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Any parson whotakes the paperregularly from the
stofice, wihether direc to his name or whether
€ I8 @ sub-ertber or not, is responsible for the pay
The courts have decided that refusing to tuke
- newspapers and periodieals from the postofien, of
¢ 4 | removing and leaving them uncilled 1or w prion
f i evidence of INTENTIONA S PRADD.

THE JESTERS.

The jester mounted to the throne,

The while did sleep the king.
1 “A monarch now am I, he said,

And lightly did he sing:

*Now bring to me my ermine robes

__And bring my crown to me,

And. take this cap and take these bells
To his great majesty."

| The courtiers did as they were bid,
i 3 And called the joke supreme,
They walted 'round until the king
Awoke from out his dream.
Fe : Soon in he came arrayed in cap,
| And shaking loud his bells;
And all the courtiers stood anear
As this strange dream he tells:

I 3 “I dreamed,” said he, ‘‘that T was king,
B ’ (The jester’s frown was plain)
£ ““And that I sat upon the throne

And ruled this broad domain;

That while I slept the good king came
by 4 And bore his crown to me,

4 “And sald: ‘This day I thee invest
With all my majesty.’
; “But when I awoke, arrayed was I

In my old jester's suit,

This cap, these bells; and on my tongue
The same light bubble fruit

Of jest and song."” The courtiers laughed,
And, breaking all the rules,

Of procedure, the jester reigned,
A very prince of fools.

€

And none can say unto this day,
Who played the greater joke;

The jester with his golden crown
Seems burdened with a yoke;

The king laughs now that wept before,
And seems a slave set free,

And all the courtiers, puzzled, ask:
“Say, what is majesty?"”

—Chicago Dally News.
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' CHAPTER XX.—CONTINUED.

“They must see the white flag on
this cliff!” he said to himself. They
were not three miles away. Mr.
| Carmody stood on the highest point
and waved his handkerchief. Near-
er and nearer came the ship. IHe fired
the rifle again and again. Could they
see him? 1Would they understand?
He plainly saw the lifeboats and the
<hart house of the oncoming vessel.
Her masts rocked gracefuly in the
swell of thé ocean. He saw the jibs
flutter in the fresh breeze. The
bow swung to starboard; the long:
hull of the ship stood for a moment
broadside to the shore; the huge
sails flopped in the wind as she
*came about;” they flattened as the
e ship obeyed the rudder; the imasts
g ’ rcareened and steadied; the foam
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showed white at her bows, and the
ship stood away to the northeast
[0 on a starboard tack. Mr. Carmody
5 ‘saw the wheelman without the aid
‘of a glass, and could see the faces
Yof the sailors as the ship stood
broadside the moment before she

3 -again went out to sea.
s “They are scoundrels to pay no
{ 2 ‘heed to a flag of distress!” he said
‘ -aloud as the ship swiftly receded,
and at last became a mere speck in
the northeastern horizon. It was a
sad awakening from a happy dream.
Alas! how often we sail proudly by

o

i the fluttering rags of distress! Life’s
i marooned are on islands in every me-
§ tropolis. The battered hulks of hu-
{3 manity go down in sight and hearing
i of prosperous voyagers. Storm-
3t tossed sailors, unable to breast life’s
' tempestuous seas, perish on society’s

coasts, and no lifeboat puts out from
shore. The wrecker burns his false
lights along the rocks.
The indignation of Mr. Carmody
® was shared by his companions, but
they regarded it as a hopeful sign
that two ships already had been secen
5 from the rocks., This proved be-
& yond doubt that these waters were
frequented by traflic, and there was
a chance that some generous skipper
¥ might recognize their flag of dis-
! tress.
t Sunday was observed as a day of
A rest. No work, other than the rou-
tine of housekeeping was performed.
! In the afternoon Sidney and Mr. Kent
ik visited the park and brought back a
i fresh stock of bananas. On the pre-
b ceding day Mr. Kent had shot a fine
i deer, and the Sunday dinner was
g excellent. Mr. Rockwell read aloud
a chapter from the Bible, and made
a short address, in which he said
they had reason to thank Providence
for having protected them in many
perils on land and sea. Ile followed
with an earnest prayer, in which
he returned thanks 1o God for His
manifold blessings and invoked Ilis
assistance in their future undertak-
ings.

TR e ey

| CHAPTER XXI.
THE BUILDING OF TIHIE JUMPING
JUPITER,

Work on the boat proceeded with
great rapidity. Under the supervi-
sion of Mr. Carmody the foundation
timbers of ”:("l'ilﬁ were felled and
solled to the flat rocek which served
as a pier. IHis theory was to con-
struct a raft with a sustaining pow-
er of 5,000 pounds. The buoyancy
of the timber was carefully tested,
and an allowance made for the loss
by absorption of water. These ex-
periments showed that the timber

gravity to sustain the weight of a
cabin, masts and the eight voyagers.
This necessitated a change of plan,
and the construction of air-tight
compartments. They therefore built
framework of logs 40 feet in
iength and 14 feet in width, and so
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just as well.

mortised aund pinned it together that
it could withstand any ordinary
strain. Every five feet it was braced
with cross timbers. This framework
was constructed on logs which
served as rollers. They floored it
over with the seasoned timber which
had Dbeen found back of the store-

house. The cracks were caulked with

fiber from the cocoa palm and
smeared with piteh, which was found
in abundance in resinous trees. Upon
this foundation they erected the
framework for a hull five 'feet in
depth, and then rolled the struc-
ture into the lake.

L. Sylvester Vincent solicited the
honor of naming the boat. He ar-
gued that he was the youngest mem-
ber of the party and the most in-
nocent. His request was granted,
and he took his position at the for-
ward end of the craft. In one hand
he held a quart bottle of mineral
water, while with the other he clung
to one of the uprights. At a signal
from Mr. Carmody the blocks be-
neath the rollers were knocked out
and the scow started down the incline.
There was a four foot drop from

the rock to the water. With in-
creasing momentum the structure
rolled down the slanting surface.

When the center passed the edge of
the rock, the forward end dived. At
that instant the alert Vincent
smashed the bottle against the up-
right.

“I mname
ter—!”

The bow went 15 feet under water
and L. Sylvester Vincent went with
it. In the yeast of wave and foam
Mr. Vincent rose to the surface near
the center of the raft. He was
badly disorganized, and for a mo-
ment sputtered and - gasped for
breath. But he was soon on his
feet and was game to the core. The

thee—Jumping  Jupi-

raft was a hundred yards from
shore.

“Talkk about your toboggan
slides!” shouted Vincent, as he

raised the broken bottle in the air.
“That beats Coney Island. I name
thee ‘Helen Carmody!’”

“Hold on there!” yelled Mr. I{ent.
“You named that boat ‘T'he Jump-
ing Jupiter’ before you went below.
Stick to your first name, or you will
queer the ship. ‘The Jumping Jupi-
ter’ is a good name.”

Mr. Carmody laughed uproariously.

“You gentlemen planned to pay
my daughter a compliment, and I
thank you for it,” he said. *“It is

MR. VINCENT AROSE TO THE SUR-
FACE,

There is a yacht named
after Helen. So we will stick to the
name which Mr. Vincent first select-
ed. It is an euphonious title, and 1
hope it will bring us good luck. Let’s
o out and help Vincent tow ‘The
Jumping Jupiter’ back to the dock.”

Day by day “The Jumping Jupiter”
grew in size, if not in beauty. Her
hull was divided into eight compart-
ments, and these were sheathed and
made as air-tight as possible. On
top of them they built a 24-foot cabin

with a storeroom and some rude
bunks. Irom opposite ends of the
cabin arose two short masts. At

night they worked on the sails, and
finally produced two triangular ones,
sewed together from the window
awnings which had been found in the
bungalow. These were rigged lateen
wise, with a long yard fashioned
from a bamboo pole. It was decided
to abandon the lookout on the rock,
and to concentrate the entire work-
ing force on the boat. A long oar
was pivoted at the rear to serve as
a2 rudder, and an extra one was made
for use in case of accident. On the
bow they constructed a clumsy but
strong windlass, as a capstan to lift
the anchor. A 500-pound rock of ir-
regylar, jagged formation, was pro-
vided as an anchor. Mr. Kent sug-
zested the use of the gold images
for this purpose, but was greeted
with so firm a refusal from Simon
Pence that he was overruled.

On Tuesday General Superintend-
ent Vincent announced that they
had overlooked the fact that Mon-
day was recognized in ol civilized
countries as “wash day.” e found
upon investigation that the table and
chamber linen needed cleaning. lle
was reluctant to assign anyone to
this duty, but offered his services, if
he could have an assistant. Mr.
Rockwell promptly volunteered.
They found a “big wash” ahecad of
them, but tackled it with sleer and
energy.  There were no tuns in the
bungualow, but there were plenty of

largs casks, which when cleaned,
served as  well,  Sidney IHammond

succeeded in making two fairly ef-
fective  washbords  with a  rabbet
plane and a picce of hardwood plank.
With plenty of soap and hot water
the multi-millionaire and the Chi-
cago promoter were soon hard at
work,

There was an abundance of rope,
and they stretched their clothes
lines back of the bungalow. When
ready with the first basket of washed
linen, they found the lines occupied
by parrcts and other gaudily

plumaged birds, who were disput-
ing possession with a troop of jab-
bering monkeys. These were driven
away, but they returned as soon as
the Jaundrymen were out of sight.

A gray-bearded monkey grabbed
a napkin and made for the tallest
tree. Vincent arrived just in time
to save a tablecloth from being torn
to pieces by these bander-logs. Tt
was then decided to hang out no
clothes until all of the washing was
done, and then to stand guard until
it was dried. They accomplished
their task before cight o’clock in
the morning. Perhaps a scrupulous
housewife might have found flaws
in their work, but it was “good
enough for a man,” &3 Vincent ex-
pressed it.

Those who have followed these
chronicles of the abducted million-
aires, may have noted an absence of
complaint or remonstrance at their
ate. It is a matter of record that
from the time Mr. Morton failed to
swerve Walter B. Hestor and Capt.
Waters from their purpose, the sub-
ject of the kidnapping or the inci-
dents connected with it, never were
made the subject of discussion. To
a man, they accepted the situation
which had been thrust upon them,
with that imperturbable composure
which defies the caprices of fate or

circihmstance. Every one of the six
multi-millionaires had interests at
stake hardly to be measured in

money, but they preserved an unruf-
fled mien, and deported themselves as
if abduction were one of the common
cvents of life, provided for in the
table of chances and averages. They
talked about New York as if it were
a city within easy reach of “Mor-
ton Bay” and the Hestor Bungalow,
and acted as if on a pleasure trip
rather than the marooned victims of
a plot.

This air of indifference was not as-
sumed. It was second nature to
these men. For more than a genera-
tion they had been on the firing line
of humanity’s most merciless battle-
field. They had lived in an atmos-
phere of tumult. They had waged
warfare on the edge of a voleano ever
threatening an eruption. They had
trained themselves to meet crises
with placidity, and to float on the
resistless tide of fortune with an even
leeel; ever alert to take advantage
of the first change of wind or weath-
er. Adversity was but an incident
to be calmly studied and solved. Of
such are the post-graduates of Wall
Street.

An incident occurred on Thursday,
the 18th of May, which disturbed the
even course of ‘events on Social Isl-
and.

In the bluish-gray of dawn, six of
the colony renewed work on “The
Jumping Jupiter,”  Light, misty
clouds obscured the castern sky and a
vapor hung over the lake. As the sun

mounted the heavens this fog slow-

ly lifted.

Mr. Rockwell was working on the
bow of the boat, laying’ thé flooring
which served as a deck. He paused a
moment to rest, and looked out to-
ward the black gateway to the bay.

Something invited his gaze. He
shaded his eyes with his hand.
“What is that?” he exclaimed,

pointing in the direction of the rock,
where Mr. Pence had so narrow an
escape. All eyes were turned to the
pointindicated by Mr.Rockwell. In the
freshening morning breeze, a trian-
gular white flag fluttered from the
ledge of rocks.

“What does that mean?” said Sid-
ney. “No one here has placed a flag
on that rock.”

Mr. Pence and Mr. Haven were at
work in the bungalow. They were
sent for, but had no knowledge of
the flag. No member of the party
had been across the bay since Mon-
day. Certain it was that the flag
had not been there the preceding day.
1t was a large white flag and could
not have escaped notice.

“Let's investigate this,” said Sid-
ney. *“It is well to be cautious.”

He went to the bungalow and
brought back four rifles. Mr. Kent,
Mr. Morton and Mr. Vincent were
selected to accompany him and they
were soon on the raft and down the
bay. They circled around the rock
from a distance, but saw no sign of
human beings. There seemed to be
a pile of boxes and packages on the
apex of the rocks.

“We will go in,” said Sidney. “Mr.
Kent and I will keep a lookout.”

Mr. Morton and Vinecent pushed the
raft forward and they swung in back
of the rock. It was low tide. The
first thing that attracted their atten-
tion was a 15-foot yawl or dingy, well
up on the shore, with its painter
wrapped around a tree. This boat
was brand new; not a scrateh show-
ing on its varnished sides. The
handles of its four oars showed no
traces of having been used. 1t was
such a boat as four men could 'safe-
Jy use in ordinary weather, and
specially fitted for service on such
a reach of water as “Morton's Bay.”
A hurried examination revealed no
name and gave no clue to the mann-
facturer. It was a model from which
thousands have been made,

On the brow of a rock was a pile
of boxes and cases. The flag floated
from a stafl, which was propped up
by a large stone. Just the
flag was a tab or card such as express
companies use, tied firinly to the
flugswdl.  Mr. Morton read the in-
sceription. It was as follows:

helow
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| On board the Shark, May 18th,

| To M s. Palmer J. Morton, An-
| drus Carmody, John M. Rockwell,
| Simon Pence, R, J. Went, Hiram
| Haven, Sldney Hammond and L. Syl-
|

|

|

|

|
-

vester Vineent, guests of Hestorla 1s-
land and Bungalow, with the compli-
ments of

WALTER B, HESTOR.

-

Two of the boxes were heavy, and
water was dripping from them. An
examination showed that they were
packed with ice. There were 13 boxes,
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The yawl was pushed into the water
and loaded with as much of the
freight as could safely be carried.
The remaining boxes were placed on
the raft. The beach being clear—the
tide was at its ebb—Mr. Haven and
Mr. Morton walked along the cliffs
and back to camp. Sidney rowed the
yawl and Vineent took charge of the
raft. Alded by a favoring breeze, he
made good time. The boxes were de-
posited on the deck of “The Jump-
ing Jupiter” and opened. There was
lively curiosity concerning their con-
tents. The first box yielded several
hundred pounds of 'choice cuts of
steak, and roasts of beef. The sccond
one contained an assortment of legs
of Jamb and other fresh mitats. These
were at once taken to the storchouse.
The meat was in excellent condition
and would keep fresh for many days.

There were crates filled with vege-
tables, lettuce, strawberries, radishes,
and all the garden luxuries of that
season of the year. It was a tempt-
ing array, and L. Sylvester Vincent
was in his glory. Then there were
cases of champagne, a box filled with
pickles, table sauces, oils, ete. There
was a supply of fresh meat and vege-
tables suflicient to last a week or ten
days, even if the castaways used
nothing from the boundless resources
of the island.

“A sirloin steak will taste good
again,” said Mr. KXent as he ham-
mered the top from the last box. He
displayed to view a top layer of the
latest magazines. Then he found a
number of new books and a vaired as-
sortment of May publications. In the
bottom of the box were copies of
newspapers.
these papers.

There were copies of the New
York papers dated from May 2d to

'TALKED OF IN
WASHINGTON

A Budget of Interesting Gossip from
the National Capital.

Death of Harriet Lane Johnston Re-
calls the Buchanan Administra=-
tion—=Would Make the City the
Most Beautiful in the World.

Washington.—Harriet Lane John-
ston, who died a few days ago, was a

grand dame who
typified everything
that was gracious
and charming in
the woman of
Washington be-
fore the war. She
was the niecce of
James Buchanan,
and when a little
girl she was adopt-
ed by her bachelor
uncle, having been
left an orphan with
ample fortune. She
lived with Buchan-
an until he died, and she was with him
first when he was secretary of state,

Harriet Lane Johnston.

There was a rush for |

then as minister to England and finally
as president of the United States.

It was a rare experience for an Amer-
‘can girl in those days—or in any days
for that matter—and Harriet Lane—
for that was her name—lived fully up
to it. While her uncle was minister to
England she was a fascinating figure in
London society. When Buchanan was

| given the degree of LI. D. at Oxford on

May 12th, also copies of New Or- |
leans papers as late as May 14th, In |

addition to these were copies of Chi-

cago and Philadelphia papers from |

the time of their departure from New

York up to dates comparatively re- |

cent,

“Gentlemen,” said Mr. Rockwell,
after ten minutes had elapsed, ‘“‘we
have read enough to indicate that
none of our families has suffered

the time these papers were printed.
We can postpone a study of less im-
portant matters until our morning’s
work is done. Let us proceed to our
task and do our reading later.”

This suggestion was agreed to, and
Vincent carried the precious hox to
the bungalow. The news from the
great outside world from which
they were separated acted as a stim-
ulus to their energies. It was near-
ly 11 o'clock before Mr. Carmody
gave the signal to cease, and they re-
turned to the big dining room, where
a tempting dinner awaited them,

[To Be Continued.]

DIDN’T SEEM HOMELIKE,

Irishman Apprecinted the Kindness,
But Could Not Stand for the
Cleanliness.

The name of “Shaftesbury.” given
to the projected series of lectures on
the housing question, reminds a cor-
respondent of the London News that
many years ago he heard the great-
hearted Larl speak upon the subject
of the slums. Lord Shaftesbury said
that until the habits of the people
could be altered there would always
be slums; and he supposed a state of
things in which all the slums had, as
by the wave of the magician’s wand,
been removed, while the drink trafiic
and drinking habits remained. In a
year or less, he continued, there
would be the slums again, as bad as
ever.

Lord Shaftesbury used to tell a true
story in this connection. He had
looked in at a poor dwelling, and
had been shocked to see it so very
dirty. If, he thought, the place were
once made clean, perhaps the occu-
pants would try to keep it so. He,
therefore, asked permission of the
tenant to have the room nicely done
up. Leave was given, and the work
was executed, ceiling and walls being
left a spotless white. About a week
afterwards Lord Shaftesbury was
passing, and was amazed to see the
walls blacker than they had been be-
fore. He expressed his surprise that
so much dirt could have come upon
them in the time, and the tenant, a
good-humored Irishman, explained
the matter thus: *“Shure, we're very
much obliged for your lordship’s
kindness, but the place had such a
could look, we thought we'd just ask
the sweep to come in and give it a
few warrum touches.”

The Rally for Liberty.

“Gentlemen,” said the speaker, ris-
ing to his full height and almost car-
rying his hearers ofl’ their feet with
his matchless eloquence, “the time
has come for us to assert our inde-
pendence. We are free-born citi-
zens., God has given us as a birth-
right the privilege of governing our-
selves as we fit. We bow our
knee to no kings and no princes.
We have only oursclves to blame if
we permit others to deny the lib-
erty that our fathers have be-
queathed to us—the
crca by their hallowed blood. I ap-
peal to you, my fellow-citizens, to
arise in your might. Let us exhibit
our manhocd; 1ét us teach the world
the great lesson of independence.
Let us—"

“Say, gents,” yelled the janitor,
as he suddenly stepped out upon the
platform, “I’'m goin’ to shut this hall
up now. Clear out o’ here, ['ve been
up three nights with ‘the toothache,
and I'm goin’ to bed ecarly. Git, be-
fore I turn out the lights on you!”

One minute and gevkn scconds later
the doors were locked and the great
rally for liberty was one of the
things that Liad bccu.-Chic,ugu Reo
ord-Herald, ?

sce

liberty made sa- | ful aspirant for office under the second

the same day with Alfred Tennyson,
the great demonstration of the day was
directed toward the beautiful niece of
the American minister.

During President Buchanan’s resi-
dence in the white house, Albert Ed-
ward, prince of Wales, was a guest
there for five days, and in remembrance

| of those days Edward VIIL. sent to Mrs.
| Johnson last year a special personal in-
| vitation to his coronation.

from death or serious illness up to '

|
|

Harriet Lane was faithful to the fine
old gentleman whose ofiicial po-

| sition had given her these social oppor-

| tunities, and she remained with him to

{ mandant of
| marine corps. Col.

|
|

|

i

his death. Then, in 1868, she married
Henry Elliott Johnston, of Baltimore,
to whom she had been engaged for a
long time, His death and the death of

| her two sons after many years left her

alone In the world, and she has lived the
life of a gentlewoman in a fine old man-
sion in a historic quarter of the na-
tional capital ever since. The old
house contained many interesting sou-
venir sof her career and was a quiet re-
treat for the declining years of a wom-
an who in her day had played a bril-
liant part in the affairs of two nations.
To Command the Marines.
That President Roosevelt and Senator
Moody believe in the selection of fight-
ing men to com-
mand fighting men
is shown in their
appointment of
Col. George F. El-
liott to be com-
the

Elliott is one of the
two real fighting
heroes of the ma-
rine corps. The
other is Licut. Col.
L. W. T. Waller,
of Chinese fame.
Elliott is Waller's

Col. G. F. Elliott,
superior in years and rank, and so he

was chosen. Elliott wasat Guantanamo
with the gallant little band of marines
which charged a superior force of Span-
jards and his superior officer commend-
ed him in these terms:

“Capt. Elliott’s cool advance up a
rocky, steep mountain path under fire
for 20 minutes, without being able to
return it, and the gallantry and skill
displayed by him throughout this affair
were essential to the great success at-
tained by the expedition.”

Again 1n the Philippines Elliott
showed his fighting quality—at Noval-
eta and elsewhere, and he received the
commendation’ of the officers of the
army and of the secretary of the navy.
He was broken down by his service in
the Philippimes, and he is still pretty”
badly shattered in health. But he has
a chance to gain new distinctions as
head of his corps.

A Pusher.

. John DBarrett, who has just been ap-
pointed United States minister to the
fore the American
Argentine Repub-
lic, is a very good
example of the
pushing young
man who keeps
steadily in view
what he wants to
accomplish, and
who finally arrives.

Barrett is a good
deal under 40, but
he has managed to
keep himself pret-
ty prominently be-
public for several years in all sorts of
ways. His first venture was as a youth-

Hon, Jobn Eartiett.

Cleveland administration, when as a
pewsnaper reporter he had gained some
prominence in democrarix polities in
Portland, Ore, Cleveland liked his as-
surance and asked him to become min-
ister to Sinm--not a place of any great
importance, but one which gave Barrett
an opportunity 1o acquire a reputation
as a diplomat and an expert in Asijatic
affairs.

Just after nis term of service in Siam
came to au end, the war with Spain
broke out, the American flag was raised
over the Philippines and Barrett was
on the gpot. He wrote letter s from Ma-
wila gbout cxpansion aand Awmerican

destiny and developed into an ardent
republican and imperialist. He came
home and Mark Hanna put him on the
stump in 1900. He was in all sorts of
places at opportune moments, was
stopping at the same house in Vermont
with Roosevelt the day McKinley was
shot, and thus gained the notice of the
coming president, who offered him first
the Japanese mission and has now
given him the Argentine mission.

To Beautify Washington.

Some time in the uncynical future a
proper tribute will be paid to the genius
and foresight of
Franklin W, Smith,
who for 30 years
has devoted time
and life and for-
tune to a project
which he believes
will vastly en-
hance the beauty
and significance of
Washington.

Mr. Smith is an
old man now, but
he started in his
self-imposed labor

A National Agora.

while still in the vigor of young man=-
hood, with a fortune gained strenuously

in the pursuit of trade. He was a suc-
cessful merchant of Boston, with ideas
far beyond the usual mercantile mind,
and since he retired from business he
has given his life unreservedly to the
achievement of an idea.

He believes that Washington is des-
tined to be the most superb capital of
the world, and he conceives that its
architecture should be founded on the
highest of classic models. He would
turn the Potomac Flats, with all their
unsightliness, into rustic arbored ter-
raced promenades, modeled after the
Nola Bella on Lake Maggiore, Italy.
He would demolish interior blocks of
wooden shacks and shanties, rotten and
ragged stables and fences and put in
their place structures of concrete and
embedded metal, overhung with Bos-
ton ivy. He would redeem all that sec-
tion south of the avenue between Penn-
sylvania avenue and the Mall, and erect
there porticos and terraces, promenades
and colonnades. He would turn an.
other unsightly division of the city into
a great historic park devoted to histor-
ical, industrial and artistic institutions
and exhibitions, with national galleries
of history and art. He would erect a
granite shaft to Lincoln to balance that
already erected to the memory of Wash-
ington.

Lastly, he would construct a national
Agora, annihilating 15 acres of slums
within a few blocks of the white houss,
with halls for the states, a grand assem-
bly hall, a rostrum, a mammoth {fower—
the century monument of the United
States.

Smith has spent a fortune building
models, scouring the earth for antiques,
in order to bring his ideas home to con-
gress. His scheme would cost millions
of dollars. It may never materialize, in
whole or even in great part; but the
educational work he is doing deserves
gratitude and reward,

Demands Many Sigmataures,

The principal function of some gov.
ernment officials is to sign their names
10, approve docu-
ments. The treas-
urer of the Unit-
od States has few
duties except these
of the most routine
character. He hag
no questions of ad-"
ministration to de-
cide, and very lit-
tle important work
of an‘y kind to do;
but he is kept busy
all the time at-
taching his signa-
and bonds which
would otherwise be of no validity.

The same is true of the registrar of
the treasury. Lucius Chittenden, who
was registrar of the treasury in 1862,
holds the record for continuous signing.
A bond issue of $10,000,000 was made
necessary by the effort of Charles Fran-
cis Adams, our minister to England, to
prevent the delivery to the confederacy
of two ships which were building in
England, that amount being needed aa
security against damages in case the
seizure of the two ships should come be-
fore the courts and the decision should
be adverse to the United States. Chite
tenden was notified on a Friday noon
that he must have the bonds geady for a
special train to New York at four p. m.
the following Monday. He did notleave
his desk, but slept there and ate there;
nor did he take food except in liquid
form. After the first 12 hours an army
surgeon was detailed to care for hisg
arm. He signed his name 12,500 times,
and during one period of seven hours he
attached his signature 3,700 times—a
speed of over ten signatures a minute,
LOUIS A. COOLEDGE,

Buttermilk a Liquor Cure.

A buyer for one of the Jargest import=
ing liquor houses in New York, who is
compelled to sample enough wine and
spirits every day to putan ordinary man
out of business, says that buttermilk is
his salvation. “I not only buy five orsix
glasses a day at the dairy restaurants
or street stands,” he says, “but I drink
it all the time at home, instead of tea
or coffee. 1 never touch heer or anya
thing like that. I keep a stone crock
of buttermilk in the cellar, and let it
get just a little stale. It is better theny
than if taken fresh. A man who ine-
sists on drinking liquor will find very
little trouble if he takes plenty of bugs
termilk. If he wants to swear off, but
wermpilk will help him. It is a splendid
stomachie. Two quarts of good Litttere
milk a day will cure any case of nerve
ous indigestion.”

Just Signs His Neme.

He Knew Her,
“Do you lmow her well enough to
talk to her?”
“More. 1 know her well enongh not
to talk to her."—Pennsyivania Puncl
Bowl 1




