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out the onen window, past the
‘seattering village houses, across fields
green to the Kentucky hills, fresh with
e and streaked with rain-washed
j¢s. The warm breeze, odorous with the

of locust bloom, crept in, rustling

:‘hy papers with nervous stealth and touch-

ing my cheek in languorous caress. Along
the base of the nearest rise stretched a
patch of green, now rising and falling in
mieasured swells, sceming like waves to ebb

‘flow, and to lap and curl! in disap-

' :unent against the shelving sides of the
Bfll. Far up the slope and nearly to the

top of the pine-crowned summit Dblue

| smoke lazily crept upward from a cabin

sheitered In a rocky cleft, and from some
hiddeén raving floate@l the distant tanking
of & restiesa cow-bell. As 1 looked a Dbird,

. fluttering from the waving wheat, mounted

high and higher, pouring forth Its soul in

L ecstatic melody; fainter it grew until, at

jeast, its volge seeméd to falter and fall
from puré rapture. I withdrew my gaze
from its environments of nature’'s beauty

 and glanced about my dingy little office.

Neéver hatd it looked so small and mean.
Never kad its dusty volumes seemed so un-
sufterably dull, nor the briefs and petitions
seattered about so tiresome and monoton-
ous. I surveved myself with affected iIn-
terest, noticing my worn knees and ex-
amining my hands critically, even to the
ink stains on my fingefs.

A bumble-bee, "having lost his way, per-
Baps in quest of A shorter cut, buzzed offi-
chously in and settled on the panes of giass,
crawling about in surprise for a moment
and then butaping against his prison walls
with persisténtly useless purpose, grum-
bling at his fallure to pass the transparent
barrier. Presently, tired with his angry
efforts, he fell to the sill below, and having

“found no bones broken and nothing to bar

his way, hummed with sudden haste out of

the window. With an Impatient gesture I

‘Jumped up from my chalr, and following
my late comjpanion, sought the open alr,
sauntering along the old gallery to my ac-
customed seat. I was not long alone.
Down the grass-grown sitreet in front of
the posfoffica the wusual crowd was
congregated, awaiting in patient anxiety
the distribution of the mall. There were
people gathered there who would inquire
for  lettérs, presently, just as they had
each day, for years, and they would each
be disappointed, just as they expected to
be. It was a time-honored custom among
the townsmen to visit the postoffice with
unceasing regularity; this done by the head
of the family, the day was fairly begun,
and other oncrous tasks were then able to
be overcome. While it was expected of the
father, or. in his absence, the eldest heir,
to ask for mall, this in nowlise excluded
any other member of the family from aft-
erwards performing a like errand. Thus,
in time, the postmaster dailly met face to
face the entire population of the village,
from the tallest, who stooped to peeér in
the dilapidated dellvery window, to the
smallest membef, who swung on to the
casing and clambered up to its portals in
reckless definance of scraped shins and bat-
tered knees. Not to he out-done 1 crossed
the rutted street, and lent my presence
to increase their numbers. When 1, along
with the rest, had met with the usual
disappointment, I slowly walked back to
my rickety bench, and prepared to enter-
taln my visitor. After a time the assem-
blage broke up, and a few of the strag-
glers, headed by Zeke Edwards, shuffled
towards me — Zeke, hitching his unsus-
pendered trousers as he walked and squint-
ing his eyes in the morning Sun. “I low,
'Squire,” he sald, sinking into the seat at
my side, with a sigh of rellef. “I low you
ain’t got any of 'at chewing baccy you gin
me last week? Powerful tine eatin',” he
mumbled as he tore off a mouthful of the
plug I had given him, and turncd it over
to his neighbor. This was the last I saw of
the wead. It passed eagerly from hLand to
mouth as it were and at last disappeared
in the maw of a tall backwoodsman. Zeke
Edwards braced his fedt agalnst the rall-
ing of the gallery, and pushed himself

. back, until the chair legs creaked ominous-

ly under him.,

“I reckon,” he went on, after looking in
easy contemplation over his companions,
who had found restful positions, preparing
to do nothing luxuriously. “I reckon 'at its
jest bodn' ter fain téerday. My rheumatics

. do Be powérful bothersome this meornin’,

. statemdnt affer having

in their

bones jes' creakin’
sockets.'”’

None of his auditors cared to combat this
made a careful
study of the sky, but seemed to accept it

'n grindin’

. with undoubted assurance. A long jointed

man ceased h's whittling at a stick for

. a moment and spat solemnly with a pro-

longed gurgiing sound.
“I proesume,” he said, meaningly, looking

at the erowd, ‘“gt you be ghore 'ats whut's
allin’ of yoti.” We low as it be f'om roostin’
out doors in {rees.”

The bystanders broke Into loud laughter

. and settled iInto ir}terested attitudes. Zeke

slid wéll dows fn his chair and looked

§  studiously ahead toward the uplands.

'_ :’Ia'.

“l never see th' like of craps,” he said,
reflectively. ‘“Pears like th’ wheat yander
sight mighty purty. I olluz sorter fan-
he resumed after meditative si-
lence, ‘“"at they uz a language ‘mongst
growin’ things. Somethin® 'at each stalk
'n' leaf 'n' flower could understan’. An' th'
bees knows it, an th" birds, too. I low ef

had ears to hear twe could sénse th’
at goes on when th' grain nods

| L]
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| an’ ‘whispers at each other.”

| wolee, * "ut

“L low,” iInterrupted the same droning
o mus’ be pretty well up in
mll oak dialeck, 'cording to that.”

Zeke cast a look far ahead of him.
sTook't "at pesky buzznrd,” he said, point-
ing his finger skyward, where the scaven-

» ger bird slowly wheeled and circled round

4 and round. “I 'low,”” he continued, half to

himself, “as he uz found' ‘at hoss thief 'at

Mort Logg killed las’ week.”

This sally awoke a storm of laughter in

" the audlence, whicH] ended in guffaws, and
¢ Indeed, the effect was not lost on the tar-

- @et himself, who up to this time had

| played the roll of inquisitor very success-
. fully. Mort shuflled his feet uneasily and

. smiled a mournful smirk.

*Tell us about it, tell us, Zeke," encour-

* aged the now thoroughly attentive crowd.

“Yes, tell us," 1 encouraged.
- “It uz thiz away,” =aild Zeke, presently,
turning his back on the spectators and
addressing his remarks to me. “I mought

. &s well out ‘ith it, though I 'lows I uz

pave no call ter be shamed for shore,

B Tother night me 'n' Mort Long rid over

t' th' heller church t" “tend 'vival meetin’.

" We lowed "ligion boun’ t° flow like water.

Vell, Mort 'n" me uz.rid A home arter

f meetin” ug out, 'n’ jest arter we klim the

ridge what does we sight but a man rid-

L " ‘'n’ leadin’ a big dapple gray hoss. T
[i'

Jowed to Mort "at I 'ud know that hoss in
' “fernal régions. It uz Jimg Parker’s crit-

~ ger at ug stoie a spell back. S§'I to Mort,

-

. B'I, Mort, 1 reckon they uz a reeward fer
*at hoss be'ant they? 'N Mort he 'lowed
. they be. So twixt th” two of us we argies
at we be Jooking "at th' very thief his-
dfa” lightin® out "ith his eritters, 'n' 'grees
to captivate him shore whotomever he be;
b "ith "at we jes’ nachully siopex arter him
ptter'n fried grease, 'n’ he jes' tears up
group’ gittin’ away. Blmeby he looks

vk ‘R’ sees we uz boun' ter ketch him.

- 'n he jumps th' fence, leavin' his critters
ehin® 'n" lopes inter th' bLig woods, an’
is arter him full tit. I 'low it was all-
ed dark ‘'mongst th’ trees, 'n’ 'ith fallin’
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quick, him down "n’ ' for life, an’
hollerin® fer help. An_mowtnom
feller runnin’ to'ards me In th' woods, 1
"low it be relnforcements fer the crimynal;
I jest sorter figgers I uz run plum inter
a nst of 'em, 'n’ ‘cording’ I up's 'n’ nachul-
ly—

“Squire,” Interrupted Mort, “he.ain’t tell-
in’ it kereet 1 uz skinnin' “long, 'n" fust
thing T knows some one, Jest jump all over
me. 1 fit 'n” fit desputly, 'n’ us gittin th’
vantage fas' whén all of a suddent he jest
lets up and slopes, 'n’ th' las” thing I sees of
him he uz clim’in’ th' tree 'n' clawin' bark
like he uz skeart nigh t' death.

“Skeart!” broke In Zeke. *I "low I hez no
call ter be skeart. I reckon I don't let no
man coward me, nor you neither. I dares
you to prove my skeer. As fur cliim’in’ a
tree, 1 know'd If I could Jist git my bear-
in's onct. 1 'ud know which way to lead
th' pesky varmint ter git him cornered.
'Sides, 1 ’low you be powerful panicky
whilst I uz wallopin’ of you—you  sea,
‘squire,” he said, turning to me explana-
torily, “it turns out ‘at Mort 'n’ 1 jest
nachully falls on each other by mistake,
each thinkin’' t'other be the erimynal, an’
1 reckon Mort got thrashed powerful. You
‘orter heerd him beg.,” he went on, grin-
ningly. “I 'low he implored moughty fin’
fer a brave man.”

“Well,” rejoined Mort, “I ‘low ez 1 clim
no tree. I lights out fer home ter get help,
when I see him treed, 'n" by time I gets
back it uz plum mornin’, 'n' what do you
s'pose we foun'? Zeke Edwards heer a’
roostin’ high up in a scrub oak, like a tu:-
key, an’ ol' Jim Parker hisself a hidin' be-
hin® a stump close by. You see, it uz Jim
‘at uz ridin’ 'n’ leadin' of his own hdss, an'
we uz chasin' him fer a thief. An’ there
th' two of 'em sot all night like plum ejyts,
cach gyardin' t'other, 'n’ both of um 'low-
In’ 'at t'other was th' robber. Jim he uz
skeart ter leave the stump, fear'd Zeke 'ud
ketch him, an' Zeke he dassen't kim out'n
th' tree less Jim 'ud git him shore, 'n’ they
both so. powerful panicky they don’t know
each other.”

At this juncture I could control myself
no longer,” but rolled on the floor in
paroxysms of laughter, in which the others
Joined. Zeke sat very still and looked grave-
ly disapproving. It was plain to see that
he did not relish the turn events had tak-
en,

‘“Shoot,”” he said finally. “I knowed all
th’ time it uz Jim Parker ahind the stump.
I lowed he uz jest nachully dead from
skeer, ‘n’ 1 jes' done it t’ pestify him. As
fer Mort, th' neighbors do say ‘at he
mighty nigh lope hisself down from
fright. An' whut does he do but tell every
one he meets ‘at he uz have a powerful
cquflict with hoss thiefs In the cave, an’
he reckons he just nachully kill a passel
of 'em. 1 'low 'at ef any of 'em died it be
f'om runnin' they’'sselves to death chasin’
o' him.”

Mort winked broadly at me. “Zeke is 'at
powerful fond o fun,”” he chuckled, * ‘at
he jest sots up in a tree ‘twell plum morn-
in, jest to get th' laugh on Jim Parker. I
"low he be powerful jokefled shore, an’ at
his age, too!"

Zeke drew himself up out of his chair,
and stretched himself to his height. His
accusing gaze rested severely on his tor-
mentor, beginning at his feet and finally
ending with the shock of dust-colored hair
that surmounted his head. He looked up at
the ceiling of the gallery, then down across
the bottoms, to where a steamer, with
hoarse bellowing of whistles, was makiny
for the landing. He opened his mouth to
answer, and then closed it just as sudden-
ly. “Humph!” he sniffed, eontempously,
and turning on his heel wglked off across
the creaking floor, stepping high and care-
fully, like a blind horse.

A. C. GARRIGUS.

HUMOR OF THE DAY. |

A Point of Similarity.
Puck. :
The Count—In French we call it “dot.”
Her Father—You just 1l it “dough?”
That's what some folks call it in English.

Defined.
Puck.
“Papa, what is intuition?
“Intuition, my child, 1= what your moth-
er claims to have when she makes a good
guess."

— e
A P.‘ﬂoto h‘
Puck.

“Put not your trust in princes,” said the

bishop.
“I don’t,”” replied the coal baron; “my
trust is in the United States.”

Run Down.
Detroit Tribune.
“To be sure,” sald Satan, "vou will find
our place somewhat out of repair, It is

not what it was before the days of the
liberal movement in theology.”

Iinjury.
Detroit Tribune.
“Does the bicycle hurt your business?”
“Yes, The junior partner and the con-
fidential buyer are both in the hospital.”
And the Man of Affairs sighed heavily.

Not for Pleasure, ,

Houston Post.

Visitor (in the penitentiary)—What
brought you here, my triend?

Burgling Jimmy—The cops, of course.

D’'yve think I kum here on a pleasure excur-
sion? . A

Discouraged.
Harper's Bazar.
First Spinster—What do you think the
coming man will be like?
Second Spinster (wearily)—Oh. 1 ,don’'t
know. 1 don’t believe he's coming, I have
given up looking for him.

Mintaken.
Hartford Times.

Old Lady—Poor fellow! 1 suppose your
blindness 18 Incurable. Have you ever
been treated?

Blind Man—Yes, mum, but not often.

"Taint manhy as likes to be seen going into
a barroom with a blind beggar.

A Sad Mistake.
Pittsburg Chronicle Telegraph.

“For gracious sake!" exclaimed George
Washington Snowball to his wife, *““what
yvo' doin' wid dat razzer?”

“Cuttin” mah cohns.”

“Den yo' jis' drap it right away!
hear me! Dat's mah pahty razzer!"

Rest.

Yo'

Puck.

The Doctor—The trouble with you is that
your brain is overworked.
The Millionaire—What would you advise,
D%crforboet Well, if
e or—Well, iIf 1T were situat
aé:u a;re. I'd buy a seat in the I.’nit::ll Bgt‘}lt::
nate.

Judge.

Mrs. Farmer—You say you was a soldier
in the late war?

Truthful Tomkins—Yes'm; I wuz killed
at Antietam.

Mrs. Farmer—Killed?

Truthful Tomkins—Theoretically killed
ma'am; I wuz never heard uv afterward.

His War Record.

Two Women.
New York Weekly.

Mrs. Minks (with an ill-concealed air of
triumph)—Mrs. Winks, 1 feel it my duty to
tell you that your husband u'iodv to flirt
with me to-day. 1

Mrs. Winks (with a well-simulated air of
truth, alt h she was lying)—Yes, m
dear: I told him to do it, so your hunhunz
would warning. and treat you bet-

ter.”
His Strong Polnt.
Chicago Tribune.

“Absalom,” sald Mrs. Rambo, “have
time tottah this ?rp‘t: out ?d__'-
carpet, Nancy," mde!‘ llug Rammbo.t
“l want to rest.”
wheet T R0h o8 ¢
n o
Loy L _you about

B
iy Nancy.
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to rest
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Ah—once we fared to Arcady—
The road lured onward, rich and free;
All the time was heavenly—skies were blue,
The world was music—sweet and new.

Now fades the roseflusii—skies are gray—
Loved strains but echo—well-a-day;
Though paths wind where no meetings he—
Ah—once we fared to Arcady, '

New Albany, Ind. - ~Emma Carleton.

Her Happiness, -

Since that day of which no word
From her lips is ever heard

She has known that at her side
Sorrow evermore must bide,
Drink her cup and eat her bread,
Walk her paths and share her bed,
He the last to say good nmight,
Greet her first at morning light,
Go with her through all her ways,
To the ending of her days.

This is hers at last: to know

Life has dealt {t8 heaviest blow,

She has nothing more to dread,
WAll her bitterest tears are shed.
Pain has now no poisoned dart
That she fears may reach her heart;
Neither day nor night can bring
Any untried suffering.

It is something just to rest
Of this dreary peade possessed;
Just to slip the long control
Of her Prlde-encompassed soul,
And to let the days move on
In accepted montone;

Not to mare anticipate

This severest blow of fate:
Not against its doom to pray,
Any more by night or day:
Not to fear its deadly blight,
Any more by day or night.

As the storm-tossed mariner
Finds the desert island falr

After all the storm's wild distress,
So she, too, 18 almost glad.

I= there aught in life more sad?
What have been her strife and loss,
Her despalir and in and cross,
Who at last can almost blees

Such a hopeless happiness!

—Carlotta Perry, in Lippincott’s,

The Drawing of the Sword.

Beneath a roval mantie, fair

With goodly work of lustrous vair,

Girt fast inst her side she bare

A sword whose weight ‘bade all men there
Quail to behold her face again.

Save of a passing perfect knight

Not great alone in force and fight

It might not be for any might
Drawn forth and end her pain.

So spake she; then King Arthur spake:
““Albeit indeed I dare not take 3
Such praise on me; for knighthood’'s sake
And love of ladies will I make
AsSsay it better none ma§ he!™
By girdle and by sheath he caught
The sheathed and girded sword,
wrought
With strength whose
nirught g
To save and set her free.

and
force availed him

Again she spake: *'No need to set
The might that man had matched not yet
Against it; he whose hand shall get
Grace to release the bonds that fret
My bosom and my girdlestead
With little strain of strength or strife
Shall bring me as from death to life
And win to sister or to wife
Fame that outlives men dead.”
—From ““The Tale of Balen,” by Algernon
Charles Swinburne.

Chloe.

Out In the orchard,
The bent old apple tree,
Weighted,
And white-freighted,
A-flutter seems to be,
As amid the branches
‘ The wind sings merrily.

COut in the orchard,
So fair beneath its shade,
Smiling,
And begulling,
She watches sunset fade,
Pretty little Chloe,
A dainty, gold-haired maid.

Out in the orchard,
As dark the shadows Joom,
Rifted
By the drifted
Soft starlight through the gloom,
I kiss pretty Chloe
Beneath the apple-bloom.

—EHen Brainerd Peck.

The Wood.
Witch-hazel, dogwood, and the maple here;
And there the oak and hickory;
Linn. poplar, and the beech-tree, far and
near
As the eased eye can see.

Wild ginger: wahoo, with its wan balloons:
And brakes of briers of a twilight green:
And fox-grapes plumed with summer; and
strung moons
Of mandrake flowers between.

Decep gold-green ferns, and mosses red and
gray—
Mats for what naked myth’'s white feet?
And, cool and calm, a cascade far away
With even-falling beat,

Old logs, made sweet
bits of bark;
And tangled twig and knotted root:
And 3un:hme gplashes and great pools of
arK .,
And many a wild-bird's flute,

Here let me sit until the Indian, Dusk,
With copper-colored feet, comes down;
Sowing téue wildwood with starfire and

musk,
And shadows blue and brown.

—Madison Cawein.

with death; rough

The Lost Voyage.

Out of the darkli sunset-sea,
Out of the windy sky.

My ship comes toiling home to me,
Climbing the billows high.

She wearily mounts the dim sea-line,

Treading the foam-wastes down:
Her breast is blanched with the Dbitter

rine;
The spume is round her blown.

In alien deeps she has dipt her spars;
She has swept from strand to strand;
Her crew have ransacked strange bazars
In many a sunburnt land.

But well I know, on this evening shore,
My ship brings not to me

The treasure sought—and nevermore
Shall she put out to sea. :

—James B. Kenyon.

My Rosary.

The hours I spent with thee, dear heart,
Are as a string of pearils to me;

I count them over, every one apart,
My rosary.

Each hour a pearl, each pearl a prayer,
To still a heart in absence wrung,;

I tell each bead unto the end and there
A c¢ross is hung.

Oh. memories that bless—and burn!
Oh, barren gain—and bitter loss!
1 kiss each béad and strive at last to learn
To kiss the cross, :
Sweetheart,
To kiss the cross.

—Cameron Rogers.

Nothing Common nor Unclean.

Philadelphia Record.

The well-known naturalist and writer,
Frank Buckland, is said to have main-
tained the eatableness of all kinds of
flesh, giving proof of his assertion by tast-
ing the meat of all animals, reptiles and
birds which he met with in his career. Ac-
cording to this statement, he found the
flesh of the rattlesnake dellcate and suc-
culent, that of the blacKsnake was not so

lizards were unexceptionable, while

panther chons were not equal to those of
pork, with which they had an affinity: the
finest eat was furnished by eiephants’
feet baked in a hole in the Tmmd. accord-
ing to the mode in vogue in Africa. In
New Zeland, whéere grass are so
nbundant'.‘dthege al";o used gga food by
peans, a a noun a great 1=
cacy, prepared acco to the following
formula: One bushel of the
mersed for two hours in a half gallon of
pork brine, are bolled In the liquid for
ﬂm‘:d tlvrenty m_inutt::. then thorou ll‘:hly'

nsed In warm water, and placed an
oven to become erisp, and wgcn
heads are removed and

insects, im- |

[

%M to the “‘conscience
may lﬂl sure that the

ouUT OF mmmnwr.
l) - I l .
railway compapy has ordered
on the outside of every

A ‘of a ‘mile In fifty-elght seconds
is claimed for a m c!c,le exhibited at
the Imperial Institute, London.

After a disappearance of more than thirty
ears the first Confederate flag made in
i(lmlsslppl has been found In New York.

Out of sixty-three samples of butter sent
from the United States to England and ex-
amined by the British Board of culture
not one case of ad ration was fourd.

The great scheme for a ship canal from
the bay of Biscay to the Mediterranean
has received its quietus. The French com-
mission reported that it is impracticable.

The State of In a furnished a great
many tall men for the army. Out of 118,-
524 men, whose descriptions were taken at
the time of enlistment, 11,392 were six feet
in height. :

For those with weakened digestive pow-
ers honey Is a very desirable food. If a
person is very tired—‘“too exhausted to
eat’’'—a few tastes of honey will act like
magic.

Every guest at a Norweglan wedding
brings the bride a &-e’nnt. In many parts
a keg of butter is the usual gift, and, if the
marriage takes place In winter, salted or
frozen meat s offered..

The first clocks manufactured in this
country were by Ell Terry, at Plymouth,
Conn., in 1798. The manufacture soon be-
came extensive, and Connecticut wooden
clocks were famous all over the country.

Of the total of 28,000,000 sheep reported
in the Unlled States last year it is com-
puted that one-fourth graze on the moun-
tain slopes and wvalleys of the West and
Southwest. The range is almost bound-
less.

0. H. Venner, of Blue Hill, Me., clalms
the distinetion of having bullit from news-
papers three years ago what is now =aid
to be the best boat in town. His material
was thirty-six thicknesses of newspapers
pasted together.

It is a whole day's task for two men
to fell a mahogany tree. On account of the
spurs which project from the base of the
trunk a seaffold has to be erected and the
tree cut off above the spurs, leaving thus
a stump of the vory best wood from ten
‘to fifteen feet high.

The biggest gold nugget known was found
in 1859 some forty miles north of Ballarat,
and was named “Wgelcome Stranger” — a
very appropriate designation. It weighed
1.%41 pounds, and relal‘esented over £9.500 in
value, :

The first book »rinted in the limits of
the United States was the “‘Bay Psalms
Book,” which was Issued In Cambridge,
Mase., In 1649, Specimens of this publica-
tion are extremely rare and command very
high prices.

The first echurch building erected special-
ly for that purpose and used for no other
was put u‘Ll in Boston in 1632. Before that
date the Puritans held their meetings in
private houses or in a house which also
served for a school room.

Some idea of the vast extent of the sur-
face of the earth may be obtained when it
iIs noted that if a Jofty church steenle s
ascended and the landscanes visible from
it looked at, 900000 such landscanes must
be viewed In order that tne whole earth
may be seen. .

It is folly to waste time and money on
a good tree and ther fail to protect it with
a good stake. Tie the tree to the stake
with a whisp of straw, twisting the band
in the form of a figure & Thus secured it
can neither sway buck and forth nor rub
against the stake.

The only animal known in the world
which, on the apnroach of dissolution,
seeks out the general burial grounds of its
species and there digs its own grave and
lles down «to dle is the guanaco, or wild
llama. It is peculiar In other respects, too.
These animals, in fact, have a rezular sani-
tary system which they respect like human
beings.

Greek barber surgeons in the Levant use
large ants to keen together the edges. of
cuts, The ant, held with a forcens, opens
its mandibles wide and as soon as it re-
céives the edges of the:wound has its head
severed from its body:. but it retains its
grip. Peaple have been seen with healing
wounds held together Dy seven or eight
ants’ heads.

Since Christmas day, 1066, when Willlam
the Conoueror was croWwned in Westmin-
ster Abbey, England has been governed by
thirty-one Kings. four# Quibens and two pro-
tectors of the commonsvealth. One XKinT,
Willlam III, reigned in econjunetion with
his wife, and one Queen. Mary Tuder, as-
sociated her husband, Philip of Spain, with
her in the government.

A “midget'” Testament, three-quarters of
an inch long and half an inch wide, weigh-
ing only twenty-six gralns, and a “mite”
Bible, one and three-gquarters of an inch
high by one and one-eighth wide, contain-
ing 98§ pages, and welghing 180 grains, have
jnust been »nublished by a CGlasgow firm,
They are said to be the smallest Bible and
Testament in the world.

The population of, the United Kingdom
in the middle of 189 ig estimated at 39,465,697
persons; that of England and Wales at 30,-
191,092, of Scotland at 4,186,849, and of Ire-
land at 4547.756. In the United Kingdom
280,900 births and 176,513 deaths are regis-
tered in the three months ending March
31, 1886. The natural increase of popula-
tion was, therefore, 104,3%1.

Abyssinia, according to M. Marcel.
French traveler, has three climatég, ac-
cording to the altitiide above the sea. In
the low country, or valleyg, bananas, dates,
indigo. cotton and other tropical plants
flourish, elephants, lions, giraffes, zebras
and gazelles abound, The Intermediate zone
recalls the climate of Sielly or of Andalu-
sla in Spain. There is good pasture for
flocks and herds in the highest region.

THE WHEEL HELPS TRADE.

A French
clocks to be.
locomotive.

It Depresses in Sume Quarters amh

Inercases Dusiness in Others.
Buffalo Courler. : :

Again and again we hear complaints from
various quarters that the prodigious business
of maki and seliing bicycies has damaged
other trades and manufactures, some direct-
ly, some indirectly. It Is said that the street
car companies and the iivery men feel the
effects of the bicycle fever most nearly,
while merchants whose business would seem
to'be safe from any damage from the wheel,
80 remote are their interesis from those of
the bicycle ers, are. now beginaing to
frown suspiciously on the machire as it
goes by. he plang. merchants and other
dealers in luxuries say .that investments in
bicyecies are accountable for the decrease of
investments {n thelr wares. Even the to-
baccdnists, it i sald, are beginning to grum-
ble, apd the milliners are selilng one hat
where they sold a dozen two years azo. It
is a common remark of merchants of many
classes, says the Hartford Courant, that the
only really progperous business just now
iz the bicycle business, :

These melancholy observations are much
like those which are heard when a new
mechanical invéntion all at once displaces
a dozen pairs of hands. The dozen work-
men who lose their jobs curse the machine,
and it certainly is an injury to them until
they can find other work to do. Meanwhile,
however, scores of new opportunities for
employment have been afforded by the de-
mand for the new machines. ‘

If the business of bicyele making and sell-
ing has injured some trades, how wonder-
fully it has helped others. The making of
the steel tubing for the machines Is in
itself a prodigious industry, and the vid-
ing of other raw materials for the bicycle
must kéep hundreds of thousands of men
busy, Theén, fancy for a moment the in-
creased receipts of the railways in
freight and express charges on’' wheels.
Thousands upon thousands of them are
ghipped to different parts of the country
every year. Another very considerable item
of profit growing out of the bicycie business
is the renting in every city and vilage of
bicycie warerooms and riding academies. In
the » New York a.one there must be
gome five thousand different places of this
kind. The agents, cierke and salesmen em-
voved in these stores wautld. eompose an

Allent.; "?gfn of course, are t and

ese .

arcel .of the _gé;c:e ‘business. DBut there
rs-another channei through which the wheel
mé streams of money, ln_i."lo that l:

1

. o --. ,-“__I__ "‘

'-wﬁr.;;__m S 5 b
Y-~ o Wl . . J

e * - 3
PRESIDENT FOR ONE DAY.
The Unique Distinction That Fell to
- Semator Atchison. "

New York Press. ;

March 4, 1840, came on Sunday, & day
that the Constitution does not
as legal in the transaction of sueh official
business as min'stering the cath of office,
(2 that day, at noon, President Polk's term
of offica enced, and President Zachnry,'l‘a'{-
lor could not take his place, or at least did
not think he could. e prospect of the
country being without an official head for
the twenty-four hours or there being &
sgubt about who would be the head, created

scussion in Congress and in the press.,

When General Taylor arrived in Wash-
ington a few days before his inauguration,
he was besought to take the oath of office
on Sunday =0 as to vent confusion, and
what some Eemom lieved to be danger.
It was in the hot days of the “‘Free-soll-
ers” and Parn-stormers,” and the storm of
slavery was brewing. During Saturday and
Saturday night there was a half dozen fights
in Congress. The Capitol was a camp of

viclence, but General Taylor held out that

he would not become President on Bunday.

David R. Atchison, of Missourl, was
President Ero tempore of the Senate, and 1t
was held by Congress that the functions of
Presldent must devolve upon. him from
Sunday noon till Monday noon, and for
these twenty-four hours he has had the
distinction of being President of the United
States., having all the functions and pow-
ers of that office. The oath of office was
not administered to him, for the same rea-
son that it was not immediately adminis-
tered to General Taylor; but he, being vir-
tually Vice President, ft was not considered
necessary,

That President Atchison considered himself
President there can be no doubf, for on
Monday morning, when the Senate reassem-
bled, he sent to the White House for the
seal of the great office, and signed one or two
officlal papers as President. These were
some strin 3 I:_::s in connlsgglon wl;h te!‘:le itl)l-
auguration that n negleat
President Polk. ¢ eg y

But there was much fun and good-natured
badirage Indulged in among Atchison's
friends and himself during his short presi-
dential term. He was a Democrat, while
the President-elect was a Whig. A major-
ity of the Senate was Democratic, and his
friends jokingly proposged to him to usurp
the office by calling the army to his back
and preventing *Old Ironsides” from being
sworn in. If an'y such thing had heen se-
riously econtemplated, Géneral Tayvlor was
too much the idol of the army to let it be
successi(?l.

Had General Taylor been an unpopular
man and had Atchison had the character
and ambition of a dictator, with a friendly
army, Congress and timid Supreme Court,
President Atechison’'s name would probably
not have been so0 soon forgotten and th-

constitutional day of [nauguratingsthe Pres-

ident of the United States would Have heen
chanrged so that it would never again fall on
Sunday. '

According to an almanac
time, the next inauguration td fall on Sun-
day will March 4. 1921, and just a century
from the date of President Atchison's term
of office there wlil be another Sunday, Mareh
4, and following this will be March 4. 1977.
Grover Cleveland was last inaugurated on
faturday. The century gains a ‘whole day
from the leap year scraps left over. This
day is added to the last year, 1900. If this
calculation Is correet and the constitutional
day of inaunguration iz not chaneged, the
twentieth century may have three “ome day
only'" Presidents.

aker of the

THE PEOPLE’S FOOD.

——

We are Wasteful in Purchase and
Preparntion of What We Ent.
Review of Reviews,

So much for the development of the food
investigations. But what are the results
aiready gained, and what is to be expected
in the future? One thing which 5 ocought
out by these and other investigations is tnat
we make a fourfold mistake in our food
economy.

We purchase neelieszly expensive kinds of
food. We use tne costiler kinds of meat,
fish, vegetables and the like, waen the less
expensive ones are just as nutritious, and,
wnen 1.8htiy cooked, are just as palatao.e.
Many dJdo this under the impressioa that
there is some particular virtue in the dear
food materials, and that economy in their
diet is somehow detrimental to their digiity
or taeir welfare. And, unfortunately, thosc
wWao are most extravagant in tals respect
are cften the ones who can least afford it.

Our d.et is apt to be one-sided. 1t cfien
does not contain the different nutritive in-
gredien:s in the bproper proportions. We
consume relatively tco mucn of the fuel in-
gredients of food—those which are burned
in the body and yield heat and muscular
power. Such are the fats of meat and but-
ter, the starch whaich makes up the larger
part of the nutritive material of flour, pota-
toes and sugar, of which such enorinous
quantities are eaten in the United States,
Conversely, we have relatively too littie of
the protein or flesh-forming substances, like
the lean of meat and fish and the gluten
of wheat, which make muscie and sinew
and wnlich are the basis of blood, bone an:i
brain. We use excessive quantities of food.
This is true not only of the weli~-to-do, but
of many people in moderate circumstances
also. Part ot the excess which is bought is
thrown away in the wasies of the kitchen
and the table, so that the injury to health
from overeating, great as ! may be, i3
doubtless much less than if ail of the foold
we buy were actually eaten. Probably the
worst aufferers from this evil are the well-
to-do people of sedentary occupations--brain
worke: s a» d'stinguished from nand wora.er-,
Not everybody eats too much; indeed, there
some who do not eat enough for healthful
nourishment. But there are those, and their
name is legion, with whom the eating habit
is as viclous in its effect on health as the
drinking habit, which is universally de-
plored.

And finally, we are guilty of serious error=
in our cooking. We waste a great deal of
fuel in the preparation of our food, and
even then a great deal of the food Is very
badly cooked. A reform in the methods of

cooking i> one of the economic demands of
our time.

Revival of the Inn.
New York Evening Post.

Those persons who do not ride bicycles and
those bieyclists who only potter about tne

ark, boulevard and Riverside Drive, cun

ave no idea what a change has been pro-
duced by the sport in remote country places.
For one thing, the condition of the roads
has improved immensely within a year. This
is largely the effect of concentrated effort,
steadi.y applied. But by far the most inter-
e.«u-inqrevolu-t!on is the recrudescepce of the
inn. hose who drove horses were an in-
eignificant few as compared with the arm
of patrons of the wheel. The custom whic
de?ended upon the horseg people was vari-
able and uncertain. On the other hanl, that
of the cyclists i3 constant and reliable. The
Innkeepers have realized that their time has
come round again. The competition among
the keepers houses of entertainment is
Just keen enough to cause them to give gooa
value, Meais that are satisfactory to those
whose appetites have been sharpened by a
good spin along a good road are abrainable
at places where a short time aga only the
most primitive fare could be had. It is cus-
tpmarir Jjust now for large parties to leave
this c and Brookldvn- on turdays, take
the train for some distant nt and start
bright and early on Sundng ol a long run.
There is no trouble in flading accommoda-
tion. If the good work goes on the inn wiil
become more and more of an institution.
'lf'al;e&.s a consummation devoytly to be

The Food Snp'ply of the Future.
Review of Reviews. \

The amount of vegetable growth that is
possible within a given area is so sreal;athai
e uensesi popu.ation wouid be incapabie
of using it. And even if it were concelv-
aole tnat population should bLecome so
dense as to consume more food than could
be produced by the natural growth of
plants, there still remain the sources of ar-
tificial ufacture of food, of which we
are hearing so much of late. And if opne

be aliowed to reason from analogy, the
inference for the production of food wouwld
be—wiat has actually been found to be the
case .in the recents production of other com-
modities~that what Is needed to weh food

t
more abundant and more chea wit
population to make mmm«?em{:ﬂ wi
strangely yet mnp'.{.. it comes abeut that in

iding of what ntial’ for. i
mvlnlm _ mnh.lfo:m_
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S. S. RHODES, 178 West Washington St., ludiguapolis Agescy.
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In Vain .

Here It Is!

Model C
Gents’ Wheel
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You Have Not Waited
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Just What You Have Waited For!
The Bargain of the Day!

ur New Models C ¢ D

Arrow
Bicycles

390

Strictly High-Grade.

Model D
Ladies’ Wheel

Your Opportunity to Get a fine Bicycle at Small Cost.

.
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Conde Implement Co.

27 to 33 Capitol Ave., North,

We are Agents for Wright's Non-Puncture
Strips.
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who looks after his wife and chiidren in a
storm. Charles Bradley, of Michigan, is a
hero. More than this he is an *“absolute
hero.” When the storm struck his house h2
shouted to his wife to go down into tt_;e
cellar. Thiz was tolerably heroic .l.n itself,
but Mr, Bradley had just begun. Put the
bables down and bend over them!" he cried.
H:s wife obeved and Mr. radler bent over
her, “The bricks and tﬁn!l‘ns h?-; u ndhir'r‘l.
ot wince.” = wince e
g:tisggu%%icgs tmight have been t.er-ﬂblg. W hen
the storm was over they ali craw.ed out
“unhurt,” and Mr. Bradley's pleture is in the
Sunday paper with appropriate feilcitations.
We are told that Mr. Bradiey is a modest
gentleman who sees nqthin§ very heroic in
a perfectly natural impuilse o save hiz wife
and children, but his modesty will not save
him from the penaity of greatness. But sup-
¢ Mrs. Bradley had not obeyed the in-
ft?;ction to go down into the cellar? Then
this story would not have been written and
Sabbath journaiism wouid have been the
loser in its pictorial disp.ay.

PROGRESS IN MAN-FLIGHT.

What Is Being Done in This Direction
by Scientific Men.

Harper’'s Weekly.

It seems fairly doubtful whether Gold-
smith, if he h been of thls generation,
would have felt justified in. declaring that
man wants but little here below, nor wants
that little long. Thé contemporary senti-
ment about man, based on dal.y experience,
is that he wants evefythlng that strikes him
as even potentially desirable, and wants it
vehemently and conunuowgly until he mfe:s
it. For a long, long time he has wan to
invesiigate the air. His attempis to do =0
have been imperfectly sugcessful. but he
keeps on trying with irrepressible persist:ace,
A long time ago he invented palloons, whic
are successful in a Mmeasure, since they w
carry him into the air. But ihey are far
from satisfying him. He wants a machine
that will take him wheye he waats to RO,

tie cannot fly yet, ¢+ thisa problem of
man-fiight now engrosses the altention of
gome of the cleverest scientists and invent-

tors In t world, and they certainly seem
to be sing toward its solution.
fessor Langley of the Smithsonian Institute
has been working at it for years, as is well
known, and thouih he wo m retirement
and says very little, we get information now
and then as to his ngs. There was
a little flutter the other day over the ?uu
that a mac~hine of his which Is run by sieam
had made two short flights. . down
each time in safety. -kt came n use
it ran out of steam. But the fact that it did
mount up, and that it kept its balance after
the power gave out, and came down witaout
disasier, I8 thought to represent an achleve-
ment of first-rate importance in aeronautics.
Professor Langley calls his machine an
aergdrome. While he Bbﬂyhglrm uhmm,
‘in England
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low. Now, understand what I wmean. The
French are a sentimental people; the people
of their books must live, must be human and
have In them the interest of human beings.
They want their characters to o! blood—
that is to say, they do not want human pu=-
slong discussed; an erotic book s just as
distasteful to a Frenchman of the bes: clusa
a to an American of cgal standing.”’

‘;And our books?" I meekly venturel to
aAsRK.

“*Are weak. Lamentably weak. The people
in your books do live. They are fici.on
characters; they live only on paper. toey
are not taken life. Your novelis'a
put ice water into the yeins of ywr charac-
ters, not biood. You do npt know what senti-
ment is in this country, and your novelists
show it In their books, An until your
writers create cgnrgtm with warm blood
in their veins the Eusppean countries will
notBreld them.” ]

“But what becomes of the American au-
thors whose books we hear are transiated
into the French?”

“The books are not read. American =tu-
dents read t and perhaps five hundred
copies wiil be. =0 Often these translations
are the result of some perdnal arrangement
with some friendily Frenchman who has Te-
celved courtesies from your authors whio
he ha® been in this country, ani he trans-
lates one of their books inte his language,
and a tremendous difficulty he finds, oo, In

eiting a publisher to issue the book Dt

‘t get the idea that the French peopo
read these books. They do pot.”

The Young American Dachess.

Cable H
The t week has been the gayest of
the season. It has been crowded wiih
snrﬁes of ail kinds and be with the
rawing room of Monday, waich was the
w brt:hllan! of the mdwi.xn?.r hx.; Ihr:'e
such a v of costly [ab-
rics, laces, jewrr and fowers and, among
the display of magnificent dresses, there
were a number of costumes embroliereld
with gold, silver and even with brililants
The Duke and Duchess of Marltorough
had an old-fashioned nim chariot. Bat
there was a rusa to get o t of the bride,
and 'lt was k!:llh mt‘mu;gyh:ha: tha
people were kept from tow hi t veaicle
The Duchess bore the Oﬂlne‘ll of being
stared at for over an hour with great com-
P ahe mer wedding d
wore r w ress, which was
abiaze with r and the celebrated
pearie which her mother gave her, a sir!
of which broke in the anteroom, but a.

fAVEe WO were
this to say about the

Vanity Fair
Jewels:

Auchesses will go 1o
thelr necks

e e

arra

coverel wlt,h‘d s __«pem their heads

mention countiess jewels w on the

front of their dresses,

plain if they atiract _ a tlon.

wouid have Lu. the Duchess
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oty of pioneer
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