."--CldcSago Chroniela

LESSON IN AMERICAN HISTORY IN PUZZLE

S'

.1 J-

GEN. MARION'S CAMPAIGN IN NORTH CAROLINA.
Find Gen. Marion.

In the early winter of 1779 Gen. Clinton sailed from New York with
the intention of capturing Charleston. He took with him 7,500 men. He
landed on St. John's island, south of Charleston, on February 11, 1780, and
from there began his attack on the city, which was defended by Gen. Lin-
coln with a garrison of 3,000 men. Lincoln was forced to surrender

his troops and the city on May 12, and this left the entire south almost
defenseless against the British. It was at this time that Gen. Marion, Gen.
Sumter, Gen. Perkins and others did yeoman service for the cause by their

series of raids and ambushes, but they dared not meet the enemy in open
battle becaise of their lack of numbers.

KITH AND POINT.
h: 1_
g Ill-feeling, irritation, injures a man 1

' worse than hard work.-Atchison
s Globe.
U As It Sometimes Happens.-"Speak I

the truth and shame the devil."
"That's all right in theory, but if
I spoke the truth on -6me occasions
I would shame myself."-Chicago E

Post.
"Bridget, did you bear the bell?"

"Yessum." "Why don't you go to f

the door, then?" "Sure, mum, I'm
not expectin' anyone. It must be
somebody to see you."-Baltimore
Herald.
o Asking for Information.-"All I

n want is .' little pin money," said
1e young Mrs. Dashington. "I know it,

my dear," answered her husband;
"t "but don't you use anything but dia-,

mond pins?"-Washington Star.
Teacher-"Johnny, you have been

a very naughty boy, and I shall have

n to tell your mother." ,Johnny--at "Guess we'd better keep the secret
as to ourselves. Ma is sure to tell pa:

a first thing he comes home."-Boston:
b Transcript.

s. She-"Have you heard the .news?'
e, McSolomoh is to marry again, the
k- fourth time, 1 believe." He-"Yes,
se I've heard about it. Beats all how

ss the rage for collecting will take hold.
of a man. Sometimes it's old books

so or playbills and sometimes it's post-
Id age stamps. In McSolomon's case it

appears to be wives."-Boston Tran-
in script.

," Large and Small Matters.-Mr.
'I Nocash-"My neighbor, Mr. Slim-
id purse, has built his fence six inches
as over the line." Lawyer-"A small

)u matter, which can be amicably ar-
5s ranged. Agree with him to let the 1
to fence stand where it is until neces-

sary to rebuild, and then have it
10 put where it belongs. Five dollars,'
)n please. Thanks. Good day, sir."

Mr. Gold-Bullion--"Good morning!
My neighbor, Mr. Fatpurse, has built Iad his feicei four inches over the line." '

to Lawyer--'He has, eh? We'll fix him. I
h- Yes, sir, ?•ll win that case for you, I

to if I have to carry it to the supreme

court; yea, sir."-N. Y. Weekly.

;4 A HOT DAY IN TUCSON.

Meated te Bulllets Out of the CGa-

trid•gea of Ahe Town Marshal.

et f d a D Bad Man.

r- "Yes-sir-ee," remarked dne sizzling
at afternooi last summer the big man
be with the black sombrero and the

r- black brdadcloth frock coat, relates!
or the Washington Post; "if you call
10 this hot, then you'd just turn up

ry your cute little pink toes and
to croak down where I came from, in

'e- Arizona. I never will forget the
re summer of 1884 in Tucson. The heat

as of that year suro did- cause some

al queer complications among the pop.

ulation. - I remember particularly
that running street fight between

George tConway, the marshal, and
Cal Angus, an Arizona dust hunter.
n "Cal had been on a drunk in Tuc-

son for three weeks or so, and by
ll the end of a couple of weeks the

he booze anal the heat had got him pret-
p ty near: locoed. He shot up three
pn greasersi one afternoon because they

ut ducked when he demanded that they
to play tag and puss-in-the-corner for
be him in the hot sun, and the next

,w night he put a ball in the barkeep
is of the Gee Whizz saloon because the
he barkeep handed up a glass of water
s, as a chaser for Cal's liquor. On the

he -night after that Cal made a tender-

ta- foot from Chicago sing 'Silver
;e. Threads Among the Gold' until the

se tenderfoot had a lump in his throat

is as big as a Swiss goiter. At this

stage of it George Conway, the mar-
ed shal, got in. George was always will-

as ing to let the boys enjoy 'emselves,
but he didn't believe in this thing of

er having tenderfeet put to the que.-
w tion. Said that sort of thing wason liable to give Tucson a kind of an
i" unconventional reputation. So he

looked up Cal, and, said he:
"'Calv I don't want you to think

as that I'rm trying to choke you off
n- none when you're right in the middle
ad of your stride--but let the junipers

fe alone. These tenderfeet all write

of letters to the folks at home, and that
he cuss that put in half the night war-

at bling fr you has got a throat on
or I him now like a Gils and is out of his
ag head and yelling for his ma. Just
ny toy along with the natives, son, and
i. let the new ones in ous midst sweat

In comfort.'

*"Now, that was a square enough i
talk for anybody, but, as I told you, 1
the mesquite booze had sort o' got 4
Cal stampeded around his top works, 7

and his hat bells had sort o' worked I
their way into his head.

"'Don't you gimme no such con-
versation as that,' said Cal to the I
marshal, 'or I'll be smoking you up
some.'

"Well, George knew the shape Cal 4
was in, and he didn't want to haveys
any bother, and so he walked away. 4
Now, this all happened on a power- I

fully hot day-hot even for Tucson. 1
Cal poked around after his little
talk with the marshal, brooding over
it, and hurling a hooter into his sys- 1
tem every four minutes or so. Just
how he got the idea into his fool
head that Marshal Conway had tried I
to put it on him I don't know, but
along toward night he gave three
jumps in the air, yanked out both
of his guns, and allowed that he
wanted some marshal meat to salt
away against a hard winter. Cal'rs
friends tried to argue him out of it
and to lead him to his little white
trundle bed, but he wasn't seeing
them or their advice from any point
of view. Said that the only thing I

that could reconcile him to his lot
in life or the life to come was one
marshal neatly packed away in a
barrel and decorated with rock salt.
Well, seeing that they couldn't do
anything with Cal, they concluded
that the next best thing 'was to
notify Conway that Cal was off the
reservation and making war medicine
like a Mojave weaving baskets.

"'All O. K.' said Conway. 'I sure
don't want to tattoo that boy 'up
none, but I need a whole lot o'
breath this hot weather, and if he
hikes too close to my trail I'll have
to do the best I know how to give
him a nap.'

"Well, we all kept pretty close to
cover then, for we knew,that it was
going to. come off;, and we didn't fig-
ure none on being tossed over by, the
stray ones from Cal's hand George's
guns.

"It happened along toward ten
o'clock that night, in the Smoke Up
saloon. Conway was standing up at,
the bar, alone, taking one for his
stomach's sake, when he heard Cal
a-coming down the street like a cal-
liope. Conway stood right quiet at
the bar, but he cleared ship for ac-
tion, and the boys in the back room
picked out healthier spots on the
second floor. The barkeep yanked
open the trap and sought the cool-
ness of the cellar.

"Cal loped in with a whoop. Right
at the same instant he and the mar-
shal began to pump without a word.
You never heard such a Fourth of
July rumpus in your life as that was.
The men were only about ten feet
apart, and yet the boys on the sec-
ond floor were amazed to hear every
shot in both men's guns go off.

"'Scandalous shootin',' the boys
said, and it really seemed as if they
were justified. Conway was ordinar-
ily able to push a dime through the
side of a 'dobe at 20 paces and Cal
had shown some gun-fanning in his
day that had earned him the respect
of everybody.

"Well, after, they'd made all that
noise, we heard 'em talking' quiet
like, and so we made our appearance
on the scene. There was Cal, his two
guns resting on the bar and the
shells out of 'em in his hands. Same
with Conway. You never saw such
a mystified pair of men in your life
as those two were for a minute.
Then the marshal gave his knee a
whack.

" 'By the blue blazes of Sheol,' he
yelled, 'if the heat hasn't melted the
balls out of our ca'tridges, and we've
been firing blanks at each other!"

"He reached down into both of his
bootlegs, and durned if he didn't

pull a congealed mass of queerly-
twisted lead out of each of 'em. Cal
did likewise, and I'm a gopher if he
didn't fetch up two bunches of the
same kind o' lead! The heat of tfe
day had melted the bullets right out
of the shells of their gi•ns, and the
hot lead bored holes in their gun
pockets and trickled down their
bootlegs, and neither man had
known a thing about it until after

they got through popping away at
each other. Of course, it was all ol
then. Cal and George tipped glaesc
to each other and Cal took a brace
and went back to the quartz hills.
But that was sure one hot daty, in
lhTaa~o~ n

BATS ARE WINGED MONST.S:

Those of the Philippines Are Gigantie

and Inapire the People
with Terror.

Officers and men of the American
army returning from service in the a
Philippines are bringing with them
some curious trophies from those is-
lands and incidentally relate some
startling tales of the strange animal s

and bird life of our new possessions in I

the far east, reports the New York
Times. By far the most startling of
these tales refer to the bats of the is

- 
I

lands. The variety current in the..
Philippines is not the "Bat, bat, fly
under my hat" familiar to the Ameri-
can small boy. They are veritable
giants of the bat world, measuring
often five feet from wing tip to wing
tip. Their bodies are as large as those
of foxes and their heads are not un--
like these animals' heads in shape.

The Philippine bats make their
homes in the caves (which are very
plentiful in the forest districts of the (
islands) in large colonies, clinging to .
the sides and roofs of the caves during
the day and coming out in countless
hordes about dusk to feed and indulge
in their aerial stunts.

Many stories are current as to the
effect of the first experience with'
these giant bats upon men fresh from:

\ the states. Raw recruits assigned to
picket duty on the outskirts of camp
at late dusk have rushed into quarters
white with terror. Recovering, they
would rebate, amid the suppressed
mirth of their more seasoned fellow

ith soldiers, how some enormous thing
He (and in 'their recountings :the. bats

ad were often given credit for consider-
An- ably morebulkthan they actually pos-
der sessed) had come upon them silently

ost while they were patrolling their picket
en. line. Without a sound this ghoulish

ieir specter, with nothing about it to sig-
pen nify life but a pair of extremely

bright eyes that shone out from the
somber blanket like a pair of demon
lights, had swooped so close to themigh that they felt the rush of air: against

ou, their faces, some averring that" they
got detected the smell of nsulphur. ,All in

*ks, all, the thing is just a trifle too uncan-
ked ny for them, and theiy superstitious

horror had gotten the better of their'
on- physical bravery and they had, un-

the herolike, fled.

up To the. wives of the American offi-
cers the giant bats were a special

Cal dread and annoyance. At home they
ave had always harbored a creepy dread

ay. of the smaller winged rodents-there
rer- that have a tendency to intrude in

on. boudoirs, half believing` in the ,bats'
tle fondness for attaching themselves to

ver human hair, but this could be coun-
iys- teracted on the evening stroll by the

ust affecting of'a "fascinator." Not so-in
ool the Philippines. It was altogether too
led great a strain on the imagination to

but think that this remedy would suffice

ree to shield one from the unwelcome
oth curiosity of the winged monsters that

he circle the air there'
gall It is related that on one occasion

al'a one of these giant bats; astray in its
t it bearings, penetrated to the dining-

ite room of the mnost fashionable hotel in
Manila at a time when the room was

int crowded with American and European
ing guests after the concerts.

lot Its appearance in the room, as it
one fluttered excitedly about, attempting

a to find an exit, created as much of a
alt. stamlpede as an earthquake or a vol-'

do canic eruption. Women fled in shriekt-
ded iug terror from the room, fighting and

to struggling at the doorways to escape

the from the uncanny intruder, and mew
rolled under the tables and sounght
refuge in corners and behind every
convenient shield. And it was' some
r time (the bat in the meantime having

up been capturedby the hotel attendants)
before quiet was restored and things
had assumed. their wonted gayety.

ave Parties of Americans and Europeans
ive have visited the caves resorted to by

these giant fruit bats in colony, with
t the itmaller inseetifr••ous bats of the

was islands. They speak of the sight as in-

fg describable. Every available inch of
the the space on walls ad root isI utilied

Ce' by the creatures, . -

These caves also present a field of
ten commercial interest that will in all
Up probability commea4 itself to Ameri-

Sat cab capitalists. lfThe gnano depositsi

his zontained within these caves have
Cal never been worked, and with the in-

cal creasing interest in agriculture in the
at islands these exceedingly rich depos-

ac- its of fertilfilng material will have
n ra a a, nornarda(~ ~l nlugreat commercial value.

The skins-of the giant bats that have
been brough'li home by American sol-
diers are examples of the-' lrgest
specimens to be obtained in the Phil-
ippines. The. skint are very soft, the
fur being as smooth almost as seal,
and are of a brownish color. One
skin brought to the United States by
an officer measures almost five feet
between the tips of the wings, and the
akin shows the body must have been
fully as large as that of a ddmestic
cat.

Since the American occupation it
has become quite the thing among
devotees of the shotgun to spend a half
hour before absolute darkness "peg-
ging away" at the enormous bats with
duck shot, and the easiness of the tar-
guts makes, the sport productive of,
great joy and profit to the native is-
landers, the bats meaning both meat
and money to them, they eating the
flesh and curing the skins nu: selling
them to visitors to the islands.

Real Dearth of Labor.
The nativeFilipinos, though quick

and good-natured, are not strong or
well suited for heavy .manual labor,
nor are they thrifty, and there is a
real dearth of labor now in the Philip-
pinee. The Chinese now in the islands
are not laborers, but shrewd traders,
who live largely on the thriftlesseess
of the natives. To do the great work
of industrial regeneration that the
countryneeds-tb build the roads, rail-
roads, harbors-many strong manual
laborers are necessary, and there is
a growing disposition to bring in the
Chinese for this purpose. Prof. Jenks,
from the experience of other oriental
countries as well as of the United
States, argues against opening the
Philippines freely to the Chinese. He
thinks there will be practicallyno dn-
ger, however, in admitting them in
groups tnder contract, with their em-
ployers inder' bonds to keepi them ema-
ployed in the way specified in the con-
tract; to feed, house and cate for
them properly; to see that they do
hot desert and enter other lines of
trade; and to return them to their
own country when their task is done.
-Review' ot 1$eviewa. iii ; s 1_ 

LIFE IN OUR COLOmES.

A Fillplno Sells His Wife, But Ha

DfiAeuitY in DeliverinI

Sth Artiela*

A native woman made her appear-aance 

at 
the 

c.~e 

of 
the 

adjutant 

gen-

eral and tol the following story, re-

ports the Iloilo Times.
A few days ago her husband, in

1 spite of the fact that they had been

1 married "within the church," had sold

Sher to a Chino, and had rec
e i v'e'd the

t money for her - .She ,reinZs Ac-

-cede to the bargain, ,nd her hns-
e. bands irefully migtrtd her and

r threatened to take hir life.
After a few days more the 'wicked

e man again saw where he oo d re-

5 plenish his supply of "dacus" Ad sold

I her this time to.oa paniard'• lNt-

withstanding this seeming priotioa,

- she again took objection to t4e bar-

gain and refused to leave her happy
r home. Again the husband ma1treated

y her, called her '
h dY'

n
deaC, :fhd de-

e claree he would have her heart's
D blood.

I Fearing that she might be "sold
s again," she went before th justice
e of the peace, and asked him 4o take

some aotin i s tb•~ay of protectinge .her foni~ve -`t spouse. But the

Shuastiee, fi* i" f vas onlyone of

Sthe aoiiai•lts that
D come to him so often, told the wom-
P an that1 it would be better. not to

a take the wese to law, and te' let the
I matter go, trusting that i,$ would

d come out all right witout eating a

v scandal.g This did not satisfy the ='•woman,

s who then went to tae wlit Y head-
- uarters to $il r aid in rosecut-

ing the willful' husband. It tIppened

7 that as she was telling Ier story
t G. T. Trent; the a pcrvispr Y provin-

i cial fiscals, waas 4et andtn hear-

ing her whole fa•• ••, oe -hrough,

I he ildressed a , Mr.*[ontino-
e la, the provincial fiscal, ask ng him

n to investigate the case, an if there
n was anything in the com liint to

it prosecute the commercially inclined
Y husband. p

, He also directed the woman to ap-
'- pear before Mr. Montinola 'i person
i' and present her ievanceehbut she

r said she was afraid to goaup that.
1- way, as her husband would

i robably

see her and abuse her. A policeshan
i-was then called who eseortid her to

,1 the palace, and now there must eith-
7 er be a reconciliation or jusgt another

broken heart....
wA.57511
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Speelal Labor ComtmieiOl
i• 

of the

tilt , ttae, Suggests Wsay oat
of Planters' Trbbl,

Thdomas Fort•ne, spec~ r com-r
missioner appointed retary
Shaw to visit the Philip and Ha-
waiian islands, is here, e recent
Honolulu report. In an i crview in
the Utnited Staten, he0 sa:-l: _

"I believe that the inmpo tion of
negroes here forms 'f atHtal solu-
tion of the difieulty whic•bunavoid-:
ably follows} tbe ilsh *iQ of trop-
ical•or semi-t.ropl e•unt a~s by the
United States. In the southlrn states
and in the Carolinas thy u aro made
the industries what they fre.

The commissioner said tat there
might be difficulty in -detining the-
:negro dn Hawaii, but h. thought
that the planters could gft all they-
wanted ifi they sent the rf "t sort of
agents after t:iem. "otii ould ge

n
-

10,000An six months," he Od.
In viewof'the news from Washing-

ton that the senate gave ifostile re
eeption t` thu plan for al2 ing Chi-

neaseto-ente>Haswai • L. l$orers. the
views of Commissioner Foirune have.
attracted muchk attention ti the Ha-
waiian islands. Haaili Vtan need of
Imore labor. The Mer ts asso-
ciation, backed by the Blders' and
Traders' exchange and oAter similar

iorgniastionsg i•pr oinito make a
fight in support of the plan offered
by the plantation men to. secure leg-
Islation. from conges ailowing the
importation ef .Cipose 1 borers for
plantation work only, ~uj4er certain
restrictions.

Local labor! nni no have decided
'against the' 6xf ltiton t d will op-
pose the plan. It is undeystood thae
the matter will be the subject one
way or the other in the rthcoming
report of the commissie# which re-
cenhly visited' 'Hwai ,

k NEpROESLEAD ILADRONE BANDS
BlacI s ischb geda froW Oar Army

Drill Highwaymen t, Mill-
tary Taetlsi

Advices have reached hWe from Ma-
nila, to the qffept 'that te bands of
ladrones which ai'e harassing the run
raL.population of the ainds are in
many instances led bysj egroes who
have been discharged from the army,
and ;aire i'emplo ing t ir military
kno Wlidge ih drilling the ladrones
and organizing them intn crude mili-
tary way, says the Brooklyn Eagle.

In the province of tilacan, it is
indeprstood, that .af ba of 300 la-

drones led by a h Ameriean negro are
scheming to' wipe out tie constabul-
ary, and that oo~ri4ilei out from the
town of Calcoan four American
blacks are engaged in 4*illing a large
number .of.high avamen in military

'ofi ni " triniVt6eem in the use
of firearms.

Because of the increasing activity
of the ladrones the continued with-
dlrawal and concentratftin of troops
in the islands is causing apprehen-
sion among the inhabit•nts of. many
provinees, wh e depended wholly
upion'the mili a r #otection. La-
drones are said to be" notoriously
bold n>n op~&Rizal, and the
presidennt' -of tat~riovince recently
called on Adjt. Gen. Heistand for re-
lied •• ied W1'l r-*e to Gov. Taf:.

Merely a Hiat.
"Thunder and'gi`ids!" exclaimed the

old gentlemxp as he *as given the
bill for)iq onr aghte~'s last gown,
"but yonco•tcora Wfe oftinoney."

"Well, papa," she replied, demurely,
"if you rwouldn't sit i ithe back par-
- oor.with tie door opeii when I am
S~ntertain~in Mr. Binkl~y'in the frons
parlor, yep'd stand a better chance
# -get*igj rid of the 'epense."--Chi

eago Evening Post.
As Explaimsd.

Jaggs-I take a littlo whisky now
S•and thts- as a eindiet e. Y
Nagge-Yes, of course. Your wift.told nid yeou s't hd asen a well day


