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AT THE EXND

OF THE PASSAGE.

A Weird Story of Life in India.

BY RUDYARD KIPLING.

| ———

Four men, theoratically entitled to *“‘life,
Jiberty and. the pursuit of happiness,” sat
at a table playing whist. The thermome-
ter marked—for them—101 degrees of heat,
The room was darkened till it was only just
possible to distingnish the pips of the cards
and the very white faces of the players.
A tattered, rotten punkah of whitewashed
ealico was puddling the hot air and whin-
ing dolefully at each stroke. Outside lay

of a Novemberday in London. There
was neither sky, sun, nor horizon—nothing
but a brown purple haze of heat It was
as though the earth weredyingof apoplexy.

From time to time clouds of tawny dust
rose from the ground without wind or
warning, flung themselves tableclothwise
among the tops of the parched trees and
came down again. Then a whirling dust-
devil would scutter across the plains for a
couple of miles, break and fall outward,
though there was nothing tocheck itsflight
save a long low line of piled railway slecp-
ers white with the dust, a cluster of huts
made of mud, condemned rails and canvas
and the one squat four-roomed hungalow
that belonged to the assistant engineer in
charge of a section of the Gandhari state
Jine then under construction.

The four men, stripped to the thinnest of
sleeping suit, played whist crossly, with
wranglhings as to leads and returns. It was
pot the best kind of whist, but they had
taken some trouble to arrive at it. Mott-
ram, of the Indian survey, had ridden thirty
and railed one hundred miles from his
lonely post in the desert since the previous
night; Lowndes, of the civil service, on
special duty in the political department,
bad come as far to escape for an instant
the miserable intrigues of an impoverished
pative state, whose Kk ag alternately
fawned and blustered for more money
from the pitiful revennes contribut-

ed by hard-wrung peasants and de-
ing camel-breeders; Spurstow, the

doctor of the line, had left a cholera-strick-
en camp of coolies to look after itself for
forty-eight hours while he associated with
white men once more. Hummil, the assist-
ant engineer, was the host. He stood fast
and received his friends thus every Sunday
if they could come in. When one of them
failed to appear he would send a telegram
to his last address, in order that he might
know whether the defanlter was dead or
alive. There be very many placesin the
East where it is not good or kind to let

our acquaintance drop out of sight even

one short week. <

The players were not conscious of any
special regard for each other. They squab-
bled whenever they met, but they ardently
desired to meet, as men withont water de-
gire to drink. They were lonely folk who
understood the dread meaning of loneli-
pess. They were all under thirty years of
age—which is too soon for any man to pos-
gess that knowledge.

“Pilsener,” said Spurstow, after the sec-
ond rubber, mopoing his forehead.

“Beer's out, 1'm sorry to say, and there’s
hardll{ enough soda water for to-night,”
said Hommil

“What tilthy bad management!” snarled
Svurstow. 1 _

“Can't help it. Vve written and wired,
but the trains don’t come through regular-
}.'o yet. Last weck the i1ce ran out, as

wndes knows.”

“Glad I didn’t come. I could ha’ sent
you some if 1 had known, thh!lﬁh. Phew!
it's too hot to go on playing bumblepuppy.”
This was a savage scowl at Lowndes, who
only langhed. Hewas ahardened oflender.

M’ottmm rose from the table and looked
out of a chink in the shutters.

“What a sweet day!” said he,

The company yawned unanimously and
betook thetnselves to au aimiess investiga-
gion of all Hummil's possessions—guns,
tattered novels, saddlery, spurs and the
like. They had fingered them a score of
times before, but there was really nothing
else to do. :

“Got anything fresh?” said Lowndes.

“Last week’s Gazette of India and a

entting from a home paper. My father sent
itout. It's rather amusing.”
* “One of those vestrymen that call ’em-
selves M. P.’s again. is 1t?” saxd Spurstow,
whe read his newspapers when he could
get them,

“Yes. Listen to this. It's to your ad-
dress, Lowndes. The man was making a
speech to his constituents and he piled it
ou, Here's a sample: — And I assert unhes-
itatingly that the civil service in India is
the preserve—the pet preserve—of the aris-
tocracy of Eugland. What does the demoe-
racy—what do the masses—geot from that
country which we have step by step fraud-
nlently annexed? [ answer, nothing whai-
ever. itis farmed with a single eye to
their own intercsts by the scions of aris-
toeracy. They take good ecare to maintain
their lavish scale of incomes, to avoid or
stifle any inquiries into the nature and con-
duct o!y their administration, while they
themavlves force the unhappy peasant Lo
E’ with the sweat of his brow for all the

xaries in which they are lapped.”” Hum-
mil waved the cutting above his head.
“'Ear, 'ear! said his andience. -

Then Lowndes, meditativelv, “I'd give—
Td give three months’ pay to have that
geuntleman spend one month with me and
see how the free and independent native
prinee works things. Old Timbersides”—
this was his flippant title for an bhonored
and decorated prince—"has been wearing
my life out this weeck past for money. By
Jove, his latest performance was to send me
one of his women as a bribe!” .

“Good for you! Did you aceept 1t?” said

ram.

“No.‘ml rather wish I had now. She was
apresty little peraon, and she yarned away
to me about the most horrible destitution
among the king's women folk. The darlings
haven't had any new clothes for nearly a
month. and the old man wants to buy a
new drag from Caleutta—solid silver rail-
mgs. and silver lamps, and tritles of that
kind. I've tried to make him understand
that he has played the deuce with ths rev-
enues for the last twenty years and must
goslow. He can’t see it.”

“But he has the ancestral treasure vaunlts
todraw on. There must be three millions,
&t least, in _jewels and coin, under his pal-
aece,'’ said Humml. ‘

“Catch a native king distorbing the famn-
ily treasure! The priests forbid it, except
asthe last resort. Old Timbersides has
added something like a guarter of a million
to the deposit in his reign.”

“Where the mischiet does it all come
from?” said Motiram.

“The country. The state of the people is
enough to make you sick. I've known the
taxmen wait by a milch camel till the foal
was born, apd then harry off the mother
forarrears. And what can [ do? [ can't
get the court clerks to give me any ac-
counts. | can’t raise anything more than a
fat smile from the commander-in-chief
when I find out the troops are three months

arrears, and old Timbersides begins to
wt:g when | speak to hith. He has taken
to the King's peg heavily—liguenr brandy
for whisky and Heidsieck for soda water.”

*“*That’'s what the Rao of Jubela took to.
Even a native can’t last long at that,” said
Spurstow. *““He'll go out.”

“And a thing, too. Then 1 suppose
we'll bave a cdhuncil of regency. and a tutor
for the young prince, and hand him back
to his kingdom with ten years’ accumu-
¥ hareapon. th

= reupon that young prince, having
been tanght all the vices of the English,
will play ducks and drakes with the money
and undo ten years' work in eighteen
wonths. I've seen that business before.”
said Spurstow. I should tackle the king
They'll hate you yuite enough under any
circnmstances,

“That's all very well. The man who
looks on can talk abont the light hand,
but you can't clean a pigstye w:ith n pen
but nothing bLas Dappened vet. My
servant’s an old Pathan. and Le cooks for
me. They are hardly hhﬁl)’ te bribe him,
and 1 don’t aceept food from mvy troe
friends, as they call themgelves. Oh, but
its weary work! I'd sconer be with you.
Spurstow. There's uhoonng near your

um&.”
“Would you! Iden’t think it bont
fifteen deaths a day dou't iy ¢ite 1; uﬁm 20

shoot anything but himself. And the worst
of it is that the poor devils look at you as
though you ought to save them, Lord
knows, I've tried everything. My last at.
tempt was empirical, but it pulled an old
man through. He was bronght to me ap-
{natently past hope, aud 1 gave him gin and
h\'orceuter sance with ca&‘;‘!:?; It cured

im; but I don't recommend 1

“How do the casces run generally?” said
Hummil, .

“Very simply indeed. Chlorodyne, opium
pill, ehlorodyne, collapse, mitre, bricks to
the feet, and then—the burning ghat. The
last seems to be the only thing that stops
the trouble. It’s black cholera, you know.
Poor devils' Bat, I will say, hittle Bunsee
Lal, my apethecary, works like a demon.
Pve recornmended him for promotion if he
comes through it all alive.” <

“And what are your chances, old man!
said Mottram. .

“Don’t know; don’t care much; but I've
sent the letter in. WHat are you doing
with yourself generally?”

“Sitting under a table in the tent and
spitting on the sextant to keepit cool,”
said the man of the survey. “Washing my
eyes to avoid opthalmia, which I shall cer-
tainly get, and trying to make a sub-sur-
veyor understa that an error of five de-
grees in an angle isn't guite so small as it
looks. I’'m altogether alone,y’ know, and
shall be till the end of the hot weather.”

“Huwmil’'s the lucky man” said
Lowndes, flinging himself into a long chair.
“He has an actual roof—torn as to tne ceil-
ing-cloth, but still a roof—over his head.
He sees one train daily. He can get beer
and soda water, and ice it when is
good. He nas books, pictures”’—they were
torn from the Graphic—*"and the society of
the excellent sub-contractor, Jevins, be-
sides the pleasure of receiving us weekly.”

Hummil smiled grimly. “Yes, I'm the
luck{y man, | suppose. Jeovins is Juckier.”

“How! Not—"

“Yes. Went out. Last Monday.”
“Ap sel” said Spurstow, gqnickly, hintin
the suspicion that was in everybody’'s mind.
There was no cholera near Hommil's sec-
tion. Even fever gives a man at least a
week’s grace, and sudden “death generally

implied self-slaughter.

*“I jndge no man this weather,” said Hum-
mil. *“He had a tonch of the sun, I fancy,
for last week, after you fellows had left,
he cameinto the veranda and told me that
he was going home to see his wife in Mar-
ket street, Liverpool, that evening. 1 got
the apothecary in_to look at him, and we
tried to make him lie down, After anhour
or two he rnbbed his eyes and said he bo-
lieved he bad had a fit—hoped he hadn’t
said anything rude. Jevins had a great
idea of bettering himself socially. e was
verv like Chucks in his language.”

“Wellt

*“Then he went to his own bungalow and
began cleaning a rifle.  He told the servant
that he was going after buck 1n the morn-
ing. Naturally he fumbled with the trig-
ger, and shot himself through the head ac-
cidentally. The apothecary sent in a re-
port tomy chief, and Jevins is buried
somewhere out there. I'd have wired to
you, Spurstow, if you could have done any-
thing.

“You're a queer chap.” said Mottram. It
{on d killed the man yourself you couldn’t

ave been more guiet about the business.”

“Good Lord! what does it matter?” said
Hommil, ealmly, *I've gottodo alot of
his oversecing work in addition to my own.
I'm the only person that suffers. Jevinsis
ont of it— {‘pum accident, of course, bat
out of it. The apothecary was going to
write a long screed on suicide., Trust a
babu to drivel when he gets the chance.”

“Why didn’t you let it go in as suicide?”
auke:d owndes,

“No direct proof. A man hasn't many
privileges in this country, but he might at
least be allowed to mishandle his own rifle,
Besides, some day I may need a man to
smother up an accident to myself. Live
and let live. Die and let die.”

“You take a pill,” said Spurstow, who had

been watching Haommil’s white face nar-
rowly. “Take a pill, and don’t be an ass.
That sort of talk is skittles. Anyhow, sui-
cide is skirking your work. ifl was Job
ten times over I should be so interested in
what was going to happen next that I'd
stay on and watch.”
_'iAh! I’ve lost that curiosity,” said Hum-
mil.
~ “Liver out of order?” said Lowndes, feel-
mgly.

“No. Can’t sleep. That’s worse.”

“By Jove, it is” said Mottram. “I'm
that way every now and then, and the fit
has to wear itself out. What do you take
for it?”

“Nothin What's the use? 1 haven't
had ten micates’ slesp since Friday morn-
ing.’

“Poor chap! Spurstow, you ought to at-
tend to this,” said Mottr:{m. “Now you
mention it, your eyes are rather gumwy
and swollen.’

_Spoerstow, still watching Hnmmil, laughed
lightly. “I'll pateh him up later on. Is it
too hot, do you think, to go for a ride?”

“Where tol” said Lowndes, wearily. “We
shail bave to go away at 8, and there’ll be
riding enough for us then. 1 hate a horse
when I have to use him as anecessity. Oh,
hv:';[;'un_s. wh:t ;s there to doltl" .

“Degin whist again at chic ints—(a
‘chick’ is suppoged to be eight shillings)—
and a gold mohfir on the rub,” said Spar-
stow promptiy.

“Poker. A month’s pay all ronnd for the
ml;-—:o'llllntnl;—gndknftybr?pea raises. Some-

vnl roken before "
llil{ Lowndes.h R

“Can’t say that it would give me any
pleas?’re to_break any man in this com-
pany,” said Mottram. “There isn’t enough
excitement in it, and it’s foolish.” He
crossed over to the worn and battered littlo
camp piano—wreckage of a married house-
hold that had once held the bungalow—
m:udl :)ponﬁt}l the c?w.

“It's used up long ago.” said Hummil
“'I"Qw servants have picked it to pieces.”

I'ne piano was, indeed, hopelessly out of
order, but Mottram managege to bring the
rebellious notes into a sort of agreement.
and there rose from the ragged key-board
something that might onee have been the
ghost of a ropular music-hall song. Thne
men in the long chairs tarned with evi-
iietnttlnnterest as Mottram banged the more
ustily.

“That's good!” said Lowndes, * !
the last time I heard that song wuB{nJcl’:‘?Q
or thereabouts, just before 1 came out.”

“Ah!” said Spurstow, with pride, I was
home in I850."  And he mentioned a song of
the streets popular at that date.

Mottram executed it indifferently well.
Lowndes criticised and volunteered emen-
(:a_ltttlons- ¢ &fh;‘t:'nm illllllhed into another
ditty, not o ¢ music-hall
made asdif to rise. character, snd

“Rit down,” said Hummil
know that you bad any music in your com-
position. Go on playing until you can’t
think tn!.' tI:.luythln.;tmom. I'll have that

iano tun up ore yo i
’l{sy something fez;tive.” T T b,

‘ery simple, indeed, were the tune
which Motiram’s art and the limitnt?o;a toot'
the piano could give effect, Lut t men
listened with pleasure, and in the pauses
talked altogether of what they had seen or
heard when they were last at home. A
denm; dust-storm n;;:mlng np outside and
swept roaring over the'house, envelopinyg it
in the choking darkness of midnighg l‘:!ut
Mottram continued unheeding, and the
crazy tingle reached the ears of the listen-
ers o ?“{’-“’ the flapping of the tattered ceil-
ing cloth.

In the silence after the storm he gli
;rm;:l t!:is lxm:ln?ah directly personal smlngpl;;df:}

cotiand, ha Tmmingt
into the “Evening Hyufn.’qem I .

"i‘_ﬂndl}' ' ’l;m“’lthe' ni)dding his head.

“x0 on. on't apologiz ig " i
s];?mtowi ki pologize for it,” said

nn ng long and rioto 1
“Play it by all means. Yon're full ﬁ:"&'{i
P""?:‘ t‘f""_'“e"-h 5didn’t know you had such
» gift of finished sarcasy s
e got® in. How does that

-\!l?ttl‘tlm tﬂl:'k ,;lp the tune,

“Loo slow by half. You wi
gratitude,” said Hummil, "I:sof;?;?;??;o;f’
to the ‘Grasshopper’s Polka'—this way.”
And he chanted, prestissimo: ;

t_:lury to Thee, wmy God, this nie
¥or all the blessings of the ‘;jgli;if‘t'

“That shows we really fe
How does it go On?-‘:a ¥ feel our blessing.

If in the nleht [ sle

) sleepless lie
My soul with saered thowehs. sapply;
May no 1l dreams dm:l:;rl:;;;; r:;tp—’.

“Quicker, Mottram!”—
Or powers of darkness me molest!
“Bah! what an old hypoerite vou are™
: 1 are!
“Don’t be au ass,” said l.uwgdes.n “You
ave ot full liberty to make fun of any-

“I didn’t

thing else yon like, but leave that hymn |

alone. It's associated in my mind with
the most sacred recoilections——" _

“Summerevenings in the conntry, stained
glass window, light going oug, and you and
she jamming your heads together over one
hym_n-book." said Mottram.

“Yes, and a fat old cockehafer bitting
you in the eye when yon walked home.
Smell of hay, and a moon as big as a band-
box sitting on the top of a haycock: Lats,
roses, milk and midges,” said Lowndes.

“Also mothers. Iean just recollect my
mother singing me to sleep with that when
I was a little chap,” said Spurstow.

The darkness had fallen on the room.
T}ey could hear Hummil squirming in his
chair.

“Consequently,” said he, testily, “yon
mng it when you are seven fathoms deep in
bhell! It's an insult to theutelligence of
the Deity to Pretend we're anything but tor-
tured rebels.” _

“Take two pills;” said Spurstow; ‘‘that’s
tortured liver.” Nk

“The usually placid Hummil is in & vile,
bad temper. I'm sorry for his coolies to-
morrow,” said Lowndes, as the servants
bronght in the lights and prepared the
table for dinner. ! -

As they were settling into their places
about the miserable goat chops, the curried
eggs and the smoked tapioca pndding,
Spurstow took oceasion to whisper to Mot-
tram, “Well done, David!”

“Look after Saul, then,” was the reply.

“What are you two whispering about?”
said Huommil, suspiciously.

“Only saying that you are a d— poor
host. This 1owl can’t be cut.” returned
Spurstow, with a sweet smile. “Call this
a dinner?”

“I ean’t help it. Youn don’t expect a ban-
quet, do yout” : :

Throughout that meal Hummil contrived
laborionsly to insult directly and pointed-
ly all his guests in succession, and at each
insult Spurstow kicked the aggrieved per-
sons under the table; but he dared not ex-
change a glance of intelligence with either
of them., Hummil’s face was white and
pinched. while his eyes were unnatarally
large. No man dreamed for a moment of
resenting his savage personalities, but as
soon as the meal was over they made haste
1o get away. ;

“Don’t go. You're just getting amusing,
you fellows. I hope 1 haven’t said any-
thing that aunoyed you. You're such
tounchy devils.” Then, changing the note
into one of almost abject entreaty, I say,
you surely aren't foing!”

“Where I dines I sleeps, in the langnage
of the blessed Jorrocks,” said Spurstow.
“I want to have a look at your coolies to-
morrow, if you don’t mind. You can give
me a place te lie down in, | suppose?”

The others pleaded the urgency of their
several employs next dayv, and, saddling
up, departed together, Hnmmil begging
them to come next Sunday. As they
Jjogged off together, Lowndes unbosomed
himself to; Mottram: * * * *“Aud 1
never felt so like kicking a man at his
own table in my life. Said I cheated him
at whist, and reminded me I was in debt!
Told you you were as good as a liar to
your face, You aren’t half indignant
enough over it.”

“Not 1.” said Mottram, “Poordevil! Did
you ever know poor Hummy behave like
that before! Did vou ever know him go
within a hundred miles of it?”

_ "“That’s no excuse. Spurstow was hack-
ing my shin all the time, so I kept a hand
on myself. Else I should have—"

“No, you wonldn’t. You'd have done as
Hummy did about Jevins; judge no man
this weather. By Jove! the buckle of my
bridle is hot in my hand. Trot out a biry,
and mind the rat-holes.”

Ten minntes’ trotting jerked out of Lown-
des ome very sage remark when he pulled
up, sweating from every pore: '

_“gggd thing Spurstow’s with him to-
night.

“Ye-es, Good man, Spurstow. Our road
turns here. Seeyou again next Sunday, if
the sun does’t bowl me over.”

“N'pose so,, unless old Timbersides’s
finance minister manages to dress some of
my food. Good night, !md—(}od bless you.”

‘What's wrong now?”

“Ob, nothing.” Lowndesgathered np his
whip, and as he flicked Mottram’s mare on
the tlank, added: “You'rea good little chap
—that’sall.” And the mare bolted half a mile
across the sand on the word.

In the assistant engineer's bungalow

Spurstow and Hummil smoked the pipe of

silence together, each narrowly watching
the other. The capacity of a bachelor’s es-
tablishment 18 as elastic as its arrange-
ments are simple. A servant cleared awa
the dining-room table, brought in a couply
of rude native bedsteads made of tape
strung on a heht wood frame, flung a
square of cool Calentta matting over each,
set them side by side, pinned two towels to
the punkak so that their fringesshould
just sweep olear of each sleeper’s nose and
month, and announced that the couches
were ready.

The men flung themselvesdown, adjurin
the punkab coolies by all the wers o
Eblis to pull. Every door and window
wash shut, for the outside air was that of
an oven. The atmosphere within was only
104 degrees, as the thermometer attested,
and heavy with foul smeil of badly-trimmmed
kerosene lamps, and this stench, combined
with that of native tobacco, baked bnck
and dried earth, sends the heart of many a
strong man down to his boots, for it is the
smell of the great Indian empire when she
turns herself for six months into a house of
torment. Spurstow packed his pillows
carefully, so that he reclined rather than
lay, his head at a safe elevation above his
feet. It is not good to sleepon a low pillow
in the hot weather if yonu happen to be of
thick-necked bmld, for fou may pass with
lively snores and gurglings from natural
sleep into the deep slumber of heat apo-
plexy.

“Pack your pillows,” said the doctor,
sharply, as he saw Hummil preparing to
lie down at full length.

The night-light was trimmed; the shadow
of the punkah wavered across the room,
and the flick of the punkah towel and the
soft whine of the rope through the wall-
hole followed it. Then the punkah flagged,
almost ceased. The sweat poured from
Spurstow’'s brow. Should he go outand
harangne the coolie? It started forward
again with a savage jerk, and a” pin came
out of the towels. When this was replaced
a tomtom in the coolie lines began to beat
with the steady throb of aswollen artery
inside some brain-fevered skull. Spurstow
turned on his side and swore gently. There
was no movement on Hummil's part. The
man had composed himself as rigidly as a
corpse, his hands clinched at his sides. The
respiration was too hurried for any sus-
picion of sleep. Sparstow looked at the
set face. The jaws were clinched, and
there was & pucker round the quivering
eyelids. . _

“He's holding himself as tightly as ever
he can,” thought Spurstow. *“Whatasham
it is, and what in the world is the matter
with him?!—Hummil!”

“Yes.”

"(\,‘.M}:t. you get to sleep?

“*NoO.

"He;nd hot! Throat feeling bulgy?! or
how?

“Neither, thanks., I don’'t sleep much,
you know?”

“Feel pretty bad?”

“Pretty bad, thanks, There’s a tomtom
ontside, 1sn’t there! I thought it was my
head at first. Oh, Spurstow, for pity’s sake
give me something that will put me asleo;})—-
sonnd asleep—if it's onl{ for six honrs!” He
sprang up. “'I haven’'t been able to sleep
naturally for days, and I can’t stand it—I
can't stand it!”

*Poor old chap!”

*“That’s no nse. Give me something to
make me sleep. 1 tell you I'm Nearly mad,
1 don’t know what i say half my time. For
three weeks I've had to think and spell out
every word that has come through my lips
before ] dared say it. Ihad to get my
sentences out down to the last word for
fear of talking drivel if I dido’t. Isn’t that
enough to drivea man mad? [ can't see
things correctly now, and P've lost my
sense of touch. Make me sleep, Oh, Spur-
stow, for the love of God make me sleep
sound. Itisn’t enough merely to let mws
dream. Let me sleep!”

*All right, old man, all right. Go slow.
You aren’t balf as bad as you think.” The
flood-gates of reserve once broken, Hum-
mil was clinging to him like a frightened
ehild. “*You're pinching muy arm to pieces.”

“I'll break your neck if you don’t do
something for me. No. 1 don’t mean that.
Don't be angry, old fellow.” He wiped the
sweat off himself as he fonght to regain
composure. “As a matter of fact, I'm a bis
restiess and off my oats, and perhaps yvou
could recommend some sort of sleeping
mixtare—bromide of potassinm.”

*“Bromide of skittles!
tell we of this before! Let go my arm and
I’'ll see if there's anything in wy cigaretto
case to suit vour complaint.” He hunted
among his day elothes, turned up the lamp,
opened a little silver cigarette case and m{'-
vanced on the expectant Hummil with the
dantiest of fairy squirts,

“The last anpeal of civilization.” said he,
“and a thing | hate to use, Hold ont vour
arm. Well, your sleeplessness hasn't ruined

our muscle; and what a thick bide itis!

ight as well inject a buflalo subcatane.

Why didn't yon |

ously. Now in a few minutes the morphia
will begin working. Lie down and wait.”

A emile of unalloyed and idiotic delight
began to creep over Hummil's face. ™
think,” he whispered, I think I'm going
off now, Gad! it's positively heavenly.
Spurstow, you must give me that case to
keep: von ——7 The voice ceased as the
head fell back. :

“Not for a good deal,” said Sparstow to
the unconscious form. *“And now, my
friend, sleeplessness of your kind being
very apt to relax the moral tiver iu little
matters of life and death, I'll jnst take the
liberty of spiking your guns.”

He paddled into Hummil's saddle-room
in his bare feet and uncased a *welve bore,
an express apd a revolver. Of the first he
unscrowed the nipples and hid them in the
bottom of a saddlery case: of the second
he abstracted the lever, placing it behind a
big wardrobe. The third he merely opened
and knocked the doll-head bolt of the grip
up with the heel of a riding boot.

“That's sagtled.” he said, as he shook the
sweat oft his hands. *““These little precan-
tions will at least give you time to turn.
You have too much sympathy with gun-
room accidents.” d

And as be rose from his knees the thick,
muftied voice of Hummil cried in the door-
way, “You fool!” : :

Such tones they use to speak in thelucid
intervals of delirium to their friends a little
before they die. -

Spurstow jumped with sheer fright.
Hummil stood in the doorway rocking
with belpless langhter.

“That’s awf’ly good of yon, I'm sure,” he
said very slowly, feeling for his words. *I
don’t intend to go out by my own hand at
present, 1 say, Spurstow, that stuff won’t
work., What shall I do?! What shall I do?”
Aud panic terror stood in his eyes. .

“Lie down and give it a chance. Lie'
down at once.” \

“l daren’t. It will only take me half
way again, and I shan’t be able to gét away
this time. Do yon know it wasall I could
do to come out just now?! Generally 1 am
as quick as lightning, but you had clogged
my feet, I was nearly caught.”

“Oh, yes, 1 vnderstand. Go and lie
down.” ‘

“No, it isu’t delirium but it is an awfully
mean trick to pla._; on me. Do you know I
might have aied? _

As a sponge rubs a slate clean, so some
power unknown to Spurstow had wipe
out of Hummil's face all that stamped it
for the face of a map, and he stood i1u the
doorway in the expression of his lost in-
nocence. He had slept back into terrified
childbood.

*Is he going to die on the spot!?” thought
Spurstow. Then aloud, “Allright my son.
Come back to bed and tell me all about it.
You couldn’t sleep, but what was all the
rest of the nonsensef” )

“A place—a place down there,” said Hnm-
mil, with simple sincerity. The drug was
acting on him by waves, and he was flung
from the fear of a strong man to the fright
of achild as his nerves gathered sense or
were dulled. . )

“Good God! T've been afraid of it for
months past, Spurstow. It has made every
night hell to me, and yet I’'m not conscious
of having done anything wrong.”

**Be still and "Il give yon another dose.
We'll stop your nightmares, you uunutter-
able idiot!”

“Yes; but yon must give me so much that
I can’t get away. Youmust make me quite
sleepy—not just a little sleepy. It's so
hard to run then,” :

“I know it; I knowit. I've felt it my-
self. The symptoms are exactly as you de-
seribe.”

“0O don't laugh at me, confound you! Be-
fore this awinl sleeplessness caine to me
I’ve tried to rest or my elbow and puta
spur in the bed to sting me when 1 fell
back. Look! .

“By Jove! the man has bean roweled like
a horse! Ridden by the nightmare with a
vengeance! And we all thought him sensi-
ble enongh. Heaven send us understand-
ing! You like to talk. don’t you, old man?”

“Yes, sometimes, Not when 'm fright-
ened. Then I want to run. Don’t yout”

“Always, Before I give you your second
dose try and tell me exactly what your
tronble is.”

Hummil spoke in brokem whispers for
nearly ten minutes, while Spurstow looked
into the pupils of His eyes and passed his
hands before them once or twice.

At the end of the narrative the silver
cigarette case was produonced, and the last
words that Hummil said as he fell back for
the second time were, “Put me l’_ﬂlw to
sleep, for if I'm canght I die—I die!

“Yes, yes; we all do that sooner or later,
thank heaven who has set a term to our
miseries,” said Spurstow, settling the
cushions under the head. *It occurs to me
that unless I drink something I shall go
out before my time, P've stopped sweating,
and I wear a seventeen-inch collar.” And
he brewed himself scalding-hot tea, which
is an excellent remedy against heat apo-
plexy if you take three or four cups of it in
time. Then he watched the sleeper.

“A blind face that eries and can’t wipe
its eyes. H'm! Decidedly Hummil ought
to go on leave as soon as possible, and sane
or otherwise, he unndonbtedly did rowel
himself most eruelly., Well, heaven send
us understanding!” _

At midday Hummil rose with an evil
taste in his mouth, bnt an unclouded eye
and a joyful heart.

“] was pretty bad last night, wasn’t I1”
said he.

*“1 have seen healthier men. You must
have had a touch of the sun. Look here, if
I write yon a swingeing medical certificate,
wil'l\y:;u apply for leave on the spot?”

[ 'o ]

“Why not’ You want it.”

“Yes, but I ean bold on till the weather’s
a little cooler.” .

“Why shonld you, if you can get relieved
on the spot?”

“Burkett s the only man who could be
sent, and he’s a born fool.”

“Oh, never mind about the line. Yon
aren’t so importaut as all that. Wire for
leave, if necessary.”

Hummil looked very nncomfortable,

“I ecan hoid on till the rains,” he said
evasively.

“You can’t.
Burkett.”

“l won’t, Ifyon want to knox why par-
ticnlarly, Burkett ia married, and his wife's
just had a kid, and she’s up at Simla, in
the ocool, and Burkett has a very nice bil-
let that takes him into Simla from Satur-
day to Monday. That little woman isn't
at all well. If Burkett was transferred
she’d try to follow him. If she left the
baby behind she’d fret herself to death. If
she came—and DBurkett’s one of those sel-
fish little bensts who are alwavs talking
about a wife's place being with her hus-
band—she'd die. It's murder to bring a
woman here here just now. Buarkett has
got the physique of a rat, 1f he came here
he’d go ont; and I know she hasn’t any
money, and I'm pretty sure she'd go ont,
too. I’'m salted in g sorted of a way, and
I'm not married.  Wait till the rains, and
then Burkett can get thin down here. 1t'll
do him heaps of good.” .

“Do you mean to say that you intend to
face—what yon have faced, for the next
fif tv-six nights?”

“Oh, it won't be so bad, now you have
showvn me a wavouteofit. 1Iecan always
wire to you. DBesides, now I've once got
into the way of sleeping. it'll be all right.
Anvhow, I shau't put in for leave. That's
the long and short of 1t.”

“My great Scott! 1 thought all that sort
of thing was dead and done with.”

“Bosh! Yon’d de the same yourself. I
feel a new man, thanks to that cigarette
case. You're going over to camp now,
aren’t yont”

“Yes, but I'll try_ to look you up every
other day, if I can.”

“I'm not bad enough for that. I don’t
want you to bother. Give the coolies gin
and ketchup.”

“Then you feel all right?”

“I'it to light fer my life, but not to stand
out in the sun talking toyou. Go along
old man and, bless you!”

Hummil turned on his heel to face the
echoing desolation of his bungalow, and
the first thing he saw standing in the
veranda was the figure of himself., He had
wet a similar apparition once before, when
he was suffering from overwork and the
strain of the hot weather,

“*This is bad—already,” he said, rabbing
hiseyes. “If the thing slides away from
me all in one piece, ike a ghost, I shall
know that it is only my eyves and stomach
that are out of order. If it walks, I shall
know that mny head is going.”

He walked to the figure, which naturally
kept at ap unvarying distance from him, as
is the use of all specters that are born of
overwork. Itslid through the house and
dissolved into swimming specks within the
eveball as soou as it reached the burning
hight of the garden. Hummil went about
his business till even. When he came into
dinner he found limself sitting at the
table. The thing 1use and walked out
hastily.

No living man Enows what that week
held for Hummil. An inerease in the epi-
demic kept Spurstow in camp among the
coolies, and all he could do wasto telegraph
to Mottram, bidding Lim to go to the ban-
galow and sleep there. Hut Mottram was
forty wmiles away Irom the ucarcst twle

Wire to headquarters for

graph. and knew nothing save the needs of
the survey till he met early on Suanday
morning Lowndes and Spurstow heading
towards Hummil's for the weekly gathering.
“Hope the poor chap’sin a better temper,
said the former, swinging himself oft his

horse at the door. ‘I suppose he isn't up

et.

“I'll just have a look at him,” said the
Doctor. “If he's asleep there’s no need to
wake him.”

And an instant later, by the tome of
Sparstow’s voice calling upon them to en-
ter, the men knew what had happened.

The punkah was stall being pulied over
the but Hummil bad departed this life
at least three hours before. !

I'he body lay on its back, hands clinched
by the side, as Spurstow had seen it lying
seven pights prekual);).e In the staring
eyes was written terror beyond the expres-
sion of any pen.

Mottram, who had entered behind
Lowndes, bent over the dead and touched
the forehead lightly with his lipa. *Oh,
you lucky, lucky devil!” he whispered.

But Lowndes had seen the eyes and had
withdrawn shuddering to the other side of
the room, .

“Poor chap! Puor old chap! And the last
time I met him 1 was angry, Spnrstow,;
we should have watched him. Hashe—1

Deftly Spurstow continued his investiga-
tions, ending by a search round the room.

“No, he hasn’t,” he snapped. *“There’sno
trace of anything. Call in the servants.”

They came, eigﬁ:t or ten of them, whis-
E:ring and peering over each other’s shoul-

TS

**When did your Sahib go to bed?”’ asked
Spurstow. y .

“At 11 or 10, we think,” said Hammil’s
personal servant.

“He was well then?! But how should you
Enowi”

*‘He was not ill as far as our comprehen-
sion extended, but he had slept very little
for three ni{hss. ‘this I know, because 1
saw lim walking much, and specially in the
heart of the night.”

As Spurstow was arranging the sheet a
big, straight-necked hunting spur tumbled
on the glround. The Doet:l"gr%aghed. The
personal servant peeped a e y.

“What do you think, Chumal” said
?vnratow. catching the look on the dark

ace.

“*Heaven-born, in my poor opinion, this
that was my master has descended into the
dark places, and there has been caught be-
cause he was not able to escape with suffi-
cient spead. We have the spur for evi-
dence that he fought with fear. Thus have
1 seen men of my race do with thorns when
a spell was laid upon them toovertake
them in their sleeping hours, and they
dared not sleep.” ¢

“Chuma, you're a mud-head. Go out and
pmm?’re seals to be set on the Sahib’s prop-
erty.

**God has made the heaven-born. God
has made me. Who are we, to inquire into
the dispensations of God? I will bid the
other servants to hold aloof while vou are
reckoning the tale of the Sahib’s property.
They are all thieves, and would steal.”

“*As far as | can make ont, he died from—
oh, anything; stoppage of the heart’s ac-
tion, heat, apoplexy, or some other visita-
tion,” said asiursto_w to his companions.
“We must make an inventory of his effects,
and so on.” 1

“He was scared to death,” insisted
Lowndes. *“Look at those eyes! For pity’s
sake glon't let him be buried with them
open!

““*Whatever it was, he’s out of all the
trouble now,” said Mottram, softly.

Sturstow was pecring into the open eyes.

*Come here,” said he. *Can you see any-
thing there!”

“I can’t face it!” whimpered Lowndes
“Cover up the face! Isthere any fear on
earth that can turn 8 man into that like-
ness? It’s ghastly. Ob, Spurstow, cover
him up!” g

“No fear—on earth,” said Spurstow.
Mottram leaned over his shoulder and
looked intently. )

*1 see nothing excegt’; some gray blurs in
the pupil. There can nothing there, you
know.”

“Even so. Well, let’s think. It'll take
half a day to knock up any sort of coffin,
and he must have died at midnight,
Lowndes, old man, go out and tell the
coolies to break ground next to Jevins's
grave. Mottram, go round the house with
Chuma and see that the seals are puton
things. Send a couple of men to me here
and I'll arrange.”

The strong-armed servants when they re-
turned to their own kind told astrange
story of the doctor Sahib vainly trying to
call their master back to life by magic
arts—to-wit, the holding of a little green
box opposite each of the dead man’s ?‘en. of
a frequent elicking of the same, and a be-
wildering muttering on the part of the
doctor Sahib, who subsequently took the
little green box away with him.

The resonant hammering of a coffin lid is
no pleasant thing to hear, but those who
have experience maintain that much more
terrible is the soft swish of the bed iinen,
the reeving and nnreeviong of the bed ta
when he who bhas fallen by the roadside 18
appareled for burial, sinking gradually as
the tapes are tied over till the swaddled
shape touches the floor and there is no pro-
test against the indignity of hasty disposal.

At the last moment Lowndes was seized
with scruples of conscience. *Ought you
toread the service—from beginning toend?”
said he.

*1 intend to. You're my senior as a eivil-
ian. You cau take it, if you like.”

“I didn’t mean that for a moment. Ionly
thought if we could geta chaplain from
somewhere—I'm willing to ride anywhere
—and give poor Hummil a better chance.
That's all.”

“*Bosh!” said Spurstow, as he framed his
lips to the tremendous words that stand at
the head of the burial service.

After breakfast they smoked a pipe in
silence to the memory of the dead. Then
said Spurstow, absently:

“’Tisn’t in medical science.”

*W hat?”

“Things in a dead man’s eye.”

“For goodness sake leave that horror
alone,” said Lowndes. “l've seen a native
die of fright when a tiger chivied him. I
know what killed Huommil.”

“The deuce youn do! I'm going to try to
see.” And the doctor retreat into the
bath-room with a Kodak eamera, splashing
and grunting for ten minutes. Then there
was the sound of something being bam-
mered to pieces, and Spurstow emerged,
very white, indeed.

‘““Have you got a picture?” said Mottram.
“What does the thinf look like?”

“Nothing there. It was impossible, of
course. Yon neean’t look, Mottram. ‘I've
torn up the films. There was nothing there.
It was impossible,”

“That,” said Lowndes, very distinetly,
watching the shaking hand striving to re-
light the pipe, “is a damned lie.”

There was no further speech for along
time. The hot wind whistled without, and
the dry trees sobbed. Praaen:ﬁy the dail
train, winking brass, burnish steel an
spouting steam, pulled up panting in the
intense glare. “We'd better goonon that.”
said Spurstow. "Go back to work. I've
written my certificate. We can't do any
more good here. Come on.”

No one moved. It is not pleasant to face
railway journeys at midday in June. Spur-
stow gathered up bis hat and whip, and,
turning in the doorway, said:

There may be heaven—there must be hell,
Meantime, there is onr life here. We-all?

But neither Mottrain nor Lowndes had
any answer to the question.
— e T

A Horse with His Hoof in His Mouth.
Rockville (N. Y.) Special.

H. O. Preston, of the village of Thomp-
sons, has a_horse with: a colossal hoof and
an extraordinarily large mouth. The other
day a great noise was heard about the stable,
and farmer Preston ran thither in anxiety,
for he says itis difienlt to t=ll an hour
ahead what novel freak that original beas*1
will take next. A queerscene met his view
on entering the barn. The horse had ““cast”
himself in his stall, and as FPreston looked
more closely he saw that one of the beast’s
mighty hoofs was crowded pretty unearly
down the beast’s own throat. The steed
was raving. kicking, clawing and flounder-
ing on the tloor, but could not get his big
toot out of his jaws. It teok Mr. Preston
and his farm hands about a quarter of an
bour to get the foot out of the mouth and
the horse on his four legsagain. The horse
appeared to be a good deal amazed, and
more disappointed than astonished.

— B S

How Paradise Is Really Lost.
London Daily Telegraph.

“Where was the Garden of Eden!” was
one of the interesting questions on which
Mr. Hormuzd Rassam discoursed bLefore
the Victoria Philosophical Institute last
nighe, Sir G, G, Stokes, M. P., in the ehair.
Mr. Rassam has been reccntfy excavating
Babylopian and Assyrian sites, but he has
not found the Eden site, and he showed
how utterly impeossible it was to tix the
locale in a land where voleanic action and
physical alterations bad in many places
changed the courses of the rivers in past
ages. In this sense it is really “Paradise

READING FOR SUNDAY.

After AllL

Griefis m::gl.):mt joy is stronger;
Night ia long, bat day is longer.
When life's riddie solves and clears,

And the angels in our ears
Whisper the sweet answer low
tAnswer full of love and blessing),

How our wonderment wili grow
At the blindness of our guessing;
All the hard things we reoall
Made so casy—after all!

Earth is sweet, but Heaven is sweeter;
Love oomaloete. but Faith completer,
Close beside our wandering ways,
Through dark nights and weary days,
Stand the angels with bright eyes;
And the shadow of the cruss
Falls upon and sanctifies
All our pain and all our loss.
Though we stumble, though we fall,
God is helping—after alll

Sigh, then, soul, but sing in sighing
To the happier things replying:
Dry the tears that dun thy seeing,
Give glad thoughts for life and

Time is but the little entry
To eternity’s large dwelling,
And the heavenly rds keep sentry,

Urging, guiding, half compelling,
Till, the puzzling way quite past,
Thoun t enter in—at last!

—Susan Coolidge.

International Sunday - Schwol Lesson for
July 27, 1890.
Lost axp FouNp.—Luke xv, 1-10.

Golden Text—There 1s joy in the presence of
the angels of God over one sinner that repenteth.
— Luke xv, 10.

HOME READINGS.

Mon.—Lost and found. Luke xv, 1-10.
Tues.—Seeking the sheep. Ezek. xxxv, 11-16.
Wed.—Delivered from the pit. Job xxxiii, 14-30.
Thurs.—Exhortation to penitence. Ezek. xxxiii,

7-11.
Fri.—Gathering with joy. Zeph. iii, 14-20,
8at.—The G Shepherd. Jobhn x, 7-16.
Sun.—The faithful saying. 1 Tim. 12-17.
WHAT THE LESSON TEACHES.
The Independent.
Christ is the great attractive power of

the world to-day. In proportion as men be-
come- civilized they become Christians.
They do so because Christianity holds out
more indncements to the growth of spirit-
ual manhood than any other religious sys-
tem. Christianity deals with the meanest
man and the sickest soul. It glorifies the
one, it transforms the other.

The stand that Christ took was probably
unprecedented in the experience of Jewish

rabbis. It was a matter, not of culture
but of propriety, that skocked the serupu-
lous readers of the Law. Christtaught the
great lesson that etiguette is subordinate
to principle. Petty details of custom van-

ish before a noble motive. How many are
there thht actually imitate Christ in this

abandonment of social custom, and call
upon the thief, the murderer, the panderer,

the villain, and take a meal with the mis-

creant! As Christ descended to earth to
raise men to heaven, so the Christian must
descend the social scale, must become the
comrade of the one whom he expects to
raise to the cross. Ecclesiastical snobbery
has many a lost soul to account for.

The illustration of the sheep is the hap-
piest that could bave been made. The
wandering sheep has no home instinct like
the cator dog. Accustomed to the tender-
est care, it becomes dazed when unfamiliar
scenerf 18 before it. The sheep rarely
stumbles, when far away from home, upon
the right path. It is the same with man.
To many the spiritual instinet 1s missing:
1t is the last that responds to the higher
culture. A sinful man sins because this
spiritual instinet is too weak to keep him
upright. He that hunts erring men will
have to supply this cardinal want. The
professional saviors of men—and would
that all were such!—will have their task
lightened in no smalldegree if, understand-
ing and admitting thespiritual vacunm.they
do not merely attempt to face the stray one
the right way home, but shoulder him
bravely, not trusting huin alone until he is
entirely in the fold.

Notice the tenderness toward this lost
sheep. It is not scolded, nor is it kicked or
nagged. Noone can expect to convert &
sinner by browbeating. Men are not to be
praved at, but prayed for. You can’t take
a man by the collarand thrust him into the
fold. Tenderness is as necessary with the
sick of soul as of body.

Who are these ninety and nine just peo-
ple who need no repentance! Like the
pieces of the true cross they have multi-
plied without number. Bewareof the man
who is justified and sins no more. Practi-
cally this class does not exist on earth at
our present day. No oune is rfect in
the flesh. To think one’s self perfeot
is the best sign of imperfection. It
argues & conceit that even Paul
never felt. Christ was speaking of
those who in a Levitical sense had
kept the formal law, and so needed no re-
pentance. The spiritual law bas super-
seded the old law, and no man, so great is
its demand upon character, can be perfect
therein. ‘

Byt the key-note of the lesson is joy.
There is joy in heaven when a sinneris
saved—there should also be joy on earth.
The news of the salvation or of the change
of heart of any friend or acquaintance
should be hersided from hounsehold to
street. The shepherd and the poor woman
both called in their neighbors to rejoice
with them at their excellent find. The
happiest time in our life shounld be when
we have been the means of leading the

stray soul to the Savior of the world.

Of General Interest.

The trustees of Dickinson College l'ava
eatablished ‘“‘the chair of the English
Bible,” and elected Prof. A. W. Rogers, of
Philadelphia, to fill it.

According to_the statistics gathered by
Mr. E. Payson Porter, statistical secretary
of the international Sunday-school conven-
tion, there are in the United States 108,252
Sunday-schools, with 5,643,255 scholars and
1,148,190 teachers and officers.

The Salvation Army in Paris has been
reinforced by a salvation navy. A church
boat floats on the river Seine near the Point
de 1a Concorde. The “floating temple,” as
the Parisians call it, has been named the
“‘Herald of Mercy.” In the hal! amidships
there is accommodation for iwo hundred
persons.

The Society of Christian Endeavor has
660,000 members now, having gained 70,000
during the last year. One of the new
auxiliary societies was formed in the State
penitentiary of Wisconsin, and it has
eighty-seven members. The annual con-
vention of the organization was attended
by 4,500 delegates.

Authorities in the English Church are
now confronted with the problem, is :t
necessary for aman to bea Christian be-
fore he can be a church-warden. One Mr.
Bricknell bas been elected church-warden
forthe third time at Evenlode in Worces-
tershire, although, before each election, he
avowed disbelief in Christianity. His
election, nevertheless, was unanimous.

The statement was made at the recent
anniversary of the American Baptist Publi-
cation Society at Chicago that during the

ast 105 years the average daily gain of the
fuptiat churches equals seventy-nine for
every day of the entire period; and 1t was
furthermore stated that for the past ten
years the reported baptisms amount to
1,256,375, an average of 344 verday for every
day of the ten years.

It is stated that one of the Methodist
churches in Lowell, Mass., has decided to
use water in the communion service in-
stead of wine, on the ground that one of
the members who had been a drunkard
stated that he was twice turned away to
his old habits by taking wine at commun-
jon. There is some question abount the
truth of this statement, as Methodist
churches all use unfermented wine,

Cardinal Gibbons, speaking ou the Sun-
day question, savs that Sunday sbould be
first of all a day devoted to religions wor-
ship, and secondly to innocent and health-
ful recreation. He thinks that if a certain
portion of the day is set apart for religious
pervice, the rest may be used “in recreation
that will contribute to the physical, mental
and moral benefit and enjoyment of the
masses, which should be encouraged.” He
thinks. however, that base-ball shoanld be
reprehended.

Thoughts for the Day.

The letters that spell rights are the let-
ters that spell dutics.—Beecheg.

Patience and wisdom will wear out all
which is not of God.—George Fox.

Be sure that you go to the anthor to get
at his meaning, not to find yours. Be sure,
also, if the author is worth anything, that
voﬁ: wli‘!l not get at his meaning all at once.
—Ruskin.

We never know through what divine
mysteries of compensation the great Father
of the uuiverse may be carrying out his
sublime plan; but the words, “‘God is love,”

onght to contain to every doubting soul the
the solution of all mm'g—uu H'uloet.

If you succeed well, aud act well, and be
convinced what is God's interests, and
prosecute it, you will find that i
B very great msny who are God's own,
—Oliver Cromwell.

Think truly, and thy thonghts
Shall the world’s fawine foed;
Speak truly, and each word of thine
Shall be a truittal seed;
Live truly, and thy life shali be

A great and noble ereed. = g

OUT OF THE ORDINARY.

Until 1776 cotton spinning was performed
by tte hand spinnin;-vho&.

In five years £100,000 worth of perty
has been left in London :;bt _

Germany manufactures over £2,000,000
worth of children’s toys every year.

A counterfeiter at Little Rock, Ark.,
stored his bogus money in his wooden leg.

Two Chinamen near Los Angeles, Cal,
have made £5,000 on a crop of potatoes this
year.

A machine has been invented for driiling
square, oblong or hexagonal holes, hereto-
fore founda impossible,

A census enumerator discovered a family
of ten children in San Francisco who were
all club-footed and knook-kneed.

About 4500 species of wild bees are
known, of wasps, 1,100, of which 170 and
sixteen respectively live in Britain.

The Maori women of New Zealand are
killing themselves trying to wear corsets,
since they have seen them on the mission-
ary women,

A Californian isextracting by distillation
the oil and water of orange ?)louoms. The
oil is worth 34 an ounce and the water isa
valuable product.

A woman who died at Tremont Pa.a
few days ago, weighed 410 pounds. A year
ago she weighed 450 pounds, but sickness
veduced her weoight.

Samuel Dey, of Wesley, Me., is one of the

atest bear-hunters of his time. During

is life he has killed 220 bears and cubs, re
ceiving over £2.09% in bounties therefor.

Few ladies consider that they carry forty
or fifty miles of hair on their head: the
fair-baired may even have to dress seventy
miles of threads of gold every morning.

At York, Pa., agirl who was walking
hrougnh an orchard was bitten on the toe
Yy a snake. The girl experienced no harm,
but the snake was found dead near the spot
soon afterward.

The greatest marvel in telegraphy 1s said
to be the synchronousmultiplex, an instru-
ment by means of which six messages can
be transmitted upon one wire, either all
from ons station or in opposite directions.

A. Huntsunk an artesian well 150 feet
two miles from San Bernardino, Cal., re-
cently. The water rises thirty inches
above the top of the casing, and stones of
eighteen pounds’ weight are occasionally
thrown out.

G. W. Johnson, of Healdsburg, Cal.. cut
twenty-eight cords of fourteen-inch stove-
wood, three-quarters of a cord of fire-place
logs and three-quartersof a cord of wastage
from a white-oak tree, He did not accom-
Blish the job, however, one morning before

reakfast.

The festive jack-rabbit is a strict vegeta-
rian and will not touch grease of any kind,
nor will he tackle vegetables that are sea-
soned with grease. Orchardists in Colorado
take advantage of this fastidiousness and
protect their trees from his incisors by
rpt:"bing the body of the tree with a bacon
rind.

A new shell has lately been invented by
an Austrian for the purpose of scatter-
ing oil over the waves during a storm.
It is & wooden eylinder, lined with shellao
to keep the oil from penetrating the wood,
and it carries in addition a calcium light,
which illuminates the water for a consider-
able distance.

Dredging operations in pro at San-
tander, Spain, have result in the dis-
cover{ of the well-preserved wreck of a
War 8 13 of the fifteenth or sixteenth cen-
tury. ivers have brought up guns which
bear the united arms of Castile and Aregon,
the scrollof Isabella, or the crown and ini-
tial of Ferdinand.

The latest addition to the State library,
at Albany, N. Y., is a collection of w
which is designed to include every kind o
timber growing naturally within the limits
of the State. The first instalilment com-
prises forty-three species. Each specimen
is taken from the trunk, 314 feet long. and
shows the bark and grain.

William Maleolm, who died at Syrac

N. Y., on Saturday, is said to have carri
with hima to the grave a scientific secret of
inestimable value. He could make lenses
that did not require adjustment for vary-
ing distances, but, like the human eye,
could sweep any field atone focus. is
secret was known only by himself,

Miss Eliza Pinson, who died at her home
near Atlanta, Ga., the other day, had »
black beard fifteen inches long, but steadily
refused all offers to place herself on exhibi-
tion. Poulticing her face for toothache
when a youu&glrl is belioved to have been
the cause of

F. A. Swinden bhas a pecan orchard of
11,000 trees, covering 400 acres, near the
town of Brownw Tex. The nuts are
worth from $2 to $4 per bushel. The trees,
when eight years old, will bear a bushel of
nuts each, and when twelve to fourteen
years old about fourteen bushels. Mean-
time the land is planted in cotton and al-
falfa. -

The recent disastrous accident on the
Northern Pacific, at Drummond, Mont., was
caused by a “sun kink” in the rails. Heat
expand the rails to such an extent that
the space between them became entirely
closed, and there being mo more room for
expansion a curve was formed, aud the ties
and rails were thereby forced out of po-
sition. ; e

This little story is from a New Orleans
journal: “Littie Floribel Deiteh, seven
years old, died suddenly at Morgan City
and her pet pigeon flew into the room
where the corpse lay surrounded by weep-
ing relatives and friends. The deep grief
of the mourners so impressed the bird thas
it dropped its head and died. It was placed
in the cofiin and burried the next day with
its little mistress.” Z

A curious fact relating to ceresin, which
is & parafline got from ozokerit, is reported
from Italy. In a stearin and ceresin manu-
factory four large vats of ceresin were be-
ing stirred to cool, and the poigt of solidifi-
cation had been nearly reach® when the
electric lights went out. Then it was ob-
served that the mass of ceresin gave elec-
tric sparks on the slightest motion. sparks
two inches long being obtained by bring-
ing the hand near the substance.

A bicycle-rider has solved the problem of
how to dispose of the vicious dogs which
run out from farm-houses and snap at the
wheels and legs of wheelmen, who are fre-
guently bitten by *them. He carries a lot
of big torpedos, and when an aggressive
dog puts 1n an appearance casts a torpedo
directly under the animal. The explosion
and sting of the sand and burn of the pow-
der cures the canine of his propensity to at-
tack wheelmen, and he ever after keeps at
a respectful distance.
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How to Remove Freckles
New York Star. Ly

The girl who freckles is said to he lova-
ble, therefore any girl who freckles shounld
not fret about it. She alwaysdoes, how-
ever, and for this reason—to prevent the
freckles and the fretting—Dr. Auna Kin
ford once devoted a long article to the gy
ject. 1am going to make an extract or two
from it. for the season is upon us when a
little talk of this sort is at least appropri-
ate,

To prevent summer frockles—that is
trsokl:o caused by heat—when going out in
the heat of thoil day, rub a“littlelcom cream
oun the face and wear a vell—unless yon
fer the freckles; and between thelatter and
its remedy I believe I wouild prefer the
freckles. :

Cold cream is, however, an innocent and
benetgoiaipu}tmﬁ%t:gfgnmg and whiten-
ing the skin far be an either gl
ing or vaseline. 1t should be gom giycer-
pu 3, white wax, spermuaceti of the
quality, almond oil and rose water, or best
ter stifl. cugumber juice, A little oxid Mol'
zine is sometimes sd to give :
ency to the mixtare. This » a
fectly harmless cosmetic, which b."ﬂ"
plied to the face ¥ remove free
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Slightly Different.

Chicago Tribane. » !

“Eva.” he said softly, as t
th.ﬁugrkthoth'iﬂ;.‘;l:t me call yon

ill make s more like
:;e Glrdenl of(}';t‘l,vn.”” .

*“Certainly, rge,” repl e
ing matd, “but T combonll you Tor

—you are not my first wan, e
by several, George.” i

e abnormal growth of beard.
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