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By OLIVE SANXAY.

Elea called hipe “the nimble man™
one night at the thoater, after he
shifted his base and mode of attack
gral LIIMes.

“1t is good characterization, too,” sald
ingly chewing her fan. "Tell
not Me. Emmett impress you as
" manT"'

e, Emmett certainly did.
vow 'Il be honest with you,” John J.
wont to =ay, to preface his
‘ tising a leaa brown finger In
; face. Emmett claimed it was his
k wky blood made him dark-skinned.
] id hers made her fair.
Now 1’11 be honest with you,” he began,
parried his advances for the twen-
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picase don't be honest with me,
M mmetl,” pleaded Elsa, “you're always

: cigreeable when youls® honest."”
‘wow 1I'll be honest wlﬂfﬁ" he pro-
‘ |  regardless of her ﬁ;ﬂest. “You
arc a very nice young lady, 8881 am very
’ y impressed with what I've seen
; but all I really know about you

j«. that you have a pretty face.”

actly,” retorted the girl promptly,
. [ do not know even that much about
you, smile that reminded
J J. of an Imminent bald spot, an em-
: s plain countenance, and a scant
{ five feet, five In bis boots. His
‘able feature, Indeed, was a lip
¢, protrudicg in a habit at
)} and aggressive, could yet, on

with a sweel

el

ns, be gentle, even devout. He

v B » with Elsa.
that you have 2 pretiy face,” he
ug his eyebrows with an apprals-

ure it isn't necessary you should

k v more,"” said she.
otber man explained to you
he } y you are?"
quite 2 number."”

: gleamed In appreewation of her
1, but he tutned to the stage as

absorbed in the play. It was
ane of t  modern war dramaz in which
tl pectacular is much enveloped in the

L

fighting,” volunteered Elsa,
as the histrionic blue
lown upon the boards with an
and the other girls in the
box 2l lered appealingly at Emmett and

rward,

-

" sald Emmett, with disgust. At
that moment he intensely approved &f

and hitched his chair
heard Elsa saying philosophi-

those
other girls, littie
pearer

theirs.

~ ne

cally, “is because, being a coward’ your-

f, you are jealous of the spectacle of
bravery in otherw"

“Do you thing I am a coward, Miss
Grant?”

"y es "

“Ard you do nel like cowards?"
*No,” with slow indifference, turning her
ghoulder to him.
occasion was her third encounter,

Thelr fourth was disastrous. It was at
Mr. Vane's fete. Elsa saw him approach-
ing down the long rooms, and inspired with
perversity, fled with young Vane into a

corner screened by palms and a barricade
Into this fastness Emmett
penetrated with his usual aprlomb and suc-

( coaperons.

¢+ eded In routing her partner.
‘hat accomplished, “I'm surprised,” he
announced.
Dear me!" exclaimed Elsa petulantly,
“i= that your normal condition? If you
1 me, I should think you'd have learnad
better by this time.”
he repeated aggraval-

“I'm surprised,"”

tie had a trick of clipping his first syl-
les and drawling the last ones that kept
the listeners always pleasantly at sea.
Flsa felt the fascination of this trick and
siruggled with it

surprised,"” explained Emmett, in-
culgently, “because you sald the last time
| w you that you would not be here.”
Well, that was last week. You surely

i m

don't expect me to think tha same way
two weeks running, do you? I'll tell you
now I never do it.

‘Well, T like consistency.”

“Then 1 will not be conslstent."”
"*You don't want me to like you?”
“Not especially.”

t I want you to like me.”

Yes; that is why 1 won't do it.”

OUh, yes, you will,” drawled Emmett,
“You don't know me very well yet,
the longer you know me the better
| like That has always been
experience, Women always like me
r a long acquaintance.”
like other women."
true. Still, I repeat, when
better you wiil like me bet-

me.
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1 will fall in love
“*Well, it has ha pened before.™

I shan't. But if I should feel inclined to,
with all my might to stop, and

why
with
e you want

. 1-
eI

you

i
me .

should object to
i1 ll)l"
me

entrenced

to s0o much."
him, but the
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wors,”” sald he.

Hstily flluminated by long
Apaness lanterns swinging
breeze, Couples zné groups
occupied seats
feeling

in
of
in
her spirits rise
the brink of
alls stocd a few Inches
nd peeped nundar the lid.
e something to throw in it,” she
8 “1 like to make a splash."

=tood about or

1ged al

. h drink the water?™'
i cant help that I =must make a

That would make a

Emmett replied. with

L lance that swept her low-cut

i'-f '-'-_- bod] and the chifon ruffes that

r i . ' | -

she agreed, "“if you will
irds and rescue me."”

tepped upon the well. This

adventage of looking down

Jur In afterw;:

! you remember I am a coward,” he
Feminded her. “Am I a coward?”

i s
I'm not.*™

“Prove ir.”

“My

“Oh—your word!<behold a hero! She
declaimed dramztically, as a throng of
guesta passed down the adjicent roadway;
nor did the rising color in Emmett's face
detain her.

“No

w U(‘o!—- —

“Behold a her» on his pedes-

tal. The pedestal, friends and fellow-eiti-
zons, is the hero'a delight. To be looked
up to, to be adored—ah, to prolong that
deliclous sensation'”

“ls that the sensation you're giving him*"'
luquired a volice behind her, as Emmett ob-
siinately held his position in the face of
her mockery—"1 wish you'd pass it
around.”

‘aptain Castle horors me with his dis-
Eke” said Emmett, when the former had
Eire on. “"Because,” he coatinued, wateh-
Ing her narrowily, “he likes you himself.”
u"*.‘apt&h Cgstle is in Jove with Mrs. Cas-

e.” sald the - et b
“The fast tha ... ,,‘v e
Rot prevent his admiring yom™

.
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“Jrwere Want I'si
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You a¥ badly as you have treated me, how
much would you do for me? Would you

Jump into the well after me?"
“If T were you and you were I—lét me
see—that would depend”—

“It would depend on how—much you
cared for me.”

“No, it [ were y~u and you were I it
would depend on how much you cared for
m=. Dear me, I'm afraid your hypoihesis
is too much for me. I'm getting my pro-
nouns all mixed up. Give me an casler
one," '

“How much do you care for me?" ven-
tured Emmett rashly. His lips shook as
he gazed down upon aer. All the hardness,
all the cynicism was gone. Angry at his
words, she was yet dominated by his re-
gard. But she had no time to reply, well or
11, before Emmett sald, with sudden change
of expression, pursing his lip abstraccedly:
“You have dropped your hanakerchief; al-
low me,” and returned it to her heavy with
dew. 4

The moment past, Elsa despised herself.
“Nimble” was too mild'a term for him--
far too mild, but for herseif was any term
of contempt harsh enough!

“Captain Castle!" she called desperately,
“I'm so tired of heroes and hero-worship.
And T'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
Eisa 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 wgs
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 hani.

“Me apologize!” ejaculated Emmett, fall-
ing into Southern colloquialism in his vexa-
tion. Nevertheless, he turned and jolned
her. '

“I thought T ought to give you an oppor-
tunity,” Elsa rippled, unable to resist tri-
umphing over him. “I knew vou 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 1 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, d 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 your 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 flancee, then?"

“Cartainly not,”” said Elsa, promptly,
but unable to control her color under this
aavance.,

“Why not?”

“Because I don't want to.”

“Why don't you want to?”

“Because I despise you,” cried the girl,
ker 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-
tain her, then broke into nervous laughter.

“You're a strange person. I don't ander-
stand you,” he said In an uneven wvoice.
“Hut 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!” 8She was calling him to
herself “‘coward, coward, coward!”

“You would make a lovely wife for seme
feliow,” Emmett went on with transparent
cffort, “but you'd need a lot of tralning.”

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

“Don't yvou want to make home pleasant
for yvour 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,
vou 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,”” sald Elsa, with lan-
guid assurance, “but not in this case."

Emmett laughed. “Why don’'t you like
me?’ he asked suddenly. ,

“RBecause yvou are the sort of man who
wants to master every one with whom he
comes in contact.”

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

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

“You have a lot ¢f fun out of me, Miss
Grant, don't you?' She nodded, still si-
lently amused.

“Very well, laugh if you please. But you
will end by loving me yet. Yon 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 apd love your master,
Allow me to bid you good night.”” Hé bowed
exaggeratedly as he opened ber deor and
let her in.
“Why, oh why,” mused Elsa, wltbl. a sud-
den wild impuise togtry 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
count A

She got it from Captaln Castle. :

“Have you heard the news?"” sald he, re-

joiced at his opportunity.
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to cover, Elsa wondered. But some light
filtered into her consciousness turdugh her
companion’'s speech. At any rate, Agnes
lane and Bertha Castle were making com-
mon cause against her. The reason was
not far to seek. And the inference was that
she was a formidable opponent. XHer spir-
its rose again. 2

“It seems the engagement is an old one,
but is soon to be public properiy now, and
I guess the cards are coming. I always
thought Emmett was in love with you, I
suppose 1 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-naturedly.

Castle looked shame-faced. “I'm an ass"
he sald. “But I'm so much oldér 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 his actions those of an engaged
man. I fancied you might ke 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 myseif.”

“1 differ from the fellows only in the
term. Uve always called him ‘nimble.’
He changes his mental attitude so easily.
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,” gald 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 distinetly, and it was pale.
Without a second's deliberation, E'sa 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
go long. Have you been vexed with me
about something?"

“Did you care?'
she did not answer.
that you wanted me to come again,”
said, with an effort.

“No other reason?"”

1f 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. 1 was flirting
at first, Elsa—only at first. But I love you,
love you, love you!™

“Yes: I know you love me," she sald, and
felt his hands, which covered hers, trembie,
“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
Hitle more than that, John!”

“Are you laughing at me?” he said,
hoarsely: “are you playing with me? I love
yvou with ali my soul. I love you too much,
God knows. Life Is worthless to me with-
out yvou,”

“And vet,” she answered, suddenly re-
mote, “vou 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-morrow. I'll
break it to-night.”

“Not on my account. T 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—l do not
love you.”

., “Then why have you done this?" he asked
her, after a silence.

“Because you dared to say to me (hat 1
would Inevitably end by falling in love with
you. Because from the first you treated
me as a [lirt. Because you boasted of your
attraction for other women as none but a
cad would boast, Because you did not be-
have haonorably 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 faces. “Let us shake hands
and say good-bye without malice,” giving
him her hand which he touched mechani-
cally, “And I have to thank you for the
amusement vou have afforded me—no, do
nct be angry! I have only played fair, and
—and”—she hesitated, ‘‘only that I could
not trust you, 1 would have loved you."
And turning with a gesture of finality, she
mounted the steps.

U'nder his steady gaze
“l was not sure that—
he

"

At a Tenement Wiandow.,

Sometimesd my needle stops with half-drawn

threa

(Not often though—each moment’'s waste means
b

read,

And missing stitches leaves the little mouths
unfed.)

I look down upon the dingy court below;

A tuft of grass i= ail it has to show—

A broken pump, where thirsty children go.
Above, there shines a bit of sky so small
That it might be a passing bluebird's wing,
One tree leans up against the high brick wall,
And there the sparrows twitter of the spring,
Until they waken in my heart a cry
Of hunger, that no bread can matisfy.

Always before when Maytime took her way
Across the flelds, I followed close. o-day

I can but dream of all her bright array.

My work drops down. Across the =ill I lean,
And long, with bitter longing, for unseen
Rain-freshened paths, whore budding woods

ETOW Ereen.
The water trickles from the pump below

v the stones. With eyes half-shut, I hear
it falling In a pool where rushes grow,

And feel a cooling presence drawing near.

d now the sparrows chirp again. No, hark!
inﬂnm as of some far meadow lark.

It la the same old mi-acle applied

TUnto myself, that on the mountain-side

The few small loaves and fishes multiplied.

Behold, how strange and sweet the mystery!

The birds, the broken pump, the gnarled tree,

Have the fullness of Lhe spring to me.
For in the wall

Mc.‘ L"“ﬁ&ﬁ m ‘t'mu.oft - m::ul!

- ng tuft of green,

Wide bloom-filled meadows where the cattle

pAass.
it can be but dimly I divine,
%‘;mh. God-given, make the whole loaf

—Annie Fellows Johnston, In Poetry of Indiana.

sorbing if not more interesting exposition
of human life than old china or old pic-
tures. What may be called the *“‘bottle
craze” or “bottla 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 swas 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
“craze” 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 saild of Phil May's pic-
tures—"sticky with human interest.” Once
in the fleld 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,
afier all, only a teapot, but every bottle is
another story. Note, for twenty-four 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-day bottles—the working-class
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 s=hould, a revelation and a recrea-
tion. Chasing bottles to their lairs—lest
the *“‘craze” spread and other bottle fanci-
ers pull the ground from under you—begets
alertness and vigilance. It leads the bottle
devotee behind counters and under counters
in second-hand 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 towns, 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
botties 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-not called
for.

For old bottles as expositors of early
bottle-making, in this or other countries,
the dusty bins of old drug-shops hold the
heart of the matter. Data or literature
concerning these old botties is sadly lack-
ing; but the bottle itself has eloguence.
Here are the small, dark or light green,
rcund bottles the early days—sixty
years old at least—blown by the breath of
man, molded almost in the alir by
the, magic of that breath—before bottle-
molds were invented; thin almost as a
vapor—"bubbly" and uneven in fabric—
rough 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 medi-
cine-bottle cost extra; a dime for the drug,
perhaps; but always 15 and 25 cents for the
vial which contained it. In these thin,
iong round-topped vials powders were al-
ways sold; and these weée ones were for
tinctures, whose names were attached on
curious old cut-paper 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-known rolypoly be-
longs to “Winslow's BSoothing 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-bottles some are still on
sale Iin drug shops; others, to be found
cnly by good fortune; some are thick
enough 1o drive naiis with; others can be
crushed in the hand. A well-establishel
Lottle is part of a manufacturer's stock in
trade, and is not often changed; this heavy
old green blacking bottle being identicaliy
the same type of bottle used years 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-bottle ever made, no doubt;
a rough, lop-sided, deep green heptagon,
with a round neck one-third its length—
bearing the legend, **Theophile Rounsard,
Paris.” A saddlebags bottle, this; small,
souare and glass-stoppered—all saddle-
bags bottles were of uniform size; and this
three-cornered 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 =old by the ounce; but in earlier bottlie-
days, 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-extract perfume bottle—
half a century old; and that bottle with a
hardwood stopper hails from an old Eng-
lish edition—*Litchford’'s National Bou-
quets’'—bearing the coats-of-arms of all na-
ticns on the labels. “Baby Mine" perfum?
has a baby's head in glass for a stopper;
and “Charley Ross Cologne™ wears that ill-
fated child's curly head and his name
“blown in the glass.”” Several of the Char-
ley Ross series have two-inch circular mir-
rors imbedded in the glass; for what reason
is unknown. This long, narrow milky glass
bottle, opal tinted, Is an authenticated
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-leafed clovers on their four sides,
with similar trefoils as stoppers. In this
class, too, come the Perslan or Turkish
attar-of-rose bottles—in gilded glass—with
gilded stoppers:; and the little French glass
“smelling salts-bottles” or “viniagrettes” of
our mother's girlhood days—in French blue
glass— violet, pale amber or opal tint.

Old hair oil bottles are a ciass by them-
selves, too; and a droll lot thﬂy are, now
that no one uses hair oil. Everybody re-
members this little queer green bottle—

of

-

bottle; and this long waisted diamond-
marked bottle, witha 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 Emeline Codmanis 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-
tle fancler discovers that he or she has
always hoarded Dbottles; this amber
“erackled’ bottle was picked up years ago
in a “choice for 10 cents” basket in a
Chicago shop; that clear glass *“‘crackled™
bottle iz a_beauty, too; and so is that clear
bottle with *“‘sun-bursts’™ 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-lit 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-shaped light amber bot-
tle, this olive green three-cornered 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-fashioned
brown-amber log-cabin 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-bark canoe and the word
“Tippecanoce'” are blown in the glass, and
the neck and mouth represent a mushroom
growing out of a log. This is a New York
bcttle, 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 remedles,"”’ etc.,, etc. Surely this
bottle is a tribute to Indiana not to be over-
lecoked. Also prominent among the curio
bottles is this milk-white representation of
Bunker HIill 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-decorated bot-
tle bearing & sheaf of ryve 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 loecal drug
shops by names in the glass some years
hence. A graceful double bottle, pouring
oil from one mouth, vinegar from the other,
is also a genuine foreign curio, and this
American “pop bottle” is 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-fibered
thumb, leaving a deep dent of the same
vigible 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; 1t is flat, high-
shouldered, with strange fins doubled over
on its breast. It has queer curiycues down
its margins, and a tree of three unbotani-
cal blooms flourishes on its front; scallops
curvet here and there, and budding wings
are detected. It slants on it base =0 it
cannot stand upright, and it would have
passed out into the world long ag»> but that
the druggist who discovered it in nis cellar
couldn't make a turpentine label stick on
it.” The Buddha of bottledom. verily, to be
cnerished for its color, its usefulness and
its inscrutability. Last and best, perhaps,
in point of suggestive inter>:st and value
comes a small rough green bottie, terraced
asz to itz sides and bearing on i1s two 9at
{aces these words: “By the King's royal
patent, granted to Robt. T. Turlington for
Lis invented balsam of life, London, Jan.
1770.”* Robert Turlington and George
the Fourth are dust, long vears ago (the
inventor of a balzam of life shouid precede
a King these days), but the little red-green
boutle, with caraful Landling, may see many
other centuries yvet, 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 1884, an honored clergyman
of the Episcopal Church. In*Mr. Meredith
Nicholson’s “Hoosiers' Dr. Austin is men-
tioned. He was the Federal surgeon who
told Byron Forcythe Willson the story wo-
ven by 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 $€ to every $0 of its wealth.

A systematic count by States shows that
there were 2,583 lynchings 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 to
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

the pedestal is 155, and the total
lr:e:i';hhtji%ove low-water mark is 306 feet and

eleven inches.
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share in the

people on this side.
slow and stupid place.

The United of Great Britain and
Ireland started into existence on Jan. 1,
1801, with a population of 15,700,000. Tts pop-
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ONS of Women Use CUTICURA SOAP assisted by
Cuticura Ointment, the Great Skic Cure, for preserving,
purifying, and beautifying the skin, for cleansing the scalp
of crusts, scales, and dandruff, and the stopping of falling hair,

Are the Skin Scalp Hair and
Hands Preserved Purified
and Beautified by

for softening, whitening, and soothing red, rough and sore
hands, for baby rashes, itchings, and chafings, in the form of
baths for annoying irritations and inflammations, or too frec 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, bath, and nursery. No amount of perruasion
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 medicafed soap is to be compared with it for preserving,
purifying, and beautifying the skin, scalp, hair, and hands. No

other foreign or domestic foilet soap, however expensive, is to be
compared with it for all the purposes of the toilet, bath, and
nursery. 1 hus it combines in ONE SOAP at ONE PRICE, viz.,
TWENTY-FIVE CENTS, the BEST skin and complexion soap, w
and the BEST toilet and baby soap in the world.

Complete External and IrJsernal Treatment for Every Humo.r‘

Conelsti

heal, and

(uticura
THE SET, $1.25

of CoricTra Boar (25¢.), 1o eleanse the skin of crusts
pcales soften the thickened cuticle, Crricona O1xTHn

to instantly ailay itching, inflach mation, and

UTICORA RESOLVENT (50¢.) , to cool and cleanse the

A BiseLE BET iaoftcn ouflicient to cure the most torturing, dhum
and humiliating skin, sealp, and blood humors, with loss of balr,

ali else fails. Nold throughout the world.

s

condition, and is used In making coffins,
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
1667, set forth their “supplication” to the
civil authoritieg to suppress Kissing games
and a popular pastime known as “pulling
the goose.”

The population of the whole world i=
about 1.50,000.000. Of this Great Britain and
her colonies has 25:¢ per cent.; Russia, 80

r cent.; France, 6.3 per cent.; the United

tates, 5.7 per cent.; Germany, 4.6 per cent.;
Austro-Hungary, 3.1 per cent.; Italy, 22

per cent. '
How many will go to Cape Nome in the
to search for gold is the question

troubling Seattle (Wash.) outfitters. The
first wild rush is over, but it Is expected
that, in spite of this, between 600 and
8000 will be on their way to the gold fields
when the season begins.

Chicago is still pre-eminently the leading
port of the Great Lakes. A total of 7,008
vessels entered the harbor up to Dec. 1,
Fuffalo, Cleveland and Milwaukee were
close rivals for second The records
show 3884 entrances at Buffale, 3341 at
Cleveland and 3,067 at Milwaukee.

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

very remote origin. Many of the present
when located, Indieated operations
by the inhabitants of New Mexico at a time
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SORES AND

Sores and Ulcers never become
unless the blood is in poor condition—is
sluggish, weak and unable to throw
the poisons that accumulate in it,
system must be relieved of the unhealthy

matter through the sore, and great
to life would follow should it heal befor

When this has been
charge gradually
ulcer heals, Itis the

event
down, it wi
else can, It
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