VARIATION.

Fre freeze, freeze,
o:‘:’m cold, fraj' streets, O May!
A%I would I had cash to get her—
o ulster I pawned away!
0, well for the pawnbroker’s bt::{,
T‘Lat he shouts with his “uncle” at play;
0, well for the overcoat !
atit haugs in the shop o'er the way;
And thestately breker's down
In&xis heaven under the flash;
But O for the warmth of & vanished coat,
And the sound of a check that is cash!

—Atlanta Constitution.

THE LUCKY MAN.

your true opin-
ion of Bessie Fal-
lington?”

0Old Mrs. Gra-
ham smiled over
her gold apacta:
cles at her nephew
Cecil and, with
just & touch of
humor, asked:

“Why?”

“Well, you know I've been paying
her some attention—"

“And befors committing yourself
you wish to get the opinion -of your
friends.” :

“You state it bluntly, aunt, but I
suppose that is about the truth.”

“Then, Cecil, I can not give you my
opinion.” . .

Cecil withdrew. Asmay be inferred,
he was an indecisive fellow, :and of
course was not now satisfied. Praise
of Bessie from Aunt Mildred would
have decided him. But he was left
exactly as before, except that he

ould draw two opposing inferences.

irst, that if his auut had not favor-
ed his suit she would have advised
against it; second, that her refusal to
give an opinion meant that sheoppos-
ed it.

Such men as he adopt tests, but he
had not ingenuity to invent one. The
secret of such doubt is usually high
self-esteem, which conjures an ideal
worthy of affection. Oddly enoughthe
luminous point in Cecil’s ideal was
fidelity. Bessie's social position was
level with his, but would she be true?
Wasn'’t she a coquette?

Tom Plotton was a downtown
commission merchant—one of those
men who forge ahead on the voyage
of life and by the twin propellers,
energy and determination, reach a

rt of commercial success. Cecil and

e had been college mates, but their
lateacquaintancehad only been casua,
confined to chance meetings at social
gatherings. An outspoken man, but
withal a thorou%hly galland, ac-
quainted with all the marriageable
ladies worth knowing, he was just
the man to render the opinion Cecil
craved. .

He was found in his glass-inclosed
office millerishly white from flour he
had been examining before buying.

“Tom,"” began Cecil, after greetings,
“] came to get your candid opinion
of Bessie Fallington,”

Plotton looked ‘fool’ at him, but
replied: :

“Well, it depends on what the opin-
ion is based. As a commission mer-

-chant, say, she'd be a prime failure;

as a sea captain, ditto, and as—""

“As & wife, for instance.”

“That depends on the man who gets
‘her.”

“Well for me, say?” _

“Oho!"’ exclaimed Plotton, running
his finger through some coffee grains
in a tin box, “you’re in love with her,
are you?" :

“Frankly, yes.”

““And beiore you put yourself in
danger of making & matrimonal
}Jlunder you're around getting opin-

ons.”

‘“Well, bluntly, yes. The same as
2;1011 look into Bradstreets beioresell-

g to a stranger.

“The -stranger’'s credit is doubtful
when I do. °

HWell?”

““You doubt Bessie Fallington?”

“Good gracious, no!” .

*Then what do you want an opinion
-of her for? If you don’t doubt her
you're sure of her. That’sas plain as
A, B, C. If you love her and are sure
of her worth an opinion isn’t worth a
-coffee grain, or shouldn’t be. If yeu
love her you'll pitch in and move
heaven and earth to get her.”

“But I ask your opinion, neverthe-
leas.!)

“Whether it cuts or not?’

“Yes.”

“Give her up.”

“Why?”

‘“‘First, if you.doubt her, she won’t
suit you.”

“I don’t grant that.”

‘“Becond, she’s a pronounced co-
quette; wants wealth in & husband; is
willful; .demands continued petting;

admires men of distinction, men who.

can cut a dash, and especiall
decision, but will. quarrel with him if
her way is crossed; doesn’t know a
saucepan from a gr{ddle, ete., ete., full
of faults—but as pretty as & spring
morning.”

ttishly,

Graham rose
elieve my opinion. I

men of

“You don’t
see. Very good; it’s one sign you love
thegirl. Of course you're invited to
her progressive euchre {urty next
week. (E; and criticise her—if you
can in sight of her beauty. Then we'll
meet and eompare notes.”

‘‘Agreed. Good morning.”

The next Tuesday evening found
Cecil in Bessie’s fashionable home. He
had exactly poised his mind, but the
first sight of her unbalanced it in her
favor. She was rﬁly beautiful, and
her welcome ml;ﬁ ith genuine hospi-
f.a.ht.i. It seemed impossible to criti-
eise her; a good, true heart must ba
the center of puch physical loveliness,
but Doubt whispered: “Wait and
wateh.”

Of gueste, there were seven ladies
and eight gentlemen. Bessie had,
therefore, to choose her first partner,
and Cecil watched eagerly to see which

_)his would be. It was Alfred Donald-

.son Hughes, who had,l

UNT, what is

lately won
literary fame. Bessie smiled brilliant-
ly upon him as they took seats &t the
ace table.

“She's flirting with that fellow,”
muttered Cecil, as the bell rang for

play. Koty ;

“;'hen it rang again for changing
tables he was obliged to remain at
‘the jacktable, because, in watching,
he had blundered stupidly. Bessio
and the author won the game, and
though they were not partners in the
next the merriment between them
continued, and he saw her dart a per-
fect coquette's smile af him as at the
next he went down to the kings.

Tom Plotton was her next partner,
but her sparkle was gone. She scarce-
ly spoke.

“Hump,” muttered Cecil, “quite a
descent from literature to flour. Plot-
ton and I will surely agree, for he is
gndc:ubted]y getting the cold shoul-

er.’'

Yet, despite himself, doubts would
break into the adversedecision. ‘‘Per-
haps she is true after all; her spirits
may be her way of entertainment. I
m%}r be making a fearful mistake.”

inally good luck advanced him and
he became her partner for a game.
She was all life again; exactly as she
had been to the author. He believed
he detected her wish to draw him on
to loving her, and though .flattered,
the old doubt grew stronger. The du-
ties of the hostess did not necessitate
action: she had tried to draw the au-
thor on; she was trying him now. The
only result would be that she would
rekact them both in ridicule.

fusic and promenading through
the spacious house followed cards.
Cecil hastened to engage Bessie as a
companion; the author forestalled
him. He walked angrily into the con-
servatory and stopped before a palm,
ostensibly examining it, but in reality
analyzing his state of mind. Was he
jealous? If so, he really loved Bessie,
but could not ask her to be his when
all he had seen confirmed her coquet-
ry?

Bessie and Hughes came near and
stopped before a large plant, but with
their backs toward Cecil, who was
well screened from them.

“Miss Fallington,” said the author,
in the unmistakable voice of devo-
tion, “do you like literature?”

“Iloveit,”” she replies. “Let me
tell you a little secret that you must
never reveal. Ihave lately had quite
a number of poems published—anony-
mously, of course.”

“Adorable,” she cried, enthusiasti-
cally. “You must show them tome.”

“By no means you would criticise
tpesoo‘r little attempts.”

“Not for worlds. They could not
help being full of fire and genius. But
would you not like to devote your
life, yourself, to literature?”’

“Oh! Mr. Hughes, my humbletalents
wouldn't last a fortnight.”

“I don’t mean in that way; though
your talent would. I mean would
you not like to live always in a liter-
ary atmosphere—in fact, Miss Falling--
ton, as the wife of an author?”

“Pardon me, Mr. Hughes,” she ex-
claimed, “but Ido believe this rare
plant is dying. I must tell father at
once.”

“Don’t turn me aside,” pleaded the
author, trying to catch her hand. “I
love you to——""

“Hush, hush, Mr. Hughes,’’ she whis-
pered. ‘“Here comes some one.”

The some one was Tom Plotton,
and he was coming directly for them.

“Mr. Hughes,” he said, ‘‘they are
asking for you in the parlor. They're
discussing the authorship of a late
annonymous poem. They want you
to help them out.”

“Very well,” replied Hughes, gal-
lantly, “and I think 1 .can make a
good decision on the latest and di-
rectest information,”

“Don’t you dare,” exclaimed Bessie,
with a light laugh, the meaning of
which came in words as soon as the
author was out of hearing.

“Oh, I'm so glad you came, for,
don’t you think, he was just declaring
his love for me.” '

Both broke into a hearty laugh.
Conviction struck Cecil. Tt this
wasn’t an evidence of heartless
coquetry, what could be? He sin-
cerely thanked his good fortune that
his doudts had kept him from de-
claring his own love several months
before in & similar place.

“And I have no doubt,” he heard
Plotton say, ‘“that if I were now to
say that love you, you'd thank
some one for interrupting, and laugh-
a8 heartily over my silliness, wouldn’t
YOII?”

“Perhaps I should.”

““Though you have given me some
encouragement, Bessie.”

“Have I? Come, I want to tell
father this plant is dying.”

They moved away, and 'Cecil re-
turned to the parlor, thrillingwith
pleasure at this narrow escape. He
rejoiced greatly that Bessie Fallington
had never had a chance to laugh at
him. He shortly withdrew elated,
but in the night, doubt of his decision
troubled him. The heart and head
would not agree. The stronger be-
came the latter, the fuller was the
former of r%mt that he ceuld not
have Bessie F'allington.

Next morning he hastened to Plot-
ton’'s establishmont and found that
gentleman in his glass office looking
quite happy. -

o Y commisasion stroke?”’ asked
Cecil.

*‘Yes, an unusual one. Well, T sup-
pose yeu have come to compare notes
&bcal.rr.t Bessie Fallington.” '

i es.’!

“Well, what’s your .decigion?”

“That she is & heartless flirt, and I
think I'll giye up all thoughts of her.”

““You think so.”

“Yes, Onliz think, for I still can’t de-
cide, and [ came again to get your
opinion.”

“Well, I'll let you have it. I don’t
think ehe would make youagood wife.
I believe myself she is & flirt, and has
lots of faults, If I were you I'd look
elsewhere.”’

“This is your earnest, sineere ad-
vice, is it?’

l‘l'fﬁli:l. .Bui‘.l there _i!slanother resson
W ive her up if I were you.”

L ‘%’Vhafis it?” 0 o

“She is engaged.”

i

. ng_around. th
way she did with you and Hughes an
myself, It’s awful. Who to?”

““Well, is's something of asecret yét.
She engaged herself only last’ night.”
*Last night? Not to Hughes?”
Plotton  laughed heartily and
said, “Guess again.” !
“I can’t. Give me the name.”’
‘“Thomas J. Plotton."”

Tom laughed boisterously, nine-tenths
of it being pure, unalloyed joy. :

“But you said,’”’ stammered Cecil,
‘that she was a flirt, no housekeeper,
and full of faults.” :

, “I know I did, and say so still.”

‘‘And going to marry her?”

“Yes, by all means, and we'll be as
happy as any one can be.on earth.
Ilove Bessie Fallington, and if'she
had ten times her faults my love de-
mands that I must have her, and it
will have her. As I tald you before,
love will move heaven and earth to

et its object. I've won her, and let
er faults be what they may,Iloye
her and must have her.”’—Howard M.
Hope in Yankee Blade. :

“HAD HIS OWN WAY,”

His Life Was ‘“‘a Dream,” and She
Sald He Was Happy.

. When Mr. Youngwife came home

that night he sighed dismally, then

hoisted his feet to the mantleshelf,

after the fashion of a dreaming, man,

remarks the New York Recorder.

A light hand waslaid on hisshoulder,
and a silvery voice chirrupped:

“My dear, you musn’t do that; it
ig such bad form. If you want to
rest your tired feet use this lovely
little stool that I made, all covered
with roses.” :

Later on he threw down his paper
and yawned.

“My dear, you mustn’t do that. It
is such bad form. If you want to put
your paper aside, use that lovely
receiver on the wall there, that I
embroidered allin violetsand pansies.”

Later still he struck a match on his
trousers to light his pipe.

“My dear, you mustn’tdo that. It
is bad form. If you want to strike a
match use that lovely little wall mat,
with ‘Scratch My Back’ on it that I
embroidered. It was an idea of dear
mamma's.” '

At breakfast he a.im]essli; dripped
some coffee over a piece of bread.

“My dear, you mustn’t do that it
is such bad form. Never let me see
you do that again. Every time you
wish to eat toast watch me; my way
is exa.ct.ly the same as that of dear
mamma.’’

In the street, cgr he thoughtlessly
crossed his feet.

“My dear,”, some one whispered,
“‘do not do that. It is such bad form.
You know younever would have done
that before you were married. It is
something mamma told me to be par-
ticularly careful about.”

Next evening he threw his shaving
paper in the woodbox.

“My dear, you musn’t do that. It
is such-bad form. Mamma always
mn,kesupapa. throw his papers in the
fire. Use that lovely little holder fill-
ed with cute little red, white and. blue
shaving papers, all embroidered with
blue forget-me-nots, just as mamma
planned out for you.”

After the funeral, two months later,
she was saying, as she untied the
black strings of her mourning bonnet,
?;ud & few friends remained to console

er.

“Dear Tommy, I—I never knew
what killed him. He was so good,
and we were growing more and more
like each other every day.”

‘“Yes,” said Mrs. McGann, sympa-
thetically, ‘he had his own way in
everything. He was se good about
the house. We mnever had a cross
word. Then when I thought our lives
were & dream, he just up and died.”

It is sad,” sobbed Mrs. McGann.

“It is indeed, and now, kind friends
leave me while I throw off these things,
put on my kitchen apron and dust up
and sweep upthehouse. Dear Tommy
was such a lover of order, he could
not sleep well in hisgraveif hethought
there was a lint on the floor. After
that I will sit .down and gaze at his
Ehotograph and let my flood of grief

ave full sway.”

Why Rubinstein Cannot Look at His
Audlence.

The art of “judicious deafness’” has
been much recommended when there
is irritating or scandalous talk in the
air which might excite us to a quarrel
or involve us in unhappy conse-
quences. There are some things, too,
in life that is wiser not to see even
when they are thrust in our way.
Rubinstein, the great pianist, explains
how he saves his stage enthusiasm
ﬁnzl’a.mour preprefrom the “‘wet blan-

e i t

“Why do Isit as if I were asleep
when I play?”’ he said, in reply to a
question. ‘I will gladly tell you how
itis. Bome five years ago, when I
gave a_ certain concert my audience
seemed interested, and I myself was
well disposed. As I was playing some-
thini trom Beethoven without think-
ing, Ilooked around, and there, atthe
other end cf the piand, I saw a lady
foui_ping as fast as possible. It was
ike a.douche of iced water. I closed

| my eyes at once; and since then IThave

rever.dared to even cast aglance at my
audience.” |

Originof Tapestry, '

Tapestry came originally from.
Byzantium, where its weaving was
brought to a high atate of perfection,
1ts expense, like that of all wall . ear-
ving and stucco, was very great.
Stamped leather, which in a ‘measure
superseded it, was also costly and

sible only to the v wealthy.
hits stamped leather consisted of the
skins of goats and calves cut into rec-
tangular shapes and covered with sil-
ver leaf, then varnished with yelfow

]'a,cguer to give the appearance® of
gold. ; 5 : '

. J

Cecil sank into a chair and stared. |

INTERESTING INFORMATION RE-
~ GARDING FARM WORK,

b

It Pays to Keap Bees--Sure Cure
for Scab--Teaching Horses
to Stand--A' New Point
in Feeding. -

It Pave to Keep Bees.

This is my conclusion after a dozen
years of experience,says a writerin the
Ohio Farmer. I find that each year,
a8 Iget to understand them better,
the profit increases. I first started
with plain boxes and let them take
care of themselves except to set small
boxes on top for surplus. I attended
to them whenI got ready whether
the honey season was passed or not,
any day that I happened that way.
Other people did the same and surely
it must be all right. But experience
taught me soon, that this plan was’
good as far as honey and profit were
concerned. Thus I lost about three
years in the old rut of planting with-
out cultivation. The balance of the
time since I have used the Simplicity
hive, with movable frames, and find
that to get profit one must have things
in proper shape, and give the little
occupants a chance., : ’

The first thing to have is & rousing
colony tne first of May boiling over
with bees, in a nice, clean hive, with
new combs all in first-classshape, and
if the season is only an average one
you are sure of 50 1. honey, which
at 20c, perih. would be $10 besides
winter supplies. So it is plain to be
seen that it pays if properly managed.
I should add, further, that sucha
colony will likely cast off a good
swarm. The amount of honey to be
expected must be based on the
strength of the colony in the spring.
A hive of bees, full to overflowing,
will give 20ibs. surplus easier than a
weak colony can build up strong and
gather sufficent food for winter during
the summer months.

My average for five years has been
about 25ibs. to the colony, good and
bad together. The largest amount I
have ever taken was 67Ibs. net, but
50 1bs. often. Ihave the best strains
of Italian the country can furnish,
and find that they are superior to the
*blacks in the ratio of 2 to 3.

A sure receipt for profitisto see
that weak swarms arve built up early
in the fall, before cold weather, by
feeding granulated sugar, asitischeap-
er than honey; but don’t feed any-
thing but the best; as poor feed islike-
ly to give them the dysentery or make
them unhealthy, and before cold
weather sets in pack chaff well
around the frames andlay a chaff
cushion on top, and you will bein
good shape, in ordinary seasons, in
this locality, to show up a handsome
profit next season.

"Ten Acres Enough,”

That was the taking title of a book
published some years ago, in which
the-author endeavored to show how,
under high cultivation, ten acres could

.be made to yield & comfortable living
for an average family. A good deal
of ridicule has been cast at this and
similar attempts to demonstrate the
feasibility of making much of little in
the cultivation of the soil. But the
experiment has been tried, and, under
favorable conditions, not found want-
ing. Men who, like the late Peter
Henderson, have made a thorough
study of the utilization of small areas
know by practical experience that a
great deal of money may be got out
often or twelve acres ol properly cul-
tivated land.

It is said, however, that the condi-
tions of market gariening have great-
ly changed since the Southern truck

| farmers began to flood our markets

with early vegetables and fruits. This

is true; but where our Northern mar-
ket gardeners have had the wisdom
to adopt their product to these
changed conditions theﬁ havecontinu-
ed to make money, although perhaps
not in so large amount.

The time will never come when vege-
tables and the more perishable fruits
can be sent 'from a long distance,
even in'refrigerator cars or steamers,
and arrivein as fresh and appetizing
condition as those grown close at
hand. Hence there will always be a
demand for early fresh vegetables and
small fruits from neighborhood gar-
dens if they are invitingly presented
to the customer. Every large town
and city is a good mine for the market
gardener who is “up  betimes,” and
offers his fresh, wholesome-looking
goods in neat and tasteful, packages.
Untidy packages repel the finest class
ofcustomers, but good taste will-inev-
itably attract them.

A good illustration of this is afford-
ed by the experience of the owner of a
ten-acre tract of land at Andover,
Mass., who found, very naturally,
that general farming did not pay on
80 8mall an acre. He therefore deter-
mined to adapt himself to the situa-
tion by following a higher method.
He planted one-half of his little farm
to a great variety of small fruits, and
devoted theremainder to thegrowth of
vegetables. These he arranges so
that for some seven months he ob-

-tains crofps which can be either dis-
Eosed of at good prices in the mar-
ets of Boston or the nearer city of
Lawrence, or put up in various forms
for sale to Boston customers during
the winter. In the latter case the
fruite and vegetables are carefull
selected and as carefully preaervec{
Ewl:led or put up as nearly as possi-
le in & fresh state.

Liast year besides the fresh fruits
and vegetables gold, some ten thous-
and quart jars of produce were dis-
posed oftin this way. Nearly all the
work was done in the family, thus

saving much expeuse, and the in- |

was about 83,000, Such a re- |

co.
| sult can be obtained, of course, only

by high culture, which implies fore-
thought, skill, industry and good bus-
iness caga.city. But it shows what
can be done on a small tract wisely
managed. - :

Sure Cure for Scab,

A prominent sheep raiser, 8. H.
Todd, of Ohio, says totake 50 pounds
of tobacco stems that you can get at
a cigar factory, aud steep them in
100 gallons of water until ths strength
is all out of the stems. Then take 25
gallons of the tobacco ligquid and put
in 25 pounds of sulphur and boil, not
simmer it, for one-half hour. Take
three-fourths of a gallon of crude car-
bolic acid, and four gallons of soft
soap and heat it up till it will be of
the consistency of an egg prepared for
use. Mix all together and then have
a vat of 16 inches wide and deep
enough so that the fluid will cover the
back of the sheep when standing.

Let the sheep remain in the fluid 90
seconds, then immerse the head en-
tirely under the water and let the
sheep out upon a ¥platform to drain.
Have the platiorm’' so that the
liguid will run back: into the vat,
and have the fluid above blood heat.
In 10 days aftér the first dip use the
same process again. If the sheep are
bad, use one gallon of carbolic acid to
five'gallone of soft soap. 'This treat-
ment won’t kill the sheep, but I am
positive it will clean out the scab. As
soon after dipping as possible, turn
the sheep into the yard and stable
that the premises may  be saturated
from the gri pings of the sheep. If I
had sheep that had the scab badly, I
would fix them a warm place, shear,
feed liberally with grain to keep up
vitality, and in a few weeks after
shearing I would dip them. You
must be thorough, and if the scab has
become fairly seated nothing weaker
than this will do the work. I cured
400 that were badly infected. I would
dip the jthird time before turning to
grass. I haye given thisas a pre-
paration to kill scab, but ;it is a good
general dip.

Teachlng Horses to Stand,
An old horseman gives thefollowing

as his method of training horses to
stand without being tied: Afteryoung
horses have once become entirely bri-
dle-wise, I first endeavor to teach
them the meaning of every word I say
to them. This is not a difficult mat-
ter, provided too many words are not
used at once. The first step is to
adopt some word at the sound of
which they are to understand that
they must stop. Words that are easy
to speak, and which can be made em-
phatic, should be chosen, such as
“ho,” “whoa,” etc., and every time
the word is used the horse to which
it is spoken should be made to obey
fully. Carlessness in regard to this
matter will do more to undo what
has been taught than anything else.
When a horse fully under-
stands the meaning of the word which
you use when you wish him to stop
and stand still, the greater part of the
work is accomplished. He then can
be trusted with safety while you leave
him a short time. To take 1o risk,
and to make the work more effective,
it is & good plan for two to get into
the yehicle to which a horseis hitched,
and, having stopped after a short
drive, one should get.out and leave
him for a short distance. Should the
horse then start, the one in the vehicle
can draw the lines suddenly and thus
Erevent. his getting away. There will

e no trouble in teaching any horse
with an ordinary amount of good
sense to stand as long as you desire
without being hitched, if a Ettle judg-
ment and patience are used in at-
tempting it.

A New Point in Feeding.

Mr. Appleton, breeder and owner
of thefamous Jersey cow, Eurotissima,
in his address before the New York
farmers, calls attention to one rule in
forcing cows that may be of service in
all feeﬁing for profit and that is, that
the roughness of grass must be fed
after the cow has eaten all the rich
ground feed she will take, says the
American Dairyman. The object is
to get as much rich butter-making
foodin her as she can assimilate.
This can best be accomplished with a
well composed ration which relegates
hay and grass to the rear, by feeding
the ration first and all she will eat of
it, then topping off with the other.
The fact is that hay and grass are
losing their grip, so to speak, with
the scientific feeder. While it is not
practical to do away entirely with the
roughness of thefarm, yet it is best to
keep it down as much aspoossible con-
_sistent with the well being of the cow.
It seems to be more useful in helping
digestion than in any intrinsic merit
ofits own. While grass is probably
the best single feed for milk making, it
certainly isnot so good as a well com-
posed ration, except it may be for a
few daysin’‘the summer time, when
the rains and temperature seem to
combine to bring the grass to periec-
tion, but this is an exceedingly limit-
ed time.

Short Items,
The beat mulch we have ever tried
in & young orchard is three inches of

well pulverized soil. It beats six in-
ches of straw, and does not harbor a
host of insects.

Every horse that is expected to
work on the farm during the spring
and summer should have a collar and
set of harness Eroperly fitted to it.
’ghis will lessen the risk of galled shoul-

ers.

Keep down the weeds in your straw-
berry patch with the hoe in the rows;
between, with the cultivator. Clean
cultivation pays here. Strawberries
can be carried'through alongdrought,

' where with mulching they would die.

Let the farmers’ wives and daugh-
ters study the science of poultry rais-
ing if the farmer himself has not the
time or inclination to attend to it.
We know that in the greater number
of cases the farmer’s wife does not
need this suggestion, for she has learn-
ed the value to the household of the

poultry yard,

.

*

e

" HOW ANIMALS BEAR PAIN.

Thelr Mute Herolsm In Suffering
Puts Man to Shame.

One of the pathetic things connect-
ed with this kaleidoscopic nonsense
people call life is the manner in which.
the animal kingdom endures suffering,
says a writer in the Florida Times-
Union. Take horses, for instance, in

‘battle, and, after the first shock of a

wound, they make no sound. They
bear the pain with a mute, wondering
endurance, and if at night you hear a.
wild groan from the battlefield, it

‘comes from their loneliness, their loss

of that human companionship which-
seems absolutely indispensable to the-
comfort of domesticated animals.

The dog will carry a broken leg for
days wistfully but uncomplainingly.
The cat, gtricken with club or stone
or caught in some trap from which it
gnaws its way to freedom, crawls to
some secret place and bears in silence:
]S')a.in- which we could not  endure.

heep and other cattlemeet the thrust
of the butcher’sknife without a sound:

tense agony without complaint.

The dove, shot unto death, flies to
some far-off bough, and as it dies the
gilence is unbroken save by the patter
on the leaves of 'its own life blood.
The wounded deer speeds to some
thick brake, and in pitiful submission.
waits for death. The eagle, struck in.
midair, fights to the last against the-
fatal summons. There is no moan or
sound of pain, and the defiant look
never fades from its eyes until the lids-
close over them; never to uncover
again.

Here ig an example of this splendid
endurance right before us, which proud
man in vain tries to emulate. A mule
haltered to apost awaiting treatment,.
one of its hind feet a suppurating sore,
the frog festering and running out. Its
whole body droops and its eyes are
strained and agonizing. The’ veterin-
ary surgeon standing by says that the
lightest touch of that foot to the
ground causes the most intense pain,.
and yet there is nosound, nothing but
that patient endurancethat astonish-~
es and appals.

A USE FOR THE FLEA.

Woman Stake Money Upon His
Uncertaln Movements,

According to Fanny Ward the wo-
men of Chili have acurious little game
of chance which is played by putting
a small piece of raw beef on a sheet of
fly-paper and watching the feas
attack it. The player at the side of
the beef first reached by a flea wins
the money. Minister Schuyler ob-

served a practice similar to this
among the natives ot Turkestan, the
difference being that the players
there made use of lumps of sugar and
waited for the flies to alight on them.
An imaum, learned in the law, told
Mr. Schuyler that this gamblinggame,
still affected by New Orleans negroes,
was of very ancient origin. Perha
the Vedic worshipers used to sprinkle
the succulent ghi on the ground and
watch the flies alight onit. Clearly
there is nothing new under the sun.
And speaking of the antiquity of
things. Dr. Phene, in a recent lecture
before the British Society for the En-
couragement of the Fine Arts, proved
conclusively, as it seemed, that the

part of the voluminous ol
poem, the “Mahabharata.”

of Tennyson’s Arthurian poetry, as

more than a free translation of it.
He Had Studied. B

. It is to be feared that even in the-

United States so-called liberally edun-
cated men are sometimes ignorant of:
many simple and useful things; but:
what shall be said of the state of edu-
cation in China, as pictured by the
author of “Chinese Characteristies?”

It is exceedingly common to find
men who have spent more years in
study than they can remember, who
yet cannot read the simplest collo-
quial book, nor repeat a page of
what they have studied.

A few months ago the writer met in
a dispensary a man who seemed to
be examining his tally-card with a
minute attention whichindicated that
he recognized thecharacters. Thelat-
ter were tew and simple, merely indi-
cating his sumname and number,
“Wang, Number 236."

On being asked if he knew the char-
acters by sight, he replied that he
recognized ‘“‘about. half of them.”

“And have you studied at school?'”

“Oh yes.”

“How long have you studied?”

“Twelve years!”

Four Thousand Mummies on &
Battlefield.

A traveller who has just returned
from Bouth America states that om-
the battlefield of Tarapaca, in the
desert, the dead are still lying just as
they fell in the battle between the
Chilians and the Peruvians. There

, were about 4,000 of them, and nearly

1,000 horses are left unburied, for
the Chilians, who were marching
through a horrible region of dronght:
and death, had no time to dig sepul-
chres. But it never rains onTarpaca,.
and the sun has dried the corpses.
and the nitrate in the soil has pre-
served them, and upon the plateaw
5,000 mummies lie in ghastly confu-
gion, with their broken swords and
bayonets all as fresh looking as on
the day of that mumora.bla%a.ttla.

There is no bird, or beast, or insect in
that horrible desolation, and if no-
body interferes with the relics thew

will remain the same for centuries

and even common poultry endure in- ’

legends of King Arthur and the Round--
Table Knights, instead of being a.
peculiar property of Western Europe,..
are really a mere transcript from a .
Hindoo -

The likeness is so striking that some -

read by Dr. Phene along with extracts .
from the Indian epic, seemed nothing

)




