
The Defeat of the Nimble Uan.
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called hin, "the nimble man" first
ere nisht at the theater, after he had

M'tM his base and mode of attack sev
cral times.

-- It is Root! characterization, too," said

Y.. medltatir.gly chewing her fan. 'Tell
n.t. d-x- r.ot Mr. Kmsictt Impress you as
btia? a r.Irotta man?"

Mr. Km me it certainly did.
Now I'll bo honest with you." John J. is

i:mnitt was wont to pay, to preface his
in:ark. raising: a ka.i brown linger In
I II a s face. Kmmctt claimed It was his
Ktnuuky blood made him dark-skinne- d.

i:!s hers made her fair.
'Now I'll be honest with you," he began,

as ?he parried his advances for the twen-
tieth lime.

'Oh, p!cn?e don't be honest with me,
Mr. i:nnt'tt," pleaded nisa, "you're always

o di.-ag- rr cablo when you're honest."
Now I'll be honest with you," he pro-

ceeded, regardless of her protest. "You
arc a very nice young lady, and I am very
favorably impressed with what I've seen
r.f you; but all I really know about you
U, thit you have a pretty face."

"Kxactly," retorted the girl promptly,
and I do not know even that much about

you." vith a sweet smile that reminded
J..hn J. of an Imminent bald spot, an em-

phatically plain countenance, and a scant
alutude of live feet, five In his boots. His
oi.ly admirable feature. Indeed, was a lip
zvA jaw, which, protruding in a habit at
enre cynical and aggressive, could yet, on
rare occasions, bo gentle, even devout. He
Y.as rarely ger.tlc with Elsa.

"I know that you have a pretty face," he
f.d.J, lifting hi3 eyebrows with an apprais-
ing air.

"I'm sure it isn't necessary you should
k:iow more," said she.

"Has any other man explained to you
how pretty you are?"

"Oh yes, quite a number."
His eyes gleamed in appreciation of her

unconcern, but he turned to the stage as
It suddenly aDsorDea in me piay. it was
c.ne of those modern war dramas In which
the spectacular 13 much enveloped, In the
fcmoke of battle.

"I like the righting," volunteered Elsa,
leaning forward, as the histrionic blue
bodies tame down upon the board3 with an
audible thud, and the other girls in the
box shuddered appealingly at Emmett and
Iiis companion. j

"I don't," said Emmett, with disgust. At
that moment he intensely approved f those
ether girls, and hitched his chair a little
nearer theirs.

"That," he heard. Elsa saying. philosophi-
cally, "is because, being a coward' your-
self, you are of the spectacle of
travery in others ...

"Do you thlnji I am a .coward, Miss
Grant?"

"Yes." '

"And you do net like cowards?"
"No," with slow Indifference, turning her

shoulder to him.
The occasion was her third encounter.

Their fourth was disastrous. It was at
Mr. Vane's fete. Elsa saw him approach-
ing down the long rooms, and Inspired with
perversity, tied with young Vane into a
corner screened by palms and a barricade
of chaperons. Into .this fastness Emmett
penetrated with his usual aplomb and suc-

ceeded In routing her partner.
That accomplished, "I'm surprised," he

announced.
"Dear me!" exclaimed Elsa petulantly,

'Is that your normal condition? If you
mean me, I should think you'd have learned
better by this time."

"I'm surprised," he repeated aggrava-
ting.

He had a trick of clipping his first syl-
lables and drawling the last ones that kept
the listeners always pleasantly at sea.
Kb--a felt the fascination of this trick and
struggled with it.

"I'm surprised," explained Emmett, In-

dulgently, "because you said the last time
1 saw you that you would not be here."

"Well, that was last week. You surely
don't expect me to think tha same way
two weeks running, do you? I'll tell you
row I never do it.

"Well, I like consistency."
Then I will not be consistent."
"You don't want me to like 3'ou?"
"Not especially."

Hut I want you to like me."
"Yes; that is why I won't do It."
"Oh, yes, you will," drawled Emmett,

easily. "You don't know me very well yet,
but the longer you know me the better
you will like me. That has always been
ray experience. "Women always like me
better after a long acquaintance."

"I'm not like other women."
"No; that's true. Still, I repeat, when

you know me better you will like me bet-
ter."

"I suppose you mean I will fall in love
with you," scornfully.

"Well, it has happened before."
"I shan't. But if I should feel inclined to,

I would try with all my might to stop, and
I'd succeed."

"May I ask why you should object to
falling in love with me?"

"K cause you want mc to so much."
Her irrpuuence entranced him. but the

dowagers were looming.
'Come, let uz go outdoors," said he.

The lawn was mistily illuminated by long
chains cf Japanese lanterns swinging In
the vAght breeze. Couples and . group3 of
gue.-t.-- 4 stood about or occupied seats In
th. fhadow. Elsa, feeling her spirits rise
with premonition, paused at the. brink of
an old well whoso walla stoe'd a few inches
above the level and peeped undar the lid.

"Give me something to throw in it," she
said. "I like to make a splash."

"Hut do they no: drink the water?"
"I can't helti that. I must make a

splash."
'r - .... , . .'" joursc;i in. 'mat would make a

nice little splash," Emmett replied, with
an amused glance that swept her low-c- ut

pink bodice and the chirfon ruffles that
trailed behind her.

Certainly,' she agreed, "if you will
Jump in afterwards and rescue me."

i.mmott stepped upon the well. This
gave him the advantage of looking down
upon her.

"But you remember I am a coward," he
reminded her. "Am I a coward?"

"Yes."
"No I'm not."
Trove it."
'My word "
yju i our oru: Denoia a hero!" She

t.o.i.iiuiiu ui.nnsucaiiy, as a throng of
guesU passed down the adjacent roadway
r.or did the rising color in Kmmett's face
detain her. "Behold a hen nn h two,
tnl. The pedestal, friends and fellow-ciil-- 7.

ns, is the hero's delight. To be looked
u to, to be adored ah, to prolong that
cVlielous sensation!"

"Is that the sensation you're giving him?"
inquired a voice behind her, &s Emmett ob-
stinately held hU position in the face of
her mockery "I wish you'd pass it

rr.und."
'"Captain Castle honors me with his dis-

like," said Emmett, when the former had
' c.; on. "Because," he continued, watch-in- s

h:r narrowly, "h lik?s you himself."
"Captain Casth Is in love, with Mrs. Cas-

tle," said the girl coldly.
"The fact that he Iov?3 hli wife does

r;ot prevent his admiring ytra."
El.-.a- 'a gray eyes turned suddenly stormy,

tut her reply came in a. l!jht voice "I be-Ife- ve

he admires me to tho extent c! L:In- -

willing to rescue me If I fell Into the. well
at any rate. II la not a coward."

"Look here," Emmett broke out, "if you
were I, and I were you, and I had treated
you as badly as you have treated me, how
much would you do for me? Would you
Jump into the well after me?"

"If I were you and you were I let ine
see that would depend"

"It would depend on how much you
cared for me."

"No, If I were ru and you were I It
would depend on how much you cared for
me. Dear me, I'm afraid your hypothesis

too much for me. I'm getting my pro
nouns all mixed up. Give me an easier1one."

"How much do you care for me?" ven-
tured Emmett rashly. His lips shook as I
he gazed down upon ier. All the hardness,
all the cynicism was gone. Angry at his
words, she was yet dominated by his re-Ca- rd.

But she had no time to reply, well or
ill, before Emmett said, with sudden change
of expression, pursing his lip abstraciedly:
"You have dropped your handkerchief; al-
low me," and returned It to her heavy with
dew.

Tho moment past, Elsa despised herself.
"Nimble" was too mild a term for him
far too mild, but for herself was any term
of contempt harih enough!

"Captain Castle!" she called desperately,
"I'm so tired of heroes and hero-worshi- p.

And I'm dying for an ice; And Emmett,
still upon his pedestal, beheld them mov-
ing away together without so much as a
backward glance.

Here beginneth the fifth lesson. The
hostess of the dinner party which occurred
on the evening following Mrs. Vane's af-
fair, made the fatal mistake of assigning
Elsa to J. J. Emmett. As a matter of
course, the girl all but ignored him, devot-
ing herself through eight courses to Cap-
tain Castle, whom the same doubtful for-
tune bestowed upon her other side, and
who neglected his own partner to respond.
Such a breach of behavior could not pass
unnoticed. Immediately the tongues were
wagging. Quite unconsicous cf this, how-
ever, and restored to good numor by the
satisfaction of her recent revenge, Elsa was
prepared to be gracious when she afterward
met Emmett one morning on entering the
park.

"And are you not going to apologize for
your atrocious behavior to me?" she de-
manded, giving him her hand.

"Me apologize!" ejaculated Emmett, fall-
ing Into Southern colloquialism in hlsivexa-tl-- m.

Nevertheless, he turned and Joined
her. '

"I thought I ought to give you an oppor-
tunity," Elsa rippled, unable to resist tri-
umphing over him. "I knew you would be
sorry." Her impudence was like a whip
to his already unmanageable passion for
her. But he shut his teeth and shifted
again. "At least I need not apologize for
being Jealous of Castle," he said.

. ."What right have you to presume to Jeal-
ousy on my account Pray don't exert your-
self."

"I will be Jealous without right, then.
And let me tell you, right or wrong, Ji do
not like to see any one I care for do things
to cause unpleasant comment."

"Indeed!"
"Yes, indeed. And the more I like a per-

son the more particular I become."
"Pray confine yoür restrictions to those

who care for them Miss Lane, perhaps,"
mentioning a young woman to whom Em-
mett had once been attentive. "One's
fiancee is the only one who should come
under that head."

"Will you be my fiancee, then?"
"Certainly not,'.' said Elsa, promptly.

but unable to control her color under this
advance.

- - - -"Why not?"
"Because I don't want to."
"Why don't you want to?"
"Because I . despise you," cried the girl,

ter resentment at his cavalier attitude and
advantage flashing out. Emmett winced
visibly at the unmistakable truth of her
assertion. They were half way through the
park, and he paused abruptly as if to de- - J

tain her, then broke into nervous laughter.
"You're a strange person. I don't under-

stand you," he said In an uneven voice.
"But I'll be honest with you. You are a
very nice young lady, and I'm very favor-
ably impressed"

"And you do not know anything about me
except that I have a pretty face. Yes, I've
heard that remark before. But as your im-
pressions of my beauty and goodness do not
matter in- - the least, I'll spare you the
trouble of repeating them." "Shifty,
Shifty, Shifty!" She was calling him to
herself "coward, coward, coward!" !

"You would make a lovely wife for some
fellow," Emmett went on with transparent
effort, "but you'd need a lot of training."

"It is not my ambition to make a good
wife."

"Don't you want to make home pleasant
for your husband?"

'No; I want him to make home pleasant
for me. That Is of more importance, don t
you think?"

What I think, I do not always say." re
plied the nimble Emmett. "For instance.
If you puzzled me as I said a moment ago,
If I really thought you hard to understand,
you would never know It. When I said,
for instance, that you had a pretty face,
I might have thought Just the reverse.

"Possibly you might if you had been talk
ing to any one else," said Elsa, with lan-

guid assurance, "but not in this case."
Emmett laughed. "Why don't you like

me?" he asked suddenly.
"Because you are the sort of man who

wants to master every one with whom he
comes in contact."

"Because you are overbearing, conceited
and selfish. Your virtues are all virtues of
policy and not of conviction. You are
shifty and revengeful by nature, and not
honorable with your enemies."

"Is that all? And how do you know?" was
all Emmett was able to retort. B' Elsa,
aware that she had shown heat, began
laughing. She had a low, musical voice,
and she laughed generously. It was not a
sound to displease the most critical ears.
Yet Emmett was nettled. ,:.

"You have a lot of fun out of me. Miss
Grant, don't you?" She nodded, tili si-

lently amused.
"Very well, laugh if you please. But you

will end by loving me yet. You have found
out that I admire you, and you Imagine you
can amuse yoursef with that knowledge.
Go on. You will not be the first .woman
who has tried and failed. I have, known
many women. I know your kind. You will
eventually give In and love your master.
Allow me to bid you good night." He bowed
exaggeratedly as he opened her door and
let her In.

"Why, oh why," mused Elsa, with a sud-

den wild Impulse to try what surrender
meant "does one gravitate to conscious
strength regardless of its quality? Surely
there must be strong men who don't walk
about proclaiming it. I think I need a
counteracted."

She got It from Captain Castle.
"Have you heard the news?" said he, re-

joiced at his opportunity.
"No; la it very bad?" Elsa had a cordial

bklng for the handsome captain and some,
scorn for his ineffectual wife.

"That depends on your opinion of Jaclr
Emnett-ittWwt- cut rnrtt It Iz'a very
good t! !r-- r t-- T f-- V itt ? t: -- T h- -

eery--, Z r ! : ZZ.: 1

nes Lane. Che told my wife eo yester-
day." - - .

"Why are you so hard on poor Mr. Em-
mett? I should call It a very suitable match.
And they have known each other a long
time." with some fleeting discomfort of as-

sociation. But speech was merely to cover
trail. Could it be possible she should take
to cover, Elsa wondered. "But sorrre light
filtered into her consciousness' turdugh her
companion's speech. At any rate, Agnes
I.ane and Bertha Castle were making com-

mon cause against her. Tho reason was
not far to seek. And the inference was that
she was a formidable opponent. Her spir-
its rose again.

"It seems the engagement Is an old one,
but 13 soon to be public property now, and

guess the cards are coming. I always
thought Emmett was In love with you. I
supposa I Judged him by myself," Castle
was saying. '

Elsa smiled Indulgently. "He was prob-
ably about as much in love with me as you
were," she said, "but I should hate to un-

dertake to discover how much that was.
Did you want to see how I would bear the
blow?" she quizzed, good-naturedl- y.

Castle looked shame-face- d. "I'm an ass,"
he said. "But I'm so much older than you,
Elsa, and married, too, that you shouldn't
consider my interest impertinent. I'm de-
lighted to find . Emmett is nothing to you.
His attentions to you have been rather
marked of late, you know. No one would
ever call hhv actions those of an engaged
man. I fancied you might like him after
all, and I was sorry. No; I "don't know
anything against him, except that the fel-
lows call him shifty, and I suppose there's
no particular harm In that. . But I never
liked him myself."

"I differ from the fellows only In the
term. I've always called him 'nimble.
He changes his -- mental attitude so-easil- y.

I'm glad to have my opinion confirmed and
to find I have not been unjust. Really,
though, Mr. Emmett is very amusing. I
hope he won't cease to be amusing after
the deluge."

"He will," said Castle, with conviction.
The enthusiasm of anticipation with

which Elsa thought of her next meeting
with Emmett was doomed to wane before
she saw him again. For some reason, he
avoided the house for several days. Then
one warm night, sitting in the conserva-
tory windows, she saw him mounting the
steps. The lights from the vestibule shone
on his face distinctly, and it was pale.
Without a second's deliberation, Elsa fore-
stalled the maid and opened the door.

In his surprise he lost his head a little,
calling her by name. And she answered
back, wickedly, "Yes, John, I've been
waiting for you."

"What! For me? No! Oh, not into the
house; come, walk about the grounds a
few moments; it is not late." She assented
silently, and they went down the lawn
under the trees.

"And why were you waiting for me?"
"To . ask you why I have been In dis

grace."
"Are you in disgrace?"
"Yes; you put me there, did you not?"
"Ah, you're laughing at me again."
"No; I'm serious. I had not seen you for

so long. Have you been vexed with me
about something?"

"Did you care?" Under his steady gaze
she did not answer. "I was not sure that
that you wanted me to come again," he
said, with an effort.

"No other reason?"
If he had another, the remembrance of It

hurled him on to destruction now.
"Elsa," he stammered, "I love you."
"Yes; I know."
"You know it? No; you thought I was

flirting with you. And that was when you
treated me so abominably. I was flirting
at first, Elsa only at first. But ! love you,
love you, love you!" '

"Yes; I know you love me," she said, and
felt his hands, which covered hers, tremble,
"but do you love me enough? Perhaps you
only love me about this much," portioning
off a little space on her finger. Then,
stretching her arms wide "oh, love me a
little more than that, John!"

you laughing at me?" he said,
hoarsely; "are you playing with me? I love
you with all my soul. I love you too much.
God knows. Life is worthless to me with-

out you."
"And yet," she answered, suddenly re-

mote, "you must do without me. You must
be content with Agnes Lane." .

"That cursed entanglement you have
heard! It was before I knew you. But I'll
break it, Elsa. I'll break it to-morr- I'll
break it to-nigh- t."

"Not on my account. I have no desire to
rob Miss Lane of her lover. You misun-

derstand me. Even If you were a free man
I would never marry you, because I do not
love you."
, "Then why have you done this?" he asked
her, after a silence.

"Because you dared to say to me lh-i- t I
would Inevitably end by falling in love with
you. Because from the first you treated
me as a flirt. Because you boasted of your
attraction for other women as none but a
cad would boast. Because you did not be-

have honorably In your engagement to
Agnes Lane. Because, because! Is that
enough?" She stopped, smiling.

"I think we are even now," she went on
after an interval in which they scanned
each other's face3. "Let us shake hands
and say good-by- e without malice," giving
him her hand which he touched mechani-
cally. "And I have to thank you for the
amusement you have afforded me no, do
net be angry! I have only played fair, and

and" she hesitated, "only that I could
not trust you, I would have loved you."
And turning with a gesture of finality, she
mounted the step3.

At n Tenement Wludov, f
Sometimes my needle s'.ops with half-draw- n

- thread
(Not often though each moment's waste means

bread.
And missies stitches leaves the little mouths

unfed.)
I look down upon the dingy court below;
A tuft of grass 1st all It has to show
A broken pump, where thirsty children pc.

Above, there chines a bit of ky so small
That it might be a passing bluebird's wing.

One tree leans up against the hi?h brick wall,
And there the sparrows twitter of the spring.
Until they waken in my heart a cry
Of hunger, that no bread can satisfy.

Always before when Maytlme took her way
Across the fields, I followed close. To-da-y

I can but dream cf all her bright array.
My work drops down. Across the sill I lean.
And long, with bitter longing, for unseen
Rain-freshen- ed paths, wlure budding woods

grow green.
The water trickles from the pump below

Upon the stones. With eyes half-shu- t. I hear
It falling in a pool where rushes grow.

And feel a cooling presence drawing near.
And now the sr&rrows chirp again. No. hark!
A singing as of some far meadow lark.

It Is the same old m'-ac- le applied
Vnto myself, that on the mountain-sid- e

The few small loaves and fishes multiplied.
Heboid, how strange and sveet the mystery!
The birds, the broken pump, the gnarled tree.
Have brought the fullness of the spring to me.

For in the leaves that rustle by the wall
AH forest finds a tongue, and so thnt grass

Can. with Its struggling tuft of green, reeall
Wide bloom-fille- d meadows where the cattle

pass.
How it can be but dimly I divine.
These crumbs. God-give- n, make the whole loaf

mine.
Annie Fellows Johnston, In Poetry of Indiana.

Xectnr.
In a golden bowl I biew
Leaf of rose and viol?t dew,
And th essences of things
Natal to Pierian springs:
(Bird song, brock oug. breeze w)

Sweets that in dream gardens grow;
Spry that leaped ih? harbor bar
Amorous of the tmPfcht star;
Huhbles of dell-- ht thnt float
Frcm a serarYs liq'ild not:,
I '.ocri from JcY I.w tcrrilrj t;Cv c"m a LI:;-ii- r3 r :r,

"
; - brrr'a r, r ' ' s. to t

A DIC3EIITATIOI7 Oil E0TTLE5.
In Charle3 Lamb's Incomparable essay on

"Old China" he says: "When I go to sets
any great house I inquire for ths china
closet and next for the picture giilery."
In the light of a newly acquired jest. It
seems to me, the "bottle bin" of an old
house would furnish forth an equally ab
sorbing If not more Interesting exposition
of human life than old china or old pic
tures. What may be called the "bottle
craze" or "bottls fad" was discovered or
Invented by Mr. Alexander W. Drake, art
superintendent of the Century Company,
New York, and his perception of the artistic
and beauty quality in bottles dates back
in his recollection to an early period, when
his childish fancy as charmed by the am
ber glint of his grandmother's camphor
bottle, held up to the sunlight. At first
glance, perhaps, bottle admiration may ap
pear curious, eccentric or unjustified; in
vestigation of the theme, however, with
draws it from the cheap domain of the

aze" or the "fad," and invests it with
a serious aspect of unbounded and dignified
importance.

Glass, by scientific consent, ranks high
among the most useful inventions put for
ward for mankind;- - so the bottle, in its
myriad and kaleidoscopic phases, becomes
as some one has said of Phil May's pic-

tures "sticky with human Interest." Once
In the field of bottles, and the almost in-

numerable highways and byways of pleas-
ure which the topic opens, and teapots,
pitchers nay, even copper candlesticks be
come commonplace. A teapot, in sooth, is,
after all, only a teapot, but every bottle is
another story. Note, for twenty-fou- r hours
only, the bottles you encounter in that
day's march, and then admit, humbled and
marveling, the great debt you owe merely
the every-da- y bottles the working-clas- s

bottles of existence. Exalted to a study, the
bottle will still further astonish you. At
the start, and all the way along, the bottle
hunt is, to those who love their Junk shops
as they should, a revelation and a recrea-
tion. Chasing bottles to their lairs lest
the "craze" spread and other bottle fanci-
ers pulfthe ground from under you begets
alertness and vigilance. It leads the bottle
devotee behind counters and under counters
in second-han- d shops; down cellars in old
drug stores; up under the eaves in old gar-
rets; to the lofts of old barns and the top
shelves of old closets, and Into far corners
of old town3, where hitherto unknown "bot-
tle shops" lead lives of adventure and mys-
tery. Acquaintances are discreetly impart-
ed the new "magic in the brain," and old
bottles generously pour In upon the enthusi-
astic collector, often of value and not to be
duplicated in a lifetime of bottle hunting;
pet bottles, cherished for years, perhaps,
are contributed to the fancier, and friendly
druggists even go the reprehensible but
profitable length of coaxing old bottles
from unwary Juvenile patrons, foisting on
them, Instead, brand new and commonplace
vials for the paregoric or what-no- t called
for.

For old bottles as expositors of early
bottle-makin- g, in thi3 or other countries,
the dusty bins of old drug-shop- s hold the
heart of the matter. Data or lit
concerning these old bottles is sadly lack-
ing; but the bottle itself has eloquence.
Here are the small, dark or light green,
round bottles of the early days sixty
years old at least blown by the breath of
man, molded almost in the air by
the, magic of that breath before bottle-mol- ds

were invented; thin almost as a
vapor "bubbly" and uneven In fabric-rou-gh

at the lip and on the bottom. Now-
adays a boy can make a bottle in a
mold; but in the earlier days the man who
blew a bottle without a mold had to be a
skilled mechanic. At that time the medicine-

-bottle, cost extra; a dime for the drug,
perhaps; but always 13 and 25 cents for the
vial which contained it. In these thin,
long round-toppe- d vials powders were al-
ways sold; and these wee ones were for
tinctures, whose names were attached on
curious old cut-pap- er silhouette labels, de-

fiant of the erasive qualities of time.
Among these old, bad green glass bottles
the druggist names many as Identified with
a certain old favorite In the drug line; this
pyramidal bottle is a "Godfrey's Cordial"
vial or phial; this well-know- n rolypoly be-
longs to "Winslow's Soothins Syrup;"
"Bateman's Drops" ("Lord Bateman was
a noble lord") adheres to this long, slim
bottle; and "Opodeldoc" to this squat, thick
green one.

Of the old drug-bottl- es some are still on
sale in drug shops; others, to be found
only by good fortune; some are thick
enough to drive nails with; others can be
crushed In the hand. A well-establlsh- el

bottle is rart of a manufacturer's stock in
trade, and is not often changed; this heavy
old green blacking bottle being identically
the same type of bottle used year3 ago.
This old German bottle the first of the
white flint glass, perhaps is wavy and
bubbly to a ludicrous degree; and here is
the first pickle-bottl- e ever made, no doubt;
a rough, lop-side- d, deep green heptagon,
with a round neck one-thir- d its length
bearing the legend, "Theophlle Rounsard,
Paris." A saddlebags bottle, this; small,
square and glass-stopper- ed all saddle-
bags bottles were of uniform size; and this
three-corner- ed bottle went through the
civil war in a surgeon's chest.

Of the old drug bottles, the half has not
been told; but old perfume bottles press on
the attention. Now, In the main, perfumes
are sold by the ounce; but in earlier bottle-day- s,

a variety of fancy perfume bottles
were kept in stock, to be filled to order
with the chosen odor. Here is a Phalon
& Sons triple-extra- ct perfume bottle-h-alf

a century old; and that bottle with a
hardwood stopper halls from an old Eng-

lish edition "LItchford's National Bou
quets'bearing the coats-of-ar- ms of all na
tions on the labels. "Baby Mine" perfuras
has a baby's head In glass for a stopper;
and "Charley Ross Cologne" wears that ill-fat- ed

child's curly head and his name
"blown in the glass." Several of the Char-
ley Ross series have two-inc- h circular mir-

rors imbedded in the glass; for what reason
is unknown. This long, narrow milky glass
bettle, opal tinted, Is an authenticate"
Japanese perfume bottle; a patriotic out-

burst In some bottlemaker's breast prompt-

ed this quaint old bottle covered with stars;
and some botany-lover- 's touch blossoms out
in these little square bottles decorated with
three-leafe- d clovers on their four sides,
with similar trefoils as stoppers. In this
class, too. come the Persian or Turkish
attar-of-ros- e bottles in gilded glass with
gilded stoppers; and the little French glass
"smelling salts-bottle- s" or 'vlniagrettes" of
our mother's girlhood days in French blue
giags violet, pale amber or opal tint.

Old hair oil bottles are a class by them-

selves, too; and a droll lot they are, now
that no one uses hair oil. Everybody re-

members this little queer green bottle-sha-ped

like a violin case, and dedicated, if
no mistake is made, to "Dr. Maccasar's'
hair oil-- the earliest of the unguentary in-

ventors. In this other hair oil bottle is blown
a rose and bud. withleares; the four corners
being strangely ornamented with a twisted
cord, or rope device; while this other one,
with equal Irrelevance, bears a polka-d- ot

and pin-stri- pe design in glass. On the old
perfume and hair oil bottles civil 'war in-

come tax stamps are yet found, and the
knowing men who buy up old bottles make
a tidy penny on the sals of them..i;

rcttlra with a fr.r." --"3 T'rrzzzl f-- .t:
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Bloom of Youth" probably plastered on
Susie's fresh cheeks forty years ago when
she was sixteen or thereabouts. In this
pretty old white spiral bottle you see Rob-
ert the druggist's grandmother's perfume
bottle; and this long walsted diamond- -
marked bottle, with a faded pink ribbon bow
on It. belonged to Mrs. Arnold's second hus
band's first wife, and has been long treas
ured. solely on that account. Across seas,
no doubt, this opal bubble, an inch long.
has Journeyed, to be cherished long years

.In Sarah Emellne Codman'.s New England
work box, and then delivered over to be
hoarded in jeweler's cotton In a Hoosler
bottle collection.

When the bottle mania develops, the bot
tie fancier discovers that he or she has
always hoarded bottles; this amber
"crackled" bottle was picked up years ago
in a "choice for 10 cents" basket in a
Chicago shop; that clear glass "crackled"
bottle Is auty, too; and so is that clear
bottle with "sun-burst- s" all through the
glass. In colored bottles, there is no stop--
ping place. All shades in amber bottles
are things of beauty; ruby bottles are
scarce; blue bottles are numerous, but rare
ly found In the artistic tones of blue; while
green bottles are plentiful, from the fresh
green of the "imported peas" bottle to the
olive greens and darker bottle green tints.
The stained glass possibilities of colored
bottles suggest themselves when the bot
tles are arranged or grouped on shelves or
tables near a sun-l- it window. Beautiful in
tint, many of them are also beautiful in
outline, or interesting at least; witness this
dark green high shouldered .bottle, that
deep amber, fat, squat bottle from Holland,
that bright red Bohemian glass steamboat
bar bottle, this irridescent French water
bottle, that barrel-shape- d light amber bot
tle, this olive green three-corner- ed bottle.
that flat paunched glowing ruby jug, with
a crooked handle; they all catch the sun-
light and reflect it in a melody of color.

Among curio bottles, the end Is never at
hand.

In an Indiana collection the old-fashion- ed

brown-amb- er log-cab- in bottle Is a "prize
of the first magnitude, and next to it stands
the "Tippecanoe" bottle, also brown am
ber, representing a log of wood with rough
bark. A birch-bar- k canoe and the word
"Tippecanoe" are blown in the glass, and
the neck and mouth represent a mushroom
growing out of a log. This is a New York
bettle, but the manufacturers circular
states that "as old General Harrison ('Tip
pecanoe') broke up the great Indian con
federation against the whites, so the Tip-
pecanoe remedies," etc., etc. Surely this
bottle Is a tribute to Indiana not to be over-
looked. Also prominent among the curio
bottles is this mi'k-whi- te representation of
Bunker Hill monument; this clear glass
tower, five stories high, with a shingled
roof and chimney; this Kentucky flask in
basket pattern, and an enormous fat flask
bearing Kentucky's heraldic device clasped
hands on a shield surrounded by olive
branches and stars. A long amber ear of
corn in glass is another old Kentucky tro-

phy, as is also this diamond-decorate- d bot-

tle bearing a sheaf of rye rampant.
Italian oil or wine bottles, shorn of their

wicker netting, are a graceful lot, "bubbly"
to a strange degree, and the siphons, green
or blue, are Interesting hung against a win
dow. Local drug bottles open another by
path, and will tell the history of local drug
shops by names in the glass some years
hence. A graceful double bottle, pout ins
oil from one mouth, vinegar from the other,
is also a genuine foreign curio, and this
American "pop bottle" i3 not to be lespised
as a sample of achievement in weight, hi
larity and thick green glass. In this squat.
brown stone bottle the touch of a humorist
potter is in evidence; it is stamped "Bitter
wasser," and bears a crown and legend.
After it had been rounded by the potter's
skillful hand he slapped two sides of it
flat for no reason other than a purely joc
ular one, it seems then grained the soft
clay of the bottom with his broad-fibere- d

thumb, leaving a deep dent of the same
visible In the bottom as he lifted the fin
ished fat stone bottle to the shelf over his
head.

But the riddle of this deep blue Dutch
bottle no man can read; it is flat, high- -

shouldered, with strange fins doubled over
on its breast. It has queer curlycue3 down
Its margins, and a tree of three unbotanl- -

cal blooms flourishes on its front; scallops
curvet here and there, and buddln:? wings
are detected. It slants on its base so It
cannot stand upright, and it would have
passed out into the world long ago but that
the druggist who discovered if in Iiis cellar
couldn't make a turpentine labl stick on
it." The Buddha of bottledom. verily, to be
cnerlshed for Its color, its usefulness and
it! inscrutability. Last and best, perhaps,
in point of suggestive interest and value
ernes a small rough green bottle, terraced
as to its sides and bearing on its two flat
faces these words: "By the King's royal
patent, granted to Robt. T. Turlington for
his invented balsam of life, London, Jan.

1770." Robert Turlington and George
the Fourth are dust, long yrars ago (the
inventor of a balsam of life shDiiId precede
a King these days), but the little red-gree- n

boitle, with careful handling, may see many
other centuries yet. It was found in a New
Albany drug shop, once the property of Dr.
Thomas Ralph Austin, a much respected
English gentleman, who lived many years
in this city, served through our civil war.
and died here in 1SS4, an honored clergyman
of the Episcopal Church. InMr. Meredith
Nicholson's "Boosters". Dr. Austin is men-

tioned. He was the Federal surgeon who
told Byron Forcythe Willson the story wo-

ven bv him into his famous poem, "The
Old Sergeant." EMMA CARLETON.

New Albany, Jan. 4.

OUT OF THE ORDINARY.
The national debt of the United States Is

only about $e to every IjQO of its wealth.
A systematic count by States shows that

there were 2.5S3 lynchlngs in America dur-
ing the past sixteen years.

During the last hundred years the hours
of labor in England have been reduced
from sixteen to ten, and in many cases-t- o

eight.
A curious criminal law exists in Greece.

A man who is there sentenced to death
waits two years before the execution of the
sentence.

The Liberty statue in New York Is 151

feet high, the pedestal is 155, and the total
height above low-wat- er mark Is 303 feet and
eleven inches.

About 12.000.000 persons share In the
J175.000.000 dividends just distributed in New
York, and half of the number are deposi-
tors in savings banks.

There are 73.000 Americans living in Paris.
The gay city has many attractions for the
people on this side. Americans dislike any
slow and stupid place.

The United Kingdom of Great Britain and
Ireland started into existence on Jan. 1,

1S01. with a population of 15.700,000. Its pop
ulation in 1900 in round numbers Is 41,000,000.

There are now thirty-thre- e cities In Ger-
many with over 100,000 inhabitants each.
vivc Mannheim. Essen, Posen, Kiel and
Kassel have been added to the list since
1S95.

By means of large kites with cross wires
a New Jersey man has measured the al.-tu- de

at which wild ducks fly. After many
observations he has fixed the average
height at 1.500 feet and the speed at forty-seve- n

and one-ha- lf miles an hour.
The distribution of congressional garden

seeds this year will be the largest ever
made, it is said, the appropriation for this
nurnose having Increased frora IO.CC0 to
jno.OOO, which will add J.CC0 packages of
seeds to each Congressman's Quota.

One of the most curious mlr.rs that to
vrcrlird Is in Tcr.-iil- n, Chin, rri::ro, tn a
r-- -3 fcTnr-t:r-, et n c"r2 fr; f- -?-
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Are the Skin Scalp Slair and
Hands Preserved Purified

and Beautified by

- nil P
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TI 7TILLIONS of Women Use CUTICURA SOAP assisted hy
AVI Cuticura Ointment, the Great Skin Cure, for preserving:,
purifying and beautifyingr the skin, for cleansing the scalp
of crusts, scales, and dandruff, and the stopping; of falling: hair,
for softening:, whitening:, and soothing: red, rough and sore
hands, for bafcy rashes, itching:s, and chafings, in the form of
baths for annoying: irritations and inflammations, or too free or
offensive perspiration, in the form of washes for ulcerative weak-

nesses, and many sanative antiseptic purposes which readily
suggest themselves to women and mothers, and for all the pur-

poses of the toilet, hath, and nursery. No amount of persuasion
can induce mothers who have once used these great skin purifiers
and beautifiers to use any other, especially for preserving and
purifying the skin, scalp, and hair of infants and children
CUTICURA SOAP combines delicate emollient properties derived
from CUTICURA, the great skin cure, with the purest of cleans-

ing Ingredients and the most refreshing of flower odors. No
other medicated soap is to be compared with it for preserving,
purifying, and beautifying the skin, scalp, hair, and hands. No
other foreign or domestic toilet soap, however, expensive, is to be
compared with it for all the purposes of the toilet, bath, and

'
nursery. Thus it combines in ONE SOAP at ONE PRICE, viz,
TWENTY-FIV-E CENTS, the BEST skin and complexion soap,
and the BEST toilet and baby soap in the world.

Complete External and IrVornal Treatmont for Every Humor,
Connistin? nf nrfTtrrnA Hoap (H.'). la e!eano tbe skia of era it and

wmmTrSj to instantly allay itching, inflarfctnation, and irritation, and aooth and
iL (LU heal, and Cuticcra Uesolvext (50c.) , to cool ami elan th blood.

A fiisi.E SKTii often cufiicicnt to cure the mot tortarinif.dUfirnrlnK,
THE CCT Ql OC and humiliating kln.acalp, and blood humora, with Iom of tair.wbea
1 HC OL 1 1 $ltü aiielaefaU. boll throughout tie world.

condition, and is used la making cofflns,
troughs and for carving and other pur-
poses.

An old record has been unearthed In
Ulster county. New York, in which a con
sistory of Dutch clergymen, away back in
1067, set forth their supplication" to the
civil authorities to suppress kissing games
and a popular pastime known as "pulling
the goose."

The population of the whole world is
about 1,500,000,000. Of this Great Britain and
her colonies has 25:2 per cent.; Russia. Sjj
per cent.; France, 6.3 per cent.; the United
States, 5.7 per cent.; Germany, 4.C per cent.;
Austro-Hungar- y, 3.1 per cent.; Italy, 2.2
per cent.

How many will go to Cape Nome In the
spring to search for gold is the question
troubling Seattle (Wash.) outfitters. The
first wild ru?h is over, but it Is expected
that, in spite of this, between 6,0u0 and
8,000 will be on their way to the gold fields
when the season begins.

Chicago Is still pre-eminen- tly the leading
port of the Great Lakes. A total of 7,CVJ
vessels entered the harbor up to Dec. 1.
Euflalo, Cleveland and Milwaukee were
close rivals for, second place. The records
show 3.864 entrances at Buffalo, 3,343 at
Cleveland and 3,057 at Milwaukee.

A veritable "quick luncheon," it is said,
is to be had at a restaurant in Paris, where
a dinner of several courses composed of
concentrated food in the form of tablets
can be consumed in a few minutes. The
entire meal. Indeed, can be carried about
in the vest pocket or pocketbook.

Turquoise mining in New Mexico is of
very remote origin. Many of the present
mines, when located. Indicated operations
by the Inhabitants of New Mexico at a time
prior to or contemporaneous with the Az-
tecs. 5tone and earthen vessels of great
antiquity being found in the workings.

In every rank of life in Norway young
men and maidens exchange rings on be-
coming engaged. These rings are worn by
the men as well as the women for the rest
of their lives, and. consequently, one al-
ways knows at once whether a man Is
either married or engaged directly one sees
his hand.

There is an Increasing flood of copper
pennies which has already overrun the of-

fices of the School Board inJte borough of
Queens. New York. The fiumey is part of
the contribution or tne cnuaren to me iuna
to cid th? rchocl chll-r- rn of Galveston.
V. ra CT3 n.rro co f- -r. r.r.d they are still

Sores and Ulcers never become chronic
unless the blood is in poor condition if
sluggish, weak, and unable to throw off
the poisons that accumulate in it. The
system must be relieved of the unhealthy
matter througli the sore, and great danger
to life would follow should it heal before
the blood has been inade pure and healthy
and all impurities eliminated from the sys-
tem. S.S.S. begins the cure by first cleans-
ing and invigorating the blood, building
up the general health and removing fronx
the system A QOfJOTrTT CLZT:iall morbid, ,
effete matter. UFU1 71. 1.7.When this has been accomplished th dis-
charge gradually ceases, and the sore or
ulcer heals. It is the tendency of these old
indolent sores to grow woe and worse,
and eventually to destroy the bones. Local
applications, while soothing and to some
extent alleviate pain, cannot reach the seat
of the trouble. S. S. S. does, and no matter
how apparently hopeless your condition,
even though your constitution his broken
down, it will bring relief when nothing
else cnn. It supplies the rich, pure blood
necefsary to heal the sore and nourish
the debilitated, diseased body.

Mr. J. 1. Talbcrt, Lock Jicx 24S. Winona, Mia,
lays: "Sir ycari tjjo my Uz tiom the knee to
the foot was one solid aore. Styera I vhraiciana
treitcd me ar.4 I made two tripe to I let bprinr,
but found no relief. I was induced to tr S. tJ ,
and it made a complete cure. I have been a pet
fcctlr well man ever ince."

is the only purely veg-
etable blood purifier
known contains no
poisonous minerals to
ruin the digestion ami

add to, rather than relieve vour suCFer-trg- s.

If your ßesh dot not heal readily
when scratched, bruised or cut, vour bloodb in bad coudition, cxd cny ordinary ccrob cpt to brcc - ch.rcr.ic
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