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AARON IN THEVILDWOODS

The Story op a South-
ern Swaip

By JOIvL CIL.VXDI.121t IIAHRIS

Copyright, 1897, by Joel Chandler Harris.)

CHAPTER "VIII.

THE HAPPENINGS OF A NIGHT.

A negi o passed along tlic beaten way lead-

ing to the cabins whistling a tune. Itwas
Uandall. He heaid the otlii'i.saiid paired.

"It's your turn to tote,M said Aaioii.
"Who?" exclaimed Randall.
"Tlie Little .Master," replied Aaron.
RiinUall laughed. Who talked or turns

where the Little Master was concerned?
"When it came to carrying that kind of
burden, Randall was the man to do it, and
16 wab, "Don't le' me hurt 30U, lionsy.
Efl squeeze too tight, des say de word;"
and then, "Whar we gwine, honey? A'on
guine m dar en put dat ar boss up? Well,
To he go 111 dar lo.ss all shake hands wid
'mi, kazc when we nex lay eyes on im, he
won't hear us, not ef we stoop down and
holler good-b- y in his year."

But, following Aaron, they went toward
tin.-lo- t wnereuie Black tetallii.n had liowu
Ins savage temper during the day.

When Aaronnndthose whowcrewithhlm
1 cached the lot fence, winch han bean made
high nndstrongto keep old Jule, the jump-lu- g

intile, witlun bounds, not a sound was
heard on the other side.

Youer takia' yo life in yo ban', inon."
said Randall, in a naming tone, as Aaron
placed one foot on the tint a railand vaulted
over The warning would have come too
lateinany event. for by thetiin; tliewords
were of l Randall's tongue Aaron was over
the fence. ThObc who were left behind
waited in breathless suspense for some
sound tome movement from Timolcon,
or some word from the Arab toguiae them.
U'lt for a little while-au- dit seemed to
be a Jonjr, long while to Little Crotehett
nothing could be heard. Then, suddenly,
iheie Tell on their strained cars the noie
that is made by n rushing lame, followed
by a sharp exclamation fioni Aaron.

"What a pity if he is hint," exclaimed
the Teuelur.

Before anything elbe could be said, there
came a whinnying sound from Timeleoii,
such as horses make when they greet those
they are fond of, or when they are hungry
und tec some one bringing their food
But Tlmoleon's whinnying was more pro-
longed, aud in the midst of It they could
hear Aaron talking.

"Bfhorsescouldtalk," remarked Randall,
"I'd up'n say dey wuz ca'u on a big conrab
lit dar."

Little Crotehett Bald nothing. He hnl
often heard Aaron say that he knew the
language of animals, but the matter had
never been pressed on the lad's attention
nsit was. years afterward, onthe attention
or Buster John and Sweetest Susan.

Finally Aaron came to the fence, closely
followed by the Black Stallion.

"Wan, what do you thiuk?" said the Son
of Ben All to Randall; "no water, no corn,
no fodder since night before last."

"De Lord 'a' mercy!" exclaimed Randall.
"Is anyliody ever hear dc beat er dat?
No wonder he cotch dat ar nigger an' bit
'Im! When de rascal git well 1' gwine
ter ax Master ter le' me take 'im out an"
gi 'im a paddlin" an I'll do it right,
mon.'

Mr. Hudspeth made a mental note of this
speich, and resolved to find out if Jtandall
meant what he said, or was merely joking.

".Man, give me the Little Master," said
Aaron from the top of the fence, "and run
and fetch two buckets of water from the
spring."

"Dey's water in de lot dar," Randall
explained.

"It is dirty," replied Aaron. "The
grandson of Abdallah would die before he
would drink it."

He I caned down and took Little Crotehett
in his arms. The muzzle or Timoleon was
so near that the lad could feel the hot
breath from his nostrils. Involuntarily
the Little Master shuddered and shrank
closer to Aaron.

"He'll not hurt you," said Aaron. He
made a queer sound with his lips, and the
horse whinnied. "Now you may put your
hand on him so." The Arab took the
Little Master's hand and placed it gently
on the smooth, sensitive muzzle of the
horse. The lad could feel the nervous
working of Timoleon's strong upper lip.
Then he stroked the hotse's head and
rubbed the velvety ears, and in less time
than it takes to write it down he felt very
much at home with the Black Stallion,
and had no fear of him then or afterward.

Randall soon returned with cool, fresh
water from the spring. The Black Stallion
drank all that was brought, and wanted
more, but Aaron said no. He had placed
the Little Master on Randall's shoulder,
and Timoleon, when he finished drinking,
was taken to his stable and fed, and the
broken door propped in such a manner that
it could not be forced open from the

This done, Aaron returned to the
others, iclieved Randall of Little
t'rotohett, though the frai! body wai not
much or a burden, and the three started
back to the big house.

"You are still anxious to punish the poor
man who was hurt by thehorsc?"nsked the
Te.icl.er.asRandallbadethem good-nigh- t.

"I is dat, sub. I'm des ez sho ter raise
welks on his hide ez dc sun is ter shine-le- as'

ways- ef bref f stays i n his body. Ef 1 'd
"a' been dat ar boss and he'd done me dat
nway, T'd 'a trompledde gizzard out'n 'im.
Er dey's anything dat 1 do 'spise, suh, It's
n triflln', nig-

ger.''
Mr Hudspeth knew enough about human

rat urc to be able to catch the tone of down-
right sincciityin the negro's voice, and the
fact not only amazed him at the time, but
worried him no little when he recalled it
artcrward. for his memory seized upon it
and made it more important thanitieally
was. And he saw and noted other things-o-

that plantation that puzzled him nolittle,
and mind the efficiency
of some of his strongest anti-slav- e nrgu-mi.-.t- s;

bat it did not, for it could not. reach
t he esenecofthematterashehad conceived
it. that human slavery, let it be national
or sectional, or paternal and patiiarchal,
was an infliction on the master as well as
an injustice to the negro.

So far so good. But Mr. Hudspeth could
no see then what he saw and acknowledged
when American slavery was happily a thing
of the past, namely, that in the beginning
the slaves who were brought here were
redeemed from a slavery in their own coun-

try worse than the bondage of death; that,
though they came here as savages, they
were brought in close and stimulating con-

tact with Christian civilization, and so

lifted up that in two centuries they were
able to bear the piomotlon to citizenship
which awaited them, and that, although
this end was reached In the midst of con-

fusion and doubt, tumult and bloodshed, it
was given to human intelligence to perceive
in slavery, as well as In the freedom of the
slaves, the hand of an Providence,
and to behold In their bondage here the
bcheme of a vast university in which they
were prepared to enjoy the full benefits of
nil the blessings which have been conferred
ou them, and which, though they seem to
have been Ions delayed, have come to them
earlier than to any other branch of the hu-

man race.
"The Teacher who played his little partin

the adventures of Aaron, played a large
part in national affairs at a later day. He
Raw slavery pass away, and he lived long
enough after that event to put on record

this declaration: "Looking back on the
history of the human race, let tie hasten to
acknowledge, while the acknowledgment
may be worth making, the two hundred
and odd years of slavery as it existed in
the American republic is a small price to
pay for participation in the inestimable
blessings and benefits of American free-
dom and American citizenship." And as
to spoke the great audience he was ad-
dressing seemed to fade before his eyes,
and he found himself wandering again

.011 the old plantation, with Li tile Crotch-"et- t,

or walking under the stailit skies,
talking to Aaron. And lie heard again the
genial voice of the gentleman whose guest
he was, and lived again through the
pleasures and perils or the wonderful year
on the Abercrombie place.

But all tills was twenty-fiv-e years ago,
inthefutuie.andMr. Hudspeth had notcven
a dream of what that future was to bring
foith. Indeed, as he followed Aaron and
Little Crotehett from the horse lot to the
house, he was less interested in what the
j ears might hold for him than he was in
an incident that occui red while Aaron was
preparing to take the Black Stallion back
to his stall. He was puzzled and wanted
information. How did Aaron know that
the horse had gone without water and food?
He observed that neither Little Crochett
nor Randall questioned the statement when
it was made, but treated it as a declaration
beyond dispute Aud yet the runaway had
been in the woods, and a pait of the time
was jnii sued by hounds. Ue had no means
of knowing whether or not the.Hlnc-- Stal-
lion had been attended to.

The matter weighed on the Teacher's
mind to such an extent that when he and
his companions were sare in Little Crotch-ett'- s

room he put the question to Aaron.
By what means did you know that the

horse had been left without .food and
water?" Aaron glanced at Little Crotehett
and smiled. "Well, sir, to tell you would
be not to tell you. You wouldn't believe
me."

"Are you Aaron, lie
gray niui'o to her feet.

"O, you go too far indeed, you do.
"Why should I doubt your word?"

"It don't fit in with things you know."
"Try mo,"
"The grandson of Abdallah told me,"

replied Aaron, simply.
The Teacher looked from Aaron to Little

Crotehett. "You must be Joking,'" he re-

marked.
"Oh, no, he isn't," protested Little

Crotehett, "I know he can talk with the
animals. He has promised to teach me,

but 1 always forget it when I go to the
swamp. There are so many other things
to think about."

"Would you teach me?" Mr. Hudspeth
asked. His face was solemn, and yet
there was doubt In the tone of his voice.

Aaron shook his head "Too old," he
explained. "Too old, and know too much "

"It's another case of having a ch.ld's
faith," suggested the Teacher.

"Most, but not quite," answered Aaron
"It is like this: The why must be very
big, or you must be touched."

The Teacher pondered over this reply
for some moments, and then said: "There
must be some real reason why 1 should

to learn the language of animals. Is
that it?"

"Most, but not quite," Aaron responded.
"You mustJiavc the sure-enou- feeling."

"I see. But what is it to be touched?
What docs that mean?"

"You must be touched by the people who
live next door to the woild."

The Teacher shook his head slowly, and
stroked his beaid thoughtfully. He tried
to treat the whole matter with due solem-

nity, so as to keep his footing, aud he suc-

ceeded.
"Where is this country that is next door

to the world?" he asked, turning to Little
Crotehett.

"Under the spring," the lad replied,
promptly.

"Have you ever visited that country?"
the Teacher asked. Hib tone was serious
enough now.

"No," replied Little Ciotchett, with a
wistful sigh. "I'm crippled, you know,
and walk only on my crutches. It Is far
to go, aad I can't take my pony. But Aaron

has told inc about it, aid I have seen Little
Mr Thimblcringer-oncc-a- nd he told me

about Mrs. Meadows and the rest and
brought inc a message fiomold Mr. Rabbit.
They all live in the country next door to

"the world."
For several minutes the Teacher sat and

gazed into the pale flame of the candle.
The wax or tallow had run down on one
side and formed a figure in the semblance
of a wee man hanging to the brass mouth
of the candlestick with both hands. Gaz-

ing thus, queer thoughts came to theTcach
cr's mind. He tugged at his beard to see
whether he was awake or dreaming. Could
it be that by some noiseless shifting of
the scenery he was evan now in the country
next door to the world? He rose suddenly,
shook hands with Aaron, and, swayed by"

'some sudden Impulse, stopped and pressed
his lips to the pale brow or the patient lad.
Then he went to his room, threw open the
window, and sat for an hour, wondering
what influence his strange
would have on his life.

And his reflections were not amiss, for
years afterward his experiences of this
night were responsible for his intimacy
with the greatest American of our

Lincoln. It was in the early part
of the war that Mr. Hudspeth, one of a
group of in consultation witli
the Piesident, let fall somcchancc remarks
about the country next door to the world.
Mr Lincoln had been telling a humofbus
story, and was on the point of telling
another, when Mr. chance re-

mark struck his ear.
"Whereabouts is thatcountry?" he asked.
"Not far from Georgia," replied Mr.

Hudspeth.
"Who lives here?"
"Little Crotehett Aaron, the .Arab, Lit-

tle Mr. ThimbleIingci,Mrh. Meadows, and
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old Mr. Itabbit." Mr. Hudspeth counted
them off on his fingers in a humorous man-

ner.
'Mr. Lincoln, who had been laughing be-

fore, suddenly giew serious -- moluir.holy,
indeed. JJc talked, wiUi tho Congressman
awhile longer, butthey knew by his manner
that they were dismissed. As they were
leaving the President remarked:

"Wait till your huiry's over, Hudspeth.
I want to talk to you."

And sitting before the fire in his private
orrice, Mr. Lincoln recalled Mr. Huds-

peth's chance remark, and questioned liim

with great particularity about Aaron and
Little Crotehett and all the icst.

"Of course you believed in the country
next door to the woild?" Mr. Lincoln sug-

gested.
"To tell you the truth, Mr. President,

I felt queerly that night, it seemed as real
to me as anything 1 ever heaid of aud never
saw."

"Get the feeling back, Hudspeth; get it
back. I can believe everything you tell
me about it."

And after that, when Mr. Hudspeth called
oa the Picsldent and found him in a mood
between extreme mirth and downright mel-

ancholy, he would say: "I was with Aaron
last night," or 'Tin Just from the country
next door to the woild," or "I hope Sher-

man won't get lost in the country that is
next door to the world."

But ail this wns in the future, and, ns we
all know, Mr. Hudspeth, sitting nt his win-

dow and gazing at the stars that hung
sparkling over the Abercrombie place, could
not read the future. If it was too late for
him to learn the language of the animals,
how could lie hope to interpret the prophe-

cies or the constellations?
Aaron sat with Little Crotehett until

there was no ilnngei that the red goblin,
Pain, would put i n an appearance, and then
he slipped thiough the window and wns
soon an the foot or the oak, where Rambler
was taking a nap.

He guu the dog some of the food that

hurt, master Aboreromby?" nsltcil and gentlj-nii.e- d

tin;

experiences

Congressmen

Hudspeth's,

cfTi
Little Crotehett had put by for him, ate
heartily himself, aad then went toward the
Swamp.

On the hill he turned and looked bark in
the direction of Little Crotchet t's window.
As he paused he heard a voice cry "Hello!"
Aaron was not startled, for the sound came
from a distance, and fell but faintly on his
cars. H listened and heard it again:

"Hello' Hello!"
It to come from the road, half u

mile away, and Aaron knew that there
was no house in that direction for a trav-el-

or passer by to hail. There waa
something In his tone that suggested dis-

tress.
"Without waiting to listen again, the

Arab started for the road in a iapid trot.
He thought he heard it again ns he ran,
thiscausedhim to run the faster. Heclimb-edth- e

fence that marked lieline of the oad,
andsattherea moment, butnll wassilence,
save the soft clamor of insects and frogs
that is a feature of the first half of the
night.

Aaron had now come to a point from
which he could reach the swamp more

by following the road Tor hair a
mile, though he would have another hill
to climb. As he Jumped from the fence
into the road the cry came to Ids ears again,
and this'-tim- e Willi startling distinctness:

"Hello! Hello! Oh, isn't there some one
to hear me?"

It was so plainly the call of some one in
distress that Aaron shouted an answer of
encouiagement, and ran as fast ns he could
in the direction from wlijch the sound came.
The situation was so new to Rambler that,
instead of making ahead to investigate
and report, he stuck to Aaron, whining
uneasily. As the Sou of Ben AH ran he
av dimly outlined at the foot of the hill

u slioit distance beyond him a huge some-
thing that refused to take a recognizable
shape until he stood beside it, and even
then it was startling enough. It was the
Gray Mare, Tiniclcon's sister, lying at full
length by the side of the road, and under-
neath her the Son or Ben All knew he would
find the Whlte-Haire- d Master. But it was
not as bad as it might have been.

"Hurt much, Master?" said Aaron, lean-'nuov-

Mr. Abercrombie and touching him
on the shoulder.

"Not seriously," replied the White-haire- d

Master, "but the leg that is under
the mare is numb."

The Gray Mare, after falling, had done
nothing more than whinny. If she had
struggled to rise the White-Haire- d Mas-

ter's leg would have needed a doctor, but if
the moie had risen to her feet and started
home the doctor would have been unneces-
sary, for the Imprisoned foot was caught
In the stirrup.

Well for Mr. Abercrombie that Aaron
knew the Gray Mare, and that the Gray
Marc knew Aaron. She whinnied when the
runaway spoke to her. She raised her head
and gathered here forefeet under her, and
then suddenly, at a word from Aaron,
lirted her weight from the leg, while the
foot was taken from the stirrup. Again
the word wns given, and the Gray Mare
rose easily to her feet and shook herself.

"Can jou walk, Master?" Aaron asked.
"I think so certainly."
Yet. it was not an easy tiling to do.

Though the limb was not broken, owing
to the fact that the ground was damp and
soft where the Gray Marc fell, yet it had
been imprisoned for some time, and it
was both numb and bruised. Thenumbness
was in evidence now, as the Whitc-Haire- d

Master rose to hie feet and tried to walk;
the bruises would speak for themselves
tomorrow.

"What is your name?" Mr. Abercrombie
asked.

"I am called Aaron, Master."
"I thought so, and I'm glad of it. Some

day I'll thank you; but now pins and need-

les!" The blood was beginning to circu-

late in the numb leg, and this was not by
any means a pleasant experience. Aaron

shortened it tomcwhatJiy rubbing the limb
vigorously.

"Are you stlllhi the woods, Aaron?"
"Yes, Master." '

"Well. I'm sorry. I wish you belonged
to mc."

"I'm wishing harder than you, Master.
"What a pity-r-wh- a pltj!"
"Don't get too 6orry, Master."
"No; it would do no good."
"And don't hhunerthe Gray Marc for

stumbling, Master. The saddle's too high
on her shoulders, the hclly-bnn- d too tight,
and her shoes nailed ion in the dark."

Aaron helped Mr. Abercrombie to mount.
"Good night. Master!"

"Goodnight, Aaron!"
The Arab watched the Gray Mare and

her rider until the darkness hid them iroin
view. And no wonder! He wns the only
man, living or dead, that the Son of Ben
All had ever called "Master." Why?
Aaron tried to make the matter clear to
his own mind, and while he was doing his
best to unravel the problem he heard buggy
wheels rattle on the hilltop. The horse
must have shied at something Just then,
for a harsh voice cried out, followed by
the sound or a whip falling cruelly on
the creature's back. The wheels rattled
louder ns the creature leaped frantically
from under the whip. The harsh voice
cried, "Whoa!" three times, twice in
anger, and the third time in mortal rear,
and Aaron knew that he hail another ad-

venture on his hands.

(To be continued.)

PORPOISE HUNTING.

A Dmigerous Sport the mihsiiiiia-quod- y

Indian Follow.
By VIRGINIA FRENCH.

In the northern part or Maine and in
Nova Scotia there are still many Indians
of the Passamuquody tribe, and these

follow a puisuit that is almost un-

known to the outside world. They sbjol
poipoises. Everybody familiar with the
sea lias watched those queer creatures.
They are less shy about Mowing them-

selves than any other inhabitant of the
ocean, but to see them tumbling over
themselves in ttteir odd, regular way is all
the world in general ever has to do with
them. The Passamaquody Indians, low-eve- r,

not only shoot them, but make tlHr
living mainly out of porpoise, and a living
well earned It is, too, for there is no occu-

pation in the world that calls for more
bravery, skill and endurance. The money
ib obtained by selling the oil. The pure
porpoise oil brings the Indians about !o
cents a gallon. The oil obtained from the
paws sells higher. It - tried out by
itseir because of. Its supciiority and is
valued by watchmakers and others win,
want an oil or very fine lubricating qunl-lt- y

The Indians eat the porpoise flesh
it is very much like fresh pork, aud many

white fislieimen around the coast like it
well enough to give the Indlnus fresh
fish In exchange for It.

Theie are 110 fcaiuc laws to protect s,

and the hunting goes on the year
around, though the iblubber is something
like two inches thick in winter against
one and a hah In summer But, then, the
danger and suffering of the Im'ian, not
the rish. are far greater in cold weather

Make a guess ns to how long n big por-

poise is. He does not look, when seen
from shore or from m steamer's deck, as
if he weie seven feet long; but about 'hat
he frequently Is, and five feet about the
giith, and with 6ix or seven gallons of oil

In hi queer body
I IS roll bark canoes are still used bv the

Indians fOi this port, and the way lliev
handle thein In tlie wide, stormy w.uers
or the liny of Kundy is a revelation as
to the seawortlJness or these wonderful
little craft Roys muHb-begl- their train-
ing ns porpoise hunters when they are lo
or 'l years old,, gotng out with an older
man In good weather fir-- t- The Indians
generally go two together, for while
shooting the poi peine can be done eaMly
by one in smooth wntei it is not the Moot-

ing, but the landing of him that Is the
ticklish business After he i shot ho is
speared to finish him, and tln the Indian
runs two fingers In the blowhole, take-- ,

hold of the fin with the other hand, lifts
the great fellow until at least half Us

length is above the canoe's gunwale, and
then drags him aboard. Imagine doing
that in a biich bark canoe on a tough win-

ter sea! Yet a man alone in his canoe
under such conditions will often accom-

plish the feat, and not so rarely he will
rail, and lose his lire to boot. The usual
thing is for two to work together, and
then accidents are comparatively rare
A man has to stand up to shoot if Hie

water is rough. Of course, he could not
sec his game if he didn't. One of these
Indians can stand and shoot, and at the

Shooting Porpoises

same time adapt every movement to the
swaying of his boat, keeping her on an
even keel with a. success that is simply
marvelous.

There arc many sharks in these waters,
and there are perfectly authenticated
6tories of sharks cutting porpoises in two
just as the Indians weie hauling them
aboard, but they don't seem to mind the
sharks at all. driving them off with their
long spears, when they are too encroach-
ing, with perrcct coolness.

Enstpoit, Me., is the market where the
Indians sell most of their oil.

How "Wired Glass Is Made.
Wired gloss, which is becoming a much

desired aiticleln building by reason o! its
excellent fire-pro- qualities, is produced
by drawing a wue nefcthrough liquid glass
and running it through a set or rolls, which
joins wire and glass to a plate of uniform
thickness. An efiiclentnrrangomentforits
production consists of a tnnk furnace, with
a slitincacb of the two opposite walls and
rolls provided in front of them. The work-

ing room should be narrower and located
lower than the smelting room. In two op-

posite walls of the working room a hori-

zontal slit is made closely above the level
of the liquid glass, the slits beinw wide

enough to allow the passage of the wire
net from one side of the wire chaiPher to
the other. As the net is drawn in at one
slit and pulled out at the other it passes
thrQiigh the molten glass and comes out
covered on both sides with a thick coat
of sortglass. The sheetthen passes through
a set of rollers, which makes it smooth and
of uniform thickness. "While leaving the
rollers the wired glass plate is cooled by
ventilators, after which the plate is put
Into then nncnlingfurnacc and straightened.
The rolls can be adjusted to produce plates
or any desired thickness. Boston Journal
of commerce.

JOHN WESLEY BAREFOOTED.

Tlio Way That Great Tcnclier
Vanity and I'ride.

By MARGARET HOLMES BATES.
A tiiric more than ICO years since John

Wesley, the founder of Methodism, organ-
ized a Sunday-scho- in the town of Sa-

vannah, Ga. The rules of that Sunday-scho- ol

were different from those tliat
prevail nowadays. The children were
compelled to attend excepting they were
III. A lack or fine clothing was no ex-

cuse, and so it happened that many of the
boys and girls presented themselves In
their classes without slioes or stockings.
There are many stories told or the mothers
or those days putting the cldldren to bed

on Saturday nights and then wnsli-ing

their clothes, so as to be clean on
Sunday.

The colonists were, many of them, too
poor to buy shoes, or very much clothing
or any kind. But the climate in Georgia
is mild, and it is no hardship to go
scantily clad.

Human nature, however, as it showed
Itseir in John Wesley's Sunday-schoo- l,

was the same as it is now. The children
who could afford shoes fell into the habit
of saying disagieeable things to the d

girls and boys. When Mr. Wesley
heard of this from the parents of the chil-

dren whose reet were bare and whosepride
was sensitive, he pondered Tor a while as
to what course it would be wisest to pur-
sue. First no thought he ought to insist
on all the children coining to the Sunday-scho-

barefooted.
Then he considered lecturing the of-

fenders soundly on the sin of vanity. He
did neither; but the next Sunday what
was the surprise or teachers and puijta
to see Preacher Wesley walk sortly into
their midst with bare, clean, white feet!

One can fancy that .those who wore
shoes drew their feet far back under tie
benches, and the barefooted ones, con
scious of being In good company, sat
very straight, and looked satisfied and
happy.

in the course of the session Mr. Wesley
took occasion to speak of the fearfully
and wonderfully made human body, and,
placing his root on a convenient chair, tie
gave a list of the bones, tendons, and
joints, with much other anatomical knowl-
edge He told the school that no human
bilng could possibly make a piece or ma-
chinery as marvelous us the human Toot.

He lemarked ruither that all the cloth-
ing we had to wear was a hindrance to
our usefulness. He called attention to
the clumsiness and ugllncs or shoes and
stockings ns compared with the natural
foot, with its white ami pink coloring,
the hhie veins showing through, and each
toe protected by a beautiful, transparent
shell, which we called nails.

Even the tan on the feet of children or
giown people who ran barefooted all the
time spoke of the goodness and kindness
of the Creator. This tan was made by
the great sun and the soft, odorous winds.

The school thought this little lecture
very Interesting, and it had a much bettor
effect than a scoldlnjr. The children learn-
ed a lesson in physiology, while being kind-

ly rebuked for the folly of vanity. 1 tinny
be supposed, too, that later In lire these
boys and girls, when finding themselves
at a disadvantage, tried to find out if
there was not some compensation, even
in what seemed to be real misfortune". o

In the regions whore John Wesley first
labored there used to be many old storie
afloat, all proving how full of resources
he was, and what a great, generous,
simple-minde- d scholar and Christian lie

was, too.

Tul mace aud the Aetor.
Here is a story or Dr. Talmage's train

ing by an actor to whom lie went when a
young man. After telling him to give up
the pulpit and use a platform, he picked up
a Bible, and asked: "Do you believe in
this book, and that the choice or lire and
death is here?" Mr. Talmage said he
did. "Then, why 'do you road rrom it
and talk from it like this?" and the
teacher gave an imitation or average
pulpit elocution which his hearer recog- -

in the Bay of Fundy

nized as ludicrously exact. A demonstra-
tion of how an actor would read the
same passage followed, and the first lesson
ended with the pretty epigram: "You
ministers express what you believe in such
a way that people do nor believe it, while
we actors express what wc do not believe
in such a way that people believe we be-

lieve it." Chicago Times-Heral-

The President n Great Smolter.
Sccietnry Long and Attorney General

McKonua are great smokers, but they
need nob expect to keep up with the
tobacco consumption of the President.
Mr. Kinley is probably the most contin-
uous smoker who ever sat in the Presiden-
tial chair. His intimate friends have fears
that the hatiit, if persisted in, will Injure
his health. Grant relieved himself occa-
sionally with a "dry" smoke, but .Mr.

wants rire at the end of his cigar
all the time. New York Pres?.

Probulily "ot.
Angry Fatner (to his son) You never

saw me getting into a scrape like that
when I was a boy.

Flippant Son No, I don't think I ever
did. Twinkles.

Mickey's Version.

Tells His Father All About ' 'Appendycu-tus- "

and Other New Diseases.

0 $"
It was too early In the season ror mosqui-

toes, but pleasant enough in the evening,
after Kupper, for Mickey Finn and his father
to seat themselves on the back stoop and
scent the odor of growing things carried
to them by the evening breeze. The moon
was yellow and full. Mr. Finn was also
pretty v. ell loaded with corn beef and cab-

bage. The sedative smoke of Hod Carriers'
Delight had soothed him into contemplative
content The pale ino-u- the winking stars,
corned beef and cabbage, tobacco, and
springtime perrumes are sovereign adjuncts
to bucolic satisfaction. The time was ripe
for quiet, phiIosophlc.it diequisition.

"Mickey," said Mr. P'inn, with fatherly
solicitude, "are they t'achin ye anny-thin- g

new at school these days, me lad?
Are ye growin' in 'nolledge?"

"Faith, they are, rather," replied the
boy proudly. "I'm in a new class called
the atomy ami fizzology class."

"D'ye tell me so," replied Mr. Finn,
utterly at a loss as to his son's mean-

ing, but still preserving the gravity of a
surgeon. "I wonder do they t'ach atomy
here the same ns they did in L'allyhncg
whin f was a lad?"

"Shure, r dunno, father, if they do, but
I do know that atomy t'aches Jill about
dis'asc."

"BegWra, that's quare intirely, so 'tis."
exclaimed Mr. Finn. "JJut tell me this,
Mickey, have they invinted army new
dis'uses lately?"
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'.Milllii, Murther!"

"Faix, they have." replied Mike orac-

ularly. "The wise mln have Invinted two
horrible discasos-appendyc- and athero-
matous ilegiuerasliun."

"And what's this
like, Mickey? Hoes it break

out on ye like the' measles or the small-

pox, or how?"
"No, thiii. It do not," replied Mickey.

"Ye musht know, father, that some-

where inside ut ivery innii, where ye'ie
all twisted up like the roots or a grapevine,
there's a dinky little thing like a warrum
the doctors call a vermiform. Well, for all

their wisdom the doctors can't find out
what this is for, except to make people
ax foolish questions. Shurc it has no more
use 111 a man's Iwdy nor a. mosquito. They
have another name for this, and it is
appendix, do ye mind, which manes
stuck on where it oughtn't to be, boln

of no u, like a burdock on a goat. Well,

this vennifonn has queer thricks intirely.

'Tis hollow, and it jlst sits around inside
of a man waitin' for a grape seed or a
carpet tack, or somethln' small and hard
to come along, ami swally's the thing,
whntiver It may be, and thin your name
Is Dennis."

"Arrnh, Mickey, mc lad." exclaimed Mr.
Finn, "but that's a terrible dis'ase- - It's
horrible, so 'tis. But where is it?" con-

tinued Mr. I'inft, anxiously, exploring
his ribs ami "contagious" regions with his
fingers, and already feeling incipient
appendicitis.

'Tis no use feeling for it father," con-

tinued little Mike, with a mournrul shake
or the head. "Ye'll niver see It till the
doctors show it to ye."

"And how will they get it?" inquired Mr.
Finn.

"They'll cut a hole in yer body and take
it out and show it to ye. But that's all
the satisraction ye'll have, ror ye'll die
anyhow on account o' the hole they cut in
ye."

"Millia. murther." exclaimed Mr. Finn,
devoutly erosbimc him-e- ir and trying to re-

call the last time he had swallowed a
grape-see- d or earpet-tac- "But tell me.
what's that other dis'ase ye were sp'akln'
about? Is It, catehin'?"

"No," replied .Mickey, smiling to himseir

in the darkness at the rear he had inspired
in his rather "Atheromatous deginerashun
is a dignacious dis'ase Intirely, and it's
mighty hard on mln over forty yearsold."

"D'ye tell me that, Mickey," cried Mr.
Finn in alarm, as he realized that he had
already passed his fiftieth yearstone.
"And what's the tn'anin' o thim quare
words? '

"Now. listen close, father." said Micky,
placing his right foreMnger in the palm of
his left hand: "it's 'nolledge I'm glvin'
ye. The word atheromatous Is Greek and

it ma'ncs chalk The Greeks have a quare
way or wastin' letters, d'ye see, rather,
whin they use eleven letters where five
would do as well; so there ye are, as the
bull said whin he tossed O'Shaunnessy
over the wall. Now, ye have the half of
it explained to yer satisfaction, I hope."

"Yer right, Mickey," said Mr Finn, ad-

miringly. "Ye'll be a ly'yer one o these
days. But what's the m'auin' o' the other
big word?

continued little Mike.
"is a quare word, a very quare word. Ye'll
notice 'tis longer nor atheromatous. 'He
istaken fromthe Latin. Ye'll hearthepriest
say 'Be profundus.' 'Gin.' That's a Hootch
word, taken from Holland gin."

"Aye, lad," interrupted Mr. Finn. "I
have oftea seen it on the bottles in Bra-

dy's."
"Faith, ye. did. thin, rather," continued

little Mike. "I see ye have eddicashun yer-sei- r.

'Era is a Roman word, m'anlu' time,
and 'shun' is a Yankee word invinted by
the timperance men, m'aaia' for ye to go
by whisky and lave it .done Well, now ye

have it all explained. Now, whin ye have
all thim little words put up agin aich other,
cheek by Jowl, ye have a word which m'anes
ye arc losin' yer grip; ye arc dyin' of ossy-facti-

caused by chalk or lime, which is
the same thing. On, 'tis a horrible dis'ase.
Ivery man has it, and ye have Ityorself."

"Go long, ye scut ye!" exclaimed .Mr.

Finn, in alarm. "Don't be tellin' lies,
Slickcy- - I niver had anny sickness In
me lire, barrin' rhumatiz and a touch
of a cowlil. Does it give ye anny pain,
Mickey?"

"Divvil a pain," replied the amateur
physician. "It comes so aisy ye don't
notice it. Ivery time ye breathe ye make
it worse for ye rather. Ould athero-ma-tous--

killin' ye by Inches."
- ".Mickey, ye larrup, ye, show me how

I have that dis'ase, or I'll Pave me heavy
hand on yel"

"Well, ye needn't be ballyraggin' me,

j
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father," replied .Mickey, In a tone of in-

jured Innocence. -- I'm only tellin' yo
what the schoolmaster told me!"

"Did he tell ye that I had the dirty
dis'ase?" said Mr. Finn.

"He said that ivery man had it. Now,
if ye 11 sit down and be ai6y, 1'il tell ye
all about it."

Mr. Finn resumed his seat and an ex-

pectant attitude.
"Ye musht know, thin, it's nil on ac-

count of yer arteries, father," resumed
Mickey. "ir ye'll put yer hand on yet
neck under yer ear ye'll rind a pumpln'
goin on. That's yer heart pumpin yer
blootlup through an artery to yer brain.
Well, whin ye breathe ye take oxy-gi- n

inter yer blood, and oxy-gi- is full
o lime that ye're takia out of the
quarry ivery day. The doctors have
another name for the lime; they call it
calcareous salts. It's the sturr they
make clam-shel- out of. 'Tis not only
air that's full of this lime, but the sale
ye eat on yec potatoes Is mil of it, and
wather is fair loaded with it. Did ye
ivcr look at the bottom of the kettle
whin 'twas impty, rather? Ye'll see
'tis white as If 'twere whitewashed.
Well, that's, the way jer heart and yer
veins is. They're all coated with lime.
Shure, father, ye've taken enough Hmo
intll yer body to make a lime man as big
as ycrselt."

"Did the sclioolmuster say there waa
lime in beer?" queried Mr. Finn, anxiously.

"No," replied Mickey, "but he said there
waa lime in rice, in potatoes, in cabbage.
In bread aud beans and beef And if ye
kapc on eatln these things, ye'll be that
much whitewashed inside that yell be
hard like the wall and be ossyficated."

"Holy murther!" exclaimed Mr. Finn,
"what'Il I do for things to ate, Mickey?"

"Ye'll have to ate nothin' but carbona-clo- us

food that's charcoal- - Ye won't
like charcoal at first, father, bekase
it'll Pave a quare taste In yer mouth aud
it'll blacken yer teeth. But the doctors
say charcoal is good for makin'hatein yer
body, and "

"What the divvil do I want o' hate in
me body and the hate o' the season comin
on?" growled Mr. Finn.

"The next thing ye'll be atin'-i- f ye
want to be wan hundred years old," con-

tinued little Mike, not noticing the in-

terruption, "is nitroganyous preparations.
Things that has gas in thim like niter,
d'ye mind. That'll kape yer kidneys and
yer epigastrium in workin' order, bekase
if yer epigastrium flops, ye're bound ftir
tonnint, and nayther prayers or wishes
won't eavc yer."

"Begorra, ye have me crazy, Mickey,"
exclaimed Mr. Finn, wiping the sweat
from his rnrehead. "And what else nave.
1 to take?"

"There's only wan thing more ror ye to
be takin. father, and that's fosfates."

"For God's sake, wnat'-- s thim?" ex-

claimed Mr. Finn, in an agony of appre
hetision. "Is It worrums, or CHtterpiJUrxs,

or snakes, they are?"
"Arrah, no, father,'' said Mickey. "Fes-rat- es

is dinky little thlntrs that yc .hh'o
see widoiit a s, and ye'll gitthimin
ould bones, pigs knuckles or mackerel
bones, or shad bones, or amiyouldbonesju:,
might find in the yaard. They'll nourish yer s

brain, father."
"And will I have to be atln thim things

ivery day, Mickey?''
"Faith, ye will, father, if ye want to be

wan hundred years ould. And besldesalll
have been tellin' ye, ye'll have to boil
the wather ye drink."

Mr. Finn was dazed by this time, butsrhe
managed to murmur, "For what?'"

"To kill the microbes in it. If ye wane

to clanc house and drive all the whitewash
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"Ye Onnaturnl Son:"

out of yer body, ye'll have to drink boiler
wather wid a taste o fesforie acidln It to
give it .1 riavor."

How'll I get the acid yer sp'akln'
ubout?" asked Mr. Finn.

-- Why, that's aisy," replied Mlektfj. "AH

ye'll have to do is to soak some iwtchcs
in wather and ye'll get all ye want."

"And won't I have annv beer or wlrisky

or ale or tay?" asked Mr. Flow.
"Hiwii a taste," was the Inexorable r.

ply. "In the mornin' ye'll have yer eupfei

o charcoal aad yer glass o" boiled wather.
For dinner ye'll have half a cup nf nHer will

boiled wather, a id at night whin yer comm
home mother will hare a lt o' bbaes boJHed

rer ye-ni- ce little shad bones. TuH o fos-

fates, aud mackerel bones tinder und Jey-An-d

iT mother kills a chicken and inafcesa.
potple wid Juice in it that 'ml infc'J yer
mouth wather to smell or It, aid wHl IW
round dumplin's o' douph in it tHHt yar so
fond of, father, and murphies burstin'tkeir
Jackets wid Joy bekase they're so mealy,

and bat ye can't ate bekase there's lime
In thim. and mother and me pickhV thu
mate all orf the chicken and 1'aviu' the
bones for you bekase "

When Mickey had recovered from his

shock he round himself Italf-wa- y across,

the vard and his rather standing on tho
stoop shaking his fist and shouting:

"To the divvil wid yer and yer eddy-cash-

and yer 'pendicutus and yer atlfero

and yer lime! Yc onnatural son! Would
ye ate all the mate off the chicken antf

Fave the bones for yer poor ould father
Bad luck to ye! Bilcd bones is it!"

Here Mr. Finn's Indignation choked
his utterance and he entereitefche shanty,
banging the door so hard that the Trull

structure shook to its roundations.
ERNEST JARROLD.

Salt for Scouring:-Th-e

best way to thorougnly cleanse all
pans-- , tubs and vessels iu which greasy
dishes and saucepans have been washed,
and which have consequently become air
mcJtlined with grease, Is to scourthem with
a coarse flannel rag, well damped aud cov-

ered with coarse salt. This plan is quicker
and much more efficacious than scrubbing.
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