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The Electrical Adventures of an American in Africa
Hunting for His Affinity.

By J. 0. FAGAN,

(Copyright, 1899.)
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CHAPTER 11§,

Containing “Norma, the Daughter of
a Boer.”

After a time I took more interest in the
conversation and the stories of my guide
than I did in my own adventures. We were
trekking very lelsurely in a nertherly di-
rection through the district of New Scot-
land with the idea of spending the winter
tn the gold fields at Pilgrim's Rest.

nwhile 1 found the weather on the
veldt so utterly magnificent from my

;, int of view that I didn't care how long I
remalned to enjoy it. The change from the
climate of New England was inconceivable,

and I began to feel llke a new creature,
with prospects and a future before me.

But little did I imagine what was in store
for me. About this time the faithful and
entertaining Hans was busily preparing a
new story. He seemed to be doing a lot of

gcribbling and note taking, which I had
never before known him to indulge in. After
two or three weeks of preparation he finally

told me that he was ready, and, very much
to my surprise, he added:

“I am going to read you a story this time,
gnd I think you will be more than usually
interested, for the reason that two of the
ters in it are Americans with whom 1
hunted and traveled only a few years ago.
This trip of ours had a romantic and won-
derful sequel and I took great pains to pre-
gcrve all my correspondence and informa-
ticn in regard to it."”

The following evening, after making
evervthing snug round the wagons, we sent
the Kaffir drivers to hunt for jackals,
whereupon Hans produced his manuscript
R

chara

e

‘ read as follows:
NORMA —~The Daughter of a Boer.

The water is delicious, clear and beauti-
but you cannot persuade a Dutchman
drink a drop of it. They call it "“the
i r_af B:Oud.“

Little round pebbles, chips of quartz, even
specks of gold twinkle and glisten at the
botrom of it. A little crystal stream trickles

ful,
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in., another trickles out and wanders
down the hliliside into the brook that
glides In and out among the thorn trees.
In the vicinity are the ruins of about half a
dozen houses, and close to the pool is what
looks like an old orchard and the remains of
a Hoer lager now crumbling to pleces,

Here, In days gone by, a party of immi-
grant Boers halted in their travels and
founded a settlement.

After a while trouble arose with the Kal-
firs.

On a fateful day the men seized their
rifies and pursued a band of the thieves
for some distance into the bush. They
left, as they thought, a strong guard to
defend their homes and their familles,

On their return they found the settle-
ment in flames. Not a volce was there
to greet them, not a hand to shake. The
corpses of the men and the women were
gcattered here and there among the wagons,
tha beautiful pool was choked up with the
bodies of the children, and, instead of the
sparkling water, there was blood.

As you stand by the pool and face the
punrise, you see before you the highlands
of the Komati in the Transvaal. This nat-
ural rampart looks like a huge wall or forti-
fication. It reaches away to the west and
porth for twenty miles or more, and divides
the high veldt from the low veldt, or bush
gountry.

When It Is winter on the highlands and
the country is a black stretch of burned-up
grass, you will find the Boers with their
famliles and their herds scattered all over
the bush country. The climate Iin these
regions is delightful, the vegetation luxur-
fant and the hunting grounds among the
finest in the world.

Now, the wagon road between these dis-
fricts passes within a short distance of the
@eserted settlement, and nearly all the year
found wagons may be seen passing up and
€own the rocky highway.

There is a regular halting place just where
# bridle path strikes off from the road, leads
Up to the pool and then passes Into a small
inclosure, which is a graveyard. There is
culy one great flat stone in it, and the sup-
&rscription it bears, being interpreted, is as
follows:

. 1858. ..
. SACRED .
. TO THE }!.IEMORY .
- U " L]
: OUR WIVES AND CHILDREN. :

----------------------------------------------

That is all, but to this day when the
Wagons halt by the roadside you will fre-
Quently see the sturdy Dutch farmers drop
thelr whips or lay aside their rifles and
make their way reverently to the little
phrine. Then they uncover their heads and
Giter the prayer they have known from
Lheir chilchood.

“Q Lord, deliver our dear ones from the
Spear of the Kafir.”

But for many years after the massacre

Ihe old settiement itself was shunned by
the Boers as a place of ill-omen and bitter
wmemory.

At last old Dirk Joubert, whose wife and
four children were asleep in the little ceme-
lery, returned, as he said, to end his days
Pn the spot where his heart and his hopes
Fere already buried. The man's possessions

tonsisted of a few cows, a span of oxen, two
¥r three horses, a wagon and a rifle. He
Nis a stern, unbending kind of a man, who
Fourked hard and sald lttlie, but every once
© a while a kind word or a kind deed es-
¥aped him, and his neighbors would say,
“leave old Dirk alone, he has a good
seart.”

course he loved his= little daughter,
Norma, his only child and companion, who

ur

Asd escaped in a miraculous way from the
Wassacre and after a while even the Kaflirs
pitiad the oid mn and the little girl who

WNas motherless, o
However, old Dirk stuck to the farm and

his daughter grew up and, with bare head
and bare feet, did the work of a man. So
when Norma was fifteen years of age she
was strong and healthy and brave. Her

fither had taught her to read and write, to
Landle a rifle, to mount the wildest of the
borses, to chop wood and to hoe corn. In
Lact, they had to fight for existence in a new
gountry.

The old man had many friends and they
often tried to persuade him to return to the
bigh veldt and live with them, but in truth
be was brokemhearted and refused to move
an inch. Afterward, when he found out what
bis child could do, he became proud as well
&s stubborn.

Nobody called Norma beautiful, and yet
there was something Iin her face that made
¥You lovk and then wonder and afterward
when you knew her history you discovered
that it was a face to be worshiped. At least
the young Boers thought so, as they
watiched her grow up*to womanhood and
brave the storms and the terrors of the
wilderness with single-hearted devotion to
Ber old father.

Those who have never been compelled to
feed and to clothe themselves by means of a

In course of time Dirk began to fail. He
still went hunting at times, but often re-
turned empty-handed, so more and more
it fell to Norma to provide.

One night some of her father's cattle
broke away and the next day word came
that the Kaffirs were holding them at a
kraal some filve miles away. So Norma set
out to bring them back. She had heard that
there was a party of foreigners hunting
in the neighborhood. They were Americans
or English, she didn't know which, and she
didn't care. She hated foreigners simply be-
cause her father did.

However, she secured the cattle and was
returning slowly homeward, when the re-
port of firearms recalled the foreigners to
her mind.

Wishing to avold them she took to a
Kaffir path which led through a dried up

|uwamp over which the reeds had grown

thick and high.

Her precautions, however, were in wvaln.
As she rode out from among the reeds she
found herself in plain view of the wagons
of the hunters.

At a glance she could see that one of
the foreigners had a water buck at bay
among the reeds and was calling for as-
sistance. Another man with a white helmet
on his head was scrambling down the rocky
bank that skirted the swamp.

He was about half way down when Nor-
ma was horrified to see a large tiger cat
spring from its lair and alight square on
the man’s head and shoulders, Down the
hbank they rolled together, the man yelling
for help, while the growls of the tiger were
half smothered, as, with snap after snap,
it tried to bury its muzzle and jaws in the
flesh of its victim. They landed almost at
the feet of Norma. In the scramble the cat
lost its grip, fell off to one side and was
squirming and doubling up for another
spring when a bullet from Norma's rifle
plerced its brain.

The wounded man was Claude Norcross,
and his friend, who hastened to his assist-
ance, was Robert Dearborn, Americans,
both of them.

Norma understood her duty, in spite of
her father's dislike to foreigners. As the
man's injuries were very serious she in-
vited the party over to the farmhouse.
There they remained for over three months,
and when Claude had recovered his friend
Dearborn told him that he owed his life to
Norma's skill and devotion.

As for Claude, his gratitude was bound-
less, and his admiration for the girl was so
sincere and outspoken that after he was
gone Norma missed him dreadfully, and
once in a while took refuge in tears.

In 1575 old Dirk Joubert died, and was
gathered to his wife and children in the little
cemetery.

Some wall-to-do relations, living in Pre-
toria, took charge of Norma, and, of course,
from this time on a great change came over
ker life. However, she made such good
use of her time and opportunities that when
Claude met her about two years later, on
Lis return from the Zambesi, he could hard-
ly credit his senses or believe his eyes.

He had, of course, a genuine regard for
the girl, and this soon ripened into some-
thing more serious for them both, and, to
make a long story short, in the end they
plighted their faith to each other.

But Norma’s guardians were very bitter
aga’'nst the forelgners and refused to have
anything to do with Claude. He tried every-
thing he could think of to concilate them,
but to no purpose, so after a while he ap-
parently gave it up in disgust and returned
to his own country.

About six weeks afterward Norma her-
self disappeared and was never seen again
either in the low country, which ghe loved
go well, or at the home of her guardians.

As for the old folks they didn't trouble
themselves much about the child. They
had always thought she was wayward and
now they came to the conclusion that she
was also wicked.

S0 they simply wrote the words “Black
Sheep” against her name in the old Bible
and consoled themselves with the idea that
they had done thelr duty.

Boston, Mass., April 7, 1880,
LETTER THE FIRST.

From
NORMA TO CLAUDE.

They say it takes two to make a quarrel,
Claude. Well, you indeed profess to be
angry, but from me you have had nothing
but patience and a loving, faithful heart.
You remember that last day in Pretoria
when you took heaven to witness that if 1
would only desert my own country and
come to yours you would marry me at once,
and you said and I knew that was all that
was necessary to make us both supremely
happy.

So now you have been lavishing your
money and wasting your time on my poor
self, on my education and surroundings,
only to find out at last that your rich
friends will not permit you to marry a
“questionable character.”

I am sure that is what they call me, and,
indeed, how can I blame them, seeing that
my friends treated you in much the same
way?

However, there Is this difference, my dear
Claude, that I scorned my friends and left
them for your sake. And now, what will
you do? What have you done?

Why, Claude, you have quarreled with
me, you have left me with anger in your
heart and with unkind, cruel words on your
tongue.

Oh, Claude, Claude, forgive me if I am
wrong, but you see I am a poor defense-
less woman, and I suppose I dream and im-
agine all sorts of impossible things, and it
even seems to me now as if I had nothing
left to defend me but my own will and my
own strength.

I am sure I don't know what you said
or why I should be so wicked as to imag-
ine anything of the kind, but after you had
left me to-day the idea took possession of
me that perhaps after all you were in one
way and another trying to convince me of
the misery of my position, trying to drive
me to extremities so as to make me sur-
render and become to you something less
than a wife.

Claude, I can't, I won't believe that, for
if I could, I think, nay, I am sure that I
could kill you.

Come back, then, Claude, of the old time,
come back, nct because I have forsaken
all for your sake, not because I am help-
less and dependent, but simply because I
love you.

To-day 1 read a story of the slums in
London. A little girl about five years of
age stood on the corner of a street beg-
ging. There were two or three hungry little
children at home. The mother was sick, the
father was dead. Pretty soon a kind lady
came along and filled the child's apron with
all sorts of good things. The mother grew
worse and worse, but the child returned
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. - [} A YEAR LATER. 3
9 NORMA TO CLAUDE
OR . I understand you at last, and I thank

God for it _

I scorn your proposals, and I feel for
you now nothing but contempt and anger.

Hitherto you have had to deal with a girl
who trusted to your honor and to your
sacred word, now you will have to reckon
with the daughter of a Boer.

These apartments and all this luxury
which you have provided for and lavished
on your intended wife now fill me with in-
describable loathing and disgust, and to-
day 1 shake It all from me forever. Just
one word more.

I go from this house to the home of your
former friend, Robert Dearborn. 1 send you
a copy of a marriage license, and you will,
doubtless take notice that the principals to
the contract are Robert .Dearborm and
Norma Joubert.

Now I wish to tell you that your former
friend {s a good man and honorable, and I,
therefore, warn you—if your miserable life
has any value whatever in your own eyes—
to keep away from him. That iz all—

APRIL, 1881
CLAUDE TO ROBERT.

My first thought is a horsewhip, but for
the sake of old times I will consent to per-
forate your body with a bullet or two, as
the case may require.

Now above all things I hate publicity, so
I insist that we shall have no seconds, no
surgeons or nonsense of any Kkind. As you
are the challenged I grant you the privi-
lege to name the weapons and to arrange
in any way. If you cannot and dare not, I

will.
ROBERT TO CLAUDE.

In the name and in the defense of Norma
I answer you. I will arrange to the letter
as you desire,-and I shall be g'24 to be
the means of ridding the commanity of a
creature who practices the tricks of a per-
jurer and a sneak under the cloak of a gen-
tleman.

You will receive due notice of the hour
and the place. Meanwhile may you dream
of bullets and of a miserable end.

MAY, 158L
NORMA TO ROBERT.

I confess I cannot trust mys=elf to see you
again until after the settlement, therefore,
I write,

Robert, my preserver, you are so good, so
noble, I am afraid if you come to me again.
and sit at my fest and plead so with your
voice and your eyes I shall relent and re-
member that I am a woman.

It may be a sickness, a fever, or simply
an insane, unholy desire for revenge. I can-
not tell, I cannot even think or take time to
consider the consequences; I can only as-
sure you that I hold you to your vow,.

Now for the arrangements.

As you informed me Claude Norcross will
leave his hotel at Crescent Beach at 4:30 a.
m. on the 10th of May. He will take a boat
and proceed to the bathing raft, which is
anchored out in the bay.

He is to take up his position at the east
end of the raft.

I will time myself to arrive at the west
end about the same time. It will then be
quite light.

I shall wear a black derby hat and your
long plald overcoat with the cape.

He will not suspect anything unusual un-
til I face him.

Then I imagine his weapon will drop from
his unrighteous hand and Robert, as there
is a God In heaven, I will settle with him
then and there.

You know and he also knows that I can
shoot. .

I know, Robert, this affair {s horrifying
and dreadful to you, because you love me
and I In my misery and my cunning took
advantage of that noble love of yours and
wrung from you a vow that you would
leave this man to me to settle with. Then,
in answer to your pleading, I promised to
be your wife and to try and love and re-
ward you as you deserve.

You thought I meant peace when 1 had
vengeance in my heart. You little sus-
pected what was in store for you, and I
can now imagine only too well the agony
of your spirit. Nevertheless, you will be
true and steadfast to the end.

Last night I was weeping and praying
by turns. I was praying for you, and it
seems to me I was also praying for forgiv-
enness and for strength to forgive some-
body. I think it was Claude.

You know, Robert, it is Imbossible to pray
for anything wrong.

Toward morning I felt better and happler
and fell asleep.

It is 0 easy to laugh at dreams, but m'ne
were 80 touching and tender it did seem
such a pity to wake up and face the truth.

I thought I was back again on the old
farm. 1 sat at the feet of my poor lonely
father. I filled his pipe with tobacco and
brought him some good hot coffee to drink.
I busied myself in making him comfortable
in his hard armchalr, for he was old and
feeble, and In his dear way, instead of
saying, "Thank you,” he was murmuring
over and over again, “Blessings on Norma,
biessings on Norma."

Then two of my little ecousins came
romping into the room, laughing and hap-
py, and so glad to see me. They were
twins, I was so fond of them. Their
mother had them christened Ruby and
Pearl because I begged her to.

Ruby rushed to my arms, and coverered
me with kisses, and said: ““This Is because
you are good and true.”

Then it was Pearl's turn.

8he was a quiet little thing.

I held her lovingly in my arms, and when
she kissed me she sald: *“This is because
you forgave."

By this time my tears were falling fast,
the things in the room were beginning to
turn round, something was going to hap-
pen; but I seemed to be dazed and couldn’t
imagine what it was going to be.

My father rose in alarm; there was shout-
ing outside; horses were galloping and rush-
ing toward the house, and when I heard my
own dear old pony neigh I could stand it
no longer, so 1 rushed to the door, flung it
open and, Robert, I fell right into your
arms.

Then just as I was waking up somebody
whispered, “This is because you are mine.”

Postseript.

Oh, the dream, the dream; I cannot get
rid of it. Come to me, Robert, perhaps there
is yet time. I will see Claude again. He
will repent. At any rate I will forgive and
forget. Come at once.

The last scene of ali was strange and
pathetic. It is the old Norcross mansion
on Dartmouth street. Claude and Robert
are there with right hands clasped; their
voices are thick with suppressed emotion
and they have renewed the vows and the
friendship of long ago.

Norma, the peacemaker, has been om her
knees. She has been pleading and the tears
are still falling fast, but they are tears of
joy and thankfulness. The door opens,
Claude's mother comes in and without a
word takes Norma to her heart. Then after
a while when the time for departure has ar-
rived the good old lady takes Norma's hand,
gives it to Robert and leads Claude gently
from the room.

[To be continued.)

Too Much Name.
Cleveland Leader.
“Look out!” he cried, for the ;
vehicle was almost upon his friend. «ﬂ
out! Here comes an au-aut, an
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The Friends have ninety colleges in the
United States, with a total attendance of
20,000 students.

Among birds the swan lives to be the old-
est, In extreme cases reaching 300 years,; the

falcon has been known to live over 162
YVears.

An enactment of the Teaxs Legislature
provides for the teaching in the public
schools of a course of humane treatment to
animals.

The population of the South African re-
publie consists of 63,000 Boers, 57,000 other
whites, called uitlanders, and 600,00 Kaf-
firs and Zulus.

There are in Boston 44,207 persons born in
British America, including Ontario, Nova
Scotia, New Brunswick, Prince Edward isl-
and and Newfoundland.

Austria is the country most lenient to
murderers. In ten years over 850X persons
were found gullty of murder, of whom only
twenty-three were put to death.

Warrington, Eng., town council has just
i{ssued an order penalizing the delivery of
milk later than 10 a. m. on Sundays. The
order i{s under the Lord's day act of 1675.

The giraffe was thought to be near extinc-
tion, but Major Maxse, a British explorer,
has found great herds of them along the
Sobat river, a tributary of the White Nile.

Norwegian legislators propose that giris
who do not know how to Kknit, sew, wash
and cook should be refused permission to
marry. Daughters of wealthy men are not
to be excepted.

Since January 1% colleges, academies and
seminaries ang elght art lleries in the
United BStates have received gifts amount-
ing to $27,072,358, not counting contributions
of less than $5,000.

New York city annually P&Yl $0 in gold
in one paymeat to every blind person who
has been & year resident of the metropolis
and who has not been an occupant of a city
institution during that time.

Last gear'u production of gold
United States amounted to $64,463,000, an in-
increase of 13 per cent. over the previous
year. Colorado led with $25,185,300, Califor-
nia standing second with §15,637,800.

Gambling in France is sald to have reach-
ed such proportions that the government
has begun to study the question seriously.
It is éstimated that half of the suicides in
Parls are due to losses at the races.

In Germang potato bread is used by the
natives of Thuringia to feed their horses,
especially when they are worked hard in
very cold weather. The animals thrive on
it.nang their health and strength are ex-
cellen

Cuba and Porto Rico used to buy annu-
ally $,000,000 worth of shoes of Spanish
manufacture, and a clumsy article they
were. A much better grade of American
ghoes is selling in the island now for &0
per cent. less.

A recent bulletin of the United States
treasury announces that during the ten
months ending May 1, 1888, 414 American
rallroad locomotives were exported to for-
eign countries. The value of these loco-
motives was §4,000,000.

In ten years American life Insurance com-
panies have doubled their assets, the
amount risln%grom $657,128,642 In 1558 to §1,-
344,901,198 in 15398, The increase has been de-
cldedly the greatest since prosperity re-
turn to the country.

A railroad official In a recent lecture
stated that it cost his road each year about
$1,000 for pins, $,%0 for rubber bands, $,000
for ink, $/,000 for lead pencils—also that it

cost nearly as much for stationery to carry
on the business as for iron.

Running heorses are unknown in Russia.

one drives there without having a thin
cord with a running noose round the neck
of the animal. When an animal bolts the
cord is pulled, and the horse stops as soon
as he feels the pressure on the windpipe.

A single foundry in New Jersey, it is said,
casts annually 25,000 bells for the farmers
and about 4,00 for schools, churches, en-
gine houses, ete. It is estimated by a foun-
dryman that at least 50,000 are sold every
year in the counrtry to tiliers of the soil and
breeders.

An odd monument was desired by an el-
derly maiden lady who died a few weeks
o in Athlone, Ireland. 8She left a fortune
of £27,000 to be spent in the erection of a
church, Jrovided that her body should be
convert into ashes and used in making
the mortar for building the edifice.

Princeton University continues to be the
envy of most other institutions of learning.
It received about $50,000 in gifts du&n{ the
last collegiate year, including $100, or a
new dormitory, $100,000 for a new professor-
shtr in English, $100,000 for a new chair in
politics and $35,000 toward a chair In history.

Moths fly against the candle flame be-
cause their eyes can r only a small
amount of light. When, therefore, they
come within the ht of a candle, their
sight is overpower and their vision con-

in the

fused, and as they cannot dis uish ob-
jects tl.'mg‘B pursue the light itself and fiy
against the flame.

People who wear false hair will be inter-
ested In the announcement of a stranges dis-
covery made at Antwerp. In
bale of human hair, wﬁghtn. 172 pounds,
was stolen from a rallroad station. It was
afterward learned that the hair had been
clipped from the heads of lunatics and con-
victs in public asylums and prisons.

Several saloonkeepers In Manchester, O.,
have adopted a novel method to keep joat-
ers away from the front of their places of
business on Sunday. Early eumundn.y
morning the window sills and steps
are treated with a fresh coat of paint. This
prevents the lecafers from dropping into an
easy posture, and they move to a more in-
viting resting place.

A Cure for the Drinking Habit.
Philadelphia Record.

The oid cure for the drink habit, which
eonmuotehrmm time a

should include the free use of peaches by
those who have little love for either wine
or cider, but who can scent brandy through
a stone wall or across half a dozen blocks?

HUMOR OF THE DAY.

Not Comngenial.
Chicago Record.

“So your engagement is broken?”

“Yes; we couldn't agree. 1 like water-
melon cut in round slices and she always
cuts watermelon in long slices.”

Used to It.
Chicago Tribune.

Photographer—Yes, I can take your ple-
ture, but it's a dark day, and it will require
a considerable exposure.

Seaslde Belle—Oh, I don’t mind that.

A Broad Aim.
Cleveland Plain Dealer.
“Ma, sis is out on the street throwing
gtones at the horses.”
“Have the drivers complained?”

“No, but she's just hit that new lady next
door in the back yard.”

Not a Miracle Worker.
Judge.
Benevolent Old Gentleman (to angry boy)
—Stop, my son! Never let the sun go down

on your wrath, ]
Small Boy—Well, say, do yer think I'm

Joshua, ter make is stand still?

—_—

Saved.

Brooklyn Life.
Henpekt—Emily, these biscuits aren’t the
kind that—

Mrs. Henpekt (glaring)—Go ahead, Henry;
go on!

v
Henpekt—That I used to get down in Cuba
in the war. :

Thought It a Dinner FPlate.
Judge.

Mrs. Benham—The report of the baseball
game says that one of the players died at
the plate,

Benham—Well, what of it?

Mrs. Benham—]1 suppose it was overeating
that killed him.

Home Inatruction.
Pittsburg Chronicle-Telegraph.

Pitt to a new acquaintance. ‘“Then you
train the young idea how to shoot.”

“I don’t need to do that,”” replied the
pedagogue. My school is In the feud dis-
trict of Kentucky."”

Evidence Against Them.

Chicago Times-Herald.

“l thought you said the Peachums had
money?"”
h:l've been given to understand that they

ve."”

“There must be some mistake. They don't
call it ‘vodeville.” "

Nothing Left.
Judge.
Deacon Skinner (dolorously)—Them New
York rascals took every cent I had, par-

SON.

Parson Goodman—Too bad, Silas. I was
hoping to see you round to our church en-
tertainment to-night.

Too Much for Human Nature.
Detroit Free Press.

“How is it that you and Jones haven't
spoken for years? I can remember when
you were inseparable friends.”

“We agreed to correct each other’s errors
in grammar. At the end of the third day
the same house would not hold us both and

we have never become reconclled since.”

Misapprehension.,
Brooklyn Life.

u{] didn't know you were a haseball player,
ther.”
“Neither am I, son. Who put that wild
idea into vour head?”
“Why I heard Uncle Tom say the other
day that when you were on a bat you could
unish more high balls than any man he
new,"”

Difference in Fluids.
Chicago Tribune.

“But,” said the girl who had married be-
neath her, *“‘just you don't like
Harry you ought not to treat me as a
stranger, mamma. Blood 1is thicker than

water.”

“It seems to be In your case, child,” cold-
ly refued the proud mother. ““It doesn’t
seek its level.” '

Crushing.
Detroit Journal.

Here the poet railed bitterly. “It is ab-
surd to pretend that lines are not worth
printing.”” he protest
“You are a conceited ass,” retorted the
editor hotly. “You think just because you
don't know what you mean in your poetry
thatmnohody else knows what you mean!
It was a crushing to say, and
it were perhaps better e
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They w away the tumbling banks,
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They dwindie, till the dust blows round
Where fishes swam and men were drowned.
Then flood the bottom milles away,

Fence, barn and house their scattered prey,
But yet, far back, the hills remain,
Which all thelr wanderings restrain,

O mighty river, we :
No Rhine art thou,
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“So you are a school teacher?" said Mr.-

She Is Having an Uncommonly Good
Time While Abroad.
Ida H. Harper, in Washington Fost,

The colossal figure of the present con-
gress has been without question Susan B.
Anthony. None other has called forth a
fraction of the enthusiasm which has greet-
ed her every appearance on the platform.
When she has risen to speak the applausa
has been so long continued |§ seemed as if
she never would have a chance to begin., At
nearly eighty years of age her voice has still
the best “carrying quaiity’' of any of the
remarkably fine ones which have been heard
during the meetings. In these large halls,
filled with thousands of people, she has been
able to reach the farthest corners without
any apparent effort, and there has been the
greatest interest in her every word.

She has told them how this woman's
rights movement, which now extends around
the globe, had its first beginning in this
very city of lL.ondon, when, in 184, the
women delegates were refused a seat in the
World's Temperance Convention; how the
clergy of all denominations united in de-
nouncing them; how Wendell Phillps elo-
quently pleaded for them; how yilliam
Lloyd Garrison refused to take part in the
deliberations because of this injustice. And
then Lucretia Mott, one of the rejected dele-
gates, and Elizabeth Cady Stanton, a bride,
walked home from this stormy meeiing, arm
in arm, and resolved that something should
be done to secure recognition for women;
and eight years later this resolution took
shape in the calling of the first woman's
rights convention in Mrs. SBtanton’'s home,
Seneca Falls, N. Y. As she has recounted
the gains of sixty years and sketched the
status of women of the present day, the
audlences have realized that, during all the
more than half a century, this one woman
has always stood in the thickest of the fight
and part of them shout thelr applause and
part are moved to tears.

The social attentions showered upon Miss
Anthony have been far more numerous than
she possfbly could accept. On all occasions
she has been the center of attraction, and
the other American women have been happy
to shine by her reflected light. It can truth-
fully be said that she never has accepted
one invitation without asking permission to
bring some of her country women with her.

In all the glittering parade of rainbo 1e8,
tinsel, feathers, frizzes and pomp. rs,
which mark the fashionable soclety .0-

day, she has stood in dignified simy .ty,
clad in soft black satin with its re.ned
decoration of real lace, and her crown of
sllver hair outshining d:e jeweled coronets.
With all this adulation she is not the least
bit puffed up with pride, but declares it is
all intended for the cause she represents,
when everybody else knows it is in reality
for her very own self, a tribute to her life
of service.

During Miss Anthony's trip, from the
time of leaving America until she returns,
ghe Is the guest of Mrs. Samuel E. Gross,
of Chicago, who accompanlies her. They
will go to the Isle of Wight, Carlsbad, and
other interesting places, not returning ome
before September. In addition, she has re-
ceived gifis of several hundred dollars for
this tour from loving triends who know all
the thousands which she has earned by her
lectures she has given directly to the suf-
frage cause. This substantial recognition is
worthy a good many tons of applause,

FALSE CURIOS,

There Are Regular Factories Where
They Are Made.
Pottery Gazette,

A well known curio expert states that
there are factories in Europe for the manu-
facture of all kinds of works of art that
are likely to attract the collector. Modern
articles of china are stamped with old
marks so cleverly that even experts have
been deceived. Arms and armor are treated
with acids which eat away the metal, thus
aroductng the same effect as the ravages of
me.

Carved {vories are stained with olls to
make them yellow and are subjected to
hest to make them crack. Pleces of fur-
niture have holes drilled to represent the
worm holes, and so on, until there will in
time be very little in the way of curlos
which are themselves very curlous. Paris
is one of the strongholds of this class of
forgers, while in Hungary there is a fac-
tory where Dresdenm china is imitated Inn a
fair manner. There is, however, one gafe
way, and that is to bu{ through reputable
dealers. Forgeriee in all works of art very
rarely get into the dealers’ hands. As a
rule they arg sent to auction rooms.

Many amateurs have an idea that they
can pick up a priceless work of art or cu-

rio for a mere lo%g. That is the chance
for the forgers. ey all know this and
work acco ly, and thus the amateur is

deceived. The spurious curio makers haunt
out-of-the-way auction rooms, where ama-
teurs look in with che idea that nobody but
es can know of the room in ques-
The sale takes place and they come
away withh‘a gem, Tlo they thl::. and are
perfectly ppy until undeceiv
There has, curiously enough, in this con-
nection, lately been dlscovered & disease
which eats away bronze and gives it a
antiquity. All objects of antiquity fa
portant iy, ‘ade by wlaine tin, i cer
oy, e n, in cer-
tain roportiuu. are liable to be attacked
&h destructive corroding affection.
artists of these false antiguities are
known to inoculate their reproductions with
eopots of bronze disease.

WEIRD TALE OF ADVENTURE.

Safler Says Fire Worshipers Put
Flame Brands on Him.,
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OUT OF THE ORDINARY. from peaches, the treatment, to be logical, SUSAN B'S TRIUMPH. from hunger, thirst and the intense heat.

jumped overboard, four died. There

two in the boat when Hought

senses., He awoke on a couch in a beauti-
ful room. In the center of the room burned
a clear flame on a tri . A brown-skinned
man, dressed in a white robe, stood by the
couch. On the breast of the robe was em-

For days the boat drifted, six men, insane,
on lost

broidered a waving red flame. The man
gpoke to him in a strange t Women
entered with food and wine. He was clad
in a white robe. The flame was

everywhere, In a chariot drawn by four
animals, like large goats, whose horns were
gold-tipped, Houghton was drawn t0 & mag-
nificent temple; diamonds, all the
were as plentiful in architectural decoration
as is terra cotta in his country.
Entering the temple Hoghton
himself in a wvast hall fll with
vlmﬁsed. wtilte—robed met:lél On the
each was the same sym and burning
on forehead, cheeks and hands was
same sign. At the extreme end of the
shining in a ray of sunlight, was an
mense round object Incrusted with
monds, In the center of this immenss
rose a great flame. Houghton was
and made to kneel at the dancing
As he gazed on it he felt his
jeave him and he fell unconscious.
he awoke he was in another room
temple., Ris he looked at
On the back of each was branded
symbol that was on the faces of the
robed men he had seen as he ent
ing toward a great shield that was
from the wall he saw on his face
his breast the symbol. v o
Houghton lived Mm with these a
worshipers. He lea their language
was well treated, but determined to escape.
Secretly he stocked & boat with food and
water, he stole all the precious stones he
could carry and set off alone in the
After ten days a Norweglan
him up and carried him to Sw
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hands.
same

A

en.

ton showed to the dazzled t
looked like diamonds, rubies emeralds.
He was In search for his old shipmats

Scullins, that they might organize an exe
pedition to the island of the fire worshipers.

MOVED MILLIONS OF MILES,

Bubble Found in a Quarts Crystal
Shut Up Ages Ago.
Boston Globe.

Dr. A. A. Julien, of Columbia College, has
in his possession two or three of the
wonderful minerals in the world.
them is a piece of quartz which he
near Columbia, N. H. This bit of
transparent, and has a little
center fllled with ligudd, in wh
of gas keeps jumping about
side. The bubbie is very smal
seen only under the microscope.
one microm, that ls, 1-25.000 inch in
eter, and It dashes from wall to wall of
cavity in restless motion, like a nomad
ing to e=scape.

Now, this nomad must have continued
ing the ages which have elapsed since
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consolidation of the te. In eother
words, the little bubble was inclosed In the
quartz several million years when

rocks were In a molten state the
was in process of formation.

has kept in motion longer, and mowved
greater distance, back and forth, than -‘
other substance on earth. The cavity
which it moves i& about double its
that thje bubhm'ﬂ. about 1-25 000
every jump, t moves irregularly
eral times each second. If it has
ing thus but twice a second for
lion years, It must have tra
miles. Of course the bubble has
ing about for more than a mi
the estimates of the geol £
The liquid in the little cavity is
saturated solution of common L 3
gas is carbon dioxide,

Dr. Julien has another plece of
found in North Carolina, which
cavity holding liquid and a bubble
remarkahle ause the bubble can be
to appear and disappear at the will of its
owner, All hs has to do Is to breathe
upon it, when it wil! disappear. It I»
heat of his breath which causes the
to expand and fll up the space
occupled by the air bubble. Of course,
gentle heat will cause the change.

Dr. Julian has still another gas

this one inclosed in a plece of white

from Minas Geraes, Brazil, which, under

microscope, shows some wonderful

The cavity i» tubular and the sides or

are parallel to the prismatic faces

“Fhe liquid in the cavity s a quite
e liqu ca

brine, with still another coloriess

(liquid carbon dloxide) occnp&l:l EY

position. Looking through

you may #sees the first cavity, then

denser brine near the _
in it; then,

imal salt cubes float!
e -~ dloxide, with
of it 'l"lnm
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center, the liquid carbon
alr bubble in the middle

of demarcation which show up between

colorless and the n liquid a

very beautiful. '
It is reall{d one ligquid ﬂo-m

another liquid and an alr bu

center of all. The air bubble always

near the upper surface of
whichever way the mineral is
the pteeo' of topaz is a natural

the 4
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A Bird Witheut a Conscience, N
Lilian Bell, in Home Companion. - ]




