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Lmp.ipror \Vilmnu of Germany is said
'r he working on a project to secure
the dissrmameut of all the nations of
Europe.

In the death of Baron Hausmann,
Paris loses the architect who, with the
assistance of Napoleon III., made her so
beautiful. It cost a great deal of money,
remarks the Cincinnati Enquirer, but in
the long run it paid. -

There are 5000 Indians still living of
reservations in New York. They are civ.
ilizpd, well educated and never give
anybody any trouble. The same is true
of the Cherokees in the Indian Territory.
The Indians of the Northwest and fais
Southwest give us more trouble than all
of the others.

Statistics show that at the present
time in the United States there are on.
gaged in different employments twenty.
it women to every 100 men. In Phila-
delphia the proportion is fifty to 100.
Half a century ago there were in Massa.
chusetts only seven occupations open to
women. Now there are 284. Twenty-
two leading cities in the country show
342 occupations in which women fint
employment.

Captain S. 8. Leach, of "the Missis-
sippi River Commission, says that it has
been estimated by skillful engineers.that
$10,000,000 would pay for a levee sys-
tea on the Mississippi River, that, if
properly watched and maintained, would
be safe against flood. The cost of
maintenace to nation and State he esti-
mated at less than $1,000,000 per an-
num. The effect of such a system, he
said, would be to revolutionize the car.
vying trade of the river, and redeem 30,.
000 square: miles of the finest agricultural
lad. -

In the North American Review, apropos
of the question of the advisability of
parents providing dowries for their
daughters, it is said. "The father who
gives his children a loving, sensible
-mother, who provides them with a com-
toitable home, and who educates fully
all their special faculties, and teaches
them the cunning in their ten fingers,
dowers his daughters far better than if
be gave them money. He has funded
for them a provision that neither a bad
obead nor an evil fate can squander.

He has done his full duty, and every
good girl will be thankful to socept it.'

' . I,• aninounacement that the Duke of
de. M klenburg-SQwerin wanted Prince
srok for President of his Council

of State was s•fscient to prompt Ea-
peror William to abandon a pleasure trip
to Cannes. N- ow comes the news that
the people of Bavaria decidedly object
to a review of their army by the German
m permm, although that aray is an in-
t • al part of the defense of the Empire.
On the horizon of Germany signs are
iabudant, observes the St. Louis .tar.
B'6gAig, that the Bismarckian fabric of
O. federated States under Imperial rule "i

I a• t so sold as it was on a certain
4"-l a M••ach, 1890, when its founder
wa •. ke• to step down and out.
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.LIFE'S LARGESS.

In every heart some seed of goodness grows,
In every path some bud of beauty springs,

in every sky some rainbow color glows,
In every hedge some woodland warbler

sings;
And he who in life's largesshath no part
Hides deep an ivied ruin in his heart.

-Mrs. M. A. B. Kelly, in Frank Leslie's

SECRETARY'S MURDERER.

BY ELIZABETH STUART PHELPS AND HER-

BERT D. WARD.

The Secretary of the "Society for
Educating Cherokee Indians in the Ap-
preciation of Browning" advanced upon
the Albany Station. She did not hurry.
The society had failed to materialize a
quorum that day, and she had plenty of
time. It was one of the days when
Boston was conscientiously illustrating
our new climate: It was still called
!February for courtesy's sake. The
thermometer registered seventy in the
shade, and the furnaces did their best to
compete with the temperature. The Secre-
tary wore a seal-skin coat. One of its
warm pockets embraced a copy of
Paracelsus. She took out her handker-
chief and apologetically smoothed her
face. If she had been in Chicago, she
would have boldly mopped her brow.

Our passenger made a flank movement,
threading her way through the steamilig
coupes and herdics, in hope of monopo-
lizing the cool, outer anteroom on the
feminine side of the station. The Secre-
tary was slight, but determined, and the
belligerent door yielded discreetly to this
spirited woman. A gush of fresh air
swept her in. She sank into the furthest
corner and removed her seal-skin coat,
which she laid neatly on an empty seat.
She then fanned herself sadly with the
last circular appeal for funds in behalf of
her refined Indians, and wondered, with
the patience of all true reformers, why
the cause was not more passionately ap-
preciated.

It was warm. It was very warm. But
in the anteroom the Secretary breathed.
It was dusk, and shadows had begun to
envelop the corners of this room, espe-
cially those seats nearest the door, whose
upper panels were of glass. The Secre-
tary was, or thought herself, alone.
Many passengers passed through, violent-
ly characterizing the weather; but they
all went into the main room and made
straight for the radiators, where they
sat down, and such as could not afford
the evening paper fanned themselves
with their gloves.

The Secretary was glad to be alond.
She looked at the Indian Circular cen-
soriously, as if it were to blame for the
failure of her life's scheme. The Secre-
tary was not a Puritan, but she was of
good old missionary descent, and her
thoughts "on awful subjects rolled."
The Secretary was a born'philanthropist.
She was the most conscientious soul in
Boston and vicinity, and we all know
what that means. She was cotbling
herself by the mental organization of a
new association for teaching beggars
how to starve silently and sesthetically,
when she was startled at hearing a pene-
trating whisper not six feet away: "'Howshall the deed be done2"

The Secretary turned her head withthe least possible motion, and beheld for
the first time the dim outline of a man
and woman bending toward each other

n in the darkest corner of the room. They
seemed to shrink from recognition. The
scant light from the covered court fell
from behind them and hid their faces in
deep shadow. To prevent any possible
chance of identification, the broad brim
of aeoft felt hat drooped over the man's
eyes, and an impenetrable veil enveloped
the woman's features. The Secretary
held her breath while the mysterious
whisper was repeated:

"How shall the deed be done?"
After an agitated pause the woman's

voice answered, timidly, "Must it bet
Is there no escape?"

With some sinister deliberation the
man replied, "We have carried the

-matter as far as we can without doing
it,"

He spoke gruffly, and th Be eretary
thought she detected a cold-bloodedness
in his voice.

"'But-" pleaded the woman.
"No; it has got to be done."
He pulled his sombrero lower over his

eyes, and rapped the floor viciously •with
his cane. The Secretary sank back with
a sigh of horror. Instinctively she felt
for her Browning, but her good sense
told her that this situation was, beyond
the reach even of that great man. It oc-
curred to her to mkire herpresence known
to the suspiieous pair. It occurred toher to get up and leave the room. "If1 could only attract the attention of thecolored annunciator," thought the Secre.
tary. "He seems to have a very practi-
cal mind. Perhaps he can tell me rhat
to do with this ease."

The Secretary was accustomed to clas.
aify riumanity altogether by "cases." But
the bsionary in her kept silence. She
listened, and felt it her duty to give al-most as much attention to .these wicked
Bostonians as if they had been Ohero.
kee.

"It has got to.be done," repeated the
man in the corner, with an impersatse
accent on the last word.

"Whent"asked the.woman, helplessly,
"To-momrrow night." T' mhe woscme

back ina euraedling prshiper.
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I'll cut his throat and throw him in
the reservoir." He shot out the words
with a savagery peculiar to his sex.

"Poor fellow! I had taken such a
fancy to him."

The folding doors leading to the larger
ladies' room were hooked back, and the
Secretary stared in there, gasping. Her
spotted lace veil clung to her damp fore-
head. When would the gas be lighted?
Why did nobody come? Where was
that subordinate--the employe who an-
nounces the trains-of whom the Secre-
tart characteristically thought as the
"cc+ med annunciator"?

The first ias-lie'ht now surang from
the remote end of the long room. A
motherly woman moved her seat under
it, and unconcernedly began to darn her
husband's stockings. The colored man,
carrying his ladder to the next jet, care-
fully picked uis way among some children
playing with paper dolls on the station
floor. The Secretary sighed with relief.
surely, she thought, the infernal plot
must yield before such sacred domestic
influences.

"It must be done so that it seems
exactly like an accident. The police
must be thrown completely off track."
Thus the man mused upon his villanous
problem.

"I'll help you all I can; I'll do my
share. Had you thought of electricity?"

"Ah, just the thing!" Then, after
an ominous pause, "Didn't you mention
the fact that he had a burglar-proof mat
before his bedroom door?"

"Of course he has. I put it there.
Can you make any use of that?"

The voice sounded so sweet, the sug-
gestion so murderous, that the Secretary
was appalled at the depth of this psycho-
logical anomaly.

"I have it. I'll connect it with a dead
wire. It" is the most popular way of
dying just now: The electric companies
will have to pay the damages."

"Are you sure it won't hurt?" cried
the woman, anxiously.

"He'll never know what struck him."
"Excellentl" The accomplice clapped

her gloved hands softly.
"By this hour to-morrow night he will

be no more."
With this melodramatic and baleful as-

sertion the assassin buttoned up his over-
coat, rose to his feet, and stamped them
with determination.

Flash, flash, flash! hiss! ah! The
lights leaped along the waiting room,
and chased the darkness as it had been a
malefactor. The colored man, preceded
by his ladder, now came into the ante-
room in a matter-of-fact way that seemed
to the Secretary forced and incredible.
The room blazed. In the moral influ-
ence of light, the man and woman sepa-
rated instinctively. The Secretary looked
at then fiercely. All she saw to aid
identificatioi was a blue barege veil
closely drawn, and a black sombrero
dipped to a ragged beard.

Before the Secretary could make tip
her, mind what to do or how to do it, the
couple, with the boldness of habitual
crime, had walked through the ladies'
waiting room and had disappeared.

"Oh, what shall I do?" cried the Sec-
retary, helplessly. She knew how to
educate remote Cherokees, she had taken
high honors in the Browning Club, but
before the common-place crime of her
native city her highly attenuated mind
drooped.
"Are you ill, madam?" inquired the "an-

nunciator, " with a lordly, patronizing,
attentive, and courteous sidewise motion
,cf his head.

"Step those two persons! They are
murderers. I don't know what to do
about it," gasped the Secretary, pointing
with one hand and gathering up her seal
skin coat with the other.

But that most excellent of employes
folded his ladder and smiled incredu-
lously. "I guess, madam, they're not
a-murdering, but a-courting."

"Perhaps so," said the Secretary,
wearily. "You ought to know." But
she was not at all convinced. With the
necessity which rests upon her sex for
confiding in somebody, she hurried out
to the main room and consulted with the
flower woman,.

"I dqn't believe it," said the flower I

Woman, charitably. "The man that
just come out of there bought a dozen
pinks of me yesterday."

But the janitreas, with the experience i
oI thirty-nine years, shook her head. "I i
saw a fellow once in the depot give his 1
girl a buttoneer, and he beat her brains
out with a hatchet that very night. I '
think, madam, that I had better take you I
to the police." t

With a beating heart the Secretary ap-
proached the station policeman. She
'hsad never had occasion to consult an of.
fleer before, except when she wished to 3
get from Summer street to Winter street r
on Chrfstmisa week. She felt almost like r
amurderer herself. She trembled visi-

bly. 3
"There are two murderers in this de-

pot," began the Secretary, with a heroic
efort after self-possession. "I over-
heard the whole plot. The deed is to be

done to-morrow night."
The officer rousd himself and respect-

fully asked for the details, which the
Secretary told as" quickly as she could.
The officer felt for his "billy," and asked
if they took a train. The Secretary shook
her head helplessly.

"I could point them out if I observed
them." She was almost ready to cry.
The whole situation seemed to her so un-
cultivated. She saw herself testifying
before a common police court, and re-
pottedin the penny paper.

'"As you mentioned a reservoir,
-madam, I think we'll search the circuit
trains." The policeman left the Secre-
tary for amoment and consulted the tall
gatekeeper with the fine beard. The
officer returned with a discomfited ex-
piesion. He said he was "afraid we've
ost 'ema." "Yo'd better come out,

madam; or-a.b, mises," looking doubt-
fully at .- "and hunt 'em up."

, •• Mitl ety emerged from the
hot vestibule i-to ̀ what is conceded to
be the worstt doght in New England,
heaa •ctch~d tbgaprdian of the law by

"4weel" she could barely articulate;
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. The woman untied her thick veil leis-
urely, and revealed a quiet, intelligent
face. The policeman looked a little stag-
gered. He did not recognize.any of his
old offenders, and with the brutality of
his sex, turned the case over entirely to
the Secretary.

"On the testimony of this lady,"
bowed the officer, blandly, "I feel comi-
pelled to arrest you on the intent to mur-
der."

"I don't believe you'll make much of
that," broke in the gate-keeper, tower-
ing over the three. "Who suspects
them?"

The policeman pointed at the Secre-
tary stohdly.

"You'd better take a course of train-
ing before you set up a Pinkerton
agency," the gate-keeper was proceedings
when the Secretary broke in with sobs as
thin as herself.

"But he told his accomplice that he
was going to kill him with a dead door
alat on a wire."

"Accomplice!" exploded the gentle-
man of the sombrero. "Why she's my
wife."

The gate-keeper grinned. 'Him?
Why, he belongs in Newton Centre.
He's run in and out these two years.
Her? Why, she runs a Bible class with
forty-nine young men. Where do you
belong?"-turning suspiciously on the
Secretary. The two accused drew to-
gether. Newton Centre and Chestnut
Hill glared at each other,

"I am sorry; madam," said the gentle-
man, with a courtly bow-" I am sorry
to have put you to so much inconvenience,
but, you see, my wife and I are collabo-
rating."

The policeman looked blankly at the
couple. What new crime was this?
"Belaborating? What's that? I don't
know but I'd better hold you, sir."

"We are writing a novel," said the
gentleman from Newtown Centre. "We
are collaborating a story. We are pub-
lishing a volume." , The gentleman
strightened himself impressively.

"That's so." The gate keeper nodded
with infinite intelligence.

"This strange lady accidentally over-
heard my plot," proceeded the gentle-
man, warmly; "and I hope that in
honor she will not divulge this secret to
the reporters."

"Chapel - Longwood - Brookline -
Reservoir-Newtown Centre," the fa-
miliar voice of the "annunciator" echoed
from the waiting-room. -"'Four-forty-
five train on track No. 1."
In the rush for room the couple dis-

appeared. When the Secretary had
stolen dejectedly into the rear car, she
might have been heard to murmur be-
tween her dying sobs:

"I don't believe they are even mar.
ried. I think it's a theosophic flirtatioh.
Collaborating a novel! I guess he does
the writing, and she does the type-
writing."-Harper's Bazar.

WISE WORIDS

A brave man hazards his life but not
his conscience.

Perseverance is failing nineteen times
and succeeding the twentieth.

The archangel who has never felt angea
has reason to envy the man whiolia b sl
dued it.

Success snatched boldly from the pass
ing moment, not fearful apprehension~
wields the reins that sway the course oa
things.

What Dr. Arnold said of boys is equatl
ly true of men-that the differenc be
tween them is not so much one of taet
as of energy,

One sure way of peacemaking is to le4
the fire of contention alone. Neither fiq
it nor stir it, nor add fuel to it, but-let it
go out of itself,

'Tis beauty doth oft make woman
proud; 'tis virtue that doth make them
most admired; 'tis 'modesty that maked
them seem divine.

The reputation of generosity is to be
purchased pretty cheap; it does not de-
pend so much upon a man's general eV'
penses as it does upon his giving hand,
somelr whenever it is proper to give a
all.

A man conscious of enthusiasm fof
great ends is sustained amid petty hostilli
ties by the memory of great workers whd
had to fight their way, and who hove
in his mind as patron saints, invisibly
helping.

There are men without a particle of
enterprise. They "stand in the old
paths." Nay, they almost lie down iq
them; and instead of being guides and
helps, they are hinderances and stuom.
bling-blocks.

Learn from the earliest days to insure
your principles against the points of
ridicule; you can no more exercise you
reason if you live- in constant dread of
laughter than you can enjoy your life. if
you are in constant fear of death.

Cabinet Fatallties.
Deaths of Cabinet officers during their

time of office have been rare. The sud~
denness of Secretary Windom's decease
calls up the tragic deaths of Abel P. Up,
shur, Secretary of State, and Thomas W.
Gilmer, Secretary of the Navy, under
Tyler, on February 28, 1844. The twe4
gentlemen, as well as a number of othen
distinguished persons, were killed by the
bursting of one of the guns of the ship-?
of-war Princeton, then on her trial trip.
The Journal of the House shows that onj
February 29, 1844, President Tyler send
a message to Congress, in which he said ,

I have the melancholy duty to pcrmo
announmcing to the two Housee o gr
the death of the Hon. Abel P. shur, late
Secretary of State, and the Hon. Thomas W,
Gilmer, late Secretary of the Na . This,
most lamentable occurrence otr
the United Statesship-of-war, theyesterday at about 4.80 o'cloc in the even-

and proceeded from the explosio of onie
of the large guns of that ship. The low,
which the Government and the ountayhave
sustained by this deplorable event is .h '
ened by the death, at the same time and by.
the same cause, of several distinguished per-'
sons and valuable citizens.

I shabl be permitted to express my great
gri at an occurrence which hasthus so and-

senlystricken from my side two gentlemenupon whose adviee I so confidenty relied in
the diedarge of my arduous task of adnmin.
stbingathe office of the Executive Depea~r

nt and whose services at this interesting
pegwd were of such vast importance.

Mr. Webster died while filling the of.
fice of Secretary of State, Mr. Rawlins
while Secretary of War,tMr. Brown and
Mr. Howe while Postmaster-General and
Mr. Folger while Secretary of the Tres-
ary, Mr. Windom was therefore the see.
end Secretary of the Treasury who died
in ofie, and like Mr. Folger, he died
while away from the National CapitaL
,Secretary Manning was stricken with a
fatal disease while Secretary of the Trels-
tom, sad died soon after leaving the ser•
vie -As was also the ase with -Mr.
? ei. seretary Windoe diedfroma
henrt failure, genetlly attribuled to'
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THE FARALLON ROO!KERIES,

WHOLESALE PILLAGINC OF BIRDS'
NESTS FOR THEIR ECGGS.

Gathering the Eggs From the islands
for the San Francisco Market--
Egg Poachers it Work.

The Farallon rookeries afford, even
under the existing conditions of rapid
depopulation and barefaced, unchecked
spoliation, a wonderful example of the
prolific power of nature on the shores of
a sub-tropical land. The principal island
-the South Farallon-on which the
lighthouse is situated, may run short of
potable water in every dry season, but
the lighthouse people would never starve
for want of animal food. The rabbits
let loose on the island by an English
master mariner within the memory of
pioneer Californians have acquired pos-
session of quite an extensive patch on
the west side of the cliffs. The puffins
are the sole disputants of the right of
eminent domain, and then only to the
extent of a claim to deposit eggs in
neglected burrows. Away above and
around the visitor the gleam of white
wings and the chorus of guttural re-
monstrances against intrusion is like unto
Milton's simile to the leaves of Vallam-
brosa.

Nevertheless, the birds are gradually
deserting the islands. The bones of
numerous species of Pacific coast birds
farely or never seen now are common in
the sheltered caves of the group. The
various species of auks, the puffins, the
guillemots, the cormorants, are common,
and the plovers and petrels still breed on
the islands, but other California birds,
once quite familiar visitors to the group,
have sought abodes less disturbed by the
egg poacher, the ornithologist and the
pot hunter.

There is just about a mile in length
and a half mile in width of trail on the
South Farallon. Not a shrub of any
kind is to be seen, and the Farallon
weed, which supplies the raw material
for the nests of the birds, is the only
evidence of vegetation. If there were
any other the rabbits would soon get
away with it. ' Their numbers have, in
fact, been kept within reasonable bounds

'by self-limitation. There was not green
stuff enough for the swiftly multiplying
rodents to eat and thousands died, of
starvation.

Of all the birds on the group the puf-
fins are the most picturesque and enter-
tainiif to the visitor and to the ornl-
thologist. Like most of the Farallon
seabirds the puffin lays but one egg.
The parent birds keep strict guard over
the precious pledge of affection, which,
as before remarked, is deposited in a
rabbit burrow. If such - safe hiding-
place is not available thi birds burrow
on their own account. Jhe puffin is
easily distinguished among the other
birds by its parrot-like beak. It is
familiarly known to the visiting
vandals and the egg-poachers as the
"sea parrot" from this very circum-
stance.

The auk family is, however, the prin-'
cipal contributor to the egg-poacher's
wallet. Just as soon as the "merry
month of May" approaches there is a stir
among the small schooners and sailing
craft in San Francisco Bay,and silently,
"like a thief in the night," each skipper
works his way out between the heads to
the "far Farallones." His crew, mostly
composed of Greeks aud Italians, with a
liberal sprinkling of water-front cast-
sways, effect a quiet, unperceived land-
ing on the South Farallon,usually on the
Sugar Loaf rock, to the northwest, be-
cause that is the spot where the birds
breed earliest. The cliffs are quite
rugged, and with a perpendicular of
nearly 180 feet, so the sportbta child's
play and accidents are not unfrequent.
Each egg-hunter is furnished with a
shirt of special construction, provided.
with an open front for stowing away the
eggs, and a bed of soft sea-weed about
the waist-band for the eggs to rest on.
A. good hand will pick up and get
away with 200 eggs a day in this
manner. In due course the egg-poch-
era gather at the place of embarkation
and the unbroken eggs are collected in
wicker baskets for shipment on the
piratical-looking little schooner in the
offing. i

The egg-poachers have formidable ri-
vis in the gulls, which not only ruth-
lessly plunder the nests and carry off theeggs, but enjoy a cannibalistic feact on

the newly-fledged birds. Most of the
fledglings of the Farallon group make
their exit from the shell in a featherless
and nude state, in which condition they
furnish as irresistible a temptation to the
average gull as the softshell crab to a
Montgomery-street epicure. The tiny
puffins are especially defenseless as they
make their way out of the turrows in
which the natal shell was lying. Hence
it is that the pioneers of the poaching
party, in scaling the cliffs, have often to
go through the ordeal of a finish contest
with the gulls. The latter are urged on
alike by a desire protect their own off-
spring, so that thi.oremost cliff-climber I
invariably has a lively time.

The eggs of the "murre," so called,
are quite familiar objects in the grocery
stores of San Francisco about the end of
May or the beginnifh of June. The
earliest eggs are laid two or thrae weeks
before this, but the poachers usually
break them up for fear of bringing ad-
died or rotten eggs to market. As pre-
vionuly hinted, the murre usually lays
only one egg, and this is distinctly coni-
cal in shape, large at one end, small and
pointed at the other. The color of the
egg varies remarkably. Some are of an
ashy gray, with scant brown stripes,
others of a full sea green with black i
stripes. Dealers 'often pick out the
brown and gray eggs, pass them off for r
"plovers'eggs," and charge extra prices t
for them, but the pronounced fishy taste i
common to ll affords a safe guaranty i
against imposition when the cautious E
housewife requests permission to make a s
trial before purchasing. In this process
trial the purchaser may well take a lesson
from the gulls, which exhibit a decidedly J
epicurean preference in the matter. The
gull watches the murre leave the nest,
pounces down on the solitary egg, bears
It off and drcps it on a convenient rock.
Then the broken egg is sampled and fin.
ished or abandoned, according to the
dictates of the gull's palate.

It is not till September that the "mur-
res" desert the Farallones for other
climes. By the end of October the marre
rookeries are deserted; indeed, carcely
a bird of this species remains on the
Islands.

The guillemot, another representative
of the auk family, is very common on
the Parallon group in some seasons. It
is the la to arrive, and.by the middle

" ar y t e ica1g s o the bilds,

In rows and in a standing position, in-
voluntarily suggests Dickens's similes of
the coffins in Undertaker Sowerberry's
shop, standing on end in the night "'lke
high-shouldered ghosts with their hands
in their pockets." Like most of the
marine birds the legs are set far back,
the feet being intended for diving and
wading rather than for walking. Where-
as the gulls swoop noisily around when
visitors land on the island, the guille-
mots, puffins and auks all adopt a per-
pendicular position and preserve most
ludicrous gravity. Their sharply con,
trasting black and white plumage lends
additional comicality to theif itppearance,
and they look like nothing so much as a
row of society dudes and mashers, with
claw-hammer coats and white vests,
criticizing a debutante.

It is a curious circumstance about the
annual importation of the eggs of the
nurre and its kindred, that the taste of
consumers becomes sated. In the abstract
these eggs are very cheap and contain an
immense amount of nutritious matter in
a small compass. But the rank, fishy
taste cannot be banished by the highest
culinary skill, and the inference is that
the bulk of the eggs thst find their way
into the market are put to some use of
which the public is not aware. Certainly
very few indeed are consumed as ordinary
eggs are consumed, even in the poorest
Ban Francisco homes. Meanwhile the
depopulation of the rookeries proceeds
year after year, absolutely unchecked by
Federal or State legislation.-San Fran-
cisao Chronicle.

The Indian Witch Dance.
The Indian witch, or medicine dance,

is very different from the performances
before described. It is really a weird
affair, and almost as difficult to witness
as the celebrations that New England
witches were said to indulge in in the
olden time. It must have some religious
meaning, although the writer was never
able to get exactly at what the meaning
was. The medicine men of the Sioux do
not seek publicity in their incantations,
and it was entirely by chance that I
came across three Indians going through
some peculiar operations, at a point re-
mote from their camp. A stick about
three feet in height was stuck in the
ground, and from it hung out in the
breeze a long-haired scalp. The hair
was dark, and looking on from a short
distance I could not tell whether the
scalp was that of a white woman or an
Indian. It might have been either. The
three Indians were leaping and gesturing
and at intervals mumbling something,
not a song apparently, but disconnected
words. Occasionally they would point
taward the scalp. Then they would
mumble again and jump about. They
were not painted, and their attire was
different from that of the ordinary
braves. They noticed me, and, while
they made no demonstration of hostility,
their expression meant plainly that they
would rather be left alone. The shades
of evening were falling on prairie and
hill and river. The Missouri stretched
like a mighty serpent below, its yellow
waters tinctured with a ruddy stain by
the final gleam of the setting sun, and
here on this hill, away from the painted
tents and the silent cottonwood, these
children of nature were enacting their
strange enchantment to move in some
way that supernatural power which
seemed to have deserted the Indian race.
With eerie feelings I withdrew, leaving
them to their superstitution, and
conscious that perhaps its parallel might
be found among more enlightened
nations.-- hicago Herald.

Bret Harte's Clever Parable.
In one of Bret Harte's clever parodies

of the French, he tells a story in words
something like these: Three gamitis were
playing in the streets of Paris. A priest
passed by. "There goes a priest," cried
one; "look out for your eggs and your
chickens " Then the priest, hearingthe
words, knelt down and prayed for the
boys. But, upon reflection, he was con-
vinced that it was not the fault of the
boys, but their parents. He knelt down
the second time and prayed for the boys'
parents. On another thought he saw that
it was not the fault of the boys' parents,
but of society. He knelt down again
and prayed for society. As he rZueerom
his prayer, he said to ljmaelft 4,My
friend, who is society? You ad~E .re
society." So he knelt down th t u e
and prayed for himsei.- -. kgosne

DR. V. K. IRION,
Dentist,

OPELOUSAS, - - LA.
Office: On Mark(t street, near Court-

House Opelousas.

Dr. J. A. Derbanne,
Dentist,

WASHINGTON, - - - LA.

All calls from the Country will be
promptly answered.

C. D. STEWART.
COnTRACTOR, CARPENTER t& BUILDER.

Will contract for the erection of build.
ings of all kinds, furnishing all material
if desired. Work done promptly and at
reasonable rates. Orders through the
pos:office given prompt attention. Es-
timates and plans furnished. Having
special facilities for obtaining Lumber
at Reduced Rates, I will give my pat-
rons the benefit of the same.

New Shaving Saloon.
HAVING recently built and refurnished

throughout, my Barber Shop, I am
now prepared, with increased facilities,to serve the public in First-Class Style
in my new quatters between Brand and
Moriaritv'r. rhaving, Hair Cutting,8bampsoing, (tc., done in the highest
style of the art. Give me a call.

E. A. BODEMULLER.

J. M. MORRIS. H. A. IRION.

J. M. Morris & Co.,
Successors to J. L. Morris,

G~cral - Fire - Inlrance - Agent&
Cor. Landry and Marktt Sts.,

OPELOcSAs, LA.

None but the best home and foreign
companies represented.

,---------_ ~ _
LUCIUS G. DUPRE,

ABSTRACTOR,

Notary Public & Auctioneer
OPELOUSAS. LA.

Office with Kenneth Baillio, Attorney.
I1P'All business entrusted him will

.eceive prompt ttteution,
r

OPEJJ )TJSAS

Female Institute
OPELOUtAFI, '- L'4 UNIDULY FA RIAU

This Inottitiitio i,. nnllrllnln;ttltnanll pr's
tical and piorrn1?l'.C. I n.

, 
ipii11" firm iffb

based on spunil prnlllr'iipl, rilll~lilg, alnd de--
veloping ph:llrll I-. I f r l, rrl snilelf rpronmotill. Mnf-l,5 Ii t4 , ~lill4 and culture

pupil for PiPnrPt.v oi frillw iilil lull. CAT,
tifleate3 aind Illil~l,lllu 'nI oiif 11. l na~oinfortahl' ml ri nlini Ii P I. AtIfana. f .
solicited. fart t,l-ll "," i,",;;- iimls npplyQ,

1l 1.-;, 3t i.7 1 if XV! f'! llcinal.

LtONCE E. LITTELLS
CIVU EN~;llNI"'lAl AND SCULtr0t0 r,

Office C(3rni (Piif wtrntlI'i;, ;neASt

OPELOUSAS, - L

B. D. I) 7eIfN'f'I O. L. DUPRau

ES1'IJ 3TY1' I & J)UPR.I

-- ATu ese~S AT LAW-

Office corner of Court inI VYin e streetA
49'! 1 OU'A8_>, LA.

WY. G. PERRAULT,
4ttorney 211d COfl11Ir at IAki

NOTARY PIUILIC A'iD, AUCTIONEgR

OPELOUSAS, LQUISlAfh
Will give prrim . t, iitftiimn to all bug.

tnes entru tcl tor hill.

E. NORFTH (UI[LOM,

Attolrlev-llt-La, w,

Office in ()ju'lousas, La
Will practice in all the Cmiurt9, State

and Federal, held in Opelousas and
Crowley.

JOHN HI. CLARKE,

PHOTOGRAPHER,
161 Canal Street, next door to Holmes,

NEw ORLEANS.

Old Photographs and Da•gerreetype copied
any size and color in all styles.

Having established in New Orleansh
nearly thirty years ago, the first Photo-
graph Gallery in the South, he alwayw
remained in the same house. Persons
sending pictures to c,'py can rely on
having them done in the fiuest and most
artistic manner.

H. D. LARCADE,
Tinsmith.

Bellevue Street, near the Bridge.

OPELOUSAS, LA.

All kinds of Tin, C)pner and S'eet Irr~
work done on short notice and at re'ioaisblie
prices. Guttering and repairing a sp-cialty.
Makes and repairs evaporator syrup pang.

HOTEL DENECHAUD
NEw ()RLEANS, IA.

56 TO 64 CARONDELET STREET -

Centrally Located near Cotton Exchbage.L

LARGE - AND . AIRY - ROO .

Take the street cars at the depot and
the driver will put you out near the Hotel.

8. i. LITTELL,
Physcllan and Surgeon.

Office at Littell's Drug Store, Main t.,
OPFE LO U.SA.

DR. A. J. JIlElCIER,

DEN T"S1rI',
Office corner of Landry and Union Sti..

OPELOUSAS, IA.
He uses the new local anae thet0:

"Cocaine" in painful operations w1ith I
extra charge.

BOURBON HOUSE
J. CAUTREAUX, PnIorETonR.

Rooms and J3oard. ,
42 Bourb hn S'trcet, &reO (trleanl.

KAHN & LEVY,
General Commission Merchants.,

113 Poydias St., near Camp,
New Orleann, La. P. O. Box, 2004.:-

Consignments rof Rough Rice, liidmar,
Wool aiul all Cou;rtry IProduee respectfulyl
Holicit-,l. -fgrleicid attention p•i rd
to purchasing goodis of oill kindls.

C. W. DUkOY,
Attorney at Law,

OPELOUSAS, DA.

Office on Landry street, betw.•a
Gourt and Market streets.

MONTROSS HO L,
BILox, MIIss. r ;

Open Summer and Wirlteri
-Largest,-- .

Best Appointe al n l ,1 . dd
Reo,rt, on t ,e G oilf oCAt.

Apartments, Table and Service UnmnsuJ

PURE OCEAN AIRI, FREE FROM M i / ARi••

For full plarti(ulars address

P. J. MONTRO3B. Prop'r; 1BL9X t, MI:
------ ------- ~

Ai pApphlet of information ab-
stractof the laws~,howing H •
Obtain Patents, Caveats.

391 Broadway.
Neow York.


