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THE LOG MEETIN' HOUSE.

Sunday mornin's when the sunshine
Seems to filter down as still,

An' the leaves ain't hardly stirrin',
An' the fur-off wooded hill

Looks as hazy an' as distant
An' intangible as dreams,

Then I know a haze is hangin'
Over all the country streams.

Then I see the brethren gather
In the way they useter do

By the little ol' log meetin' house
My happy boyhood knew.

When I'm tuslin' with my collar
With my chin up in the air,

As' the city chimes are ringin'
"Think, oh, think of Over There!"

Then's the times I quit my wrigglin'
An' I see an o1' log church

In a clearin' by the roadside,
An' I see the ragged birch

An' a bunch of dogwood blossoms
Are a gracin' of the pew

In the little ol' log meetin' house
My happy boyhood knew.

Just some little o1' hard benches
Used on week-days for the school,

But the winders all wide open
An' the breeze a tricklin' cool

From the birch an' pine an' maples
That flung shadders brown an' deep,

An' the circuit rider preachin'-
I kin almost go to sleep

When I think I hear him talkin'-
Oh, I'm dreamin' of the blossoms
Of the dogwood wet with dew

In the little ol' log meetin' house
My freckled boyhood knew!

-- J. M. Lewis, in Houston Post.

THE FALL OF THE
g MIGHTY. g

BY MARGUERITE STABLER.

EVEN in the 'Afties there were
social lines in San Francisco

drawn hard and fast, and although
they might sometimes be made zig-
zag in order to get around an ob-
stacle, they were none the less in
evidence. In the case of Mme. Del-
mar and the beautiful Veronica the
clan was divided into hostile camps.
In the conservative set the name of
Mme- Delmar was always mentioned
with a shrugging of the shoulders
and an uplifting of the eyebrows, but
they of the radical camp boldly open-
ed their arms to this woman who
carried herself with the air of a
duchess. In this infant city there
was no ancient history, they argued,
and needless to say this was the pros-
perous camp that took things as they
came, and floated on the high tide.
With them it was not considered po-
lite to have a family tree' where
there were so many suspected pasts
and so many obvious futures, and
every house in the town, from the
stately row in South Park to the
cabins at the foot of the. hill, was
built more or less of glass. The
society that was characterized as
"Gringo and diluted Castilian," with
the accent on the adjective, was a
society of the present.

As for Veronica, what else could
they do but, take her in? Therein

, amay have lain the secret of their
generosity toward her mother. Ve-
ronica, with her radiant beauty, her
rather startling love of display and
high-handed manners, was not a
good foil for the average girl, but be-
cause of her marvelous voice and
great musical talent, no socialigather-
ing ever seemed complete without
her. As for the men of the town, they
were all frankly in love with her, for
ao one seemed to try to resist the
spell of her fascination. When she
danced, the circle of aspirants for a
waltz closed her in until the last one
was gone; when she sang,, every
black-coat in the room seemed irre-
sistibly drawn in a mystic circle
around the piano; and when the even-
ing was spent and Veronica had said
good-night, the more ardent of her.
adorers skurried to the corner she
must pass, in order to get a last care-
less nod and another glance from
those burning eyes, as bright as the
stars above her.

All this homage the haughty Vero-
nica accepted with a nonchalant in-
difference, as the gorgeous scarlet
popies in her balcony accepted the
suns and dews from heaven as their
own inalienable right, and drooped I
and died without them. j

To Mr. Alfred Starkweather Little,
of Baltimore, this state of affairs was I
not long to be endured. The girl had I
managed to be the center of their i
admiration without showing the least I
preference for any one in particular,
bout when "Little Baltimore," as he
had come to be called, felt his heart
beat seriously for the first time, he -
determined, with all the ardor of i
his twenty-five untried years, that 1
this woman, and no other, should be c
his wife, and that right away. In
those white-heat days, when a year P
was told off in heart-throbs, when a
man lived a lifetime of ups and downs t
In a few months, patience was a lost a
virtue. Consequently, "Little Balti-
more," fired with the courage that e
dares, decided a frank understanding, s
however desperate. would be prefer-
able to the indifference and coquetry I
that tortured him now by turns. 1I

Alighting one evening from the t
lumbering omnibus that ran out to o
South Park, Mr. Alfred Starkweather a
Little, with his indestructible Balti- n
more dignity,approached theOlympus o
of his divinity. As he entered the e
hallway, the melting tones that had o
frst set his heartstrings to vibrating, d
reached his ear:

"Le parlate d'amor2
O care for." h

/Tadking the selection for an anspi-:la
-ons omen,he advanced unannounced.

Mis Delmar was seated at the piano, I
- ne of- the few bulky, old squareb'
isnos that had at an early time t
ade their way around the Horn. wi'f• rising and still strumming t

ty with her left hand, she nodded 1o
Il tly, and said: "Oh, it's you

aag the ouposts at a dash, Little -
lth.eez answered: "Yes, it is I, a

fortunate than I had dared a
finding you alone." y w

S nore unfortunate ~hau you ti
becauie I am ie a most a

sood," the girl an- I

r' uttl. Baltimore 01

I rrupted, yithloer- sntlusi

"Impossible!" the scornful lips
mocked; "you know nothing about it.
I am simply dying of disgust with
this miserable little sand-hill village."
She struck the keys a petulant bang,
and faced him. "Fancy what a life
this is for me, stranded in this social
desert, with no advantages, no oppor-
tunities, nothing!"

"What more would you ask?" Little
ventured, making a mental review of
the serried ranks of her adorers.

"What more would • have?" she re-
peated; "I would have a chance to
live in a congenial atmosphere, to
drink deep and live high while life
lasts. Position in a: city where the
men are not all miners or gamblers
and the women yesterday's washer-
women. And travel," she went on,
her eyes flashing and her nostrils di-
lating, "a chance to see the world,
hear good music-be myself, perhaps,
a queen of song in a world of music-
lovers and artists. .... Yes, that is all
I want, but that I must have, and I'm
ready to give my soul in return
for it."

"But even that can not bring you
happiness," Little remonstrated;
"'there's nothing half so sweet in
life as hive's young dream,' and if
you knew, Veronica, how I love
you---"

The haughty head went back, the
defiant eyes blazed at him a moment
in amazement; then, with a uiurst of
mocking laughter, she said: "Oh,
my poor friend, you must be crazy.
Let us talk no more about it. We
will have a little music to dissipate
your sentimental mood." And giving
herself no further trouble about
Little Baltimore, she turned and con-
tinued her song.

Without stopping to say good-by
forever, Little, cut to the quick by
the girl's disdain, arose and left. The
sound of her voice still reached him
on the broad flagged steps, and the
'echo of "Ditele che l'adoro" was
drowned in the March wind that
surged over the sand dunes and down
the street like a great sob.

After that evening Alfred Little
was no longer a prominent figure of
San Francisco's gilded youth. As
soon as he could transfer his inter-
ests in the city, he went up to the
mines, and after having tried mining
with but indifferent success, he sailed
for the Orient. Several years spent
in restless activity started him on
his second quarter-century wiser and
somewhat sobered. In time he re-
turned to his native heath to take up
his life seriously and slip into the
vacancy in the rmn made by his
father's death.

From time to time, Little met old
frends who, like himself, had turned
their backs upon the allurements of
the Golden West, and occasional re-
ports reached him of the ambitious '
marriage of the beautiful Veronica.
She had married a fortune as great
as her wildest dreams could fancy,
and was queening it to her heart's
content. After a number of years
some one else returned with marvel- I
ous tales of merchants, wealthy in
Little's time, who had lost every cent `
and turned bartender; washerwomen I
whose husbands had "struck it rich,"
who were riding in satin-lined ear-
riages and struggling with their I
brogues; music-hall favorites who
had married respectable faro-dealers
and become models of propriety and
leaders of society, and other gossip
characteristic of the mushroom
growth of the sand-hill city. And
Little realized how well his wound
had healed when he heard, without a
tremor, the name of the dashing I
Veronica connected lightly with that
of a soulful tenor. It had been at 1
first against his will that he had P
come to admit there were still many a
women in the world, or many voices, I
either, that, while lacking the depth
and penetrative power of the one that t
had first awakened him, were sweeter '

and. more tender; and many eyes less
flashing and fiery, perhaps, but
clearer and more steady. i

It was long after this consciousness
had forced itself upon him that the
'business of the firm required his
presence again on the Western Coast.
The run-across the continent was
now accomplished in a few days, and
the thriving, prosperous city had
nothing but the name in common
with the "miserable little sand-hill
village" he hal left a decade before.

Revisiting the only half-familiar d
scenes of his youth brought with it
a feeling as of revisiting the earth b
after having lain centuries4 dead. The
old plaza was one of the least changed I
spots in the city, and it was there
that Little always turned his wander'-
ing steps. During the day it, too, was
invaded by the bustling crowds, but '

with the nightfall came some of the
old familiar figures, as of the ghosts 6
of the pioneers. The gas-jets flaired
into their heavily bearded,faces and P
bizarre costumes, and the old babel
of strange tongues fell upon his ears,
and sometimes even the tinkle of a
guitar, accompanied by a husky a
voice, almost complited the illusion
that he was again in the days of
old.

So it seemed almost natural one
evening that some one in passing
should be humming to himself thd
_pening bars of "The Flower Soqg."
Perhaps a day never passes that some
light young heart coming up from.
the Italian quarter does not whistle
or sing it to himself and pass un-
noticed, but this night the idle hum-
ming touched a chord in the heart
of a listener that sent the dream-
echoes vibrating down the corridors
of memory and ringing, singing in-
definitely on. Again this sober, heavy-
set. man was a hot-headed youth of
25, and again he saw, in fancy, as he
had not seen for 20 years, the proud
and scornful beauty, Veronica Del-
mar. The careless tones of the passer
had died into a far, faint diminuendo,
but as Little listened, he felt again
the beating heart and bounding hope
with which he had hailed the omnibus.
that day to take him to they Olympus
of his divinity.

His reverie was disturbed by theapproach of a pair of strolling musi-

cians--a man and a woman, leading
a tired, overworked little monkey by
a chain. The figures of the singers
were indistinct under the flare ofthe street lights, but the outline of
a big feflowin a slouch hat and cloak,
loosely draped over his shoulders,
was easily discerned above the heads

of the widenaing crele ef listeRura. As

d Little turned idly to watt tb g~ op,
they began to sing the popular ~ •hng

pa of the day, after which the monkey[t. took off his cap and held it fot con-
Lh tributions. As the crowd increased,

" drawn by the shouts of laughterg, elicited by the monkey's begging, the
re shower of coins grew too valuableal for the monkey's handling, so the

r- man drew the little beggar to his

shoulder and took off his own hat,le handing his guitar to his companion.
f The woman, to Little's surprise, in-

stead of continuing with the class o0e music that had at first attracted the

0 crowd, struck a few chords and began
o the serenade from "Don Pasquale."
[e The voice of the singer lacked vol-
te ume, but was so pure and managed

a with such consummate art, that tlier- listeners were from the first sur-
o, prised and interested. Although at

i- times the woman seemed rather to
i, sigh than sing, the a Uticulation was

, so perfect that not atword was lost.
Even at his distance Little caught

l theilowest notes, and their penetrat-

ing clearness touched a chord in his
n nature that had not vibrated in years.
Here was an inexplicable emotion!u He sought to explain it by the dream-

ing to which he had been giving him-n self up, and which had worked upon
f his imagination. Nevertheless, he

e pressed his way closer into the crowd
to get a better view of the singer.

e When that song was finished, some
t one ~lle for a selegtojLfrom "Car-

d 5." The woman shook her hed ,
, fearing her voice was not powerful

r. enough for such dramatic music, and
e chose instead a Miserere. The' poor
e soul had reason to avoid a score whose

impassioned strains surpassed the
t range of her broken voice. By the

time the Miserere was ended, some
of the crowd had moved on, giving
Little a chance to join the front row.

One glance into the face of the art-
ist who had sung the serenade made
him draw back. Then he looked
again in horror. In spite of her age
(she seemed to have passed 40) and
in spite of the drawn features and
parchnjant-like skin, the woman bore
a strange resemblance to the beau-
tiful Veronica. Delnar. There were
the same loose locks of hair waving
over a low forehead, the same deep
eyesg the same scornful mouth that,
when the coins jingled generously
into the hat, brightened with a weary
smile. The sloping shoulders and
graceful head were carried as'proud-
ly as in the old days. Was all this
merely a trick of the imagination,
Little asked himself, or was this in-
deed the proud, ambitious girl who
had once been so cruel? The singer
was certainly about the age Veronica
must be, wherever she 'was, but the
puffy eyelids, the sunken cheeks, the
tawdy dress, all told of years of mis-
ery and debauch. Although he as-
sured himself ever and over this was
only a chance resemblance, he could
not take his eyes of the woman's
face, so like and yet so strangely un-
like was she to the beautiful girl of
20 years ago..

When, in turn, the woman took the
hat to offer it for contributions,Lit-
tle drew slightl~y aside so that., she
would have to go beyond the circle to
reach him. Dropping a much hogier
coin into the qld hat than it had ever .
felt before, he caused the woman to
look up quickly into his face, with i
a smile of gratitude. This gave him
a chance to settle his doubts.

"Veronica!" he said impulsively.
The woman started nervously, and

fixed her great eyes upon him.
"I am one of your old friends," he 1

continued, "do you remember me?" i
At that moment the man came up

to her to get his hat, and the face ii
of the, singer shoved her fear of
him. She gave Little a warning o
glance, and turned hastily aside. She I
seemed to be struggling between her b
humiliated pride and aroused en- a
riosity. At last, taking up the gui- v
tar, she moved a step or two to- a
ward Little, and/began:

"Le parlate d'amor." i
Her clear, penetrating tones rose 1

in the stillness of the night like a i
melancholy echo of the past:

"Oh care for a
Ditele ch# I'adoro."

The choice of "The Flower Song"
dissipated Little's last doubt. This
was the voice that had charmed his ,
youth and shattered the dream of his
first love.

When the crowd grew tired and be-
gan to disperse, the singer turned
down toward.the Italian guarter. Lit- cl
tie following at a short distance. 4
The woman, too, loitered a few steps y,
behind her companion, hoping, per- f,
haps,~ for one more word with this ci
link with her happy past. But sit the tl
side entrance of a cheap little wine-w
shop the man stopped and turned f.
with an imperious "Veronica vieni!" B

With a slight shrug, as if nothing
mattered much any way, the woman a
hastened her steps and both disap-
peared behind the swinging doors.- w
San Francisco Argonaut.

INTERESTED IN FINANCE.

How an Impeeunious Eaglishman
Made a Touch on a Member of

Parliament.

A well-known member of Parm-
ment approached by a igputable
looking man, says London, T•Wi
who said, with a deferential 'lt AM
servile manner: t

"Excuse me, sir, but are you" not
Mr. Blank, M. P.?"

"I am," said the member, with
affable dignity.

"I believe you are Well wi d
upon financial questions?"

"My friends in the house and the
press are kind enough. to say o - .

"You have given much attentloe` t•i
the subject,I .think?"

"Mope than to anything else."
"And ns dodbt you could glve, a

satisfactory answer to almost any
question I might 'ask?"

The mIember saw that he Wa being
"Iuterviewed." and rwished' to say
someth-ng that woald look well in

"Persap. I nould," he answe e&,
'We;l, I have a question in fiaace

that I Sashould be 'greatly pleaed If

tionu.'_ ert m

"Very good; Wi rt is it? "'
"Will you lend me five bob for a

day or two? Im, stony broke,"
The member produced the silver.

"He couid have had four timts the
amount," said Mr. Blank, when tell-
inr the story,i " was so eomplete• 
taken aback."

-- j * 4-

F.&4 NOS Compaeiom.

The present home of te ltIckfoot • diansJ.ran
Northwestern Montana. ,In the past they were both mighty hunters
and mighty warriors. Thebuff•lo furnishedd hem with bd'h d
home, as out of its skin they made tieir teo i Now thedey ttlir
time to cattle raising and to hunting in the moiintains. 1h Care m
paratively few of the Blackfoot Indians left, and. of the nearly 2,ooo000
occupying their reservation; the majority are either Piegans or Bloods.
The Blackfoot tribe is quite wealthy, ia few years ago having sold a por-
tion of its reservation to the govermnent for $4ooooo. , g i

ea
e FOREIGN GOSSIP.

ad ad The death rate from placue in ln-
re dia is generally over '0 per cent.a- Spain's annual' exportv of pickled

re green olives amouxts to about 800,000,.

1- Three hundred and twenty-four sta-p tions on the Trans-Siberian railway

t, are to be futnished by a Berlin firm.ly The French town of Fecamp pro-
7 vides free sterilized milk for one year
id to every child whose mother applies
d- for it. The milk is delivered at her
is home.

i, Rice growers in Siam are offering to5- share half their profits with any par-
1o ty'who will plow their fields nd reap
sr and thresh athe rice for them by ma-

sa chinery.
k6 In consequence of numerous com-
ic plaints by peasants about the increaseg- of insects injurious to the crops, the

5- French minister of agriculture has
as ordered a stricter observance of the

Id laws egainrt, the sliUghter of birds.

's Shortly before a` recent election in
1- Dercolo, Tyrol, adherents of the cler-

f ical party eut some vineasin the vine-
yards and posted up warnings that ifio the peasants gave the liberals a ma-

jority all their vines would be cut andto ruined.
o' ots d h es bf parliament

r have adQ e'reqol tiop urgingupon.r the goverimen•(o esta'Mish a supreme
0 coUtrt of-administration. The court is
h intended to relieve the government

l from the ever-increasing number of

appeals, especially of a municipal char-
acter, and to relieve the supreme courtd of justice from its present duty" of

giving its opinion on proposed new
e laws before they are. discussed in par-

liament.P The center of the mother-of-pearl

e industry is Singapore. The shell qy-
f ster is nlx to ten inches long, the larger3 one weighs as much as ten pounds.

e It is found on hard-bottom channels
r between islands, where the current is

1- strong. In gathering it a diver takes

i- with him a bag of coir rope one-fourth
of an inch in diameter, which, while
suited for holding the shell, does not
impede his traveling along the bottom.s The apparatus for diving.bas not been
i introduced in the Philippines; although

Mnaila shell brings the high price.of
a dollar a pound.

A MEAN ADVANTAGE.
-John Was Pretty Smart, But When

S CliHt Came IBack at Him He

Was the Vlti•aM.
I John Bruce and Clint Pease were

-chums. Their- st6res adjoined,; dnd
when business was dull' the •woIyoung merchants visited back and

forth. One cold, blustery day, whens customers were few, Clint sat behind

the stove 'in John's store. A young
woman came in and John stepped
forward to wait ow her,' :states the
Brooklyn Eagle• -'

"I am soliciting subscriptions for i
an order for our church," said she.

Now, solicitors 'of this' character
were numerous in, that town, and I
merchants used to t ry to dodge
them. since it was not deemed good 1
policy to refuse to- contribute. So a
John was considerably pleased with I
himself when a happy way out of his'
present difficulty suggested itself to
his quick mind. ' '

"You will have to speak,'to the pro- I
Srtetor abott t;lt ," sid he, politely.
"'Yop will fin him a very liberal man. 1
Hleo , ck there by the stove."

John grinned ass the yo ng woman s
approachedkhi dstat d her case.

I Iow mw b r tm mefihants gen- .
'sraly gisgi g' il "i - ked, with
grave interest in the cau.sea t

{"SqCe a ggivyujaasmuth as a dol- a
lIsr" shbt~sii- 4"but we are f
gratefe f- any". sum, hopwever 1

SJ]Q j .. .. ,AP MC an air of
suthority, "'g , th young lady $12
oat of the drawer."; _•

And John, of -orae ad to do it. t

The 'femiine eeterIewaa.holdiag a
garrulcue powt 6W in the drawing
room, when S =diRoeay a'~iholse loomed
up amid the scenery. It was all of the r
fair cqi .in a g a-yo- eare ace to
the lawni isth' t~e eception of ue ee
alh of mIo or laici i~ear
'.Why 9@ dt7t' . tx~Yu tooi ashkd '

"I-I was in h-hopes,• sobbed she of
the uniecorded birthday anniversa-
ries, "that I m-might be scared out of
-several years ~g-growth if. I re-re-

aimnedi." '
Wherenpon thestog mana took on b

a sympatheie look and sai4 Severi - i
word.-Chieago Daily Newsi.,

NIdH1f ROUT "'G
5- These . ae - Wag ah.&

It That Tend to Make It
d Paseliatg.

, siort thhatfe rei lar ny-casteri has
Snot tried andwobut it has its merits. Not the least

of them is that the trout, through
a some crankiness of its nature, will;r often bite after day when all through

t dth.day .itjlioas talea tth dto tom of a pool nd• r•3ases t ris, tor the most termpn• lures At i &ich

Speriods the entire' nature of the fish
.. eems to have changed, and it has
become a night-hawk; roving its na-

1- tive stream from dusk to daylight
and sleeping through the sun hours.e There is no such thing as taking

s half ,a basket of trout after' dark
e with tha fly. Changed as the fish is,

it still has sense enofigh to know
that insects it likes are .ot abroad
at that hour.

Occasionally one will rise to an a-
f ificial fly cast in the dark, but this;

is so exceptional as not to be wortha, counui~g. It will take the wormnm

lvidly, however, when it is night
t feeding,-aad-it 'isfwith "worms-'n the night fisherman takes it.

e There is no explanation of how thes trout manage to see the worms in
t thedark. They fnd the m wever.,f on the blackest sort of night, and

possibly they are guided by a senset of snell.
f Where there is one trout there are

v apt to be more, and the-angler.

has taken one with his hunch of
worms may confidently drop them in-

I to the same 'place. Inded the
chances are that he will1 $flr dozen beauties before he is forced

to move on by failure of supply.
The sensation afforded is an odd

one, because the 4herman t
see his line, nor te when the trat
strikes except b j e
can see is the • dar y

iagans O 5 o e' oe
ri• b d
now and then he catches a glimpse
of his rod, which looks like a line
no bigger than a lead pencil running
out over thq 'water.
S#}ls 'ft troutrblind8, h44

no 4nowledge of the. movements it
is making nor has he any Idea'of its
size, except from the trouble it gives
him, until it has been scooped within
a dipnet .tek 14doutfnwa~'l,,blin'ly
and lies-ahg g one 

•ldk ''
a light rod and silk the angler, if he
strikes a heav trout under these
circumstances, iseriously at a -
advantage. It is this very uncer-
tainty , lenpsfu g h e t ,
cha oume "idj'] `Z_ I -,

In some parts of the province of
Quebc, au .other- pa 9f the o-
minion,4• is te hIzsto'• cM jhe (oa4
try eop ' tO• o •ook tron .
most wholly, after dark, and they
take them in enormous numbers.
These folks are not refined enough

They3 barv, instead, pioles hwinch
they cut on .tie banks, qf the creek b
!or river, ap• stout Jinen cords. To
their hookq theyfasten bi a• adozen
wormns and •`.op, them in griggling,
and when t ey get a strlks'tthey 3uatk
the' sh $fteen feet in' 'thb air, la
ing him' on the bank behind th 'n
with a thpmp. They always build `a q
large fiSe on th.e Baink and the trout'
are attracted by the light, coming is h
schools to the ,feeding. `

At such a. plisce in proper keasoni
-half a dcsen men and women will be 11

yanking out speckled trout as fast as n
they can take them "froi the hooks o
and will 'keep this sort of thing tip tl
for an hour, g'oing'back to their
homes before,•tndnight wnth two or d
three hundred speckled heautes. P

The trout taken in these. streams 8
are all spmall, seldom running, above t'
half a pound. but exceedingly -fine I,
table fish, with the bright salmon ec
tesh and. true trout delice•y of•t'
ave .P•

J6hnny hadcome in sth a story of a
remarkable automobile he had just
seen. He declared that. it was "as ir
big st a house." '

"No, .Johnny•' said his father, se-
verely, "you know it was no• as bi ig'a
a house. Why d6, you exaggerate •
things sO? lI've talk~ed to you a ifllion
times aboWt' that habit of ryors, and
it doesni't seem tdod a bit of good."- -

Youth's Companion. -- ,

Doe- you op•osee some -thnla~ just i
because some pegeon you don't llike
is .-or t em . (Iao ra.) e s- -

1W era

A Washing on grande dampe recently
accepted an invitation to visit a young
kinsman, an army officer stationed at
Wike•elun post in the west. The Wash-
ingtoni..Post describes the lady as a
woman who likes to improve her mind;
but she is also a woman of much pe-
sonal dignity, with a regal' carriage,

She considers it a duty to investigate

tnid'o a iv D(at% h a t
ed, to see everything of interest.

One da, while her host ald host-
! / o e it f o "r

army mu•es. There seemed to be no-
body in sight, so she went in among
the animals and examined and petted
them.

Slq hagug thtpa onthis -
ch worel afof, erl t
s clr;1hd as a a
accustomed to be led by the whitest
animal among them, the unfurled
white parasol of the visitor, with her
light drl, w ned jd in-
teresa shi le.*e arr ar5
the s psf oon f h.
She glanced A mule as step-
ping quietly along close behind, and
all the rest of the mules were falling

s The woman was not afraid. She re-
drds fear a t g uite ea hj

ity; but •Wwata la
h'r incr&se hi ~,n a,

O marched steadily along, with his nose

jueP g flhe back of the white

- The occupants of the long row of
o cers' houses ue preentlo -
i d to see th• ditfle•f

oming uptl ava aa
hihb was a !om o e t eh

dignity and the desire to run, with a

of each just touching the tail of the
one in front of him.
1 Itawas then thatt n unpri 'pled.

w 9f1ff~wt pka serpitiI shots. Mdam' siteps ex e[d'e• •he

Sprjg• idk abbout two feet,
t and her air of dignity was eie yh "on sidewise." The photographer de-

1 Gclares th tthere were 25 mules in theh "pocession.

LIFE IN tENGLISH VILLAGh #

h If Is I itie as We litshtea
dby the Poets to

Relieve.

t
"I knmw 1 village where there are c

'o fewe thin 30 cottages with but one ISbedroon a ilece and in these saingle

bedroo s, sd.e• and more people I
are ale p' ," says A. Montifiore- \cj Bruce, ri ng in the London Iaily 1

Mail ab ut ife in the average anglish l
village. " one q•ahem father, itoth-~
er and h cbIep huddled together.
In auot er ather, mother a9d,4six chi 1
1dren-t ee of whom are grown up- a
are slee Ini In these cittagesthere is
9. iv ng-oom downstairs, and no 1
sanitary arrangemen o any .
the back• the cottages runs an ouen I
ditch; it is also an open sewer. c

try, I expect to find abundance of pure
water, abundance of sweet air. Too
often I find nei$i about the eottalges.
Hundreds of' vfiges have no water
supply, though a comparatively smalt

a village-it is, typical of hundreds-
where the cottagers have to go half a t

water supply. Offensive refuse heaps a
lie piled round the crumbling walls of t
the cottages; the wooden floors within r
are tten with sewage.

" rfolk, Suffolk and Ess on'ma u s, a

tages far across the fields, with'nao wa-
ter within a mile; Whence the children
morning after morning walk two .
mies to• school.and drag their tired

--and this whatever the weather; ,
where the postal service comes but e
once a week:; where the men and boys
walk daily five or six milesto and fronm

there is none; where the medical ofll- i

the inspector of nuisances is un--,i
known."

wra gP ., at WoulO save b

His name is McFadden, and he manip.. a

hall. He dwells in a pretty cottage p
qut in jprqntgwn, and has a back-
yard latent with afloricultural possibili- *
'ate.: "" ': .+ . "w
, Somebody wits I political. pulel told dj
him that Utcxe Sam would ftruik a
seeds for the asklii, prrof0ding ther.. I
quisteam'e troug4i a veqgsessman., as

Now, geFladden's , seryant in the st
house is Gearge, McCreary, who, being
new in the'•btsiness and :an pItruist ql
whyn it::comes to serving his fellow to
man, reqponded with a•rjty, ,iindlta et
mirvelously short thue the elevator, Is
oiratori'eIcv-ed k blgpiekage from gt)
theagrieultural departasene. ba
On opening the package McFeaQdde's

dehlight turned to disguit, reportl the ju
Philadelphia Telegraph, for ipratem of
fower seeds laefound seeds waripted ,,
to grow into any known vegetable.
Icluded and taitly lkbeled were.u .[-
cnmber, sweet and "horse" corn, wai-
termelon, c +fiorer• ,, sinach, e gg
plant, carrotcrud an myria&. of other'kltds of seeds,,

But Mcfadden i, aet without a sav-o
ing sense of hrmo#, aidltcame to his
rescue in th for•a of a decision to mix s
the specjmenpl$• tthei hiaabunchin iW

test, among 1S, ~aien4o , i a niltl..a
guess, the winner ttake.o 1a -." [
SMcF adden's gu. ess ,is - _

Chollyl (ekamining firz t print fromthe negutivey--la't there sime way m-
to make my mIatabhe show a ittei
piainer? -

Photographer- Why e
might wait b few ye ams and then
e 5i - Cles a-d c Leader.

EgrieaeesAlda U5i4ht there RealR:

Is a sDeston Existings Be-
tween Tedm.

r Within the lastfewyears the impres"
sion has gained ground that the weight
of a men's brii glivei•iditleinaiicatlon
of his mental gifts, a systhe New York
I Tribune. It has been suggested that
there might be some relationbetweea
the thiefiide4 )of ,);ie xAyer of gray
matter which is believed to be asso-

" tiintiens, and

the quality of the onter'$ wo*k. It
tha• the num-

lrr fo ov •, smalL lobes,

which are revealed by pcM-mortem ex-
amination u aleo hafa good deal
p s 'ni itce. nuthaweight alone
i oitno t hF enfstiolned. It

ha•l been poimtedtbu tt the brains
of idots are often as l pvy'as these
of sages and poets. !

Dr. Edward A. Spita of this city,
n~rece ft t hiladelphia

pca P cu4s athe ques-
tion In •n nteresting f 1ion. He de-
clares that many of the •rains of im-
beciles and criminals ttt have bg~E
referred to in such conzprisons were
u t flly enlarged b disease, and

Sdid not prove. ything. He
at only healt rains ought

to be considered. Ag• in a num-
ber of instances the bJlns of really
great men had skrunke onsiderably
.-ii . sauc s i0knies, ilt
the last year or tw of etlr lives, and

ot e skul TI•marked size
thoug , w ld give some.
jginal ifWheq prop-

er allowance has b en de for such
alterations. Dr. S tz s convinced
that the testimony a dfdedly in fa-
vor of the old doctr e. }

Several other infl ens affect brain
ture an bur nationality

t actors e ter' to the prob-
Dr. pitzka c oe iot consider

ese, though he b d ped it neces-
sary to remind his rea s of them.

u conf Jing 5gures
for 96 well-known men IAt the head
of the list stands Ivan pr$genieff, the

mm at nnove1p~Aiose ain weighed
•Q*Wammi oT at "te foot F. J.

Gall, anatomist, who is redited with
-- ,--- th h his skuall
had a capacity of 1,092 g~ mes. The -
table shows an avere4 of 1,478
grammes, which is from ~ to 125 more
than the weight of the 4yerage Euro-

carrying his an ysifurther, the
writer rays thdt' te latest brain
-•'eghts 'on thEwho arpxhibited by
men devoted to mat em and other
exact seience wqpi nural science
comes "next, ar, a •er re and phi-
losophy thiird,•and ' gf action" in.
politis' iiAnd dit ry sire rank
fobhrth. That clas caa n might be
considerably altere bh ever; If the
weight of these m 's L ldies at the
moset wive periods f r lives Were.
Ja-nW, and itthe rree age of braine
weight to avoirdu a o i rere ascer-
tained. Sucl lafta em o be unavail-
able now, but if1 ere gcured in the
case of mein now vin and whose

brains have been b Mkon, the world
ng-• ge a uore a urte u idea of tbhe

professions in which .jain weight
counts for the'most.

.. .. ~~ •.. . '.•

HERO OPF THE S1PYARD.

One 3Mm Wasr el WJae KeCwWhat

nsaext.

The heroes are not aft dead yet, l-
though we may not he1 so much of

zin a.trenpi•sU.-,. The Pmja-
i ra a4ni print ethe story of

a man who ri1•ed This lif Fdeliberately
to save a fellow worm hom he did
not know even by sigl The hero's

is James Stein. irt is foreman
f e. riggers in a big hipyard in

hidelphia. When he Wds praised for
is urage, he execlabigl: "Pshawl

f meakin omch talk
t it? I didit to saihe company

a lawsuit." The story iAhs follows:
A boiler weighing 64 ts, was about

to be lowered into the h d of a steam--
ip the bi hlpyard e crane in

as eyj1 si a col•ee allifts a wood-
en a i!i4 v winig its great
arms towaard the moditer boiler, 18
feet in circumference. A*rched on the
to q tbl .oller was workman, a
poor Norwegian who spaks little Eng-
lish and understands l s. His back
awe h .ne•. |[e did not see
it, nor did anyone el. until it wash
within two feet of hi' If the arm

ft t crane stru him it would
crush M a hammerould an egg-
shell, or brush him o Twenty feet
below was the groun strewn with
jagged pieces of iron, WfaFl on which
meant serious injury, i4 pot death.

The workmen belowjw the danger
and shouted. The No gian turned

-pa•-aLrgp and .orame eom-
t• e er way, and,

paralyzed with fear, he Iollspsed.
At this critical m ment, when ev-

e|lset .lit h ead, one man'
was there ho knew- whit to do, and
did it.. Although he was 20 feet away
when. "thei' ' esding doom .over the
man .wap; l rt .seef, he cleared the
space. in less than two seconds ad
stood'amid the jaggd iron.

"Jump for your life! It's your only
qhancet" ee cfied,'and ̀ braced himnaif
to catch the falling man, while the
crowd held'it 'bt•ath. The two men
eame togeiher with an impact so great
that both ,were peiked up unconscious,
but bofh recowe•ii .'

'It wds at example of cool grit, clear
judgment and prompt action:

Irate •andle* t$p couple who are .
taking .a lovers' <walk on. his prop-
Ser•y)- NWqr, then, can't' you read?Amorous Youth•LO, yes, we can
read.,

Irate Landlord-They go to the endof $•I muand read the sign there.
Si• r •us Yuth--.We have read it. It

says` '"Irate" and that's just whywe casedow heret:i~:t-ws.

Sh-a (at the Wation)- Excuse me
but are you. as artist, S" musician of
a poet?

'He-=I itppe' . be, ail three,

"Poor felwl ton b ev sym.t
Spathy

-
0Y.ur sy•.p•tbhf I",

thing. rrie."-Chiago Dlly News.


