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CALDWELL, IDAHO. 

IN 1400 there was scarcely a book in 
Borne but missals. 

THE bome of Andobon, the natural
ist, on Twelfth avenue. New York, is 
to be sold. 

KINO OTTO of Bavaria is sinking fast, 
bis tits of insanity having become muoh 
more frequent 

THE organ was invented by one 
Ctesibius, a barber of Alexandria, 
about 100 B. C. 

J AHES CARLTLE,- brother of Thomas, 
is the only surviving member of the 
Carlyle family now in England. 

THE earliest prints that are know n 
are a set of the seven planets, in an 
almanac, by way of frontispiece. 

THE Cyclopean masonry was not 
limited to Greece. Two tine speci-
mens occur in Italy, at Ausidonia and 
Saturnia, towns anterior to Bome. 

THE Persecs, ancient lire-worship
pers expelled from Persia, are the fac
tors, capitalists, and leading merchants 
of Bombay, where there arc 9,000* 

THE lyre was invented by Tasutus, 
and improved by Orpheus, Linus and 
Thamyrus. It nad eleven strings, and 
was piayed on by a stick or the fin
gers- 1 

TURNPIKE roads were first establish
ed in the reign of Queen Ann; till thea 
all roads were repaired by the parishes. 
Turnpikes were so called from poles or 
bars swung on a staple, and turned 
either way when dues were paid. 

' MRS. VANDERBILT'S arrival in Lon
don bas placed Mrs. Mackay some
what in a back seat Bocially. Mrs. 
Vanderbilt is regarded as a better spe
cimen of an American society woman 
than the bonanza king's wife, and Mrs. 
Mackay is not on Mrs. Vanderbilt's 
visiting list 

• THE grave of Wendell Phillips, at 
Milton, Mass., is still unmarked. But 
a monument is soon to be erected by 
Mrs. Green, the sister of the dead ora
tor. It will be a rough, weather-
stained granite boulder about five feet 
in height, and in the front centre will 
be placed a sunken tablet bearing an 
inscription. The stone will be placed 
in the rear of the lot and iu view of 
the path. 

THE Smithsonian Institution at 
Washington has sent an expedition to 
Nova Scotia and secured fac-similés of 
the "fairy rocks," on which are 
2urious hieroglyphic characters evi
dently very old, which may throw 
some light on tho history of the early 
iiscoverles of America. The markings 
are cut in upon a rock of highly-pol
ished slate, and the intaglio is about a 
sixteenth of uu inch deep. 

FIRING is only done properly when 
the tuei. is consumed in the best 
possible way, that is, when no moro is 
burned than is necessary to produce 
the amount o? steam required and to 
keep the pressure uniform. To obtain 
this end, oomplete combustion must be 
obtained in the furnace, and this is 
going on when the fuel is burning with 
a bright flame evenly all over tho 
erate. Blue flames, dark spots and 
smoke are evidences of incomplete 
combustion, due to lack of air. 

BLUP. OR CRIMSON? 

* ACCORDING to the British Medical 
Journal, half of all who live die before 
seventeen. Only one persou in 10,000 
lives to be 100 years old, and but one 
in 100 reaches sixty. The married live 
longer than the single, but out of 
every 1,000 born only 190 are ever 
married. .Of 1,000 persons who have 
reached seventy there aro of clergy
men, orators and public speakers, 
forty-three; farmers, forty; workmen, 
thirty-three; soldiers, thirty-two; law
yers, twenty-nine; professors, twenty-
seven; doctors, twenty-four. 

To build a chimney that will draw 
forever and not fill up with soot you 
must build it large enough, sixteen 
inches square; use good brick and clay 
instead of lime up to the comb; plaster 
it inside with clay mixed w.th salt; for 
chimney tops use the very best of brick, 
wet them and lay them in cemeut mor
tar. The chimney should not be built 
tight to beams and rafters; there is 
where the cracks in your chimneys 
come, and where most of the fires or-
origiuate, as the chimnoy sometime 
gets red hot A chimney built from 
the cellar up is better and less dan
gerous than one hung on the wall. 
Don't get your slovopipe hole too close 
to the ceiling, eighteen inches from it 

' AT» recent meeting of the Welling
ton Philosoph cal Society of England 
the question was asked whether the 
chief use of the antlers of the deer was 
not for facilitating the progress of the 
animal through the deuse woods. Sir 
James Hector, who made the inquiry, 
said that he had bad considerable ex
perience with the wapiti in North 
America, and found that by throwing 
up the head, thereby placiug tho horn 
along the back, the animals were able 
to go forward with great rapidity and 
follow the binds. He asked the ques
tion, because at a previous meeting of 
the society it had been stated that the 
antlers tended to entangle the deer. 
Mr. Fortesque, who has made a care
ful study of the hab ts of deer,said that 
the statement was quite correct that 
the antlers assisted the stags in pene
trating dense forests. 

' A curions experiments consists in 
taking a water flask or other wide-
mouthed bottle and placing a small 
cork in the neck while holding it in a 
horizontal position. It will seem an 
easy matter to blow the cork into the 
bottle, but upon trial it will be found 
almost impossible to do so. The hard
er one blows the more forcibly is the 
cork ejected out cf the bottle. The 
explanation Is that the bottle is 
already full of air,so that no more can 
be blown into it; and the only offect 
produced by blowing is to compress 
the air already inside. When the 
pressure is removed, tho air, being 
elastic; expands again quickly, and, in 
•o doing, forces the cork out of the 
neck, apparently in a reverse direotion 
to the carrent from the lungs of the 
experimenter. The neck of the bottle 
must be perfectly dry, or the cork will 
adhere to it aud interfere with the 
success of the experiment 

Prom Harper's Baiai 
It was a momentous question, fat 

more BO than tin? rendrtr, GLANCING at 
the title of this «tory, imagine». Tltt 
young lady standing by the Window-
in street oosttti«®, gazing nt Vue 
blooming wquares in the Ut de garden 
below, was no ne-j.ver deciding it than 
she had be^a three days ago; yet it 
must oe settled that afternoon, and 
the hands of the clock were pointing 
ten minutes to 5. "Blue, orcrim-son?" 
—the words began to adjust them
selves with annoying pertinacity to 
the monotonous ticking on the man
tel—"blue, orcrim-son? Yale, or Har
vard?-' and then this further affix, 
containing the kernel of the difficul
ty, "R »lfe, or Mars-ton? Rolfe, or 
Mare-ton?" 

Which should it be? The clock 
dropped preliminaries and struck to 
the telling clause with persistency so 
aggravating that the young lad,v 
knitted her pretty brows and finally 
stopped her c-ars, must think— 
she in;.,st Here were only fif-

Yhinutes in which to balance for 
perhaps the thousandth time, the 
merits of two rival and declared suit
ors for her hand, represented by the 
colors of the rival colleges. Which 
should it be? 

How it was that, though neither of 
these suitors had yet been accepted, 
each believed himself favored, and 
expected his supposed lady-love tb 
wear his colors that evening, is a 
mystery which Only an accomplished 
coquette could explain. This Dar-
ticular coquette did penance formuch 
previous flirtation during the mau
vais quart p'heure at the window, 
trying to make up her mind whether 
to purchase blue or crimson ribbon 
for Elinor Vance's party. 

She had put off purchasing either 
as long as possible, and had had im
mense trouble to prevent being pre
sented with both. But for this un
fortunate party, which had given 
each admirer an excuse to request a 
proof of favor, she need not have de
cided quite yet whether to accept 
Roger Marston, whose dark eyes and 
charming manners had turned the 
heads of half the girls in her "set." 
who was handsome, aristocratic, and 
—oh, most potent word!—rich, or 
Walter Rolfe, the "little lover" of her 
childhood, lier playmate and teacher 
at once, her loyal champion always, 
and the hero of her earliest day
dreams. 

"Why, Lou, what in the world are 
you standing there for with your 
fingers in your ears? So you're go
ing out?"—with a disappointed ac
cent. 

"Yes,'m. Why?" 
"Oh, I've just got a note from your 

Aunt Maria. She's sick, and nothing 
'11 do but I must go up there this 
evening. And I thought perhaps 
you'd make the biscuit for supper. 
I can't trust Inga, you know." Inga 
was the Swedish "help," majestic, 
snow fair, picturesque, serene, and as 
yet innocent of the least details of 
cooking. "Can't you be back in half 
an hour? It don't take longto make 
a cream-tarter biscuit." 

"Yes, 'm," with a despairing glance 
at the clock, "I'll try." 

One would not have said she was 
trying very hard, noting her deliber
ate pace when once on the street. 
She could have wished the walk to 
town twice as long. How provok-
ingly things happened! The "help" 
only fit to look at, and Aunt Maria 
sick to-day of all the three hundred 
and sixty-five in the year! Oh dear! 
DEAR! Should it be blue or crimson? 

Of course it ought to be blue. 
Walter and she seemed to belong to 
each other—always. She had stanch-
ly believed him, till lately, tfie clever
est, best and handsomest boy in the 
world. He might be—yes, she was 
afraid he was—a little commonplace, 
but he was as much a part of her past 
as her brother Jermey, and seemed 
a« much a part of her future. To 
eliminate Walter— 

But then what girl she knew would 
think of refusing Roger Marston? He 
lielonged to one of the Boston families; 
he had five times Rolfe's property; he 
was handsomer too—at least the 
girls thought he was; he sang; lie 
painted; and poor Rolfe was apt to 
yawn over "enthusiasms." Surely 
no one else would hesitate between 
the two, and yet— 

Here she was at a store door, and 
the clocks were pointing fifteen 
minutes past five. She passed that 
door, and the next, and the next; 
then turned back resolutely. What 
was the use of wavering? It should 
be crimson. 

"I declare, Miss Lou !" This greeting 
was given by an irreproachable 
gentleman of forty who was patrolling 
the center of the store. "I cannot be
lieve my eyes! For two weeks you 
have passed without a glance at my 
windows, and now, when I'm in the 
depths of despair, in you walk as if 
nothing had happened. 

"You see, Mr. Batchelder," was the 
saucy response, "I couldn't endrue 
the separation any longer- And how 
fortunate I am to find you at liberty 
to attend me !" 

"What! You're going to ignore 
the claims of friendship, are you, and 
purchase some sordid trifle or oth
er?" 

"Ribbon! Ah! yes, yes; now I see 
Why couldn't you have spared my 
feelings and gone to Mr. Ellard's? 
He would have sold you a ribbon 
without a pang, while I—. At the 
very thought I feel quite Bangui 
nan'." 

He had selected, while speaking, a 
roll of crimson, and was dexterously 
looping it as he held it before his 
customer, who surveyed it and him 
with astonishment not-unmixed with 
anger. It has passed to a proverb 
that nothing should be taken for 
granted where a woman is concerned. 

Miss Jennings remarked coolly, as 
she turned to the case: "Perhaps 
some other color would make you 
feel less sanguinary. This straw color, 
for instance." 

"Ha, ha!"—still holding up the 
crimson. "You see, I'm like Joey 
Bagstock, sly, develish sly." 

"Indeed?" 
"Almost as sharp as a Harvard 

Senior. I assure vou." 

"Ton have an excellent opinion oi 
yourself." 

I'm no Solomon, Miss Lou— 
too Solomon. But then it d«*-eu't 
quire the wisdom W"Solomon to know 
that VOU Want a crimson ribbon. 
Any Yankee could tell that.' . 

"Yes?" 
"Qlùy See what a lovely hue! Youi 

Color, exactly. Brunettes should 
wear something rich and bright." 

Miss Jennings returned thanks for 
the advice, and .allowed the giver to 
show lier every crimson ribbon in the 
case. Finally, she said meditatively, 
"I suppose six yards will be enough." 

"Oh, quite, quite; yes, yes/' 
"I will take—'' 
"And I'll guarantee the effect over 

white will be charming." 
"I will take «ix yards of—'* 
"And here's a narrower Width of 

the same shade, if you want it." The 
storekeeper had let fall his handful of 
bright satin, and was measuring off 
deftly. "Four—five—six-. Six yards?" 
—lifting the scissors. 

"Six yards—of this blue," the 
young lady concluded. 

"Eh'," Mr. "Batchelder dropped the 
scissors end stared over his specta
cle. The purchaser had hard work 
to repress a smile at the discomfiture 
of the voluble salesman, >vho uttered 
not another word till he handed the 
change ovrr the counter. He had 
rallied then sufficiently to remark, 
"Varium et mutab—" 

"Don't put the blame on me, Mr. 
Batchelder. It would have taken 
the wisdom of Solomon to know that 
I wanted a blue ribboli, and you're 
only a Yankee. No wonder you 
made a mistako. Good afternoon." 

Miss Jennings' satisfaction did not 
last long. No sootier was she on the 
street again than she repented hav
ing bought the wrong color just for 
spite. Had she not determined on 
crimson? And now here was the de
cision reversed by a gossiping store
keeper. Now that she had the bit e 
it quite lost its value in her eyes. 

"And why not"—this bright 
thought entered her mind when she 
was about half-way home—"why not 
buy the crimson ribbon, too?" With 
both colors ready, choice could be 
made at the last minute. 

Immensely relieved at this respite 
she hastened back to the village, 
made her second purchase at another 
store, and reached home, very hot 
and tired, at exactly a quarter ofsix. 
She tossed her hat, parasol, and par
cels down on the hall table, and hur
ried into the kitchen. Appropriating 
one of the Swede's calico aprons, she 
set that serene domestic at work 
making up a hot fire. 

"Butter these pans, Inga," she di
rected as she flew from closet to ta
ble, "and cut up some cake." 

"Yess." 
"And turn out some of that grape 

jam, and put ice on the butter." 
"Yess." The bulk of Inga's con

versation consisted of this monosyl
lable. 

The Swede never hurried. Her 
voung mistress, perspiring and dis-
dishe veiled, found this deliberation 
irritating. Her temper was present
ly further disturbed. The door be
tween the hall and kitchen was 
thrown open, and her ten-year-old 
brother Bob entered boisterously, 
followed by his dog. 

"Ain't supper ready? Say, Inga, 
get snip something to eat." 

"Yess." 
"No," interposed Lou. "Wait till 

supper-time, and go right out of the 
kitchen." 

Bob retreated to the hall, grumb
ling; "It's time for supper now. He 
might have a doughnut anyway, 
He'll jump for it. Look here and see 
how he can jump, Inga." 

The compliant Swede paused to 
see. There was a great commotion 
in the hall of hi's, yaps and barks. 

"There, did you ever see a dog 
jump like that?" 

"Yess." 
"Huli! I don't believe it. Once 

more now. Snip. See this, sir. 
Catch it! Sst! hi! who-o-op! Oh, my 
eye, if lie hasn't got it!" 

He had indeed; and "it" was one 
of the packages on the hall table, 
for which, in order to spur him to 
great exertions, Bob had invited his 
canine pet to leap. Lou had just 
shoved her pans of bissuit into the 
oven, and turned to see the dog dart 
through the outer door with torn 
tissue-paper hanging from his 
mouth. Bob was in full pursnit, and 
his sister joined in the chase with
out losing a second. A long and ex
citing cbase it was, and it is needless 
to say an unsuccessful one. Snip 
took refuge under the piazza, and 
there, of course, tore his prize to 
pieces. 

It was then that the much tired Miss 
Jennings turned upon her brother, 
and gave him a large and very un
palatable piece of her mind, ending 
thus: "You can go straight to town 
now and get another ribbon, and 
pay for it yourself. Remonstrance 
and tears availed nothing. Lou 
marched the delinquent back to the 
hall, hastily examined the other 
pakage to see which color was 
wanted,and finding thecrimson safe, 
issued her command again. 

"Go to Mr. Batchelder's store and 
ask him for six yards more ribbon 
like what I got this afternoon." 

{Standing at the window with the 
crimson ribbon still in her hand, she 
watched Bob's unwilling departure, 
and noted at the same time that 
threatening masses of cloud had 
gathered in the west, and that the 
atmosphere had grown close and op
pressive. Perhaps there would be a 
shower. If there were, it would be a 
good excuse to stay at home from 
the party. She slowly rolled up the 
crimson ribbon, which was evidently 
the favorite of fate, and put in her 
pocket. 

"Supper ready, sis? "This question 
was asked cheerily by her brother 
Jeremy, just entering the front 
door. 

Supper! Good heavens! She rushed 
into the kitchen. The fire was roar
ing wildly, and the Swede was seated 
by the window admiring the pros
pect. With an ejaculation of dismay 
she threw open the oven. There were 
thebiscuits, blackened and crisped. 
She turned npon the phlegmatic 
Inga. "Didn't you know enough to 
shut the draughts?" 

"Yess." was the placid response. 
"You should never liavesuch a fire 

when you are cooking anything." 
"Yess. You say make hot. Burn 

so. Yess." 
"Oh, well, but . There! I sup 

pose there's no use talking. Just cut 
up some cold bread." 

Jeremy, being the best-natured fel 
low in the world, said not a word 
about the loss of biscuit und the in
fliction of boiled tea. Lou was too 
much heated and too much out oi 
temper to eat her suppei. 

It was not until the meal was 
nearly finished that Bob appeared 
He took Iiis place at the table without 
a word and with and injured look. 

"Well, did youget it?" 

Bob shook Vis head. His moutt ^ 
full of jam. 

"Didn t jrcl. jt? TThy not?"1 

" l'waru t my fault. Mr. Batchel 
der'd gone to supper and the clerks 
didn't know what color." 

"Why, 1 told you blue." 
"No, you didn't neither. You said 

like what you got this nfterhoon." 
"I tell .you I said blüe," indignant' 

ly, "And after you've eateh suppet 
yoti can go back and get it-." 

"Huh! I can* can I? Dont the 
stores shut up at six Wednesdays?" 

"No, not all,'' Jferethy interposed, 
s«*eing Signs of storm in his sister's 
face. '"One or two art always Open:" 

"He wants to sneak out of getting 
the ribbon. I declare"—pushing 
away her chair-, and taking refuge iö 
the window recess to hide à few tears 
of vexation—''small boys are just 
unmitigated nuisances! Of course 
he'll go back." 

"How about big boys?" Jeremy in
quired, following his sister. 

"Oh, big ones—like you— are very 
nice indeed." 

"Thanks. I must be nice since you 
allow me to escort you to-night and 
turn your back on the comet and the 
fixed star." These were the nick
names Jeremy had bestowed on his 
sister's two chief admirers. "AA as it 
because you couldn't go with both, 
and so wouldn't go with either? Eh?' 

"It was because 1 wanted to go 
with you. And you're very 

"No, I'm not. I'm your humble 
servant. You know it's the first 
time you have wanted to go with me 
since you pUt On long dresses. I was 
a little surprised, that's all. And I'm 
afraid Mr. Marston may "lie in wait 
to assassi-nate,' and that Walter 
may send a challenge round"— 

Don't be nonsensical, Jeremy." 
Well, let me say one thing sober

ly, then; I'm glad it's blue, and not 
riinson, that Bob is going after. 

Very glad." 
His sister flushed, thinking of the 

crimson in her pocket. But at that 
moment came a crash from the di
rection of the kitchen that drove 
everything else out of her head. Ar-
iving on the scene, she found frag

ments of crockery and a deluge of 
milk on the floor. The Swede was 
surveying the ruin with arms 
akimbo. 

"I haf upsided it," she remarked 
in explanation. 

Unfortunately her mistress' temper 
was also "upsided." She proceeded 
to give Inga a scolding, which made 
no more impression upon the recip
ient than it did on the wood-box she 
was filling. Seeing this, Lou desisted 
as abruptly as she had begun, turned 
her back on the offender, and went 
back to the dining-room just in time 
to see a figure dash down the garden 
path and out the gate. It was Bob 
wl o was thus decamping, having 
stufled his pockets with eatables. 
No second walk to town for him! 

What was to be done? There was 
no use in pursuing; no use in getting 
angry. Everything seemed against 
blue; for that reason, if for no other, 

heroine made up her mind to 
have it even if she had to go for it 
herself. There was not time enough 
for that, however, and she did not 
like to ask Jeremy, who was enjoying 
a cigar on the piazza before dressing. 
But there was Igna; sliecould go. 

The Swede was not perceptibly as-
astonished at her mistress sudden 
change of tone when she came back 
to ask her to leave the dishes and go 
on an errand. She made the unfail
ing rejoinder, "Yess," and was ready 
in two minutes. Thinking to be 
quite sure this time, Lou wrote what 
she wanted on a slip of paper. The 
Swede departed, holding this in one 
hand and the money and the 
door key in the other. Having 
seen her on her way, Lou was at 
liberty to commence her toilet. 
It was already past seven, and dark 
because of impending storm. There 
was ominous mutterings of thunder, 
going through the process of dress
ing mechanically and hastily, my 
heroine in half an hour stood before 
the mirror fully arrayed. Now in
deed the time for decision had come. 
Inga would be back soon, and there 
would be plenty of time to knot up the 
blue ribbon should she wish to wear 
it. Or, she might begin now on the 
crimson lying on the bureau. W hich 
should it be? 

How foolish! How like the tra
ditional donkey between two stacks 
of hay! She laughed, then noticed 
with vexation that her eyes were 
heavy and her cheeks as white as her 
dress. 
"This will never do,"she soliloquized. 
I shall have to try the crimson to 

light myself up. I'll make the knots 
anyway." 

Fate surely favored crimson. She 
was a long time about arranging the 
bows, but Jnga had not returned 
when they were finished. So, just to 
see the effect, she pinned them in 
place on breast and hair and belt, 
and then stood looking at herself 
with pardonable pride in her own 
beauty. What was she thinking, as 
she gazed at her reflection with that 
light in her eyes and that flush on 
her cheek?" She saw herself,in fancy, 
Roger Marston's envied and con
gratulated fiancee. She saw his eager, 
dark, triumphant face; and then she 
turned away and put up 
her hands to shut oHt another 
ision, a vision that caused the flush 

to fade and the gaze to waver. Only 
a pair of blue eyes that suddenly 
seemed to look from the mirror's 
depths, first in wonder, then in pain, 
reproach,«despair, and finally—yes, 
finally in scorn, scorn of the girl who 
was about to make the most bril
liant match of the season. 

The gate fell together. Inga was 
at last coming, andthenoiseofvoices 
told that she had brought with her 
her "man" Carl, who usually spent 
his evenings in the Jennings kitchen. 
Lou hastily unpinned the crimson 
bows and threw them on the table. 
Her cheeks seemed to have borrowed 
the ribbon's vivid color as she an
swered the Swede's tap at the door 
and eagerly extended her hand for 
the little parcel the latter tendered. 

"I'm so very much obliged, Inga." 
"Yess." 
"No matter about change. Keep 

it for your trouble." 
"Yess." 
Lou had opened the package. Sud

denly, with an exclamation, she re
treated to the gas jet to examine 
what she held more closely. 

"Why—why, this ribbon—this rib
bon is—yes, it is—it's green! Even 
the stolid Swede recoiled a little be
fore the indignant glance that ac
companied the next words. "How 
could you makesuch a mistake?" 

Inga forgot her conventional re
sponse and stammered, "He haf say 
blue—" 

She got no further m her speech. 
Her young mistress—this cae is 
worthy of record as beinç th-j only 
time Inga was ever astonished in her 
life—the young mistress threw the 
ribbon into the middle of the hall, 
slammed tho door in her face and 
locked it. Then, careless of the lace 

flounces she was ruining and quit« 
indifferent to the fact that the hands 
of the clock were getting around to 
eight, she threw herself on the bed 
and gave way to a perfect tenqiest 
of passionate tears. 

She cried until she waB completely 
exhausted. And when Jeremy-
thinking that patience had ceased to 
be a virtue-^eatne up and tapped at 
the door, she Was quite Unpresent
able and hftd to ansWef through the 
key-hole, as it Were. She said now 
and then a telltale falter in hei1 voice 
that she had a dreadful lieadachë, 
that the lightning made her nervous, 
and that, though she Was very, very 
sorTy to disappoint him, she couldtt't 
feo- . . ... 

•Jëremy Wäs puzzled. The unstead
iness of his sister's voice* and thé 
sight 0f thé cruntplëd ribbön, which 
he took to be a blue one, on the floor, 
made him guess that something was 
wrong; but in apparent good faith 
he recommended tea, camphor, 
ammonia, &c., and proposed to call 
up Inga. 

His sister peremtorilv vetoed this. 
"I shall just go to bed," she de

clared through the door, "and you 
musn't lose any more time. You 
can make my excuses to—to any one 
who inquires." 

"Oh, hang excuses! There, I didn't 
mean that; but you know I hate par
ties. I won't go at all. I shall be a 
deal more comfortable at home." 

Jeremy meant what he said. Lou 
protested, entreated, insisted, quite 
in vain. He preferix'l a cigar and a 
novel to any kind of a "rout," and 
was so frankly relieved at the pros
pect of a "cozy" evening at home 
that the point was abandoned. As 
no service nor remedy that he could 
think of was looked upon with favor, 
Jeremy divested himself of his finery 
went down stairs, established himself 
in an easy-chair in the sitting-room 
and strayed into the regions of 
romance. 

Meanwhile Lou, whose headache 
was no fiction, sat in the dark by her 
chamber window, resting her throb
bing temples on her arms crossed on 
the sill. It was still oppressively hot. 
The scent of pinks and mignonette 
came up from the little garden, min
gled with the faint odor of Jeremy's 
cigar. She could occasionally hear 
the murmur of voices in the kitchen. 
Happy Inga, who had only one lover! 

Oh, let lovers and the future take 
care of themselves! Miss Jennings was 
tired to death of the problem that 
had vexed her all day. What was 
the use of thinking about it? Both 
young men would go away the next 
day, and would not return for a week 
at least; so there was further respite. 
The heavy eyelids drooped. Worn out 
with worry and crying, my heroine 
drifted from actual to imaginary 
troubles, and dreamed that a crowd 
of maskers all in crimson were danc
ing around her, led by one in blue, 
who threw aside her disguise, and 
disclosed the face and figure of Mephis-
topheles. Toward this masker ran 
Carl, Inga's "man." He was dressed 
in green. He approached her, lead
ing the demon, who grinned horribly, 
while the crimson maskers pressed 
close with hoots and jeers. Carl 
seized her as she strove to escape, 
and Mephistopheles grasped her hand. 
A voice like Mr. Batchelder's said, 
triumphantly, "She wanted blue; now 
let her have" it." A response from 
Inga seemed to follow, "\ess, she haf 
say blue." Then bells began to ring, 
and the dreamer suddenly sat up
right. It was the door bell that had 
driven her nightmare away. Some 
one was speaking oil the piazza be
low. "Perhaps it might be—" 

"I beg pardon for this intrusion, 
Mr. Jennings. I—I had hoped to 
meet your sister at the dance to
night. As she was not there, and as 
I cannot come to-morrow, I ventured 
to commit this breach of etiquette. 
May I see her for a moment or two?" 

Jeremy was heard explaining the 
cause of absence, and regretting thaft 
his sister was too ill to see any one 
that evening. Lou drew back from 
the window with the sudden sense of 
disappointment. It was Roger Mar
ston who had spoken. 

"But come in and have a cigar," 
proposed good-natured Jeremy, who 
usually found "the comet's" style 
rather overpowering, but noticing a 
certain anxiety and perturbation in 
the latter's manner to-night, felt in
clined to be cordial. 

"Thanks, no. I have promised to 
return to the Yances. Excuse me, 
but—you are quite sure I cannot see 
Miss Jennings?" 

a "heartless little flirt." 
Walter's face suddenly grow radiant 
with hope and delight as he uttered 
the above exclamation, he turned to 
discover the cause. There stood his 
Bister, still wearing the tumbled lace 
dress, with disheveled curls and red 
eyes, it is true, but with an expres
sion on her face, as she held out her 
hand to Walter, that as Jeremy 
afterward said, "told the whole 
Story." 

Monsieur De Trop could not repress 
a long low whistle of amazement as 
he Walked off with the violets still In 
his hand; So it was blue, after all. 
He carried the violets into the 
kitchen, again astonishing Carl and 
Inga« Who both rose to receive him. 

"More flowers to put in Water." 
"Yess." 
"And more happy couples," Jeremy 

said to himself as he went out the 
back door and took refuge in the 
shrubbery, where for an hour he 
smoked and moralized on life's 
chances. 

Next morning his sister did not ap
pear at breakfast, but he found her 
shortly after in the kitchen, where 
she had gone to secure the violets. 
Those unfortunate blossoms had 
been thrust heads down into a pail 
of water. The roses had received 
the same treatment, but they were 
left to her fate, and the owner ran 
away from Jeremy's congratula
tions. The latter rescued the Jac
ques, and a day later they fell to 
pieces on his mantel; but the violets 
were hoarded as Lou's dearest pos
session long after scent and color 
had passed away. 

She Wanted to Fail. 
"Please, sir, I would like to fail." 

The speaker was a woman who had 
entered a Sussex county lawyer's 
office. A few moments' conversation 
showed that she and her husband had 
several thousand dollars over their 
liabilities, and that the "failure" was 
simply the woman's scheme to cheat 
a few creditors. She went to another 
lawyer, and in a few weeks the "fail
ure" was announced and, and it ap
peared that the husband's father 
was the principal creditor. As a 
matter of fact, the money had come 
from the father, but it had been a 
free gift, though in order to make the 
failure appear all right the man and 
wife had confessed judgment to the 
father for the amount given. The 
failure was a complete success; but 
just as it was being closed out the 
father died, without a will. His 

Eroperty was equally divided among 
is heirs, but the judgments confessed 

in the fradulent failure stood against 
the parties, and, though they pro
tested and scolded, nothing could be 
done. They had to pay the judg
ment, and the failure was a genuine 
one after all.—Newark Sunday Call. 

Jeremy, remembered that his sister 
had particularly desired not to be 
disturbed, was very sorry, but was 
quite sure. He really was sorry, see
ing the trouble in the petitioner's 
face, although he had many a time 
wished for the "comet's" discomfiture. 

"Will you tell her, then, for me, how 
much I regret lier illness, and give 
her these roses, which I had hoped to 
present to her in person?" 

"Oh, these women?" Jeremy solio-
quized, as he turned back into the 
sitting-room with a magnificent clust
er of roses in his hand. "I'd have 
sworn she favored Marston, and yet 
she sent Bob for a blue ribbon. And 
now she's thrown the blue ribbon 
away. Well, it's too much of a rid
dle for me. Asleep, sis?" he inquired 
in cautious tones at his sister s door. 

"No." 
"Feeling better?" 
"Not yet." 
Here are some splendid Jacque 

roses with the 'comet's compliments. 
Will you have them now?" 

"Not to-night. Just get Inga to 
put them in water, please." 

"Not encouraging," Jeremy reflect
ed. He left the roses in the kitchen 
and returned to his book. But 
scarcely had he read three chapters 
more before another ring at the bell 
interrupted. "Why, Walter, old fel
low," was his hearty greeting, "have 
you stolen away from the revels? 
"You too?" he had almost said. 
"Came to see why I wasn't there— 
EH?" V. V "You know well enough why 
came, Jeremy. Is Lou—" 

"Lou, providentially—for me—had 
a bad headache. Come in." 

"No—unless— Is fftie well enough 
for me to see her?" 

"I'm afraid not. She just told roe 
she didn't feel any better. What con
founded coquettes women are!" 
Jeremy added to himself as he de
livered these unwelcome tidings 
second time. "I wish—I declare I 
wish I had gone to the party!" 

"I am sorry—sorry she is ill, too 
You know I must be off early to-mor
row, and to-night is my only chance 
of-of " 

He broke off there. Honest Jeremy 
was sincerely troubled. The crumpled 
blue ribbon on the floor above 
could mean nothing else than that 
the game was up for Walter. 

"Have a cigar," he proposed 
offering what comfort he could. 

"No. Just give her these violets 
will you, and teil her—ah!" 

Jeremy had taken the flowers, in 
wardly anathematising his sister as 

The Punster at the Point of Death. 
Prom the New York Home Journal. 

A story is told of a man who 
suffered severly from ague, which 
neither medicine nor charms could 
alleviate, but being advised to devote 
himself to punning became so in
terested in the pursu it that he speedily 
laughed himself into robust health. 
It can not be denied that a hearty 
laugh, even at the cost of a bad pun, 
is no mean thing in itself, and has 
often been known to be of inestimable 
service at the crisis of a serious 
malady. A physician visiting one 
of the brotherhood, who was in 
extremis, apologized for being late 
one day, but said he had been to 
see a man who had fallen down a well. 
Did he kick the bucket, doctor?" 
groanedthepunster. Again, thestory 
is told, if we remember rightly, of 
Theodore Hook, who, as he lay 
dying, encased in mustard poultices, 
was visited by a friend, to whom he 
remarked: "Plenty of mustard, my 
boy, but very little beef." 

Hit the Wrong Bird 
Baltimore Herald. 

R. Reid Harding went gunning for 
reed birds one day along the 
Patapsco, and when he got near the 
Annapolis Short Line railroad 
bridge struck big game. He sighted 
a reed bird on a clump of reeds and 
let fly at it a load of mixed shot, 
among which was a liberal allowance 
of No. 4s. Robert T. Liddell, sr., 
was on the other side of that clump 
of reeds, in a stooping position, being 
in the act of tying his shoe, and he 
arose suddenly with a large and 
well-developed yell immediately after 
having absorbed the load of Bhot 
with his right side from heel to neck, 

ile the reed bird flopped its pinions 
1 soared heaven-ward. Mr. 

Liddell went to his home, No. 24 
South Calhoun street, and has since 
divided his time between locating 
shot for his physician to pick out 
and harshly criticising the man 
who will gun for reed birds with No. 
4 shot. 

VFhat E umplc«' Vf r Collar and Smashed 
Her Bonnet. 

On one of the seats of a railw ay 
train was a married lady with a little 
daughter; opposite, facing them, was 
another child, a son. and a colored 
"lady" with a baby. The mother of 
these children wasa beautiful matron, 
with sparkling eyes, in exulierant 
health and vivacious spirits. Near 
her sat a young lieutenant, dressed 
to kill, and seeking a victim. He 
scraped up an acquaintance with the 
mother by attentions to the children. 
It was not long before he was essay
ing to make himself very agreeable 
to her, and by the time the sun be
gan to decline one would have 
thought they were old familiar friends. 
The lieutenant felt that he had made 
an impression—his elation manifested 
it. The lady, dreaming of no wrong, 
suspecting no evil, was apparently 
well pleased with her casual acquaint-
an&. By and by the train ap
proached a tunnel. The gay lieute
nant leaned over and whispered 
something in the lady's ear. It was 
noticed that she appeared to be 
thunderstruck, and her eyes imme
diately flamed with indignation. A 
moment more and a smile light«! up 
her features. What changes? The 
smile was not one of pleasure, but 
was sinister. It was unperceived by 
the lieutenant. She made him a re

ly which rejoiced him very much, 
or the understanding properly of 

this narrative we must tell the reader 
what was whispered and what was 
replied. 

'I mean to kiss you when we get 
into the tunnel," whispered the lieu
tenant. 

"Not if I can help it," replied the 
lady. 

Into the tunnel the train ran, 
while the lady and colored nurse 
quickly exchanged seats. The gay 
lieutenant immediately threw his 
arms around the lady sable, pressed 
her cheek to his, and fast and furious 
rained kisses on her lips. In a few 
moments the train came out into 
broad daylight. 

White lady looked amazed—colored 
lady, bashful, blushing—gay lieuten
ant befogged. 

'Jane," said the white lady, "what 
have you been doing?" 

"Nothing," replied the colored lady. 
"Yes, you have," said the white 

lady, not in an undertone, but in a 
voice that attracted the attention of 
all in the carriage. See how your 
collar is rumpled and your bonnet 
6mashed. 

Jane, poor colored beauty, hung her 
head for a moment, the "observed of 
all observers,'' and then, turning 
round to the lieutenant, replied, 
"This man kissed me in the tunnel." 
Loud and long was the laugh that 
followed among the passengers. The 
white lady enjoyed thejoke amazing
ly. Lieutenant looked like a sheep-
stealing dog, left the carriage at the 
next station and was seen no more. 
—Atlanta Constitution. 
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Exercising Care in Drinking. 
Sanitary Inspector. 

An exchange notices as a wise pre
caution the act of a Philadelphia 
physician, who, while riding in a 
railroad car, gave one of his children 
a drink of water by spreading a 
clean handkerchief over the top of 
the glass to prevent the contract of 
the child's lips with the tumbler. 
A still better exjiedient with the 
same object in view has often been 
resorted to by the writer, and his chil
dren have been instructed to practice 
the same precaution when obliged to 
drink from a mug or tumbler on the 
cars, steamboats or public drinking 
fountains. It consists in bringing 
the lower edge of the drinking cup 
beneath the Tower lip, instead of let
ting it come in contact with the 
mucous membrane of the mouth 
Teach the children to stick their 
whole bill into the cup when they 
take a drink under such circum 
stances, for it avoids a real and con
siderable danger of infection from 
certain contagious diseases. 

Resembled the Departed, 
They had been engaged about five 

minutes, and he had just mustered 
up enough courage to perform th e 
customary -osculatory ratification, 
whereat she burst into tears. 

"Why do you weep," asked he. 
"Are these tears of joy?" 

"No! no!" she exclaimed, passion 
ately. "I love you better than my 
life, and I am overjoyed, bftt—your 
nose is so cold, and poor little Fido 
died (sob) only a month ago," and 
she clung to him convulsively, while 
the scalding tears fell even as the 
summer rain.—Terre Haute Express. 
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The Lore of Bull-Fighting. 
From the London Telegraph. 

Cervantes,in his immortal romance, 
literally and definitely "laughed 
Spains chivalry away;" and his 
mordant irony effectually and irre
vocably shattered such faith as had 
grown up in the apocryphal legends 
of Bernardo del Carpio, Amadis de 
Gaul, Palmerin of England, and the 
giant Morgante, and the rest 
of the teeming and preposterous 
progeny of the old Spunish chroni
clers. In fact, the chivalry to which 
he dealt the death stroke was more 
than three parts dead before he 
smote it. There were assuredly 
nothing chivalrous in the wonderful 
American exploits of Cortez and 
Pizarrp. Those sublime filibusters 
fought and conquered in Mexico and 
Peru, not for the sake of the smiles 
of the queen of beauty, but for the 
sake of plunder and dominion; nor 
was there anything that was chival
rous, although there was a great 
deal that was superstitiously besot
ted, in the long and devasting wars 
of Charles V. and Phillip II. 
The illustrious author of "Don 
Quixote," however, laughed away 
neither the bull ring nor the "auto-
de-fe." His ridicule, trenchant as it 
was lacked the power to abrogate 
such enormities,simply for the reason 
that the inflated senti
ment which passed for chivalry 
was only a transient fashion, 
whereas the love of witnessing and 
beholding the spectacle of pain is a 
quality deeply and hereditary in
grained in. the Spanish character, > 
revolution was necessary in the pen 
insula—not only the inquisition hai 
to be abolished, but the monastic 
orders dissolved—before the revoltiii] 
cruelties of the "Quemadero" coul 
be rooted out; but bull-fighting nas 
survived the stake and the "sanbeni-
to," not only because the brutal 
sports of the Plaza de Toros are de
lighted in by the great mass of the 
people, but for the reason that there 
is no class in the Spanish community 
influential enough to bring about a 
surcease in these ferocious entertain 
ments. The "matadores"- have 
great many things more important 
to think about than any particular 
pair of velvety eyes or vermilion lips 
among the audience. They are aware 
that the amateurs of tauromachy— 
and their name is legion—have 
double object in coming to the lior 
rible show. They will be moderately 
gratified if the "matador" kills the 
bull; but they will beestatically over 
;oyed if the bull kills the "matador.' 
Thus the latter literally fights with 
his life in his hand. Alone he must 
face the bull. He may not advance 
on the brute; it must attack him 
and to meet its fearful onslaught lie 
has only his single rapier. Such is 
the real bull-fighter, a man who 
must be endowed with almost pre-
natural qualities of courage, skill 
and presence of mind, all exercised in 
the most disgracefully unworthy of 
causes. As for the "courses de taur
eaux" in the south of France, they 
are the merest and the feeblest of ex 
otics, and the braggadocio utterances 
of such holiday bull-fighters as the 
Sieur Le Pouly should be regarded 
as not much more than leather and 
prunella. 

He Wished He Hadn't. 
From the Summerville Journal. 

Why am I like a pin?" asked Mr, 
Wittyman triumphantly of his wife. 
He expected she was going to say: 
"Because you are so sharp," and he 
was simply paralyzed when she re
sponded: 

"Because if you should get lost it 
wouldn't be worth while to spend 
time looking for you, and because 
200 of you put up in a bundle 
wouldn't be worth 10 cent»* 

In a Steel Dnngeoa. 
From tli? Philadelphia Inquirer. 

The most uncomfortable bed 
l'h.iadelphia one night was that oc
cupied by Joseph Cannon, a young 
bartender, employed at Peter Mc-
(îillian's saloon. Cannon slept in 
the new vault that is being put in 
the Keystone National Bank build
ing at Chestnut and Juniper Streets. 

Cannon, who is 22 years old, was 
roaming through the building with 
young Peter McGillian late in the 
afternoon when they came upon the 
immense vault that is being built in 
the banking room. The vault is lie-
made of steel aud is about sixteen 
feet wide by eight deep and 
eight high. Its walls aro 
of plates and fully a foot thick. 
It had not been quite finished, tho 
lock had not been put on nor had all 
the delicate machinery for moving 
the door been adjusted. Cannon step
ped inside and was looking at the 
heavy steel finishing of the interior 
when suddenly the door swung to and 
he found himself in darkness. Outside 
he could hear his companion, young 
McGillian, laughing mischievously 
at his joke, but Cannon was a trifle 
seared. He pushed with all his 
strength against the heavy door, but 
his weight hat no effect whatever 

on the ton of steal before him. 
e cried out in alarm. McGillian be

came frightened too, and pulled 
bile his friend pushed; but they 

could not budge the door by a hair's 
breadth. Then the watchman was 
called in, and his strength was added 
to the exertion of the other two, but 

ith no more success. 
By this time everybody was pretty 

thoroughly scared'. The policeman 
on the corner was notified and ho 
summoned two or three of his Coln
rades. Several men who heard of 
Cannon's peculiar situation came up 
with crowbars. It happened that, 
the door did not shut tightly, and 
there was room to insert the end of a 
crowbar between the door and tho 
side of the vault. 

Two men pushed on each crowbar 
and the door yielded a little. Finally 
it was opened far enough to allow a 
rope to De passed into Cannon, who 
was more dead than alive, and he 
fastened the end to a bolt on the in
side of the door. A dozen strong 
men pulled on the rope, two men la
bored at each crowbar and Cannon 
pushed from the inside. The door 
yielded more. All thought it was 
about to fly open. But when one 
inch of daylight shone in the heavy 
door came to a stop. 

F'or two hours the men worked at 
it, but not the fraction of an inch 
could they move it further. It seeniB 
there is a contrivance on the hinges 
which, if properly adjusted, will make 
the door as easy to open as a gate. 
No one understood the patent ar
rangement. Cannon's liopes fell 
again. Some one suggested sending 
for the workman who was putting in 
the vault. He lives in Tioga. A mes
senger went out there, and when the 
workman learned that Cannon was 
in nodanger of suffocation, and that 
he was not likely to suffer for food or 
drink he decided to make him pay for 
his curiosity, and declined to co nit-
down until this morning. 

Meanwhile arrangements had been 
made to make Cannon as comfort
able as possible. Candles were handed 
in to the imprisoned man and a 
couple of blankets were stuffed 
through the crack. A small rubbei 
tube was introduced, and thron 
this Canon sucked some tea. 
made a frugal supper of crackers, 
sandwiches and water, and at 10 
o'clock spread out his blankets and 
declared he was ready to go to sleep. 
At midnight he was tossing about 
on his hard, steel bed. He was re
leased in the morning. 

Held Brnin by a Hind Leg. N 
f 

Brockwayville, Pennsylvania, let
ter in the Pittsburg Times is as fol
lows: 

One of the most successful hunters* 
in East Jefferson is Darius Hetrick, 
who lives at "Blowtown," a settle
ment at the headwaters of the North 
Fork, in Polk township, consisting 
of a store, board mill and half a 
dozen houses. 

Hetrick is a typical specimen of a 
Jefferson county pioneer. He is good 
six feet high, and sinewy as a black
smith. He has no spare flesh. Al
though he has heard it thunder al
most sixty years, he is still young 
enough to laugh at a day s tramp 
ovir the mountains, among which he 
lives. The old chap is not content to 
hunt for bears and kill them out
right. That sort Of sport is too 
tame for him. He wants to cage 
everything, and he has numbered 
among his catches of live animals 
nearly everything to be found on the 
Alleghany mountains. 

Hetrick is a hunter from boyhood. 
He killed his first deer when 11 years 
old. An old partner who hunts with 
him is Tom Carnahan. On one occa
sion, two years ago, bear had been 
quite plenty around Iiis settlement,1 

and Mr. Hetrick had followed one 
about the hills near his house a short 
distance, and concluded it ought to 
boil in his pot. As he says himself: 
"I got up in the morning and told my 
wife to make me some cakes to carry 
with me, for I had decided the bear 
should die that day." | 

He hunted up his companion, Car
nahan, and they set forth. The track 
was fresh in the snow and was easily 
followed. The bear was soon over
taken. It was snugly dozing under 
a big log. Hetrick saw it and fired 
his gun at it. The bullet waked it up, 
and it was in no friendly mood. Their 
dog ran up to give it battle, but the 
bear was not in a humor to be wor
ried by dogs, so it rolled over on its 
back, and, with four feet in the air, 
it sent the dog ottt in the snow drifts 
the first round. Then it crawled back 
under the log, and Hetrick, afraid 
his bear was about to escape him. 
having but an old single-barreled 
rifle, dropped his gun and rushed for 
his meat. He grabbed the retreating 
bear by the hind leg and pulled. Ho 
did not have to pull long, for the 
bear was willing to turn around to 
see who wanted him. 

The bear was no sooner out froni 
under the log than Hetrick was in 
the condition of the darkey who 
wanted somebody to help him let go 
of a bear under slightly similar cir
cumstances. Carnahan ^ stood by 
laughing at the two flying about, 
and as ie thought Hetrick was get
ting his hands full Carnahan pulled 
up his gun and fired at bruin. In his 
alarm he missed the animal entirely. 
The situation was becoming decided-
lv uncomfortable when Carnahan, 
who had a double-barreled rifle, shot 
the bear through the head. 

In telling of this affair, the old men 
thought they did a much greater act 
in selling the bear for $25 than they 
did in their reckless attempt tu catch 
it alive by th« hind iuff. 


