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fler hands are cold, bet faoe is white ;
No more her pulses oouie and go;

Her eyes are sbut to Hie and light ;
Told the light vesture, enow ou enow j
And lay her where the violet! blow.

But not beneath a graven atone,
To plead lor teara wit b alien eyes ;

A slender oroas of wood alone
Shall say that here a maiden Uea
In peace beneath the peaceful skies.

And gray old trees of huge it limb
Khali wheel their circling ahadowt round

To make the scorching aunllght dim

is uncertain; had not the fact that she
must provide a livelihood for horself and
child been thrust more forcibly upon
her by the death of her brother-in-law- .

The latter left a large family and small
property, and of course the widow could
do nothing toward the support of her
sister or babe.

Helen Glenly had never been
obliged to so much as fasten her own
clothes since her marriage, and had
been taught little that waa useful be-

fore.
"WTiat can I do?" she moaned help-

lessly, looking at her white hands of
which she had ever been so proud.
Efficient and full of vigor she might be
in time of excitement and danger, es-

pecially when nerved by temper and a
senee of wrong, but w hen it came to
working day by day for bread, came to

went South, remaining a few days and
returning to their future home, where
Mrs. Glenly joined them late in April.

Gladys had already provided her with
a suitable wardrobe, and both she and
her husband did all in their power to
make her forget her past with its bitter
memories, and be happy in the present

The truth was the good woman was
surprised at the warmth and cordiality
of the Northern people, and occasionally
a trifle distrustful of her old theories in
regard to them. This Memorial Day
service, however, woke all her old re-

sentment, and, as we have seen, she
succeeded in making Gladys uneasy
and miserable.

After the services in the Union Cem-

etery were ended, the procession re-

formed and marched to the Confederate
yard. Several hundred grave were
here owing to the fact that at one time
many prisoners were sent to this
Northwestern city; and an epidemic
breaking out among them, there was
great mortality,

At the entrance Mrs. Glenly ex-

pressed a desire to alight, and soon the
ladies were distributing the floral em-

blems that the elder had insisted on
bringing for these graves. Naturally
enough she bent ever each cedar slab
to read tho inscription. She felt at
home here, and a tearful tenderness
took possession of her as she thought of
the poor fellows dying in this chill
country, away from friends and home.
As soon as possible Paul Thornton
joined them, carrying the basket and,
like Gladys, watching Mrs. Glenly with
mingled pity and dread.

, The latter had taken a handful of bou-

quets and wandered away from them
little, when they saw her suddenly fall

upon her knees and lean her head
against a slab.

"What ails mother?" gasped the girl;
and quickly they were beside her.

"Look! look!" whispered the g

woman, and they read :

: "Hebbkbt Olbjclt, :

': Co. A., Ind Alabama."
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his honest convictions. There may bo
something in it' 'Oh, no, there can't
be,' said the irate clergyman ; 'if I had
him here I'd feel just like shooting
him.' Neither revealed his identity,
but before they separated the clergy-

man invited Mr. Bright to go to his
church next morning, and Mr. Bright
promised to go. And he kept his word,
as he always did. The clergyman took
for his theme Mr. B right's speech, and
at the conclusion Mr. Bright thanked
him for his very able sermon. As he
was going home to dinner a friend of

the clergyman met him and said : 'You
have been preaching under distin-

guished patronage this morning, then.'
'No,' said the clergyman. 'Oh, yes,
you have,' said the friend, you had
John Bright among the oongregation.
You must have noticed him in the front
in the middle pew. I know him per-
fectly well, and I assure you it was Mr.
Bright' 'Why,' said the clergyman, 'I
drove him to the village yesterday in
my dog-car- t, and called him a rascal
and execrated him in all the moods and
tenses, and he never said a word. He
kept perfectly calm and cool. I have
insulted him. I must go and apolo-

gize at once."'

ARB ANIMALS SUPERSTITIOUS.
Do animals see ghosts? Of course

there are no ghosts, but that makes no
difference. Science and philosophy
agree that it is not at all improbable
that nothing really exists and that noth-

ing is, except perturbation of brain
cells. Anything that we may think we
see may not, after all, have any exist-

ence at any rate, it does not exist as
we see it Do animals know about
ghosts aud do they think they see
them? In his latest book Sir John
Lubbock undertakes to tell how the
world appears to animals, but he doesn't
enter into the possibilities of supersti-
tions among dogs and horses, for in-

stance. Certainly the world does not
appear the same to the ant that it does
to man ; and not quite the same to the
dog and horse, since the dog and horse
do not laugh. If we take the conclu-
sion of science respecting the develop-
ment of intelligence, we ought to be-

lieve that the more intelligent of the
lower animals have superstitions that
correspond in somo measure to those of
the least intelligent of human beings.
C That many animals reason, draw
logical inferences beyond the operation
of instinct, is pretty well settled.
When a dog or a horse has exhausted
all his experience in attempting to ac-

count for certain ; ' . aomena, does it
conclude that the thing is supernatural
or out of the order of explicable phe-

nomenon ? Novelists tell us about the
amazing fear of dogs and horses ord;-naril- y

fearless, when placed under con-

ditions that excite the fear of supersti-
tious persons. Are there facts to
warrant this ? If dpgs and horses see
ghosts they must .be capable ' of the

Afany Them Zalrn Mandwiehf y
X.nfo Street Gami its.

W. H. Boas, secretary to Harrison &
Barber, horse slaughterers, told to a
Pall Mall Gazette reporter that they
have seven slaughter houses in the
metropolitan area, the largest being
that in the York road, Camden Town.
They slaughter 25,000 horses year.
When a horse broke a limb or sustained
other irremediable injury on the street
the police at once communicated with
their nearest depot. The company had
frequently been charged with cruelty in
allowing maimed horses to lie about for
hours before sending men to end their
sufferings. The truth was they were
very particular in this respect and if
such delays occurred it was through no
fault of theirs. ' Was horse-fles- h much
used for food? Yes, to a considerable ex-

tent, he should say. Their charter did
not allow of their selling horseflesh for
food purposes, but ttiere were such es-

tablishments in the cftg. He had him-
self eaten horseflesh in .France, and at
the company's annual dinner it was
served to the guests, some of whom de-

clared they would not have, known it
from beef had they not been told. Fine
fat horses were slaughtered everj week

horses that were perfectly sound, ex-

cept for some accidental injury, and be
saw no reason why this flesh should not
be eaten. He had often seen street
gamins bny a slice of dried horseflesh,
place it between two bits of bread, and
eat it as a sandwich ! Of course, most
of the prepared horseflesh passed under
the name of cat's meat, but it seems in-

credible that the cats could consume it
all

Every part of the horse was put to
some use - flesh, hide, hair, hoofs, and
bones. Now that (and Mr. Ross held
up a small vial of beautifully transpar-
ent oil) was horse oiL One would
scarcely think such oil a that could be
got from the horse. Those other bot-
tles contained oils of an inferior quality.
They were used for lubricating pur-
poses and for soapmaking. Most soaps
nowadays contained horse grease.

Armed with cigar and an order from
the secretary of the company, our re-

porter mode his way to the premises in
York road. Tho obliging manager said
they had had only four horses in to-da-y.

But about seven thousand eight hnn- -

dred were slaughtered here anually.
Most of the animals were cab. bus. or
tram horses. The establishment turned
out about twenty tons of horseflesh
every week. They had forty-si- x dead
and twenty-on- e live horses in now.
They contracted with the various cab,
bus, and tram companies for injured
horses at 30 shillings each, alive or dead.
Most of the live horses they got in were
injured internally by overwork or fall-
ing. A few were gone with congestion
ef the lungs. The work of slaughter-
ing went on day and night there being

i "ub"k oi men tor that purpose,
j Horse were killed at night by three

Knackers. ftteen norsea were con-

sidered a good night's work. The suf-
ferings of the poor brutes were soon at
an end, as they were rendered insensi
ble by a blow from a heavy ax.

CHANGES OF WEATHER.)
Whr.t doth it profit a man ?

In the morning he ariseth and putteth
on his new spring overcoat and goeth
forth humming jocund lay.

And when noon is come, lo ! the wind
riseth and prevaileth overall that region
round about

And the prevalency with which it pre-
vaileth is more prevalent than any other
prevalency that hath prevailed in all
time.

And the wind beateth upon that man;
yea, it smiteth him sore.

Also doth , it rain ; and when evea is
come, lo ! the coat is spoiled !

And the man taketh unto himself a
cold, and wist not what he is going to do
about it

Now, on the morrow, he putteth on
the winter overcoat,lest peradventurq,
it be cold even yet again, and snoweth.

And even as on the preceding day the
weather shifteth itself about and waxeth
very hot

And the man doeth likewise, even as
the weather waxeth he hot

And many days and many nights doth
this thing continue, and no man knoweth
the day nor the hour when the weather
changeth.

Verily, verily, what doth it profit a
muu? .Vein York Telegram.

BRIGHT AND TUB CLERGYMAN.

The following incident is related on
tho authority of Mr. W. L. Bright, M.
P. : "Mr. Bright went into an agricul-
tural district one day, and he had to
walk from tho station along way into
v.ie village. On the way a clercrvnian.
w ho was driving in a dog-car- t, came up
to him, and the two men passed the
time of day. The clergyman offered to
drive Mr. Bright into the village, and
Mr. Bright accepted the offer. The
clergymau was a Tory, and he had been
reading a speech Mr. Bright had made
the previous night, and, turning to Mr.
Bright, he said : 'Have you seen the
papers y, sir?' 'Yes,' said Mr.
Bright. 'What's in them?' 'Why,
that rascal John Bright has been mak-
ing another speech.' 'And what was it
about' asked Mr. Bright 'Why,

and and he went on
to relate the incidents of the Bpeech.
Then they discussed the topics and
Mr. Bright said : 'Well, it is just pos-
sible that Mr. Bright may have been
right, and that he was only expressing

i

A m ah of note The musician.

An ivorv handle Feeling of an ele
pliant s tusks.

Luck is seldom good master. Hii
pay-da- y are too uncertain.

Fair play's a jewel ; but jewels don't
make a fair play even of "Anthony and
Cleopatra." '

The policeman who guards the side
door of a liquor saloon on Sunday might
be called a bottle-stoppe- r.

"It is a poor rule that won't work
both ways," exclaimed the boy as he
threw the ferule at the schoolmaster's
head.

Some men never keep at the head of
the procession until on the way to the
grave. Even then they have to be car-

ried to the front
Whes a woman steps out on the back

porch with her arms rolled up in her
apron it is a sign to her neighbor that
she has something to tell her.

You can always tell just how much a
wife loves her husband by watching to
see how long she lets him have the
opera glasses at a spectacular show.

' Madam (engaging cook) Have you
ever had any experience? Mrs. Moloney
(curtly) Experience is it? Shure I
wuz in siven places the pasht month.

"I observe by the papjrs that Sulli-ve-n

has sworn off again. It must be.
bad for the distilleries." "Not very.
He swears off too often to do tbem mucbi

harm."
' Youso Wife (at ball) You are lm- -

proving wonderfully as a dancer. Don't '

you remember how you msed to tear my
dresses? Young Husband- - I
wasn't buying 'era then.

"DARUNe," she said, weeping, "when
we were married five years ago I never
expected to' see you coming home at I
o'clock 'in the morning."' "Well, you
wouldn't now, m' dear," he replied, "if
yop'd only go to sleep earlier."

Frightened Mother For heaven's
sake, John, run for the ' doctor 1 Baby
has swallowed y'onr collar-butto- John
(turning over in bed) How am I to go
for the doctor without my collar-butto- n

?. . What nonsense women do talk ?.

(Goes to sleep.)

"Robert, dear, what is a jag?" "A
jag? "I don't" know, Maria." "Mrs..
Jones says' that .her husband told her
that he saw you down town with your
jag on." "Oh, yes. , I see. He meant
my box overcoat It is sometimes called'
a jag." Chicago Herald. '

" Johskt," said the father, severely,
"are you still reading that history
"Yes, father." "Well, yon drop it pretty
quick, and hustle out with your base-

ball bat and go to practicing. If you-ain'-
t

careful you' never will get to be
famous." Merchant Traveler.

Old lady, who prides herself on her.
youthful appearance, asks precocious
boy at table to wait on her a little. Old
Lady Now, my dear boy, when you-ge- t

to be on old man I will wait on you.'
Boy (a little indignant) WTien I get to
be an old man you will be dead and
buried unless you expect to live like
She. ;

CtUBBON Did you ever notice how
Boggs always feels of his vest pocket
before pulling out his watch? Sharply
Yes ; and I just found out to-d- why it
was. Clubson What is the reason?
Sharply Because he never recollects
whether he is carrying the watch or a
ticket, and hates to give his pawn-
broker way. Burlington Free Preen.

A gentleman living in Baxley re-

cently dreamed that in a certain hole
under a stump of a treo he would find
fur co'.lar which had been stolen from
his house. He visited the field, found ,
the stump, and, placing his hand in the
hole, felt a furry substance, pulled it
out and dropped the skunk on short no-

tice, and has since been fumigating the
clothes he wore oa that occasion. He
says that dreams are a failure.

PRE8EXT AND FCTCRE.
I took her lily hand in mine

(She is my bride that is to be),
And slipped upon that hand diviae

A golden circle fair to see.

Oh, sweetest time of love and youth !

Oh, eyes that no dark future scan I

Oh, lovers' vows and lovers' truth !

Owe shekels to the jeweler man I

She viewed the rubies blushing red
With gracious glances sweet to see ;

"I fear no future, dear," she said ;

"The present is enough for me."
America

KEEP .STILL.

In one of Dr. Burton's Yale lectures,
the following advice was given to the
young ministers: "When trouble is!

brewing, keep still. When slander is
getting on its legs, keep still. When
your feelings are hurt, keep still, till
you recover from your excitement, at
any rate. Things look differently
through an unagitated eye. In a com-

motion, once, I wrote a letter and sent
it, and wished I had not In my later,
years I had another commotion, and
wrote a long letter; but life had rubbed
a little sense into me, aud I kept that
letter in my pocket against the day
when I could look it over without agita- -
tion and without tears. I was glad I
did. Silence is the most massive thing
conceivable, sometimes. It is strength
in its very grandeur. It is like a regi-
ment ordered to stand still in the mid- - .
fury of battle. To plunge in were twic
as easy. The tongue has unsettled
more ministers than small salaries ever
did, or lack-o- f ability."

That diiuke the greenneaa from the ground,
And drop their dead loaves on the mound

For her the morning choir will sing
Its matins from the branches high,

And every minstrel voice of spring
That thrills beneath the April sky
Khali greet her with its earliest ery.

At last the rootlets of the trees
Shall And the prison where she lies,

And bear the buried dust tbey seise
In leaves and blossoms to the skies
Bo may the soul that warms it rita.

If any, born of kindlier blood,
Should ask : -- What maiden lies below r

Bay only this: A tender bud
That tried to blossom in the snow
JJes withered whers the violets blow,

THE BELATED MESSAGE,

A. Memoriiil Day Incident.

UY VEl.MA CAI.UWKIX-MELVILX-

y , ,
yjne couiu scarcoiy imagine more

striking contract than that presented by
the two ladies in the Thornton carriage
a it rolled along in the prooeasion,
heading toward the cemetery, on Sol
dters Memorial Day. The one was
Bnall and dark very dark and the
beauty, which had evidently ouoe be
longed to Ler lace, seemed to have been
consumed by some inward fire, the dy-

iiig ooals yf which still flatbed fitfully
into life in the dark eyes. She wore
gray cloth ulster, unfastened at the
front revealing a black silk drt-s- of
suspicious newness. A tiny gray bonnet
surmounted by black tips and ornaments
of jet rested, rather among than above,
the puffs of soft white hair. AU togethei
hers was a striking face and figure; but
one from which, the casual observer
turned and almost drew a sigh of relief
as his eye rented on the other ooenpant
of the seat. The latter hud every ad
vantage however as the light blue trap.
pings of the carriage had been ordered
expressly to set off the blonde beauty
of Paul Thornton's bride; and then to
her belonged youth, hope, and love.
Her costume was of jsate pink flannel
with facings, trimmings, and other ac
cessories of white.

They were Bearing the entrance to
the Union Cemetery, when tho elder
woman spoke in a low passionate voice

"Gladys, I xanuot go in there; I toll
you, I cannot I hate them all, the
living and the dead. Do you think I
can listen while one foo . eulogizes
another, and not ery out and tell thera
that they are thieves and murderers?"

"Hush, mother, oh, do hush! some
n will hear you. Don't feel like that;

these people are notour foes, but friends;
and presently they will go over there,
(and Paul Thornton's wife pointed to
another enclosure a few rods distant,)
-- ana ao nonor to our deaa. l am inre
it shows that they are good, when they
save some of their beautiful flowers for
the graves of their enemies. We have
never done such a thing. See! there is
Paul; don't he play nicely, mother?'

During this speech Gladys hail taken
one of her mother's hands in her own,
and now smiled proudly into her stormy
face.

"I tuppose so; but you have eyes and
ears for no one else. Paul Thornton
may be well enough, but it does not
make me love him that he has robbed me
of the one tning I had left on earth
my child, lint it is as I have alwaTS
said, I am bound to lose all I have for
the aake of the North. Even you.
Gladys, are changed, grown cold
blooded since you left the Sunny South.

' I almost wish I had never let yon come."
Their carriage had driven to posi

tion that made further conversation out
of taste, and saved tlie daughter the
pain of replyiug.

While the services, to the one so dis-

gusting and irritating, to the other so
full of soul and beauty, are in progress,
we will glance briefly at the past history
of the two,

Helen Glenly had had a lovely homo,
a fond husband, and a charming baby
girl at the time of the war; at its close
she had nothing save the last, named.
Khe had been twice the relel tier hus-

band was, and had urged him into the
service ; and when a marauding party
pillaged her good, drove off her stock,
and burned her home, she. had defended
hct rights to the last with a brace of
pistols. Hers was a deep pansionatn na-

ture full of Southern fire and heat. Not
long after she had been forced to seek
shelter with her only sister, she found
her husband's name among the missing;
ond later a friend wrote her that they
had buried what they auposed to be
his body, his face being burned by what
seemed to have beou a powder ex-

plosion, beyond recognition.
It seemed to her friends that she

must suroly die too, so wildly did she
beat against the bars of the cage fate
(in a measure assisted by herself) had
built about her. She would listen to
no sympathy, and nnreasoningly in-

sisted that no ones grief and loss was
equal to her own.

To what extremity her abandonment
of l, and indulgence in a

revenge might have carried her,

being servant instead of mistress, her
courage forsook her, and she made but
a poor fight of it One thing, however,
she never neglected to do, and that was
to eudeaver to instill into Gladys'
breast her own hatred for the people of
the North. That they were all thieves
and murderers, she appeared to firmly
believe. Until the girl was 16 years of
age the fight for existence had been a
hard one for the poor little widow, made
doubly hard by her litter unwillingness
to forgive or forget

A distant relative of her husband, liv-

ing at the North, chancing to hear of
their straitened circumstances, offered
to care for and educate Gladys.

I cannot let her go North," she had
declared with all her old fire and impet-
uosity. Of course friends argued the
case with her, and Gladys, while dread-
ing the separation from her mother, and
having a wholesome aversion, to a place
of which she had only heard evit re
ports, felt that it was an opportunity
not to be neglected and begged to go.
I will learn as fast as I can, mother,

and jsoon be able to take care of you, in-

stead of your working so hard for me,"
she urged. Mrs. Glenly had never per
mitted her daughter to go out- - to serv
ice, saying: "Herbert Glenly s child
shall not work for living." Mistaken
woman! Gladys had much more of
head for business tliau Ler mother, and
would have preferred almost any em-
ploy ment to inactivity and ignorance.
She was her father's own ih looks, taste,
and disposition, and all her mother's
training could not change her.

Mrs. Glenly yielded at last, andsmil
ing through her tears Gladys bade her
farewell with many bright predictions

. t . . 'lor tne lumre.
The relatives at the North were most

happily disappointed when they saw
the beautiful cirl. and. finding her

good as she was J, lovely, they
spared do means in giving her
a chance for a thorough education. At
18 she entered college, aud among her
first acquaintances were Fan and Clare
Thornton, sitters. They became warm
friends, and at the summer vacation she
went with them to their home for a few
weeks.

What happened during the visit was
most graphically described by Clare on
their return to school in conversation
with another friend.

"It was just splendid, so romantic!
Yon see my brother Paul is awfully
tony, takes after papa s people in En'
gina. raps nas a cousin that is
duke, think of that a real live duke,
Mamma and the rest of us don't care a
fig for blood and pedigree, and all that
nonsense because-- we are that is
mamma is puro American ; but I could
always see Paul kind of leaned to
royalty.

"Well, some way he never seemed to
care much about girls never found one
to suit him anyway till Gladys Glenly
went home with ns; and the very first
hour, any one with half an eye could
see tuat be waa struck. She is just
aristocratic enough for him, and her
name too, you know, has a romantic.
high-tone- d sound. The result of it all
is they are as good as engaged, going
to correspond, and he is coming here
at the holidays. Ain't it all eo
lovely; and her mother is a
Southern woman, and hates the
Union people dreadfully because they
beat the South, killed her husband, and
destroyed all her proerty. They
owned slaves too you know."

raul Thornton had made the promised
visit at the holidays, and written for a
sanction to their engagement to her
friends at the North and hor mother at
the South.

Poor Mrs. Glenly had to fight another
battle '.vith herself. "They are bound to
rob me, bound to rob me !" she cried
again, going back over all her wrongs
fancied and real.

Don't be a fool, Helen," her sister
exclaimed angrily. "I suppose a rich
man up thero can make as good a hus--

band as a poor ono down here. She is
evidently very much in love with the
fellow, and if I were yon, I'd say yes
quick enough, and be polite alout it
too ; then you can live w ith them and

on't have to slave all the rest of your

But I could never live up in that
cold dreary country, among such a class
of people."

"Maybe you won't suffer with the cold
yon have enough to eat and wear."

was the short rejoinder.
The idea of having wealth and

tion once more was tho weight that
tipped the scales toward an affirmative
in her reply to Taul Thornton.

They were married in. March and

"Father!" cried Gladys.
"Can it be your husband? Was that

his regiment and company?" asked
Paul.

"Hie very same," moaned the widow.
My hubbaud! Oh, my poor Herbert!

I never believed it was your body they
told of burying on the battle field. I
thought you were taken prisoner. Did
you suffer much, dear? Were they
cniol to you? Oh they were they
were ! They let you starve and die for
want of water and care! I know! I
know ! I've read too much of the hor-
rors cf prison pens !"

Gladys was weeping, and Paul
begged her mother to let him take her
home, promising to bring them again
on the morrow.

Finding all such efforts useless, he as
sured her w ith pardonable pride. per- -

haj that prisoners taken by tLe
North received the kindest of treat-
ment

"I have often heard old soldiers speak
of the difference," he said, "and have
been repeatedly told that the men who
died here during the epidemic were
must humanely treated;" but she re-

fused to be comforted.
Presently there was quite a crowd

gathered about them, and an explana-
tion had to be made.

" What ! Not Herbert G lenly's widow
and child?" cried a d old vet-
eran hobbling forward. "Bless me! I
closed the poor fellow's eyes myself, and

why, to bo sure, the young woman is
the picture of him. He was a handsome
man, and a good one, too. Why, ma'm,
you must have got the letter and pack-
age I sent you, just as I promised him I
would ?"

Mr. Glenly was leaning on Paul's
arm in a perfect tremble of excitement
Her dark eyes fairly blazed now, and
her manner was as imperious as of old.

Tell me all you know, air, for I
never" received one word."

Mother," put in Gladys, "we must go
home now, aud I will beg this gentleman
to accompany us, and then we can listen
to it all. You are not strong enough to
hear more here, and if it prove that it's
dear father's grave we will have the

removed at once."
When the girl spoke in that firm way

she reminded her mother more than
ever of her lost husband ; and she usu
ally submitted to her.

That evening they had the 6tory mi
nutely from the soldier's lips, and after
all these years Mrs. Glenly had the sat
isfaction of receiving her husband's mes--
sage of farewell.

There was no doubt of the truth of
the story or the identity of the man who- -

slept'in the lowly mound with its head- - '

board of docaying ced.tr, and the re-- l

mains were removed to a lot, pur- -

chased by Taul Thornton in the City '

cemetery, and a handsome monument
erected j

"To the memory of Herbert Olenly.
Aged 31 years, 4 months and i days,

By his wife, Helen (Jl.inly, and daughter,
Gladys Glenly Thurnton."

Five years later, after the widow had
been South on a visit, her sister was
heard to exclaim !

"Well if I ever saw a changed woman
it is Holen Glenly. There don't seem
to be one bit of ll in her heart to-

ward anyone, and she owns right up
that there is just as good people North
as South."

Mas wants but a little oftice here be-
low, but he want's that little long. .

simplest form of religious emotion, that
is to say, the fear of the inexplicable
which in the savage is regarded by sci-

ence as the beginning of religion. Dogs
have what in science passes for moral
sense. They are conscious of wrong-

doing and practical Of
course it all grows out of the experience
that the doing of certain things is at-

tended with more pain than the mo-

mentary pleasure, but this, science tells
us, is the basis of the moral sense. At
all events science is bound to admit the
potentiality of superstitions in animals.

Milwaukee Sentinel.

SNAILS ASBOOD.
In some parts of England, snails are

still eaten as food not, it is true, as an
ordinary article of diet, but at stated
feasts. For instance, the Newcastle
glass men vere famous for their taste in
that direction. Every year they held
a sort of gastronomic festival at
which snails figured as the principal
diet Whether the custom has since
fallen into decay is a question on which,
no doubt, local information is to be had.
Simply roasted on the bars of the grate
and eaten with pepper and vinegar
snails are declared to be toothsome.
Soaked in salt and water and then
cooked and served after the fashion of
whelks and periwinkles, they are still
better. '

NOT OTHER DAr- -

Man with a Club Is the editor in,
boy?

Office Boy Yes.
Man How is he feeling pretty

good, is he? "
Boy First rate. He just kicked a

nan down three flights of stairs. The
man came to lick him, you see. Oh,
yes, he's feeling tip-to- Do you want
to see him ?

Man with a Club Well, no; I guess
I won't trouble him to-da- Ill call
again, some other day. Yankee Blade.

ME TOOK THE HIST.
"Y'es, Jennie," said the young lady's

beau as he clasped her small hand in
his and gazed lovingly into her melting
eyes, "although I'm in comfortable cir-
cumstances now, I've seen the day w hen
I've been hard pressed."

"Indeed?" she said.
"Yes, indeed, pretty hard pressed."
"I dou't remember," she said with a

shy look, "of ever having been hard
pressed."

She was a moment after.

The Eastman, (Ga.) Jottmal says
that "the idea of teaching every girl to
thump a piano and every boy to bo a
book-keep- will make potatoes fi a
Dusnel in twenty years.


