
Tim %tory of Mr. Conn.
ar o nih I whe.n the chitirni told him

av: .r ioIoaI Iet a Ir,v to catch a

row.. i-- ahl the sam: plan hal been
pra ti, I fur many y,0years. lie had
he'r- his alth r. t-.a A!f. t!l about it.
Ind,1 the .robabiliy is that out of this
prat tic th saying. "S#et a thi"f to catch a

thief." hl aris, n. for nobodly could trust a

thief to catch a thief unless the first thief
was sec." lyf;'t'nIl.
But Aart-n. on his side, had something

quite as int resting to tell the children.
From a negro whom he knew he had bought
a raccoon, a genuine, full-grown raccoon.
This was news, ind,-A. and so exciting in
its character that Aaron was compIled to
answer, or to parry, volley after volley of
questions.
"Oh, how old Is It. and what does it look

like?" cried Sweetest Susan.
"And who is it to belong to, and is it

tame, so tame that you can put your hand
on It?" asked Buster John.
"Why didn't dey kill It an' cook it?" in-

quire'l Urusilla.
Aaron put his fingers In his ears. He

couldn't answer all the questions put to
him. Finally there was a lull in the ex-
citerment.
"What did you give for him?" Buster

John askued after a pause.
"Something. replied Aaron, smiling.
"But how much?'"
"Enough."
"Shucks." cried Ruster John: "if I had

known there was some great secret about
It I wouldn't have asked."
Aaron pinched the boy's ears gently and

said "CHme'"He went to his cabin, the
children following, and when they went in
the first thing they saw was Mr. Coon,
pacing back and forth the length of the

X.

HE FIRST THING THE

small steel chain which held him. He
paused and regiarded them curiously, twist-
ing the end .f his sharp nose about, and
me-chanially feeling in the cracks of the
floor wth his for.paws, which seemed to
be a, supil. and as us-ful as a boy's hands.
When ius:.-r John went nearer. Mr. Coon

raised himself on his hind legs andl uttered
a c-ry almuost identica with the scream of a

rooster wh'n a bird udenly tts over or
a hawk appe:rs in sight. Buster John
knew ;t was a warning and so he stopped.
'"What is the truble. Fruog-Eater-TaId-pol--A~eher'" the Son of Ben Ali sharply

inpuir-.
"'You ca'-t f-t me." snarlId Mr. Coon.

"I'.- seen cr-aztrs like hin befor.'. They
puicted my sie with sticks and pulled my
1"l."

".But this on.- is different. Bug-Eater,"
said Aarin.

"O)h. -al me what you please. Son of
Ben Ali. I was gladU to ..me with you. but
I didn't invit- mys.'f he-re. dii I" If you
wer. hungry, .ind thirsty and tied fast, and
saw corming t.'ward you one ,f the crea-
tures that h~tol male misery for you. wouuld
you grin tid say. 'Welcourme. friend' "

'Likely nt,.'' replieduI Aaron. "But you
have bu,--n f.d. Fr,.g-Eater. You said you
had en-ugh
"Enugh --f the kind. Son of Ben All: yes,

and to Touch. If yoiu want me to eat corn
get some that Is softh un the coh and jui('y.
If you want m. to he nice fetch me a
co upl.' 'ef y ong ''hicke'ns u'r a handful of
black beel--I-.-' .Sweetest Susain shivered.

"We~(ll. Trtpo.l.-i'aru-h-r.'' said~Aaron, "'if
ynu want goodl things to eat gou with these'
friendak They have teen touiched., They'
kniow eiers :htim:a yu say. and when you
ire' hun::ry or rhirsty you have only to give
the sign.'
At this Mfr. ("on paced back and forth

very rapuidly. This was the way he showed
his imni.itiene". He. was anxious to go with
them. Aaruon tunhasnned the chain and
pla-ed oe end in Buster Jo~hn's hand, The

I Crunhed the Bird Ia Myv Teeth.

youtngste r hu-'.d it vu ry gin~rerly and was
ritinedl ti shhnk wh.-n Mr. Coon came too
cl's.., bmt hi soon ut over that feeling, and

ilid Sw.-test Susan and rsll;sthat, in a liti:, while, they were more fa-
miliar with Mr. 'u,'n than they had ever
bee with any of their pets.
The'y los~t to time in gidtng him his din-

ner. Which counsisted of chicken heads and
gilet~s. Mr. ('.aon Mfnacked his mouth over
them. and when he had tinished declared
that lie felt better than he had for many a
day, arA.u remark. d:
"E~g lilum gig lobhtum og iggle!" which,

kiterally tr'anslated, me-ans "Big dinner,
biggu'r bed." Freely lnterpreted, it means:
'"If I continue to get such line fare, I'll
have to get my clot'hes made larger."

It may letterest readers w-ho are nc
longer young to know char in the language
of animals the root word lablam stande
for things, and its variations, liblum. lob-
luim, leblim, lilim, liblom, etc., mean the
thing at hand, or, to be more exact, the
thing under the nose-the thing talked
about.
It is a pity that Joe Maxwell, who is

responsible for these dry details, (lid noi
take the trouble to write the languagi
downi from Buster John's recipe. But hE
3a&e It of ro.m a.. to a. a~.o .t.e..
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Joel Chandi
1% nothing left but the rough notes of
these' stories, and some scattered frag-
ments of explanation, one of whiceh is pre-
se'nted a'ove.
Well (t- shon all this away) Mr. Coon

was highly delight(d with his dinner, an]l
was rady to curl up and take a nap. or

w:,s willing to join the children in a frolic.
So they lti him into their play room in the
attic, unsnaoped the chain from his collar
and gave him the freedom of the wide1
space.
First, Mr. Coon must poke his nose or

his forepaws into everything. He paced
round and round the room, smelling at er
feeling In every nook and cranny. When
he was satisfied with his inspection, noth-
ing would do but he must feel in Buster
John's pocket. He pulled out marbles.
nails, fragments of chinaware, which the
youngster used In place of money. With a
few fragments of fine chinaware in his
pocket Buster John always felt rich. With
this form of currency he had bought whole
droves of ponies and large arsenals of
guns, pistols, swords and war cannon from
imaginary vendors.
Piece by p!ece Mr. Coon brought Buster

John's treasures to light and examinzd
them carefully. The children noticed that
Mr. Coon's forepaws were very much L;ke
tiny hands. and that his hind feet made
tracks in the sand that looked like those
of a wee baby. Of course, it was Sweetest
Susan who made this discovery. When-
ever Mr. Coon left the prints (if his feet
visible one could a.mcst imagine that some
small goblin in human shape had passed
that way going on all-fours. Almost! Why.
Sweetest Susan did imagine It-was sure of
it, indeed--whenever she was In Make Be-
lieve land. where she lived most of the
time. Surely it could not be more wcn-
derful than the country next door to the
world. where old Mr. Rabit and Mrs.
Meadows and the lookingglass children had
their abode.
For a few days Mr. Coon feasted. and

then the children thought he should begin
to pay for his bbard: first, by giving an ac-
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SAW WAS HEAt COON.

count of himself, and next in any other way
that might be devised. So far as Mr. Coon
was concerned, he was perfectly willing to
accommodate the children. He was never
bad timpered unless he saw a cat or dog,
and such of these as were about the house
and yard soon learned to give him a wideberth. for his claws and teeth were sharp
and he wag a born fighter.
In Joe Maxwell's rough notes, Mr. Coon

began thus:
"If I had to tell my tale from the talk-

think, as you talk your talk, I'd talk no
talk of this thing." As this would be hard
to follow. it has been rendi red into a free
translation from first to last.

"If I had to learn my language out of
books. as you do yours." said Mr. Coon.
leaning back in a corner of the playroom.
;nd rubbing his face and nose with both
hands. "I wouldn't have much to say about
myse-lf, for I wouldn't know how to say it.
My home was in the hollow limb of a tree,
'nd I can remember how nice it was to

sleeo in that soft, warm place. There were
four others hesides me, and we used to
sleep clise together till our mammy came
home. We were always awake when she
cam,', for we could hear her climbing the
tree. and then. if it was not raining, she'd
sit on the outside. and dry her feet and
clothes with her tongue. Sometimes we'd
get impatient and begin to cry. and once
o~ne of the. others went to ethe door; the slap
he got mwli' him squeal. and none of us
ever hio:here d our mammy any more by
going to the door. But, my! Ho0w hungry
and angry used to get while mammy sat
outt tl:.re' c!eaning her feet and drying her
ilot his. But she always took her own time,
and then, when she ('ame In, what a scram-
ble there was for the right teat. Mine was
the middle one, hut I always had to claw
and be clawed before I could get It., We
ncre all ravenous. and I never did get as
muc'h food as I wanted at one time till I
came here. I think our kind are born hun-
gry. and. kept hungry that we may be able
to escate from those that follow us.

'The first thing I really remember was
once when I heard a bird chirping and whis-
tling right at our very door. I trembled
and shook all over. The others were asleep,
and I was glad of It. Shaking and trem-
blting, I crept to the door, and there,
right at me, was a bird with a long bill,
which he was poking under the bark. Shiv-
ering atnd shaking. t jumped on him, but 1
came near falling to the ground. He was
stronger than he seemed to be. and he
had claws, too. He clinched me with these
and beat me over the head with his wings,-
but I didn't mind that. I didn't mind any-
thing. I shook no longer. I felt niy .hair
rising on my back. I heard myself growl.
I didn't know why, but I was furious. I
crushed the bird In my teeth until his
wings ceased toi move; but I was still angry.
I had tasted blood; I had made my first
kill. If oine of the others had come out
just then I think he would have been sorry.
But they were all frightened by the noise
and were huddled In the farthest corner.
Then, when I was no longer angry, but
proud, I went to the door, carrying the bird
in my teeth. They smelt the blood and
rushedl at me, and then there was a tight."
"Why. you were figtijng your own broth-

ers and sisters!" said Sweetest Susan, se-
ve'rely.

"Suo would you, if you were of my kind,"
retilied Mr. Coon. "There was a fight,
but they all got a piece of the bird. After
that we were changed. It seemed as if-
we had been asleep all the time and some-
thing had suddenly awakened us. Then
mammy came home. She sniffed around
and smelt the blood and saw the feathers.
She nosed under us as we lay and rooted us
otut of the way, but she foutnd nothin' more
than feathers. 'Well, I declare!' she cried.
'Who's been bringing you a bird?'
"'Is that what you call a bird?' asked

one of the others, and when she said It
was they all squalled Out, 'Oh, mammy,mammny, fetch us some more! Mammy,
fetch us some more!'
"But she kept on asking. 'Who brought

this one? Who brought this one?' I said
nothing, but the others looked at irpe and
said I was the one that brought the bird.

'Where did you get it?' mammy aked.
"I told her I had grabbed the bird, and

though she said nothing she seemed to bepteased, and I noticed that she combed
my haIr with her tongtue a great deal longet
than she ever did before. After that she
began to bring us birds 'and frogs, and once
she ,brought us a big fish, and that was
firle,"'
"Fiogs!" cried Drusilla. "You hoer dolt?
"Not the kind *doit Hiv on land," explatr-ed Mr. Coon, makint' a. 'wry 1Me *~u de

kind that kieon the bank of timekjump in whe hey hea yu coea.
have to take master lotng ad tsagg eqm

er
o catch. You turn your back 'to the creek,
et the tip of your tail touch the top of
rhe water. and move dt abo-rt-and wait."
"Huh! I see myself!" exclaimed Drusilla

"Hush up." qald Buster John; "he's talk-
r.g abjuiz coons."
"Welt, some folks call niggers coons," re-

Aled Drus'la.
"All the. tdme." Mr. Coan continued, pay-.ng no attenlion to the iriterruption, "you

I Jumped on His Head.

eave your body turned half around so you'an see wth-a: is going on it the Water.
WhIen the th'A shows himself you rtac"h
l3wn an]d flirt h.n out on the bank, and in
''ach!ng you have to be quicker t-han the
'ish-an'. tish are mighty quick. But a
,nawing s:omach (dag ig lublum; lieray,
:rying-for-mean.-thing) makes a clk hand.
"Well. mammy was trying to teach us all
hese things. and we were lea-rning veryae:. She took us with her when the sun
-as low, or when it had just gone away,
inl, though 'the light was -trying to our
yes. we did very we-ll. Once mamnmyivard a dog barking, and she hurried us
iome. making us run 'as hard as we could.
askel her what the trouble was, and she
id it was the barking of the dog-that

wcared her, and she told us that wh-n we
vere older and heard a dog bark we must
,urry home by a roundbout way, and run
n 'the water whenever we cnuld. because
logs had a way of smel:ng where we wentiong and f'towi-ng us whetrever we went;
knd if they falitrswed us home they'd sit at
'he foot of the tree and bark until a man
vould come with a sharp cut-thing and hit
he tree uni'l it feil.
"All these things we harned. and a great
nany more, but you know what fool things
7oung t.hings are."
"I ain't ol'. but I know I ain't no fool,"

nterrupted Drusilla.
"Oh, will you hush?" cried Buster John.
"You know what fools young things are."-epeated Mr. Coon. "They listen to what
heir elders say and think it is nothing but
alk. The young thing is always a smarter
hing than the old thing, and sometimes he
s too smart. I remember that one night I
lipped away from the others after mammytad been gone a long time. I was careful
o make no noise on the tree, but when 1
'eached the ground I fet so happy that I
umped in the air and whirled around for
oy. The air was cool and fresh, the swamp
melt good and the dark was fine. I could
lee everything ever so much better than
vhen the big shine-thing is blazing over
he trees.
"So I shook myself and started for the>ond in the swamp. There I caught some
mall fish, and they tasted ever so much>etter than these mammy brought home.
Phen I wanderEd out of the swamp and
vent on the hill where the brambles are,
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Dog. CamneChrng
munting for bIrds and birds' nests. I found

wo birds and one nest with two tiny eggsn it, and the eggs tasted so nice that I
vanted more, and I went rambling all over
he hill ever so far.
"Suddenly I heard a dag bark. The
ound of It made me shake and shiver, and
stood listening. Presently I heard the

>ark again, and It was so close at hand
hat it sounded like a dreadful roaring,"
"I boun' you had ter hump yo'se'f den,"
uggested Drusilla.
Mr. Coon, with his eyes half shut, for he

Ivas sleepy, kept right on the track of his

rarrativ'e.

"A dreadful roaring, I went away from
here as fast as my legs could carry me,ad ran right to the swamp. I could hear
he dogs coming, too; and, far off, I could

aear some one crying out,"

"That was the man cheering the dog,"

Buster John explained.

"The dog," said Mr. Coon, "seemed to betoming closer and closer, and I began to

run harder than ever. I remembered that

mny mnammy had s'aid something about-wa-

ter and dogs, and I ran straight for the

big pond in the swamp; the Son of Ben

All knows 'where it is, I slipped into the
water and swam to the middle, where
there's a stump of an old tree. I had
hardly reached it 'when t'he dog came in

sight on the bank of the pond, and began

to whine and bark, He ran around to see
If I had gone out on the opposite side, and
then he caugh-t sight of me. He jumped in-
to the water with a great splash, and when

E saw him coming fear seemed to leave

me. I climbed upon the stump, and when
he came near I jumped on his head and bit
him on the neck with all my mIght. He
went under, but I turned him loose, and

came to the top and swamn around and

round, He camne up trying to shake the

water from hi. ears, and they flapped on
the pond like the wings of a duck that ia
trying 'to rise in a hurry. Before he got

through flappIng I had jumped on his headagaIn, $nd when he weztt down I clawed
him with my hind feet. He tried to cr-

out, but all he could do was to make btub
bles on the water. J jumnpqd on his head

twice afte'r this, and the third timse he
never camne i;p any more. I went' out on

the bank, shdok the wa'ter oft my clothee,
a~nd 1at tohoe As I went
ma;o feliiver pro4fd, I heard the map

~ ghis .g TItst li~blew , ra He1it a ta Mthan~ leai adl

called; but the dog, beinat tIe bottom of
the mill pond, could male no ianswer.
"When I reached ho".I fqgd mamm#

there. She had heard Mg dJg bark and
had made haste to belout f his way,
Then, finding one of het'chi en mimsihg,
she knew that somethingihadjiappened or
was going to happen. She wal sure of it.
She heard the dog running, and she knew
the missing young one *qul4 be caught.
f Tie wasn't caught, she. hopWd he would
be badly scared; it woul- serve him right
for not obeying the rules she h made.
"When I got home, you no I was tired.

Mammy dried my clothe.wh% I told her
what had happened, and she rould hardly
believe it; but she couldeplairfly hear the
man calling his dbg, first with his voice and
then with his horn. He kept that up for
some time, and, finally, en hi way home,
he passed right under ouehoust, calling his
dog and tooting his horp-an I was the
only one of the family that red to look
out as he went by.
"Well, I had no more adventures until

one night. having come home myself. I
heard a crowd of dogs barking. The noise
they made grew -louder and loud'r, and
presently I heard mammy climbing the tree
as hard as she could. She came up so fast
that I could hear pieces of bark fall to the
ground. She was scared n-arly to death.
" 'They are after me,' she cried, 'and I

dIdn't have time to take to water!' Sure
enough, the dogs came charging through
the bushes, howling and panting like mad,
and they gathered around the tree and
howled and barked until the men came upwith torches. I was curious to see what
was going on, though the others were too
frightened to move. I came out and sat on
the limb and looked down at them. They
were all black men, except one. The one
that had the biggest torch held it behind
him and moved it back and forth behind
him.
" 'There ha is,' he yelled, 'I see his eyes!'The man with a cut thing began to hit thetree. I never knew what was going to hap-pen until -the tree began to sway. Then Icould feel It falling. As it fell, I ran downths tree until I came to one of the largestlimbs, and, by the time I had climbed that,the tree hit the ground with a noise thatsounded as the clouds sound when theyclap together and make a big. quick shine.The limb shook so hard that I came nearfalling off; but I held on the best I could,and in a moment I heard a great noise offighting, screaming, howling and growling.I was wild with fear, but I could do noth-ing. Close to the limb I was clinging towas a black man holding a torch. Thelight blinded my eyes, and the hot smokestifled me. I thought none had seen me,but the man who was not a black man wasstanding apart from the others, and whenI looked at him I found he was looking atme.
"I kept looking at him and he at meun-til I was no longer afraid. I had thefeeling that he was a friend (ciose tocousin-thing) and I wanted to go to him.But how could I? It was the Son of BenAli, and he said nothing to the others. Butthe thick smoke cam-, in my nose and Isneezed. The black man ye:led. 'Here's an-other!' and clinbed en the tree. He wasabout to strike me with the tor , but theSon of Ben AlI said, 'Wait!' ie came tothe limb. stretehed out his hand to me andI touched it with my tongue. Tome,' hesaid. I jumped to his shoulder and feltsafe: but when he carried me among thestrange ones, when I saw the dogs nosingaround with blood on their ears, andwhen I saw my mammf and the othislying there moving no more, fear cameagain, and but for the Son of Ben All'shand and voice I should have jumped downinto the middle of the pack.
"The Son of Ben Ali gave me to a friendto take care of, and though 1 went hungiy3'many a time, it was not the fault of theblack man. Maybe he was huigr-y 'mrself,and his Wife and children. ton. But nvowI'm here, ant if you'Ul excuse me I'll take

a ro1.'
Mr. Coon opened his mrodth %fide to gape,e'uddled down in the corner, and was soonsound asleep.tEnd Part $1l1.)

HER IDOL SHATTERED.
Tore His Image From-Her -Heart, but

It Left a Sear.
From the Kansas City liel.-nt.
"It's all a mistake to think that us girls

at the quick lunch counter don't have our
romances same's folks in the Pigher walks
of life, for while we may look frozen-faced
it ain't nothin' but a bluff, an' down in our
hearts we are every bit a*,susceptible to the
tender passion as any ht the high-born
dames. Yes, you're rigit i, too, have
known what love is and felt t tell tie that
there were other things in life hian 'Brown
the wheat,! and 'Draw on&' but as MissLibb has so beautifully said in 'Fair, but
False,' 'the cup was not for my lips.'"He came in one (lay and ordered a panroast at 25 cents a throw. -Now, onlythe real thing eats pan roasts, and I tooknotice of him right away. Ile came in
reglar ev'ry noon, and I kinder got to
watchin' for him. After he'd been comin'
for some time we struck up (oiversation,
an' he asked me how I liked 'Lost in
London.' an' I tlId him I didn't like Sen-
sational pl:,ys, an' that real dramas like
'East Lynne' was more- my style. an' he
said I was a girl of considerable mind.
"I knew he loved me. for once I only putfour oysters in his pan roast 'stead of six

an' he never even noticed it. As for me.
I own up to savin' the fattest oysters for
him an' takin' special pains with ti' roast.
Things went on that way for two ninths-
I was in a dream-then came the cruel.
awakenin'.
"Beezie O'Brien came here to take direc-

tion of the bles--quite a promotion for
Beezie, for she'd been workin' down at
Jones', an awful cheap joint. That'sBeezie ever there with the red hair an'
freckles, but don't mention freckles, 'cause
she's mortal sensitive. Well, me an' Beezie
was chinnin' when in walked me pan roastfriend, The minute he set eyes on Beezie'
he turned pale as death an' shot out of thedoor. Ah, I can see his face yet-despairand agony wrote on it,
"Then the truth came out. Beezie gaveit away that he was a steady customer atJones' mornin' an' evenin', where he tooknothin' but cofferand sinkers at 5 cents

a throw, an' that the pan roast deal wasn'tnothin' but a bluff he chuckedl to try an'win me affections. Yes; I've torn hisimage out of me heart, but the scar's stillthere.
"Ah, me!" wearily sighed the quick lunchgirl 'as she made out my check, "it's mightyhard to find a real gent nowadays."

A Black Turning White.
From the Vienna Fremdenbltt.
Two 3mars ago an Austrian merchant,

who had been on a business trip to Africa,
brought back with him from Egypt Ibual
Lacho, a Soudanese negro, aged nineteen
years. Speedily acclimated, the black im-
migrant soon learned the German dialect
of the Viennese and sturprised them by his
clever manners and the elegant dress he
displayed in the cafes and upon the "prom-
enade." During the last autumn be be-
came affected by nervous troubles, which
a famous neuropathist of Vienna subjected
to electrical treatment. Ibual Lacho's con-
dition began to Improve frm day to day,and, strange to relate, inathe, same propor-lion as the disease seemed -fo leave him
there disappeared the halacka dye of his
skin. Paler and paler'- he-'grew, until,
through the stages of P i'vian and Egyp-
tIan mummy coloration and the pallid
tinge of embalmed -beef. hde blanched into
gaining the true Caucasian carlplexion.Ibual's doctor explains *fhe dicoloration of
his patient fromn a process by which the
black pigment in his sjin 'twas disinte-
grated and finally el'minatedthrougih elec-
tricity. 'This chief coloring matter, mela-
nin, of pigmentum nigt'um, -round in the
eye, the hair and t-he skin, contains iron,
and strongly reacts uporV eletric applica-
tIon.

Lasy Gambling.
From the Atlanta Constitutidsh. h
The laziest man in Atlinta las been dim-

ccvered. There can be ne doubt of it. He
himself admits the corn. 'By ccupation he
is a clerk in a wholesale grocery store, and
by mutuail predilection a sport.
Some days ago he Invented a brand-new

gambling scheme that beats anything yet.
He places two tIny mounds of sugar on a
box, both of the same size; then -he proceeds
to wager any friend who chances to drop in
that the flies wll eat up one mound before
the other.
-"No, there's not muchi profit in it," saidhe. "You Can't telt.,which pile will be con-sumned first. I'm not -personally acquainted

with the sugar-eating propeasities of thefiles, r£nd if I was rd ne- know waiehflies were going to light'oU-ny pile. All
sugar lookes alike to fiias. But the game'sf-un, asyd real exciting when they begIn on
the -home-strth. And then th fies 'do all
the work, and do i: r cheerfully!"And h~e yawned and aighedl am a customarasked him the price sf 4os

A MODERN INDUSTRY
Supplying People With Newspaper

Clippings on Many Topica,
THE CUAR I A REGULAR PATRON

Others Who Want to Know What
is Said About Them. .

p

VALUABLE SCRAPBOOKSI

Written for The Evening Star.
Eighteen years ago a man had an Idea.

which he developed with 5o cents, the last
money in his pocket. Less than a month
ago half a dozen firms engaged in the
business resulting from that idea, coalesced
and capitalized their joint undertaking at
$5,000,000. Even at that they had no stock
for sale-the capitalization was merely an

equitable prorating. Unless all signs fail
there will be handsome dividends. The
business is international. and so solidly es-
tablished that only a social cataclysm can
overset it.
The story has been told more than once

of how a young Russiari-American at the
end of his resources, saw a famous French
artist pay handsomely for papers several
days old, containing notices of his salon
pictures, and was inspired by the sight
with the thought of making a business of
furnishing such notices to whoever had
need of them. But t'he spread and develep-
ment of the thing thus insignificantly be-
gun will be news to the most part of the
reading world.
Today 50i000 persons and I~l,. are

employed in the business of making and
distributing newspaner clippings. There
are between fifty and one "hundred bureaus
in the United States, nearly as many in
England and on the continent, others at
Melbourne, Sydney, Calcutta. Yokahoma,
Hong Kong, Johannesburg, Natal, Buenos
Ayres and Rio de Janeiro. All the biggest
of these are in effect international. If they
have not branches all about, they have
irstead a sort of traffic arrangement, after
the manner of the big banks, by which their
foreign correspondents fill cabled orders
quite as though they were received over
their own counters.

Often of Grent Value.
Even this does not mark the full spread

of the ida. Railways, tetgraph lines and
express companies have glne into the busi-
ness n their own acecoant. At first they
wcre among the regular bur-aus' most pay-
ing subscribers, but prently. they began
ordering local agents to c:p and file every
line of railway matter appetring in local
shee.ts, ad to seitl the clippings to the
main office, where they are indexed and
put away. Sever! tine 5.n item so kept
has proved to be vorti a good many dol-
lars to the company keeping it.
Among clitpprs , .lsewhere specializa-

tion works. ,ome bureaus give thcir whole
mind to things lit rary. To thvrm the au-

thor. (ip-ially the fledgeling aujthr, is as
:he shov of I gre: r'ck in a weary
land. The minute a book is out-somrnermes
even earlier-he writt r of it rtreives their
circular letter. enelosirg a sample clipping
-a notice of himself or hI 1o.k. and asking
his -ubscription. The rate is five dollars
a hundreld clippings, or if the writer he lit-
tle known, five dollars a year. Wiwe com-
petition i: keer figures are often lolwered
one-half. In case the author should al-
ready have engaged with anoth, r bureau,
it is not uncommon to ask that the latter
comer be Illowedl to sEnad <lippings also. re-

ceiving pay only for such as are no: dupil-
cates of these alreadyv received.

sides notics and reviews the literary
bureau, will. if orler~d, end all manner
of literary intelligetne. IL is thus a very
present hlplt, to th- who livei awaty fromi
the great c n:ers. It is a itue- nV how-
civ. if the bur.au is not fqually a beon to
those in ilh great ecnter-. Life there is so
lensen el cr.wdid. one has but little time
to seek ntt items f*r him I.
C(>rmain fa-ct in clippng hi-tory bear out

the Idea. EImpror W';am. for example.
is rr.u'h to.busy to rA ll"lb pa rs, yet
needs strenuotisly to kow, what his world
is sayinagf partila;r thog. So h.. lias. a
scrap hook. in char::e of court officer,
whose busin.s it is to a e that every niorn-
ing it is bricht strii:ly op to <ate. and
dtly Subit: d to the imlewral etc. W. T.
S:t I. ano:h I very busy mon. is credited
wi:h poseessing a whole library of books
m:le tip of clippings. It tl.s tliree dingv
Sris itn a Lendletn hetoue, :-d is -aid to

have suggetted to him the plan of tho, Re-
view of Reviews.
()hh r lire us ennaern thanrelvs main-

ly wvi: h lim s5 afairs. Th< v giveto their
ubibters not only all that tppers in
int conerning the .ibser hers lines of

hsinhess, bet advance intige-nct of such
things as the letting of cont racts, tle ado!-
tion of bnilding pl-ins. ncw mttt rials, in-
ventions. dist overies. legal 'h eision af-
feeting comernecital int res's. also legisla-
tion. While the Dingley L1 was pending
every firm interested In tb wool trade re-
ceived from a Chicago burlab v-my scran
of inteblig ,ce haring on th wool tehe'l-
ttles. It is the same with (aher staplb's-
cotton. copper. wheat. lve s-ok. crop
iirospects genet ally. Th' whole m:iterial
worll inde.d is the business bir.ti's par-
ish, and one thtat is very carefully looked
a ftcer.

Medicnl Intelinenee.
The very latest development is the bureau

of medieal intelligence, which col~ects an 1
distributes whatever is th w, in mcdictine.
This inctudes not merely the astouning
discoveries that exploit thtmse-lves, but re-
porte of operatior~s, experimntts, theorics
even, which ment eminett in the p~rc'fession
put into print. They are, of coirse, a1'ways
availabhle to the metn who ktnow whtre to
fied them and have time to Io'ik.-
One needs imagination to see anythirng

picturesque in the machins of climipitig.
One establishment with over a hutndredi cm-
ployes shows to the casual eye only ranks
and rows of men at] ',omen, re-ainrg, blute
penciling, clipping, pasting andt stmping.
This bureat's usual Ou'put is 'i.o,s clip-
pings a week. Under a rush order it could
clip ard mail a hunidred -.houtsaind. There
is an elaborate system of card classification.
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The cards are hung on hooks in a stair-
stepy rack some four feet across, and run-
ning the whole length of a very long room.
Nearly every hook is filkd. but the fact i
far from being solely a comment on human
vanity. It needs but a little reflection to
see that the clippings run the who'e gamut
of human passions, necessities and det-ires.
With that in mind a certai sense of

tragi-comedy, or comic tragedy comes as
one looks. The commonplace manila en-
Velopes fly out and about, freightedt with
rr.any things. Ninety-nine may signify
nothing, yet the hundredth be potentiiil of
joy or grikf, of failure or succes. IPar-
ticulaily among the personal clippings.
which make still so large a part of the
general business. Oddly enough it is not
the class one would lcok for. actors, artists
and authors--which is most avid of this
sort of thing. Society prop;e are e'ven more
anxious to fee what !he woikl outshic
thinks of them. This not only of the great
lights, but those viho affe-t to deplore pub-
licity. The book of "lat ;t orders" 'n a big
New York establishment -iround horse
show and dog show times. and in the (ra
of important social functions. wo't!-l reveal
much Ps to the inwardness and inspiration
of certain published thi.tgs.

Actors as Patrons.
Th' professionals. however, by no means

slight the bureau's good offices. They
could not afford to-neither could the bu-
reau afford to let them. Witness these
two facts: Duse in th- course of eleven
weaks received two thousand eight hundred
and eighty-eight personal clippings; Rich-
ard Mansfield's order excludes the works
of his press agent and critiques of his
plays as plays, yet in the season his week-
ly clippings bill often runs to thirty dollars.
Que n Victeria subscribes to more than

one bureau. but neler sees the clippings
until they have been put in books ,under
the editing of some of her family, which
means, of course, th leaving out of any-
thing unpleasant. The Prince of Wales
also takes clippings from two sources. In
addition he cuts out with his own royal
hands all the pictures of himself which
appear in the public prints. Tht greater
the caricature the broader his chuckle
over it. Slurs upon his family are said
to touch him nearly, yet to things said
against himself he is artlessly indiffer-
ent. One can readily credit that upon
haaring that by his own order a scrap
book was made for him containing Ameri-
can opinions in re the baccarat scandal.

The Czar of Russia.
However, the royal patron dearest to

clippings bureau regard is his majesty
the czar of all the Russias. He has shown
himself exceedingly wl1 disposed toward
them. Some of their notable orders have
come at his instance. A New York bureau
man has made for him sumptuously bound
scral) books. all Russia leather and gold
clasps and gilt edges. first about the death
and obsequies of his father, Alexander IlI,
then about his own marriage and corona-
tion ceremonies and later in regard to the
American journey of Prince Hillkoff, his
minister of railways. Thc same house has
now in hand clippings about the peace
conference, which are to form another in
the series of imperial scrap hooks. They
are the finest ever madt in New York,
exceeding even the magnificent volumes
in which Mrs. Bradley-Martin is preserv-
ing the eight thousand-odd clippings in
praist of b:r famous ball.
Uncle Sam himself has stolen the clip-

pinEs idea, ad kc eps at the White H'.us a

corps of trained clip~pers and a government
s(rap hook. President (leveland is said to
hav'lo-,ked at the scrap book just once in
his bast term-that was in the cours' of the
Vero zuelan crisis. Mrs. Harrison sub-
scribed to the bureau or her own a ecount,
and her daughter has many books full of
the things print-d about "Baby" McKee.
Mrs. Cleveland had a scrap book of per-
soral noti,-s--not, however, of herself, but
of her husband.

In Public Life.
The wives of many other prominent men

have similar books, which, it is both rea-
scnable and charitable to hopt, do not in-
clude the caricatures of their liege lords.
Almost every man in public life is a bureau
subscriber. "Himself" is the order oftenest
written opposite a big name, though in
trany cases it is "Himself and Pacific rail-
:.ds." or "Himself and the Nicaragua
canal." or even "Himself and the Agricul-
ttral IDlartment."
Uncle Sam is, however, not wholly with-

out conscience in the matter of clippings,
or perhaps h! has learned wisdom hy ex-
pi riene. It took tiftEen thousand dollars
to buy for his archives a complete file of a
Now York paper covering the period of the
civil war: further, the Townsend scrap book
history of that war cost Columbia College
forty thousand. Whether from conscience
or thrift, the governm-nt has just ordered
and received from a New York establish-
ment a s rap history of the war with
Spain. It is in twenty big volumes, though
most of the war pictur-s were left out. The
volumfes are bound in morocco cloth, and

< sIt th: government a thousand dollars.
Tlat aun, Indee. hardly covered the cost

of rr.king. but the bureau man has gath-tred a.dupicaye set of elippings and looks
for his profit in them. whenever a rich andpatriot'e citizen decided to give a similar
histry to West Point or Annapolis. Stan-
ford 'niversity has already a monumental
e of scrap histories, bearing on every-

thing American, and particularly the life
and works of its founder.

Sonte Queer Ordern.
John L. Sullivan gets clippings-subject

not speAfie. Lord Randolph Churchill or-
ered "everything unfavorable," and was

forced by the size of his first month's billto exactly reverse his order. Nicola Tesla
wants "electrical invenstions." Edison ismore comprehensive; he orders clippingsupon above twenty subjects of living inter-
st. W. D. Ho-lls .subscribees intermit-

tently for real incidents going with what-
over story he may hav'e in hand. Many
lesser lig'hts of lit. rature order "ursusual
real storh"."' (Oe man w.~ho is said to have
a plot fac ory patronizedl by b,: h novelists
and draimati~ts wht'n imaginat iont lagsnants all sorts of haitltreadlth happ;-nings.
"Stores of elopetn.a' wc as antot her order.
yhe maker of it. stt..'e to r&ate. was not
e realistic tnocelty. but a lu.'kless lover.
iv ho hoped thus by vicarious examniple to
,ersuaide his sweerheart to defy her pare'nte
~ad make him happy. The ('ramps get
:-very line printed in any part of the worol
ibout atny one of their ships. Dr. Seward
WAebb has everything about horses. and C.Iliver ise~int all about cup races. Mir. I selintrtas already a very line scrap book of

render's explolts.
Von Blumer-"Welh old man, how did you
ike the Welsh rabbit I mnade you !ast
tight."
Kintgley-"Cani't tell yet, Just getting ac-
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TATTOOED ROWALTY.

Distimaninhed r.euee Who Nave 3een
Decerated With the Weedie.

F'rm Ilseramortb's Meagaaine.
Tattooing is just now the popular pastime

of the leisured world. one of the bes!-
known men in high European cire the
Grand Duke Alexis of Russia. is moe . lah-
'iately tattooed. Prince and Prin-e-. Wal-
demar of l)nmark. Queen Olga of 4ro-e,
King Oscar of Sweden, the liukei of Vork.
the Grand Duke Constintine. L.aly tL.-i-
dolph Churchill. with many othersio roy.'l
and distinguished rank, hats suvmitte-i
themselres to the tickling but painl-s. and
albeit pleasant sensation afforded i the
in proved :attoAing iteedle. which Is nowa-

days worked in the simpletiban.anit. 1 by
the galvania current, the genius of 1 artist
si.plyirg the rest of the o:r:'tion. The
luke if Saxe-Cuburg and toia. uk. 1:1%
c'iusin. Alexis of Russia. is ano:n-r . lah,-
rativ tattooed man. Any one me:ting the
iiiuke of Newcastle. or the Earl of Por:-

arlington. or Sir Edmund Ie htmer in the
street would hardly realize the fact that
0't se gentlemen are proud wearers of tat-
too marks-miuch so. The present fancy for
lN ing tattooed. according to Prof. Riley-
than whom no artist has tat tood more dis-
tinguish, I people-mainly t xist.s among men
khe have t'aveled much: while ladlies have
also taken a strong liking to this form of
p< rsonal decoration, which. from a Roman's
point of view. is about as expensive an
dress. but not so costly as god frelry. In
pIace of siqrdting her spare time posing in
ftont of a camera, or reclining her head in
the dentist's chair, or placing herself re-
signedly in the hands of her coilfeur for
want of sometbing better to do. or for the
purpose of passing her time in the "off"
s!'ason. the laudy about town now consents
t, be pricked by the taltoo artist's operating
needle, and to have her forearm or should-
er adorned with a serpent holding its tail
in its mouth-a symbol representing eternity.
The skill of th tattoo srtist. to be real-

ized properly and fairly. must he seen in
beautiful colors on a white skin - work
which is amazing. The sketches be em-
ploys ar' made in various colored inks.
His great skill is in the faithful reproduc-
tion of any symbol or picture desired hy
the sitter. These designs vary in size from
a small fly or bee to that of an immense
Chinese dragon occupying the whole space
offered by the back or chest, or a huge
snake many inches in thickness coiling
round the lIudy from the knees to the
shoulders. Tattooing has its humorous side
as well as its s'rious. A lover whose b. art
was once melted away in a -oft, sw'..t,
passionatt love got the artist to imprint in
Indelible inks, over the region of his heart,
a single heart of charming and delicate
outline, colored, as it should he. In all the
blushing tin-ts, with the name of hip loved
one stamped thereon. Three years after-
ward he followed the artist to London. and.
seeking him out, with face pallid. the light
of his ey almost gone out, and looking ut-
terly miserable and careworn, he requested
the tattooer to imprint under that same
symbol, in bold, big letters, th word "de-
ceiver." A w -ll-known army officer had
tattooed over his heart the simple name of
"AMary" with a lover's knot, biut six months
afterwarl the same man had the uncanny
word "traitress" tattooed under it.
An English actress had a buttertly tattooed
on her fair shoulder, the initials of her
fiance. "P. V.." being placed underneath.
Not long afterward she also came back and
had the "F"' converted into "E," and the
"V" into "W."' the letters reading "F. W."
She evetitually married ". W.." and to
this day ". W." thinks his initials were
the first tattooed on her arm. i'olnials
visiting England usually return home twar-
ing on some part of their body an emblem
of some national importance. This takes
the shape of a portrait of the queen or the
standard, the union jack, also. not being
despised. A man may admire a favorite pic-
ture and desire a reproductionof it tattooed
on his back or upon his chest. Prof. Rileyis at the present time engaged "etchiami" "a
a man's back Landseer's famous piture."Dignity and Impudence," and when finisn-
ed it will measure 12 by 9 inches. The same
artist is also outlining on the chest of a
Scotch baron a copy of Constable's famous
etching. "Mrs. Pelham," after Sir Joshua
Reynolds, the original etching of which
fetched, in June last, at Christie's, the rec-
ord sum of 1425.
While most people are pleased to gothrough the performance of being tattooed

just for the fun of the thing, as it were,
many, on the other hand. approach the tat-
tooer whth a seriouso bject in view. Eschew-
ing all fancy designs, they choose frequent-
ly their own name and address as an aid to
identification in case of accident, or, as has
been the case recently, a wife may induce
her husband to have her name tattooed on
hi:- arm. as a guarantee of good faith.
An offic!al connected with one of our

leading railways has had tattooed around
his arm, in snake fashion, a train going at
full speed. The scene is laid at night. The
shades of evening envelop the snorting lo-
comotIve and flying carriag..s, while the
rays of light proceeding from the opened
furnace of the locomotive are effectivey
shown lighting up the cars. There are
lights, too, issuing from the carriag*'s,
showing how the passengers inside are
passing away the time. Some of them are
reading, som sleeping. somne talking. i-ome
sullenly looking out of the windows. A
darkened itlion of the train is passingthe signal box, and the dim light thereirom
faintly lights up that part of the train.
The picture is a pe'rfect ideal of the tat-
tooer's art and shows the great advance
tarttooing has made during recent years.Prof. Riley has never done anything more
striking or effective, if perhaps we exceptthe large snake he tattooed all around the
body of a certain popular member of the
royal family, which is an extremely life-
like reptile. There are over 10i,(si peoplein AdAn alone who bear on some part of
their anatomy some evidence of the tattoO-
ing needle.

The Longest Day.
From the ieirn'ai Enquirer.
'The following list shows the duration of

the longest day in varIous places all over
the world: New York has, so to say, the
shortest longest day, which is about 15
hours long; while in Montre al it is 16. Lon-
din and Bremen each bask in a l6'% hours'
length o. day, closely followed by Hamburg
and Dantaig wIth 30 minutes more. The
longest day in Stockholm last 1i-' hours;
leat both St. Petersburg and Tobolsk, Ri-
bieria, go one better, with a day of exactly
13I hours--and their shortest. 'i hours. Jun--
21 brings to Torn.-a. Finland, a summer
day nearly 22 hours long-and Christmas
day 262 hours only. (How unfortunate are
the children of Torneali. The foregoing
lengthy days. however, are easily left be-
hInd by Wardburg, Norway, which boasts
of a day lasting without break from May
21 to .Iuly 22; but even this is suirpatssed by
Spitzbergen, where -- mnirabile djictu! - the
lcngest day Is something like 3%j months.
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