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‘July heats, and in_hail storms.

B g :
NOBLE KING.

hey the races and festivity—
Something to drive awuy a 80 S SR B
h‘;’,‘;ﬁ‘g begged tae King g:’;cm

Quick thro ’
mﬁwm wire the monarch

“““ﬂﬁg Spirit by the city's woe: -
“At Pordenne merciment they make:
They die at Naples; 1 to Naples go.>”
Through stricken Naples soon s whisper

spread .
That simped to language, leapt from

tongue to ear:
*Not le}:gum with
One heart has sym, —the King
here?r’
The helpless widow iﬁ her babe at breast,
l(onrnlil:!g her hn:hand lost, took heart
And m“l{:f’“God in the end will stay the
Theml;egfg has come who loves his fellow-

The loathsome beggar in his rags arrayed,
Waiting his hour 1o feel disease and die,
FPlucked neart of grace, and th atter-
. BAnce made:
‘Afar our nobles; but the King is nigh.

In biut and hou\.'el. in the nolsome Ianes
e pestilence its shaftsmalignant sped,
The sick a moment terrors lost and pains—
r will come!” eachto the other

And turning on their pallets when th
b P ey
e was there, within each sore-
24 rame
A thrill of gratitude the spirit stirred,
And prayers ascended coupled with his
name,

Beelthe,dilth graclous mien and kindly

Tea
Made all alike the object of his care;
He cheered the lLiving, and he mourned the

dead,
And hope inspired where all had been de-
spair.

And when his voice’s sympathetic tone
Fell musical upon the &eoplo‘s ©ars,
SBome, in their joy with fuce transfigured

pocs
In some n'deupu- feeling loosened tears.

On rich men who had left the poor to die,
Um nobies who their order had disgraced,
Fell sudden shame ; taught by example high,
Thelr new-born kindness cold neglect re-

placed.

It was not much, perhaps; a little thing,
With more of courage than a battle needs;
Bauat it conferred upon the kindly King
lor: !ndma than could a thousand martial
eeds.

And whendn future ages men shall write
Uf those few monarchs whom “Reloved”
they call,
If more or less be therse In letters bright,
Be sure King Humbert's name shall lead
them all.

What man makes is but {ll-mmade at the best;
What God makes lacks no jot of perfect

plan;
Man’s willa claim of birth-right, and the

rest,
Here made a soversign; God had made the

man.
—Thomas Dunn English,in N. Y. Ledger.

THE ENGINEER'S STORY.

His Thrilling Experience on the
Track Under a Fire-Box.

The following is a translation of a
story by the late Baron M. M. von
Weber, who in his preparation for his
profession as an engineer served for a
year on a locomotive:

It was New Year'seve in the loco-
motive engineer's room at the engine-
house in the German town of Birglitz.
An old locomotive engineer, retired en
& pension, was brewing a bowl of punch
at the table, which in honor of the New
Year was spread with a clean cloth.
Ju from the cold, snowy air entered a
number of locomotive runners wrapped
up to their eyes, covered with snow,
puffing and stamping.

“*Bad weather for running this New
Year's,” said the new comers, shaking
off the snow and stripping off over-
coats, wrups, jackets, caps and over-
shoes.

“Little do you know, nowadays, of
bad weather for running an engine; in
the glass parlors that the companies
have built over your foot-boards, on

i that rock you on their springs
as a nurse rocks a child in its arms.
You ought to have stood with me about
1839 and 1840 on the little engines that
ran so hard and pitched so that you
felt every rail jomnt from sole to crown,
and that eonldn’t stir when the snow
was ankle deep over the rails. And
there we stood night and day, with no
sign of shelter except our overcoats
and furs, through December stunn:frand

hat
was touch work! What do you know
about it? And for that matter, what is
-our hardest work compared to what
ennig has had to go through to-day to
finish up his year, in standing his ex-
amination for loeomotive engineer. In
the open air the engine God is with us;
but, in the school-room, there is the
Devil; But here comes the boy thathas
been running the gauntlet. Hurrah for
him!"’

Six hoarse voices repeated the wel-
come, and six right hands were
stretched toward the young man in his
black Sunday suit, with blushing, open
countenance, and with that clear, far

in his blue eyes which is peculiar
to sailors and logcomotive engineers,
who entered, somewhat hesitatingly,
and answered their greeting.

«“Now how did you get throngh? Did
they make it hot for you? Did the mas-
ter mechanie try your eyes?”’

wLet's sit down and have our
punch,” said the engineers, as they

-athered round him.

“Keep still now,”” said Zimmermann,
the old retired engineer. *You shall
have no punch until Hornig and Frank
come in with the freight train. The
telegrapher told me it wastwenty min-
utes behind time, and it must have got
here by this time.”

«Well,"" said the young candidate,
wiping off the sweat which the bare
recollection of his experience caused to
stand on his brow, ‘‘they tortured me

fearfully. I was examined according
to the new regulations. A row of gen-
tlemen & rod sat around me, not

one of whom, except our Master Me-
chabie, had I ever s’;sen on a locomotive

- orin a shop. And our foremen Wwere

not the worst ones. They questioned
me very sharply, to be sure, but you
cbuld understand them and them
sensible answers. But 1 didn’t under-
stand more than half of what the other
examiners—learned men in high posi-
tions—asked me. They didn't talk

railroad language, and what they
wanted to know‘{ﬁhnd learned out
of the books the foreman had lent me,

. {08 the f passing the ex-
just for the purpose of p

m:;d h:d‘doome a0ross

them in practice never used

*;.,sn]‘;l probably never will as long
Jive."’

d._:“lmd what were they?” a comrade

to ask, i a cigar, when
mtot thelgmmddoﬂyopend

and in poured a cloud of snow, out of
which two new arrivals, the
engineers of the belated freight trains.
- %Just in time,” was the cry; ‘“‘now
pass round the punch, and send to the
restaurant for the New Year's Eve din-
ner.

“Here is some game to add to it,”
said one of the new-comers, holdi.nig up
a half-roasted rabbit by the hind legs.

the matter of

“The little fellow was ﬁwﬁng to dish
himself up for the feast, but was in a
little too much of a hurry, and got
roasted with his skin on,”” said the
owner of the rabbit. *‘The red light
on my engine scared him out of his
hiding-place in the snow, and he began
running a race with the train. For two
or three minutes I saw the little fellow
by the light of my fire flving over the
snow al the engine, on the other
track. Igave a short whistle, which
scared him so that he ran ahead, gave
a leap, got under the red light of the
lamps, which probably blinded him,
and then doubled in front of the engine
as he would in front of a dog, across
the track. I looked out to see if he
would eome in sight again, but he did
nos, and I suEposed he had been run
over or passed by, and forgot him. But
when they were cleaning out my grate
at Seestadt. the fellow with the poker
called up from the ash-pit: ‘Hornig,
Hornig, you have brought a roast with
you!” I thought the man must be
crazy, and got down and looked. As
sure as I am sitting here, there lay my
rabbit of the Biglitz woods in my ash-
pan, dead and half-cooked. The ash-pan
must have caught him as he was mak-
ing a jump. He must have been in a
hurry to get roasted."

The story of the young engineer was
received with loud laughter.

“Laugh away over the poor beast,”
growled Zimmermann, filling the
glasses meanwhile. “You don't know
how bad it feels to lie under a fire-
box."

““And do you know how it feels?”
said several voices in tones indicating
great doubt.

*I know all about it, as you fellows
very well know, and I have gone
through all the experience there can be
between the bottom of the rails and the
top of the smokestack,”” answered
Zimmermann.

*‘But you never have been in the ash-
pan?’’ said his companions.

*‘Not quite,”” answered the old en-
gineer very gravely, ‘‘but under it, and
part of me pretty nearly in it, too.

ut 1 tell you I have been where a fine
train of handsome ecars, full of jolly
people, in a moment—before you could
put your hand to a whistle or put on a
brake—was turned into a heap of
kindling wood and pieces of bolts,
axles and wheels, out of which came
groans and cries for help, and around
which people eried in despair. I have
been where locomotives leapt like kit-
tens off the rails, down the bank, and
rolled over two or three times, wheels
in air, smoke-stack under, and every-
thing was all steam, ruins, fire, hissing
and screaming. I have been thrOugE
all this, but in thirty-five years of rail-
roading m{F heart never stood q‘uita S0
still as it did under the ash-pan.”

*Tell us all about it, Father Zimmer-
mann,’”’ ecalled a chorus of voices,
whose tones showed that they were ac-
customed to make themselves heard
above the rattling and clattering of the
engine.

“Well, well, I will, although I hate
to talk about it,”” he answered, as he
slowly untied his tobaceo pouch and
began to fill his short pipe. *“Some-
thing thumps hard here under my third
rib whenever Ithink about it.""

**You see, boys, the hands that em-
broidered this tobaeco pouch came
near becoming a widow’s hands, and
my Carl and Julie would never have
been born, if you could have called me
‘Big Frank’ then as you do now.”

‘*How so, Father Zimmermann?'’

*Just light your stylish cigars—they
suit you feilows in fl&-as cabs, just as
the short pipes used to suit us sturd
fellows in the open air—and hand baoi
your glasses. hen hold your tongues
till I get through.

“On New Year's Eve in the year
1845, full thirty years ago, it was ter-
rible weather, as it is to-day—drifting
snow and driving sleet. was the
junior runner at the main station in
our city, and had only lately been mar-
ried. You know the station is a
miserable place for running. Which
ever way the wind blows itecatches you
there. The road enters the city through
a narrow cutting, and one of the two
tracks always gets blocked before the
snow has been blowing an hour.
osust beyond the cutting, in the third
house on Gardner street, behind the
old oil mill, which we cursed so often
because we had to cut off steam on
passing for fear the sparks might set
the shingle roof on fire. Just behind
this mill I lived with my Louise and
my cldest boy Frank, who is now fore-
man in Rudrich’s shops.

“So on New Year's Eve in 1845 1
came in from Griesthal with a heavy
freight train, having been standing
fourteen hours on the engine, with the
thermometer near zero and the snow
and sleet blowing. I was stiff with
cold, and was anticipating enjoying my
New Year's punch. It was getting
dark when I came in, and through the
station with its hundreds of lights on
the platforms and switches, as if it
were a great Christmas festival. Sorry
cheer was there for me! On account
of the Christmas holidays some five
hundred cars had collected at the sta-
tion, and they all had to be made up
into trains in order that they might be
returned immediately after New Year's.

“Hardly had I ﬁot off my engine in
the round-house when the yard-master
came up and said: ‘Zimmermann,
Hauser has been taken sick. Youwill
have to take the third switching en-
gine in his place.” ‘Jerusalem,’ said T,
*but 1 hope it won’t take till midnight,
Yard-master; I must be home by that
time, or the new year will be un-
lucky.’ ™’

* *‘Nonsense,” said the yard-master;
‘you stick to it till you get through,’
and away he went through the snow.

“I took it to heart more than it de-
served, but the chill which came over
me when I came out with the engine I
ascribed to the fearful storm that blew
in my face. The whole air was full of
powdery snow and cold mist, and when
the white gusts drove across the track
I could hardly see the smoke-stack.

“Of the lamp signals you could onl
get now and then a glimpse of redf
white or n; and of the horn and
mouth whistle signals, [signals are
sometimes given by blowing horns or
whistles on German railroads], what
with the howling of the wind among
the cars and the singing of the tele-
graph wires and the rolling of the cars
and the whistling of the engines, you
could hear only just enough to be sure
that you didn’t unders them. Of
the Yard-master's calls you could un-
derstand absolutely nothing except that
he was calling.

“In the midst of this some two hun-
dred cars were being pushed in every
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“When did thatP Whatis
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direction at the same time by three dif-
ferent - engines; everywhere - they
emerged like great shadows from banks
of mist and snow, and thendisappeared

and the deep snow deadened it

; Yyou could not hesar them pass nor
eome nor go. The poor switchmen and
yardmen sprung back and forth be-
tween the moving cars, wet to the skin,
knee-deep in the snow. You know
pretty well how a drilling yard looks
in a winter night! Itisa ial Prov-
idence that men are not all crushed to
atoms, and all my life I have wondered
that I have not heard every other morn-
ing of some one’s being killed. And
when anything happens, high and
mighty gentlemen get around a green
table in a warm room, and take the
Book of Rules out of their pockets!
Well, so it goes, and it will; but if they
would just once in their lives go outside
and look on, they might learn some-
thing.

“So it was a bad night then, and
perhaps some of the boys were anxious
to get to their New Year's punch, for
the drilling was done 1n a terrible hur-
ry. The cars fairly flew back and forth,
and the lights passed by like lightning,
and everywhere was the creaking and
rattling of the bufters as they came to-

gether, and the men crept under and
between the cars as if the wheels were
ginger cakes and the buffers feather
pillows. Prominent among them was
a little, ugly Drill-master’s helper—I
never could bear the fellow, for he once
cut me out when 1 was courting—but I
had to wonder at his activity when 1
saw his signal lanterns everywhere,
swinging round, across, up, down, for-
ward and back, and heard his sharp
voice calling through the storm.

“] had just called to this man when
Isaw him dodge between two cars
again. I told him he ought not to be
s0 outrageously reckless in such weath-
er, when he could hear nothing and see
nothing, and moreover might slip down
any time. But he laughed in my face
and shouted back: ‘You mind your own
business, Zimmerman, and not me. We
must get through before midnight—go
ahead,’ and away he went. “Go to the
devil,’ I shouted after him, and these
words I shall not forget as long as I
{:::i','?nd. shall repent them on my dying

Here the old engineer paused, wiped
his forehead, took a draught from his
punch glass, and then continued:

“] heard him again call out ‘Ease
ahead to my comrade, heard the safety
chains rattling, aad then a sound—like
what? Did you ever hear a butcher
cut through a big bone with an axe?
Then I heard a stifled seream, and then
again the clatter and rattle of the
buffers coming together. A cold chill
ran through my bones. ThenI gotthe
signal to run forward, and there was
no delay. I was soon frr from that
place at the other end of the yard,
where no one could know what had
happened.

“But now 1 did my work as if I were
dreaming, and when, half an hour later,
we were through, and I ran back into
the engine-house, the foreman said to
me: *“Do you know, Zimmermann,
that the drillmaster’s helper Porges
has been killed—crushed between the
buffers?” 1 did not ask many ques-
tions—my heart sunk in me, and how I
took care of the engine and got started
for home I don't know. As I passed
the station platform I saw a crowd
standing with lanterns and something
Iving on the snowcovered with a cloak.
I had no questions to ask about it; I
trembled like a leaf, and I can tell you,
boys, I don’t know what I would not
have given if I had not ecalled to him
half an hour before to go to the devil.
It was a hard task to drive that out of
my head, though it was not so ill
meant—a way of talking that we rough
fellows got into the habit of.

“With you young fellows it is still
worse, and it would cure you if you had
felt the remorse that I felt then. Well,
finally I succeeded in getiing my mind
on the bright, warm room at home,
with the felt slippers and Louise and
the baby and the cat and the tea-kettle
singing on the stove, and the bottle of
arrack and the sugar bowl and the
lemons on the table, and gradually I
could see it all plainly.

“You may imagine that I did not pay
much attention to wind or weather or
road with all this thinking, and I only
noticed that the wind was still whirling
and blowing, as I walked into the cut-
ting near the old oil mill, through
which I could have seen the window in
my house if I could have seen anything
ten paces off that night. I was walk-
ing on the right-hand track, because it
was clear of snow, and because I could
see my house from it first.

“I went along quite confidently, for
I was coming from the station, and you
know I was walkinz on the track for
the trains coming in, so no train ecould
run on me from behind, and in front
none was to be expected; moreover, 1
would have heard it coming.

““When I was about half-way through
the cutting, which, as vou know, is on
a curve, and in which I couldn’t see a
car’s length that night, I heard a whist-
ling behind me, and immediately after-

us has into our engines. Bus,
boys, in that moment which happened
between mlIP“’h and my falling flat
on my face I did more thinking than I
ever did at any other time between
Easter and Whit Sunday.

- mqud:inqg‘ il::ome' ?:h Ni
room it, an e New
Year's ing, and the New Year’s
church in the mo: well, we won't
speak about that: then on the Drill-
master’s helper, who was lying under a
cloak on the snow, and then I calcu-
lated concerning the train that was
}':l:!oning over me as clearly as if I had
1 make up. Why was it co u
the wrong track, in which I hadmxﬁkes
—the down track? And immediately I
understood what I had forgotten in my
reverie while walking home. At noon
I had seen the up track covered deep in
snow, and that was why the train went
outon’thein track. Then I plainly saw
the train standing; there could not be
more than ten or eleven freight cars in
it, all our company’s cars; they were all
high above the rails; they would do me
no harm—I was lying flat enough be-
tween the rails. But the engine, the
ash-pan of the engine? The three en-
gines that still had steam up at the sta-
tion I knew as well as my tobacco box,
the ‘Wittekind® would pass over me
harmless even if I had been larger than
I was then; the ‘Hermann’ also, per-
haps, might be merciful to me, if it
didn’t ecarry too much coal and water,
and if the gravel ballast on which 1
was lying were not too thick; but under
the ‘Sirius,” one of the new, low-built
elephants, I would be a dead man—
worse than a dead man, a man slowly
torn to pieces and crushed. Now,
which engine was it that was coming?

“All this, yousee, boys, I had thought
out between the push and the fall, but
when once I was lying down all caleu-
lating ceased, and I only stretched my-
self out instinctively, and drew in my
breath and made myself as thin as a
board, and counted the axles that
passed over my head. Every ping and
pang spoke out plain syllables which
sounded like: ‘A wretched death—a
wretch—ed death.” And now some-
thimg heavy catches me; no, it is noth-
ing yet; it only slips and slides rattling
over me lengthwise, feeling cold on my
neck; it is a coupling chain hanging
down. But now it comes; the ground
begins to tremble under me, first gent-
ly, then more and more violently; very

owly it comes; then I saw on oneside,
thcm%h I had md: head pressed down in

a hollow, that the rail and the snow
and the rolling wheels passing me were
ept get-

lighted with a red light that
ting brighter and Erighter; that was
the engine fire shining through the ash-
an. ow I felt it getting hot on m
are head and neck. The ties sun
down; the rails cracked and bent; the
ound shook violently under me; there,
there it ia! And immediately it caught
me heavily on the back, pressed for-
ward—God have mercy! then rip, tear,
something on me tore in two—and puff,
puff, rolling, thundering and stamping,
the engine had passed over me. The
ound was still trembling behind it.
rom the sky above the snow again was
falling on me.

“How I ever got on my feet again I
can not say. TherelIstood and ¢rembled
and saw the red lights of the engine
disappear in the curve, looking to me
like the eyes of Death himself.

““Then I felt myself all over to find
what the engine had torn off from my
body, and found that the two regula-
tion buttons were missing from the
back of my uniform overcoat. I went
to the nearest switchman and borrowed
a lantern, and looked up the buttons
in the snow. But when we were at
home sitting around the punch-bowl, in
which sometimes I put too much spirits
and sometimes too much sugar, Louise,
amazed, said to me. Husband, what
is the matter of you to-night. You are
all trembling and don’'t say a word,
and then my senses and speech eame
back to me, and I showed Louise the
buttons and told her the story and said,
holding the buttons between my fingers:
‘See there, your husband was only so
far from a terrible death this evening.’
Look; I have the two buttons here and
will carry them on me till death comes
in earnest.’”

The old engineer unbuttoned his coat
and took out two buttons bearing the
arms of the King, which he carried on
a cord over his rough breast.

*‘And now you know why I pitied the

r creature in the ash-pan. I have
told you the story, because the talk led
to it; otherwise I do not like to talk
about it; I felt the death agony then,
and no Christian likes to call that to
mind. Don’t let it weaken your cour-
age. You will need that in the New
Y%ar as in the old one.

A TEETH FUND.

The Latest Philanthropic Vagary In the
New England City of Culture.

The latest philanthropic vagary in
Boston is the proposition of a wealthy
lady to create a tooth fund for the ben-
efit of the public school children in that
city. She stands ready to give £50,000
if other persons will make up the bal-

ward the click, clack of the wheels of a
slowly approaching train, as they
struck the rail joints. I knew by the
sound that the engine wus pushing the |
train ahead of it, for the sound of the |
exhaust was much further back than
the sound of the wheels. Thinks 1.
that must be the reserve train of about
ten cars which was standing on the
track in front of the station, and which
they are now pushing over to the
freight depot. All this passed through
my mind dimly, just as a man always
thinks mechanically of his work. even
when his head and heart are full

of other things. I said to
myself, it is nothing to me anyway,
for the train must pass by me on
the left-hand track. But as the ping,
pang of the wheels on the hard frozen
track had come close to me and I
could hear the rattling of the safety- |
chain on the front baggage-car, and |
saw how the light of the signal lamg'
slipped toward me on the snow, i
turned my head to call out ‘Happy
New Year!' to the boys on the engine.

“‘But there was no train on the track
on that side, and at that very mo-
ment I felt a mighty push against my
back. My eyes saw stars; I lay flat
on my face on the track, and—ping—
pang—the cars began to go over me.”

Here the old engineer paused again.
It was still as death in the engineer's
room; with eyes wide open, bent for-
ward, pale, the strong faces of the
Young enginemen surrounded the
table. Again he filled the glasses,
pushed down the tobaceo in his pipe,
and continued:

“You see, boys, when we are sitting
around the e here, or standing on
the engine, or even when we are going
through an examination, as r Hen-
nig did to-day, then thé thoughts come
out of our thick skulls one after an-
other, slowly, in order, and ‘according
to the regulations;’ we can observe
and greet every one of them; indeed,
the master mechanics often say that we
enginemen think slower than other

people, because all the quickness in

| bei

ance. The income from the fund is to
be used to defray the cost of an annual
survey of the mouths of 50,000 papils
in the publie schools—plugging, plat-
ing, boring and filling their teeth and
keeping them in first rate condition for
the mastication of the pork and beans
and fish-balls which furnish the staple
rotoplasm of the Boston community.
'E‘he proposition does equal credit to
the head and heart of the philanthropic
lady. But why devote so much money
to the attempted presemwation of an or-
ean which is absolutely doomed?
uman teeth have had  their
day and are passing away like
the rudimentary muscles, which
remind us of a time when human
s worked their ears, like the horse
and ox. The primitivé man had no
knife and fork; he tore his dinner of
flesh and roots with his enormouns
teeth; he crushed bones léke hickory
nuts in his powerful jaws. He kept his
molars. incisors and bicuspids in good
order by constant use, and when he
died, at a good old age, he hadn't an
unsound tooth in his head. Buat his
descendants live on fluid and pulp
which need no chewing—and this is
why dentists abound, and why a mod-
ern mouth is a complex apparatus of
gold, silver, cement, porcelain and pat-
ent vulcanized rubber. Human teeth
are wasting and crumbling from non-
use, and it is already announced that
the coming man will be a toothless as
well as a legless monster; the ele-
vators, street-cars and other locomotive
conveniences will have reduced his legs
to reminiscent stumps, and soft and
delicate food will have brought him to
ms. Nature does not furnish any-
thing not needed, nor does she con-
tinue to maintain organs that have be-
come obsolete.—8t. Louis Republican.

In one night, recently, between
dark and ten o’ o less than sev-
ety-five counterfeit dollars were passed
on the drivers of a Brooklyn railway.—
Brookiyn Eagle.

WILD CATS.

Something About the Various Species
Found in the United States.
First on the list of American wild
cats comes the panther (Felés concolor).
It is a large, powerful and Landsome
animal. Its body reaches a length of
four and one-half feet; its color above
is tawny yellow, beneath greyish white;
its limbs are short and heavy, and the

whole contour of the animal shows
compactness, agility and strength in a
high degree. The panther is found
over the entire continent of America up
to fifty-five degrees north latitnde. Of
no other animal in our country are so
many fabulous stories afloat, but in re-
ality it is & retiring and timid animal,
living only in wild and mountainous
districts, and rarely indeed does it,
even when pressed by hunger, carry off
a calf, pig or sheep from some isolated
farm house; nevertheless it is at times
guilty of such thefts. Yo deer,
opossums, rabbits, grouse and other
small animals form its usual food.

I know of but one or two reliable in-
stances of a panther attacking a man,
except when the animal was desper-
ately wounded and unable to escape.
Several have been killéd by my per-
sonal friends, and in no case did the
animal made any resistance, only striv-
ing its utmost to escape. 1 know of
several instances where it has been
killed with a club, the hunter climbing
up the tree in which it had taken ref-
uge, and either killing the animal there,
or shaking it down, to be killed by his
companion below. Indeed this animal
can hardly be considered as ‘‘danger-
ous’ as a powerful buck of our com-
mon deer during the rutting season !

The cougar—as this species is also
called—is a silent animal, seldom ut-
tering any other cry than a low growl.
The cries usually attributed to it really
emanate from the great horned owl,
the fox, or the common wild car.

This beautiful species of cat is nearly
exterminated in most States east of the
Mississippi; a few yet remain in the
wildest localities. 1t is not necessary
to suggest any means of disxi'osing of
the panther, for should one be so un-
fortunate as to show itself in any set-
tled distriet, all the men, boys and do
of the neighborhood sally out after it,
and sooner or later the poor animal is
borne home in triumph, pierced by
countless buckshot, and mangled by a
score of mangy curs!

The Canada lynx (Lynx Canadensis)
is a much smaller species than the pre-
ceding, being but three feet in length,
and seldom weighing more than twenty-
five pounds, even when very fat. The
feet are very large, and densely furred
beneath in the winter season. The tri-
angular ears are tipped by an upright
tuft of coarse, black hairs. The gen-
eral color is y, clouded with
darker spots. 'his animal ranges
over the greater portion of North
America north of the Southern States,
and is found in manr localities where
the panther has been long extinct. In
the thinly settled portionsof our North-
ern States and Canada the farmer not
infrequently has some of his sheep or
young pigs killed and dragged off by
the Canada lynx; turkeys, from their
wandering habits, also frequently fall
a prey to this species of cat. ut it
seldom disturbs the poultry house, al-
most always avoiding a near approach
to the habitations of man. Its usual
food consists of rabbits, squirrels,
;i'muse. young fawns, and the like.

‘he female lynx has two cubs yearly,
and is a most affectionate mother to
her offspring. .

The skin of this animal is wvaluable,
and many are annually trapped for
their fur. The llynx may be caught in
a powerful steel trap baited with a
newly killed fowl. but the only eligible
mode of destroying it is by the merry
rifle and the help of a well-trained
hound or two, hen gzrsued by dogs,
the lynx always ascends a tree, and
may then be easily shot by the hunter,
it being too large an animal to hide it-
self among the branches in the manner
of the common wild cat.

The American wild cat (Lynx rufus)
seldom reaches two and & half feet in
length, and rarely weighs more than six-
teen pounds. Its ears are tufted like
those of the Canada lynx, but its feet
are small, and the soles naked. The
color is brown, with darker mottlings.
The wild catis found throughout the
United States, and northward to lati-
tude sixty degrees. In the Southern
States it is particularly abundant, and
there makes t havoc among the
chickens, turkeys, ducks and geese
of the planter. The ‘cat” is purely
an enemy, for its appetite is epi-
curean, and confined to ‘‘game and
poultry,” and only when pressed by
hunger does it prey upon the sma_fl
and destructive rodentia — domestic
fowls, grouse, partridges, wild turkeys
and rabbits forming its usual food.

The home of this animal is usually a
tree, hollow some feet above the
ground. Here,on a bed of leaves, in
the early spring, the female brings
forth from two to four young. Even
when captured very young. the wild
cat is scarcely tamable; it will become
accustomed to confinement, and even
take food from the hand, but it is ill-
natured and uncertain, seldom losing
an opportunity to bite or seratch, and
exhibiting much cunning in ecapturing
the poultry that come within reach of
its chain.

The wild eat is nocturnal, but not
infrequently hunts also in the day-
time. It is a good swimmer, and read-
ily takes to the water when pursued by
dogs, or wishing to cross a pond or
river. The usunal ery of this species is
much like that of the domestic cat, for
which it is not infrequently mistaken.
The fur is not mrly close and the skin
possesses little value.

When hunted with hounds, the “‘cat’
often exhibits a cunning but little in-
ferior to that of the fox. When started,
‘he will make for the nearest briary
field, and there double and run in eir-
cles, crossing and recrossing his track,
until any but the best hounds are soon
at fault. He will also wade through
shallow water and soft, dry bottoms,
well knowing that in sueh places the
scent will not lie. Shi a “‘burnt
wood” be at hand, the *“gat’”’ will put
any hounds at fault, leaping from trunk
to trunk of the charred and fallen trees
in every direction, and effectually
baflling the dogs. If hard pressed he
will take to s tree, generally first
doubling several times on his track,
and then leaping as h as possible
among the branches by a powerful
spring. The wildcat may at times be
taken in common steel or box traps,
but is usually too wary to be captured
in so primitive a contrivance. The plan
promising best success is to make a

strong, box-like trap, withone end hing- | wigs

ed, and shutting by a powerful spring,
precisely in the manner of the com-
mon wire rat-trap, the trigger being
also arran in exactly the same man-
per. A chicken cock is confined at the

extremity of the box opposite the door
by a strong wire which sep-
arates it e body of the trap.
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LOCAL MARKETS.

How Farmers May Enhance Their Inter-
ests in This Line.

Farmers and stock-raisers often com-
plain of the want of a local market for
the articles they produce. To some
extent the fault is their own that they
send their produce to a distant market
to be disposed of. They do not look
about and see what kind of articlescan
be sold near home. Many butchers
located in country villages send to
large cities to get their supplies of
meat. The proprietors of large
slaughtering houses and packing es-
tablishments in the city have orders for
meat from towns located in the best
farming and stock-raising districts in
the West. It has several times been
reported that cut meats have been sent
from Chicago to Lincoln, Neb. Many
of the hogs slaughtered in this city find
ther way back to the stations from
which they were sent. The farmers
dispose of their hogs early in the win-
ter, and nearly all of them are shipped
direct to the Union stock-yards in this
city. There they are slaughtered and
cured. In the course of a few months
there is a scarcity of pickled pork,
hams, bacon, and lard in the dis-
trict from which the hogs come,
and these products are returned
to help feed the people. This sort of
tradeis one of course beneficial to a city
one of whose chief industries is the
slaughtering and packing ho Itis
also very profitable to railroads. The
trade, however, is not beneficial to the
districts in which the hogs are Traised.
If the hogs were slaughtered at home
and their meat properly cured and
packed then employment would be fur-
nished many laborers at a time when
they have little to do. The cost of
transportation would also be saved, and
this amounts to a very large sum. It
is probably true that many local buteh-
ers have not sufficient capital to enable
them to pack the pork they can dispose
of during the entire year and to carry
it till such time as they can sell it at an
advance. It would appear, however,
as though most country butchers could
obtain money from local bankers in the
same manner that city packers do.

Farmers would do well to make ar-

ments with local butchers for su

plying them with the animals they w
require in their trade during the year.
A local butcher can tell with a reason-
able degree of certainty how many fat
bullocks, hogs, sheep, calves and lambs
he can dispose of during every month
of the year. He can inform the farmers
who are to keep him supplied with fat
animals when he will want them. By
being informed some time in advance
when they will be wanted they can be

ut in the proper condition. A
Farmer who 'has considerable milk
and has a supply of corn can econ-
veniently turn off one or two fat hogs
every week during the year. A farmer
having a considerable flock of shee
and a feeding lot can make it
profitable to fatten mutton during all
the time that mutton will be in de-
mand. He can also arrange to have
lambs ready to turn off when they are
wanted. By so doing he will be receiv-
ing money during the times when farm-
ers are generally in need of it, Every
butcher desires very fine beef, mutton
and veal for Thanksgiving and the
winter holidays. Not infrequently he
is obliged to send to a distant city to
obtain what he wants. At each of the
fat stock shows which have been held
in this city a large number of the ani-
mals or their carcasses have been sold
to butchers doing business in vi
located in the best farming regions of
the West. The cost of transporting
these animals two ways, and the ex-
pense of feeding them several weeks
might have been saved by farmers who
lived in the vicinity. Farmers should
take pride in seeing the animals they
have raised and fattened displayed in
the towns where they do their market-
ing on the occurrence of the holidays
that are celebrated by feasting.
supplying the local butchers with choice
animals they can acquire a reputation
that will be of considerable advantage
to them. The butchers should en-
courage the production of fine meats
smong the farmers who live near them.
—Chicago Times.

Drainage.

The subject of draining is attracting
attention among farmers and occupies
the thoughts and pens of agricultural
writers to a very considerable extent.
Farmers are sufficiently wide awake to
find out whatever concerns their own
interest, but are reluctant to engage in
such a costly experiment as draining
their fields at an expense of $50 an
acre when the result may possibly be
disastrous to them, Some writers are
inclined to believe that because that
well-known farmer, John Johnson, of
New York, drained a wet-clay farm
and found it exeeedin.;(;lly profitable,
every other farmer should do likewise,
This is an unsafe conclusion, because
while wet-clay lands are undoubtedly
improved by drainage; light and grav-
elly lands may be positively injured by
it. Indeed, in England, where a sim-
ilar mania for thorough drainage pre-
vailed for years back, prominent farm-
ers who have expended more than the
cost of the land in deep drainage have
stated positively that the land was seri-
ously injured it, and that had the
drains on the wettest elay land been
put onlya foot or two at the most
it wonlg have been far better, and
“many cases the drains dried the land so
mnezutodeltmythe crops in adry
season.—N. Y. Times.

—In Queen Elizabeth’s time, in En-
gland, red, yellow and black hair dyes
were in common use, the first, perhaps,
in compliment to the Queen, whose
natural hair, seldom seen, was reddish
in kue. She herself possessed eigh
of various colors. Thed
for hair at this time was so large that
children were often allured'into corners
and sheared; even the sanctity of the
grave was not res ., and the dead
were robbed of their hair. The fashion
of dyeing the hair was by no means
confined to women; men commonly
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that he was (ﬁ '

Professor of loq was a earions
fellow whom he had cartooned
mercifully, and who had a
him. To him Derby went, and
tears in his eyes said that he was
that he had wasted his time in
and that in the future he in
do Dbetter. feared as
he would not be able to
examinations, b!:lt that he wish

;éfﬁégae
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y
E:estigns an;lh showodgrult ;inhrutin
e subject, thus winni 0 ogin-
ions from his pmfml:g%n o
in the class-room after the lesson of the
fourth day, and told the professor that
one of the milkmen who supplied the
Academy had been telling him of some
wond: petrifactions at a point away
up in the mountains. He ﬁlnpokan
thﬁahem and the mh of binis‘ and
other specimens, w Derby, having
car. posted himself by the books,
said he supposed belonged to such and
such an
The Professor rubbed his hands dur

ing the relaﬁon, sa T " . ”
SoreCy TEay: Xo y!"" And when
Derby concluded by saying the milk-

man had offered to conduct him to the
lace, he was r to have him
Derby's asserting the doubt that
would not be permitted to leave the
Academy, the Professor said there
would be no trouble about that, and
that he would get the coun and
the permit. he did, and the next
day Derby started out early and struck
out at once for Haven's, ]
ing Aapiecky dal Gtinking Sy ol
an
carrlngelfon his carouse far into the
BeSE b0 the Qowlmy. Sy Meloet th:
to the v w
deed, but succeeded l:lq thd
Euu'd and tumbling into his room. As
elay down on his bed he
to think that he mnla':sh‘::la ‘l:iuamr -
tion to give the r
not hn.giing thesazpeelme& He be-
thought himself a moment “and then
went down and picked up a couple of
stones from a pile which lay by the
river side. He brought these to his
room and with his chisel cut into them
a number of what looked very much
like bird-tracks. Going out again he
rubbed these with dirt and then ocame
back, laid them on his table, and went
to sleep.

After breakfast he took his stones to
the professor of geology, who, by the
way, was very I ted. He told

that the milkman had failed to
keep his appointment, and that he had
attempted to find the place himself.
He had not discovered the ' petrified
fishes nor the other fossils deseribed by
the milkman, but he had found these
stones, with their curious tracks, and
he thereupon gave the Professor a lucid
explanation of the bygone age to which
the stones belonged, and how antedi-
luvian birds of a character not now
known had made these curious tracks.
His d ition was so well put that
the Pro coincided with him. He
took the stones into the class-room that
day. and related Derby's wonderful
discoveries. The affair was for a few
days the talk of the class, but
could not ki his secret to |
and told it to one or two of his friends.
It went all over the college, and the re-
sult was that De was ded.
He got back again, however, and after
?‘: time was graduated.—Cleveland

eader.

STILL IN A TANGLE.

A Detrolt German Who Thinks It Wil
Take & Year to Get Stralghiened Out.

“Vhell, I come to shpeak to you
aboudt some more shwindles,”" he said
as he entered the Woodbridge Street
Station yesterday. :

«“Have you been swindled againP"
asked the Captain.

“Vhell, it looks dot vhay. I vhas
cleaning up mein saloon dis
vhen in comes & man mit a
shwell suit of cloze und s gold cane,
und he says: - o

« ‘Sorry for you, oldt man, but you
must prace oop.’ »

“Dot make me scart. I belief my
brudder-in-law in Springwells vhas
kilt, nnd I shakes all oafer. I couldn't
say not! to him, but he on:

4] called a hack and took mit
der hospital, and der sh is $1.

. who mit der m

“Your son Joe!"

“What for?”

*Vhy, he proke his leg mit a fall on
der ice."”

"Vhell,(}:ﬁ:un. I vhas so weak in

my knees I almost falls down, und my
tongue got so as I could hardly
shpeak. I gif & one dollar bill und

Bhyoe vhas in der hospital mit a pro

leg.”

*Poor woman!"'

“You petter say me! She looks
at me, und den me a lunatic-fonn-

. und an iaiot- , und some old
drytooh“houhnys mondtdoon when it

“*Vhell, we haf no named
Shoe. H.inmnm was ml:gt I for-
gets all abondt it. I vhas all mixed

dyed their beards.

-or-
—In 1796, at Hendon,

t Tuesday, a burlesque ‘:
mprhoom a .‘mu'"m to be grin-
hoedontphﬂm'nwiﬂlhu":om
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