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CHAPTER XV.

HE dark houra
pasped lke a dis-
turbed dream, Cries
and sobs and pray-
erg [ heard, bup in-
distinetly;as though
1 were In no way
connected with
them: they scaveply
goomed to  form
purt of the tragedy
which wus then be-
ing enacted, When [ recovered my
wenges my first endeavor was to get
{to my feet, but I found [ was pinned
to the deck, by renson of the mast hav-
1ng fallen across my body. 1 belleved
dhat I was otherwise unharmed, for it
«ll not appear to me that any of my
"bones were broken. Bt I was in thia
miserable position—I was 1ying with
my face to the deck, and I could not
sae a yard around me, A faint lght
Molokened that the sun was rising, and
was making Its way even Into the dis-
anal cave In which our ship wns snared;
otherwise I ghould have been In total
davkness, I sighed Jn bitterness of
spirit; the cup of happiness was dashed
from my Ilps; all hope was gone, I
should die without a word of love from
my wife; for no power in the world
eould, at that moment, have convinced
me that she; with my boy, was not a
passenger In The Rising Sun. Had 1
not scen the likeness in little Bob's
heautiful face? Had I not heard my
wife's volce In the dark terror of the
night? All my efforts to ralss the
welght which held me to the deck were

valn, and I groaned aloud.

“Are you alive, then, mate?" a volce
Raled,

I managed Lo stretoh forth my hand,
and It reached the hand of a man who
was pinoed to the deck by the mast, ns
1 was.

“"Can you see?" T asked,

"Yos; and that 1a all T ean do.”

“Have you been consgcious all the
night?"

I “All the nlght, worse luck.
been anvying you."

“You need not do so,
tlon are wa?"

“The ship lg sinking; in a few min-
utes we shall reach the waterline'

“And then?"

He lpughed bitterly. “You're no sall-
or, or you would not ask. And then?
Wiy, then, Death—and T shall be glad
to meet it. My two legs are broken.™

“I pity you, I pity you!™ 1 alghed,
**Are you strong enough to talk to
ma?n
| “Talking does ma good.
much more of it In this world.
ia it you want to know?"

“Where ure the passengera?’

“In the sea, half of them—out of thelr
trouble. 1 wish 1 was out of mine,
T'yva soen them washed away by twos
and threes and half dozens all through
the night, The gea would have tnken
me, too, but this cursed mast wouldn't
budge an inch, All's well for them.
Good-night."

In his dare-devil, deflant mood, the
man, whoever he was—for I never saw
his face—actually sung these words.

“For heaven's sake,” 1 Implored, “do
not answer me in that reckless way.
You have been consclous nll the night,
you say. Has anything been done with
the bonts?"

“Yes, One guartershoat Was
Iaunched, and got safely out of 'this
hole, I think. The other guarter-boat
wag also launched, and it isn't known
what has become of It,”

‘“"Any passengers in the firat?"

“A few."

“Women and children.

“Not likely, Men. Those who could
seramble in firsl.”

“Mate, do you understand the poai-
tion 1 am In. I can’t see & yard around
me, 1 have n wife and child on board.
The brutes! the brutes! not to save
the women and childpen first! There
are women and children still on deck,
are there not?”

“Yes. You want to know if your wife
{8 among them, What sort of & wom-
an?"

I “Fair, with light auburn bair, and
blue eyes,"

“Yes, yes—I knew one—— Bah!
what's the uso of thinking, now that
Ievarything has come to an end?"
| “Look, mate!" T cried, for I felt that
we weie ginking faat. “Look, for God's
gake! Do you gee such 2 woman among
thoss still left? And has she not a
child with her?"

“What business is it of mine?"” he re-
plied, groaning with pain, “My eyes
are getting too dim  to see, Stay,
though, I can just make ont a woman
with fair halr—— But the world's fu!l
of them!"

Hig paln must have been very great,
from the way he dragged out his
words,

“If 1 could relleve you, I would do
80, COoon, Tell me what the woman
is doing?"

“She has a child in her arms—"

A hoy "

“1 ghould say s0."

“My boy—my son! Thank God!
There may be still a chance for them,
‘Ah, it T could but speak one word to
them. Go on—go on."

“Bhe is leaning over the bulwarks—
ah, I see what for. There Ig a spar in
the water, and a man, with one arm
over it, has lashed a lttle girl to it
T see—I see! He,intends to try and
®ave the lot of them, He Is calling
out to the woman—I ¢an not hear what
PI pays—ah, I suppose Lo Is telling her

I have

In what posl-

I shan't do
What

-

to throw the boy to him. 8he bends
toward him. Lord have mercy——""

And at that moment wa were sucked
down Into the #sea. With the lust
words he spoke, the ship had reached
the waleg line, aud sank (n a wild whirl
of wal A prayer passed through
my mind; and I belleved my time had
come, But the mast which had held me
fastened to the deck now proved to be
my sdlvation. Immediately the deck
was below the water the most flonted
Oft, leaving me free, and with the in-
atinet of self-preservation 1 struck out
lustlly, I am a good swimmer, and
shertly after [ rose to the surface of the
witer my hands came npon a small
piece of rock Jutting up from the sea.
Not knowing Its size or extent, I ob-
tained a risky foothold upon It, and,
dashing the waters from my eyes,
looked eagerly forwnrd. Surely it was
by a speeinl act,of Providencs that,
amidst the struggling heads and Hmbs
of the hapless drowning persons around
me, 1 saw but one face, which rose like
an apparition from the water, It wag
Mabel's faee, turned toward the rock
to which I elung, and In that awful mo-
ment we recognized ench other. A
look of convulsed joy, nmazement, and
tarror—terror, as though she were gaz-
ing upon n being from another world
—{lnshed Into her eves. Her arms were
raised nloft, und In them was a child—
my child, Bob! What was to be done
in that dread moment of my life? If
I plunged Into the sea it would be fatal
to all of us, for the drowning persons
would Jpevitably cluteh at me and
earry me down with them, I decided
Instantly upon my plan, With one
arm round the sharp roeck, which cut
Into my flesh—but I did not feel it—I
partially lowered myself into the water,
and held out my other arm, which I
Judged would just reach Mabel, in the
expectation that ghe would selze my
hand and that [ should be able to draw
her to my rock of refuge. But as [
lald my hand upon my boy, Mabel fell
from me, or was torn from me by a
flerce wave, and sunk before my eyes.
With my boy pressed cloge to my bos-
om, I dashed forward in desperation
to rescue her; but I wns swept away
by & rush of whirling spara from the
wrecked ship, and, withont knowing
how It happened, 1 found mysalf being
drawn into a boat which was lying off
near the cave's mouth,

CHAPTER XVI,

WAS told after-

W wird that I strug-

gled ke o madman
( with those who
were saving me;
and I know It must
have Leen Dbochuse
of the thought up-
permost in  my
mind thit I had no
right to consider
my own lfe while
» chance remnined to save that of my
dear Mabol, But the men held me fast,
and, when I was In the boat, began to
pull away from the eave Into the
brighter light.
“It's no use struggling, mate" one
gald, “If you've n spark of reason in
you, you'll ses that there's no hope of
saving another life”
They continued to pull doggedly
away, and kept thelr hands upon me
to prevent me from throwing myself
into the waler. Biinding tears came
to my eyes and flowed over, I knew
that it wins yaln to resist, and 1 knew
hesjdes that the few minutes that had
Intervened were [atal minutes, and car-
ried death with them to (he bright and
beautiful girl who had become my wile,
alas! how many Christmases ago! The
mystery that had parted us would
pever now be mide clear to me; but if
anything conld have comforted me at
that awful perlod of my Hfe, it was the
belief that I still cherished In her falth
and purity. Yet I looked sullenly on
the cruel waters, repining, I do belleve,
because a mirncle did not ocenr.
Soma comfort did come to me after
a while, 1 had my boy, my darling
gon, in my arms. Was it not almost
by o miracle that he had been given to
me, after searching for him the wide
world over for seven long years? “You
have still something to llve for,” a
voloe whispered to me; “be grateful,
then,” But I could not put by my
sorrow #o easily, and it was with min-
gled joy and grief that T hugged my boy
closer to me, to keep him warm; for it
was bitterly cold, and o mist had be-
gun to full, and was thickening every
moment. No slgn of life was on the
géa; In the distance we saw the fer-
rible const-line, consisting of stralght
rocks of a tremendous height, afford-
ing not the remotest chance of effecting
a landing. 1 searcely remember how
that day passed; I was In a stupor, ly-
ing at the bottom of the boat, whisper-
Ing incoherent endearments into my
little boy's ears. That ke did not an-
awer me did not surprise or hurt me; it
pleased me that he should sleep so
calmly during these cold and cheerless
hours; To awaken him would have
only aronsed him to misery. Toward
evening 1 became congclous that the
men In the boat were directing strange
glances toward me and my preclous
bundle,

“Come, mate,” sald one, “put aside
that. We've enougg weight In the boat
without carrying the dead.”

“Who did you say Is dead?" I paked,
vacantly, not undarstanding him,

Thelr slgnificant looks answered me,
and ons man placed his hand on my

4 enough,” sald the owner, surveying the

littia boy's heart.
frettully,

“Thig 1a my son," I sald, “for whom
I've been searching these seven yeurs
past, I have only Just found him.
No, I am not mad; T am In my right
sonses.  But this 1s not the time to tell
you my story. My wife lles there'—
I pointed to the cave, “I might have had
her but for you, Let me be, then. I
suppose some of you can understand
what a father's love, what n husband’s
grief, I8 In guch a trial as this"

“But don't you see?'" the same man
asked, and many of them looked at me
with sad eyes, “Come, be reasonable,
We are dead beat, You are as strong
a8 we are. Lend a hand to an oar,
Nay, then, If you'll not believe, lovk for
yoursell,"”

I allowed him to uncover the face of
my boy, and the truth dawned upon
me,

"Bob!" 1 whispered.
my son!"

1 shook him gently; he made no
movement, White and still, he lny In
my arms, T put my ear to his mouth
—to his heart; not a pulse replied to
me, And then T saw that hls limbs
must have been cold and stiff for hours,
and that I bad been nursing a corpse,

“My boy 1s dend, mates,” I sald, with
o strange calmnesa upon me, “Forglve
me, [ didn't know It before, you see,
My poor little Bob!"

They turned thelr faces from me as [

“Speak to me,

I pushed him aside’

THE ROBIN'S NEST,

{Catharine Young Glen In Leslle's
Popular Mouthly,)

HE apple tree,

neatling agalnst

the old wh'te houge,

had put on Its new

apring gown. Nov-

or before did  the

. leaves come out &0

green, nor the shy

buds blush so deep

a pink; never be-

fore did the bees

hum so loudly, or

the wind carry the fragrafice so far

' On one of the sweetest mornings in

all the May come two birds to the Lree

~—Ltwo robins, in thelr honeymoon, who

were out In senrch of a house. They

put their hends first on thin side, then

on that; wished, perhaps, it had been

& cherry tree; calsulated the probable

number of small boys In the nelgh-

borhood who were making collections

of oggs; the angle-worm crop in the

flelds below; In short, all those minor

detalls of house-hunting less Interest-

ng to an outsider than to purties con-
:arned.

Robin Red Breast bent Lis head very
near his wife, and they talked It all
over with a great deal of twiltering
and wany a tender glance!

“So Jweet a spol, dear love! Shall

stooped and kissed Bob's white lips,
Then I cried quietly over him a bit, and I
Inid him at the boettom of the boat,
dovering him with my shirt, which I
took off for the purpose,

“Let me keop him," I pleaded; "it'
we land, we can bury him ashore."

“Ay, dy, mate," they sald, softly.

I anawered them with grateful looks,
and, taking an oar, pulled with the
strength of a glant, drinking the salt !
tears which ran down my face. [
worked mechanically, and had npo
thought for anything but the body of
my poor little Bob,

Through the long hours of the night
wa pulled, and when the sun rose we
found ourselves In the same dlsmal
plight, 'The wind was dead {n our
teeth, and the rocks loomed black and
ghadowy In the distance, Having
aboard only sufflelent provisions for
two days, it behooved us to find a ref-
uge soon; and many a breath of thank-
fulness was drawn when, on the even-
ing of the second day, we discovercd a
necle of land where we reckoned weo !
could put safely nshore. Some part of |
the bench was sand, but ver ytreacher- |
ous, us we presently learnod, and some |
was rock. We rowed towdrd the
gandy beach, and one man jumped out
—too goon for hils life, for he sunk be-
fore our eyed., The quicksands had
gwallowed him., With feelings of awe
we pulled toward the rocks, and after
gome difMenlty we effected a landing,
gaving, too, at the risk of our lives,
what little provisions we had left, But
in the landing, our boat was dashed to
gplinters, And there, rescued from
the sea, we stood upon the racks in
gnfety, I with my little Bob in my arms,
wrapped In my serge shirt,

“Now for a fire," said one of the par-
ty; “I am perishing with cold. Let us
collect some dry wood."

10 Ba CONTINURD,)

Safe Course.
An excellent veply was that once
made by a Yankee pilot so the owner
of a Missigsippl river steamboat, The
bont was at New Orleans, anid the Yan-
kee applied for the vacant post of pilot,
saying that he thought he could give
satisfaction, provided they were “look-
in* for o man about his size and build.”
“Your size and Dbulld will do well

Innk rnur:n and rugged face of the ap-
plicant with sgome amusement, “but do
you konow about the river, where the
snRgs arve, and =0 on?" "Well, I'm
pretty well acquainted with the river,'”
drawled the Yankee, with hls eyes
fixed on a stick he was whittling, "“but
when you come to talkin® about the
snags, 1 don't know exnctly where they
Gre, 1 must suy.”

“Don‘t know where the snags aral”
gald the boat owner, in a tone of dis-
gust; “then how do you expect to get
a position as pllot on this river?"

“Well, gir,” sald the Yankee, ralsing
a palr of keen eyes from his whittling
wnd meeting his auestioner's stern gaze
with a whimsical smile, “l may not
know Just where the snags are, but
you can depend upon me for knowin'
where they ain't, and that's where I
calenlate to do my sailin’, "

Somuothing for Nothing.

There |s no form of deceit more Ike-
ly to occur than sell-deception, and of
all kinds of self-deception none are
more tempting than the things which
happen when man endeavors to get
gomething for nothing. Nor ls K more
veprehensible to get money In thia
way than It is to get a reputation
without giving an equivalent—in fact,
there is more damage In the latter
than In the former proceeding. All
garta of gambling arise from the desire
to get something for nothing without
rendéring adequate recompense, stock
gambling and the bucket shops and its
frults, The world is twisted ani torn
by its tremendous tendency.—Rev. W,
I. Chase,

Furlty.

It would be easler to put the scalea
back again on the wing of the butter-
fly than to restore the purity that has
beon stained by vice, Samson was the
strongest man of his age, but he could
not break the cords of his own luats,
—Rey, Dr. Gumbart

Greatness.

No matter from what elass of soclety
& man springs he can be great, for,
after all, greatness Is but goodness.d

it be here?" Nobody heard what the
little bride-bird sald, If she spoke at
all it was very low—there was need
tbat but one ghould hear—perhaps it
whs only & look. Bo that as it may,
the mate strotched his brown wings
twice, thrice for the joy of It, and
darted off and away, down over the
meadow, his red breast twinkling above
the green, “Home! home! home!" he

igang over and over; “home! home!"

His heart was overflowing, and he
tould not keep It to himself,

All this while his wee wife was tak-
Ing account of her surroundings. She
hopped on one twlg, then on another,
twisted her head, apd turned her
bright eyes, until one might justly con-
clude she had viewed the matter from
every slde, She saw one thing, too,
that mneither had noticed  belore,
Through the open window, framed in
with apple boughs, some one Was
watching them—a ¢hild with great
dark eyes and a balo of golden halr,
So sweet a fuce—but, oh, so thin and
white! If the !itle bird had been on
the bough just above she might have
seen that the child sat in a large wheel-
chalr—aat without moving, her hands
elasped In hor lap, and hardly daring
to breathe for fear of frightening the
robins awny,

The little bride-bird stood still, too,
looked her all over, and waited, By
the time her mate bad finlshed his tour
af the fields, however, for réasons best
known to herself, she wus ready to
Yegin,

Should it be the croteh at the cor-
ner, or the one right under the win-
dow between the two big boughs? The
eroteht at the corner was wider, a fino
breezy locality, but the other was so
ahieltered, no oneé could possibly peep
from withont. Some [foollsh people,
you know, always will take to “love in
n coitage." They wasted very [ew
words over the matter—there is little
ergument when both argue on ome side
—it waa all taken out In kopping and
shirping,

“Mamma, mamma!® whispered the
little girl at the window; “come soft-
ly! T think they are bullding a nest!"
Bhe turned her head by inches In her
fear of making a stir., There was
n light step, & rustle of silken skirts,
and a lady stood Ly the chair—a lady
who had eyes llke the child's, dear
eyes! In which the Jove almost coverad
the pain—quite hiding It when the lit-
tle girl raised hers to look into them!
Her hands played as by habit with the
eurly hair. She, too, looked out, not
at the birds, but way beyond through
the apple-boughs, “They?" she
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aiked, dreamily; "who, dear love!?"
and she used the very name, though
ghe knew It not, that the little mate
had just called his bride, for love is al-
ways the same.

*Tha robins,” answered the child,
"You are too high, mamma! Be soft!
Right here, do you see? The dearest
husband and wife, and he has the red-
dest breast, and they have been talk-
ing so! Listen, mamma, just hear!"”
To her excitement she spoke so Iasi
that the mate-robin heard, and stop-
‘ped short, with a Jong straw in his
bill, which was to serve as a founda-
tion for the house. He rolled his
round eyes awhile, then turned and
locked at his wife, but she was hop-
ping about with the utmost unconcera;
so after some reflection, he, too, went
to work. “Oh!" breathed the little
girl, with a long sigh of rellef, “he Is
going to stay, nfter nll. I thought 1
had scared him away.” )
| 'The robins did not go, however, any
fn some mysterious way it came to
be an understood thing that they

Rev, Lymaz Abbott,

phould build thelr sest helow the win-

dow, and that tha lttle glel, and often
the sweet ludy, too, should watch, The
shy wife might have told you that
some of the shrads woven Into the
mavig home had boen found hanging
eonvenlently on the twigs, no though
they had fallen from the window, this,
not to mantion pn ever-rendy supply
of crumbs, only wilting to he gathered
when no one wins at hand. In the bird-
werld, as In ours, fortune dlatributos
ber favors unevenly,

When the bright-eyed husband re-
memberad how many of his friends
had to support thelr familles from the
ash-barrols, there was a puffed feeling
In his heart which he did not try to
HUppress,

Bo tlme went on, and by and by the
bird's nest hung complete, The little
girl had waited as patlently as the
bullders had worked, and thelr joy
was one. “They also serve who only
stand and walt," great Milton sald—
they, too, perhaps, who only love aad
walt,

THEY SHOULD WATCH.
“Mammn, mamma, there will be
nestlings now, and the old birds will
teach them to fly. I have longed to
gee it 211 my life, but I could not go to
them, you know, and 6o they have
come to me,"

The mother noted the falnt tinge on
the cheek, the bright look in the eye,
and blessed the robins in her heart.
“Yes, they have come to you, my
bird—Ilike to like—and you shall see
them fiy."
But birdlings do not grow In a day,
and the child watched from the great
wheel-¢halr with patience born of suf-
foring, and a life of paln—watched un-
til five round eggs lay In the nest,
tinted with heaven's own blue,
At last—oh, the Joy of It!—the blue
shells broke, and five strange, goft
things, with great eyes and yellow
bills, nestied under thd mother-wings
—nestled and cuddled until the wings
would hardly cover them, and the nest
seemed all too small. The brown
mother's heart was bursting with Jjoy
a0, for that matter, wns the fath-
or's—hut she kept her love to hersell
and it warmed the birdlings, while his
ran over in one continual song from
the top ol the tree. The little girl
looked llke & guardian gpirit from
above.
"My birds, my birds!" she whisper-
ed, over her clasped hands; “my very,
very own!"
The color that had come with the
robing slowly faded from cheek and
eye—as the birdlings In the nest grew
stronger, Lhe one in the old housa
yrow wenker, und still the days went
The father-robin sobered down
with flve wide mouths to feed, the
mother had to stretoh her wings a lit-
tle further every night to keep the
nestlings In, The apple buds had long
sinee swelled into blessoms, the blos-
soms had flown off on the wind (n
sconted showers, leaving the small,
green balle that were to be upples in
the far-off fall, and the leaves hnd
turned to a durker hue, The little girl
rested on pillows now, In the whesl-
chalr; her mother lifted her when she
iooked down into the nest.

"Mammnin, how long will 1t be before
the robing fly?" she asked.

The mother Inld her head by the ona
on the pillow, and the child eaught
only the whisper that was not meant
for her: “Oh, my love, my love!"

At last the wheel-chalr stood alone
by the window. The lttle girl lay
very still within the curtalned bed.

“I must not miss it," she whisperad,
morning and night. “You will wateh,
mamma, dear, will you not, and wake
me—when—the birdlings—fiy?"

The answer was always the same; “I
am watching, I am watching! Lle
atill for a while and rest!"

The times for resting grew longer
and the times for waking short.

The sun, sending his Inst shafts of
light through the leaves one late af-
teinoon, toughed the eoyes ao oflen
closed, and they opened at his kigs,

“Ig it sunset?" she asked. “Take me
up, mamma. I have not said goopd-
tilght to the robiss in so very long.”
Tenderly the mother lifted her, while
the sweot breath of the meadow came
up on the breeze, and the leaves were
quivering in the golden light, The
ved-breasted robin was winging his
way home; the brown mother Wwas
crooning & slumber song to her nest.
The child strétehed oul her hands, the
vadiance glorifying face and Thair,
“Good-night, good-night, my birdlings!
Mamma, see how the sun gocs down!
owlin be so beautiful—to-morrow—I
think they will not stay!" The head
drooped wearily en the plllow that
night. “You will wake me—&0 early
—mamma, dear!"

The stars shone and paled, the gray
light stole slowly back again, and the
faint, faint blue to the sky. And in
the eatly morning Ome, long-awaltei
came, and two went out into the sun-
‘rise, into the hush of the sweet young

E—

day—leaving n vold In the old whits
house that nothing on earth could AIL

The one who was left stood very atill
at the window, and looked through
the apple boughs with eyes that saw
them not, Thers was ne need new
that love mhould hide the pain. As
ihe turned away lLer glance fell on the
robln's nest. Lol It was smpty—only
& broken shell lay where five birdlings
had nestlad beneath the mother's
wings. Then the tears came to eyes
that had not wept, and & great thanks-
glving to an aching heart—for her
darling, who had “wakened eavly,”
and for the robins, who had waited to
fiy with her,

WOMEN SMOKERS,

A Writer Who Approves of the Falr
Hex Using Tobaooo

A recent writer on the subject of
“Women Bmokers" has something to
say thal may prove Interesting reading
to dramatlsts, stage managers and
theater-goers genernlly, says the New
York Telegram. Here it Ins:

“When in a play a well-dressed wom-
an produces a cigareite case and begins
to light up you know at once she is
the adventuress of the plece. The
dramatist wonld never dare to endow
her with any moral qualities after that,
Bhe may possibly be a divorces; at the
vary least she has deslgns on the hero's
pwrsa and on his goneral happlness
Who ever saw a virtuous stage heroine
smoking? The very {dea would be re-
volting to all conventional notions of
propristy and the men would flercely
disouss this horrifylng lapse on the
part of ths dramatist over their own
cigarettes between the acts, The sup-
posed degrading effect of tobneco on
women {8 purely a bourgeols notion,
It affects middle-class women only,
The highest and the lowest do as they
please in the matter, Now and then
there arises some sirong and Indes
pendent woman who follows her owa
course and fs perfectly indifferent to
outside opinion, Buch a character was
the late Miss Emily Faithful, a most
nobla, admirable and withal womanly
minded woman, who soothed Hher
nervea after her work was done by
smoking full-flavored clgars, * * ¢
The peasant women, especialy In Ire-
land and Scotland, enjoy thelr whiffa
from shorl pipes filled with strong to-
bacco, * * * No! I'm not advooat-
ing the use of short clays among the
wide class covered by the word ‘ladies,
but for the life of me I cannot sep what
harm {8 done to these peasant women
by the process of puffing off their
cares In their own way., In the best
houses nowadays when cigars are
handed around to the gentlemen clga-
rattes are offered to the ladies. The
hoitess, as a rule, Bets the necessary
example to her lady guests. The ranka
of the regular cigaretle smokers in-
¢lude the dowager empress of Ruossin,
the Princess of Wales, Princess Beat-
rice, Princess Charles of Denmark, the
Queen of Italy, the Quéen of Roumania
and the Queen Regent of Spaln. I
have no epace for a list of prominent
members of the English arlstocracy
who indulge In the fragrant weed.
#« ¢ & Tt s only the middle-olnss
person of would-be Intensely respects
able manners who ralses all this rack-
et agalnst the feminine consumption
of cigarettes.”

Had Lots of Them.
Nonte—"0h, look ot Count Mako-
ronni and the number of orders he la
weidring. They say he has a magnifi-
cont collection.'

Laura—"He ought to, for before he
got his patrimony he was a walter In
a cheap restaurant.”—Plitsburg News

WORTH READING.

At the end of each hair of a cat's
whiskers |8 & bulb of nerve fiber which
makes that particular heir a very
dellcate “foeler,"

It I8 proposed In Finland to abolish
the press censorship, on the ground
that It Is needleas, and only fosters hy-
poerisy and deception,

The oldest, and, perhaps, the heav-
lest cyclst for his age, is J. W. Ar-
nold, of Providence, now in his elghty-
slxth year, weight 186 pounds,

Nearly 4,000,000 women, or 18 per
cent of all women in the United States,
were in 1890 engaged in earning their
own lving In some trade or employ-
ment,

Some of the lumber trade journals
are writing In favor of soft elm for
the finish of bulldings, and assert that
wheraver it has been used in western
cities it has proved very satlafactery.

The poor laborers in the Sicilian sul-
phur mines compel their naked chll-
dren from the tenth year to asslat
them In their hard work, thelr only
food being coarse bread dipped into
oil.

George Peabody's donation of $2.-
600,000 for London workingmen's
houses has increased to $6,000,000 in
the twenty-four years since his death,
Last year the trustees of the fund pro-
vided 11,367 rooms, besides bath rooms,
lavatories and laundries; 19,8564 per-
gons occuipled them. The death rates
of infants in the buildings is 4 per
cant below the average for London.

Horses are valuable in Alaska, They
are driven up over the divide from
the Canadinn plains, and then have to
be tramsported eight to slxteen miles
by water, The freight on them for this
distance |s 40 centa a pound, sp that
a 1,000-pound horse gets to be worth
$1 & pound by the time he nears &
place where he can be of good sarvice,
A good strong dog is valued at $75.

A Polish chemist named Elsenberg
{s sald to hava Invented an anaesthetip
which volatilizes rapldly on exposurp
to the air, rendering the persons nes’
unconsclous for a long time, A pellet
proken under s man's nose put him
to sleep for four hours, It Is asserted
that in warfare bombs charged with
this material will make large bodies
lk“ &0 snemy incapable of resisiamce




