I
.-
:

I ) G = }j

”

TKIBUNE.

Publishers.
IDAHO,

et
| MURDER OR MERCY,

- A Story of To-Day,
It was halfpast four, ana the

have been rather—disappointed. 1
should have thought very little of
You if you had.” o

“Well—{ wasn't. Bat Iam affaid

o AIErrERSON is sa'd to have
> 00 hoad of cattie, mostly

5

I'l.olt Crawrorp has been spend.
3 the Bummer at Vallombross, near
" Fibrence, and has completed the sequel

H Iu. the Sloux chief, is

Ty quick nt

lmmer, &0 to speak.

on his

“Saracineses.”

A DICKINSOX refuses to recogs
the existonce of the last tweaty
There is a good deal

bout her after all

4%

Xt

:

Rpr H. C. Bunser of Puck, who
he graceful verse he has writ.
nuthor of several successful

\27 years old. Fred Opper,

\ ¥phief eartoonists of the pa-

d has s salary of $10,000,

Y WARREN of Ansonia,
bly the oldest nowsboy

[

g the necessity of part-
g & woman."

{

s

‘Wales is sbout to go
€ in Travsylvania, sc-
iied by twenty-fire royal shoot-
» Hungarian brass band.

‘&g who fought Heenan,
lesu By ~his own house in
made a” considerable
rf as a book-maker.

n discovered 1 the

of Hele!

can run its own gold
its expenses without

ASSEY has arrived ta
ving completed his tour
orld. He will lecture at

PHiege . and is thinking ot

. some of his poems.
ancient language of Asia Minor
Purygian, or Semitic, of which
) Syriae, Hebrew, Pheenician

cts. Beyond the rivers, to-
o Indu, dialects of the Sanscrit

ol Austris is a mn‘

prefers a

He uses the cheap cigars
cabmen affect. Doubtless
that as a man of ‘rank he
e rank cigars,

AN Wintiax Warrter
of New Jerssy, has a fortune
000,000, which is invested about
flly in real estate and railrqad
and bonds. He is a large hold.
Washington real estats.

ple is i

p¥ and delivers his
rogularity as any
h much less fuss,

in
o vos

o ennsylvania. His
h $80,000, 000, the

pnado
best

P tomb

igoths

where the sarcopha-

it is

widow, in erect
N doar departed,

® Mathusin Bezu-

d this

¢ Mme. Batifol es-
time ago sn anunual
francs {0 the most de-
ustrious young woman.
awarded this year

d jury

for years kept her

¢ and half &

by being a *cutter out”

pst's summer house,
Lenox, it is said,
American’ palaces
post, when finished

n into millions
tinghouse, while

ght

d heir, now a lad,
dressed after the

7

aims to be a

nchman who

a very reasonable
do they luvited a
d foreigners to

of autigne art
however, was a
diplomatic ser-
declared (hat he

Louise Michel of
4 England to lecture
further retaliation

Britain
fmericans.

red near Toulon,
murdered in that

figures. He is

big Loulsiana

of the wo-
s - -
~ G

na, Montana.

-

should be

bad cigar to

his 80th year

the national
Is Congress-

from mines
is alsp noted
dressed men

of 8t. Flavier

in 512 A. D,

believed that
nscription on

*Sac-

life, aged 58

to M'lle Ter-

dosen broth-

a title and an

of the Princes
pg with his

Sag Harbor,

ger. He has
Ho is a

world well in
letters and
He goes by
among his
ptil recently
p to Boulan-
p is either

{ohpl-y 1y

that it was &

morning room at Minton Court was
dotted with confidential groups.
Huge logs blazed in the two fire-
Places, but no lamps or candles had
been brought in to disturb the in-
timacy of the twilight hour. Tea at
Milton Court was always drink by
firelight
“Darkness i such an aid toseand
Lady Minton used to say; “
we pull our neighbors
glare of thoge ‘
the best thi g ave ever heard
have been me in the dusk."”
The EOur of tea was a sociable one,
nZid the surroundings were thorough-
ly feminine. The morning room was
farnished in that heterogeneous man-
ner which is the characteristic of our
time. There were many screens, aad
palmsin brass pots, Indian mata
and Japanese tables, Turkish divans
and Smyrnese carvings, while a ntnt:
ber of Rajon etchings, framad in
black, made a sad note on the Pom-
peian red walls, giving the other-
wine over-luxurious room that touch
of studied pathos whith is ever pres-
ent in the eohiplex and many-sided
life of to-day. The curtains were not
yet drawn, and far off, apart from
the group of dainty fingers who were
clustering round the tea-table and
the fire, stood a young girl with her
face pressed against the window, It
was 2 cold, melancholy afteroon, and
outside a heavy white fog was gath-
ering over the frost-bitten ground,
making a fine contrast to the gay
and cheery scene within doors. 8ud-
denly she turned with e cynical little
laugh from the window. “What a
fool Tam!"said the girl to herself.
“I have been standing at that cold
window for exactly twenty minutes,
And for what reason? Because Dr.
Brooke chose to go out for a walk
oves the moors on a particularly im-
possible day, and hasn’t come back
yet. Is that a reason why I should
go without my tea, not to mention
the awful possiblity of catching a
cold in my head, and having o red
nose? Oh, thanks, Capt. Egerton,
Ishould like some tea, awfully”—
and repeating thelast sentencealoud,
Alison Bligh came forward into the
fire-light,
Even in the fickering fire-rays she
revealed herselfl as a very striking
girl. There was an unmistakable
touch of sensuousness in the full lips
and in the clear-cut nostrils, which
were the best part of o nose which
was somewhat too thick for a wom-
an,and in the fine curves of her
shoulders and bust. But intellect
was not wanting, as her broad, well:
marked forehead proved; nor deter
mination, which was revealed in the
8quure lines of her jaw and chin; nor
a certain amount 6f ideality, which
looked out of her somewhat dreamy
¢ ark, Southern eyes which were
in direct contradiction to the twists
of pale redY;)Id bair which crowned
her head. sum, a very danger-
ous young woman, whom Lady Min-
ton was wont to declare she would
not trust with her own husband, al-
though Sir Francis was past 70, and
a model of the conjugal virtnes.
Miss Bligh felt her spirits rise sud-
denly as she took her place in the
cheery round and fire, and she smiled
when she thought of her watch by the
window just now. How cold and
miserable she had felt—how ridicu-
lous to have ceded to such a senti-
mental impulse! That was not her
way either; she who had long ago
made up her mind to snatch every
moment of happiness—every pleasure-
able emotion even—lite could offer
her. And then the soft voice of Lady
Minton was heard saying: “Alison,
when you have quite finished with
Capt. Egerton and those muffins,
szrthem both on. And do, like a
r child, sing us something.”
Miss Bligh thereupon sprang up
N!fil m}lll:t to the o ' nhpianpd. e
will sing you,” she sai vely,
“a little ronlga{:ce which I heg:da onge
at the Varietes. I believe it has a
moral. Judic used to sing it,” and
8 up a quaint accompani-
ment, she sang some words familiar
enough on the boulevards.
While the room was echoing with
plaudits om her rather risky
performance, the door opened and a
man of about 35 came in and sat
down in a rocking-chair at the far
end of the room.
“Awfully good, by Jove!” eried
Capt, Egerton, who was leaning on
the piano. *“Icould have sworn it
was Judie, herself, only you aren’t
fat, you know.” The last part of
the gallant captain’s sentence was
a tender whisper intended for Miss
Bligh's ear alone, but, like many
other soft: speeches, was audible to
the rest of the room. Dr. Brooke
frowned as he moved from his seat
near the door and, coming forward
into the firelight, asked Lady Min-
ton for a cup of tea.
“S8o glad you're back, Doctor! We
all thought. you were lost on
Exmoor,” said Lady Minton purring
over her guest as she poured him out
some tea.
w“\'og, we wmi)all l:«:k‘ilng fo;wﬁtalrd
secing you bro ome
frozen onya a_hutt:rg." cried Allinpn’:
. m‘“mt‘gf L‘f'“’:‘;g;"w':t “It's all mettled—and I'm so hap-

y!”
h':::hb:]v the window only half an : “Indeed,” said Lady Minton, laugh-

°
“Ah t.gereéoda don't love me. I|ing.‘“‘And may I ask who is the lucky
2 ) man?”’

shall not die young,” said the Doc-|™%
tor, whose keen eyes were riveted on wn(;%ul)&;gl’-?oke, of course. How
Bl Syen. $5eparty beaks up In “My dear, all the men in the house

to small groups, and it was either % .
: : are mad about you. I listen to their
by choice or by chance thatshe found nfid o know fay Ve

herself, only a few minutes later, | “ . g
standing nlzne with him at the same myWell, N °;o:h3:a:_ b:hil;:);ml’l:;g
window at which she had watched let thmmpwknow that Iam the hap-

h"!{ :;b:":.’?:?lm&.lﬁ back,” she said pieat woman in the world.” .
1L

atlast, half-shyly, as the young man

stood and at her in the dusk. A weak later Lady Minton and

“Are you! You knew I was out |two or three of her guests stood at
R the hall door to see the Doctor and

“Yes.” Miss Bb’ﬁdmount the dog-cart for a

it s nota;ense'ohhebuhnfl pro-
prieties Which Rept me from playing
‘kisa in the ring’ m the hell:
vould ibly he¥e amused
should have done so. 1
amusing oneself.

other, that wort

“Xo, I'don't think you ever will,”
said Brooke, smiling down at her
charming upturned face,

“But I am afraid you don't undes
stand me,” she said guickly; “you
think me better than [am. I haw
no moral aim, no aspirations;, noth:
ing of that kind. [ simply enjoy the
present, 1 supposs, if 1 wanted to
}m‘ce.l #hould call myselfan epicitéan:

tis strange, but ‘to-morrow’ has
absoliitely n8 meaning for me; I ba-
liove in ‘to-day.’ Imean ¥ enjoy
every hour of my Jife. After all, \\'fmt
406 we know of ‘to-morrow?’ Noth-
in®.  But we do know that roses nré
divine!” And pulling & hothouse
flower from her Waist belt, the girl
{)_W' it, with a pretty, unconven-
10nal gesture, to her lips.

“At that rate,” said the Doctor,
“if yon were to have some great mis-
fortune—to lose all your money, for
instance, or cateh the smallpox—yon
would have very little to fall back
upon. Yon might feel the want of
the ‘consolations vt religion.’

“No, I don’t think I should. If
any great unhappiness,” she added
dreamily, “were evet to befall me, I
should hot want to live. I did not
nek to comeinto the world, and why,
forsooth, should I not gn when I am
tired of it? Life after all, is very like
a party 10 which some one else has
insisted on our going. If we are
bored, we are surely not bound to
wait till the very end. We leave
when we please.”

x Dr. Brooke looked steadily at
er,

“You-are a very strange girl, Miss
Bligh. Not one woman in a
thousand would dare to say such a
thing as that, Bat I think’ yon are
right. There are cases when death is
o release from torture, mental and
bodily.”

“How did we get b such a lugu-
brious topit?” said Alison, shivering
slightly and turning away from the
dark landscape.

There was a pause and then the
Yyoung man said suddenly:

“Why did you sing that song just
now?" v

"I—don’t know,” said Alison with
droopingeyes.

“Do you know what it means?”’

“Do you?” she said, raising her
eyebrows innocently.

“I walked the hospitals in Parie
for two years. I understood ecvery
word.”

“Oh, I am sorry. I thought, with
my accent and an English audience,
that I should be perfectly safe.”

“Don’t do it again,” he said; “for
heaven's sake, don’t. You can’t im-
agine how dreadful it is to gee you
do a thing like that.”

“Thank you for saying that,” he
answered, gravely. *‘Sing something
for me now, will you?”

Miss Bligh answered by moving

away to the piano. Brooke stood
still by the window, looking out over
the snow-covered grounds and wait-
ing to hear what she would sing.
Allison’s fingers strayed tentnti\'eﬁ'
over the keys, as if seeking the strain
which suited her mood best. Pres
ently her clear young voice was heard
in Handel’s immortal air, “Lascia
Ch'io Pianga.”
“Handel, instead of boulevard
songs”’—Duncan Brooke smiled to
himself—“that will do. Allison loves
me. I know it—I can see it in her
eyes.”

ps? Half

u

It was a passionate yet half-pater
nal feeling that Dr. Brooke had for
this beantiful girl; a teeling akin to
that which the tiger cherishes to-
warditscub, and yet with a yearning
tenderness, too. He felt that he
would gladly have thrown away his
life to save her pain, but as it was,
he meant to devote his life to her
pleasure. Nothing should be spared
that could give her pleasure—this
little epicurean who believed so de-
voutly in the Now! There was noth-
ing, too, which could standin the
way of animmediate marriage. Dun-
can Brooke had already made a bril-
liant reputation and a large prac-
tice, and Alison being an orphan,
with a fortune of her own, there
would be no difficulties about their
settling down at once. His house in
Grosvenorstreet was a fair-sized one,
and with Alison's taste in furniture
and pictures, might be made one of
the prettiest in London. He smiled
as he saw a vision of her radiant face
at the head of his dinner-table, smil-
ing at his guests, perfectin her young
matronhood, Somehow he always
thought of her in connection with
beautiful and pleasant things; with
flowers, and picturers, and musie, and
the sparkie of dinner-table wit. She
had told him that day that she
loved roses; well, she should have
roses on her table every day of the
year. And then Brooke remembered
that ‘)earls were another hobby of
Alison’s. He would telegraph to
town to-morrow for the finest neck-
lace he could get.
That night, when Lady Minton
had sent her maid away, a pink robed
figure knocked at her door and knot-
ted a pair of soft arms tight round
her neck.
“My dear child, whatis the mat-
ter?” she in the midst of this
impetuous embrace.

’

“None of the others missed me, I | drive. y Minton was profuse in

should imagine. They wers pla; her advice
o mind you take care of Alison,

h?- (hro:oi, she

ation of youth.

fin®— TWice

had SEquired 4 soft ex-

which was irresistible; the

safical little lnugh, Which had Bim-

erly beent one of h¢f Characteristics,
had disippeared. . =~ = .,

Another tyo minutes and thegir
was snugly tucked wntlér a fur rug
on the front Geat of the high dog-
viift, and Brooke, touching the mare
with his whip, sent her flying down
the long carriage drive.

How ridiculously those people are
in love with each other!” said Lady
Minton, with n little sigh. “Upon
my word, it is guite Acadiap. I
wonder how long it will l?st?" :

“About six fonths, take it
drawled Capt. Egerton; “at least I
hope 80, )risa Bligh won't look it
any other fellow thaii saiy-bones.
But it ¢éan’t last, that sort ¢f thing.
Quite Wneivilized you krow.” :

“Well they are to be married in six
weeks,” laughéd lady Minton. “So
this time next year we shall see you
making the running’ with the béauti-
ful Mrs. Brooke?”

“Nothing miore likely it the world,”
replied Capt Egerton,who had a roy-
al idea of Eis own powers of fascina-
tion.

At the luncheon table two chairs
were vacant, } vlvomlor where nu;
two'young peaple have got to?"” saic
lml\(Miniopr:‘ "‘l Wwish Dr. Brooke
would not take he these long expe-
ditions; it makes me very uneasy.”

“They ure probably linching some-
where & deux. dear Lady Minton,”
suggested the “frisky matron” of the
purlt._v,

and the goft furs at
ors(

don’t know where they
will lunch out on Exmore—
and I don’t feel at all sure
about that mare. Sheis gettinga
regular jade.”

The afternoon closed in and there
were still no signs of the girl and her
lover. Tea had been brought in and
Lady Minton was trying to hide her
growing alart a8 she chatted with
pitests and did the honors of the tea
table.

“Tam sure I heard wheels at the
front door of the house,” she said
suddenly. )

“Yes, but it is not the dog-cart,
said Capte Egerton; “thosé were
cart-wheels I heard.”

“Go dut dnd seé what it is, for
goodness’ sake. No carts ever come
up to the court after dusk!"”

The young man hurried out of the
room and a minute later a scared
footman came and whispered to lady
Minton. Hurrying into the hall she
was met by Egerton and Brooke.
The Doctor's face was destitute of
every vestige of color and his eyes
seemed to have sunk far back into
his head. 2

“There has been a bad accident

“Where is Allison,” cried Lady
Minton; “she is not—"

“No, not dead; but she is very seri-
ously wounded. Can you bear the
worst?"

“Take me to her, my poor darling!”
wailed Lady Minton.

“We have carried her here, into Sir
Francis’ study; and she must not be
moved any more. Don’t look at her
face, Lady Minton. I want you to
be strong—to help nie.”

A motionless heap lay on the sofa,
and that heap was Alison Bligh.
Piteous groans came from her Iiim,
and one side of her face was carefully
bound up with a man's white silk
handkerchief.

“Make up a bed quickly here. Call
her maid—if she has strong nerves—
to help you take of her clothes. I
can telﬂ)you nothing definite till I
have examined her. Bring some
brandy.”

These orders were briefly given by
the Doctor as he hurried from the
room to fetch his case of surgical in-
struments.

An hour later the worst was
known. The girl's spine was badly
injured that she would never be able
to rise again. One side of her face
liad been so terribly erushed thatshe
was hardly recognizable, and her suf-
ferings were acute. She might live,
the Doctor thought, but her life
would be 80 many years of mental
and bodily anguish.

v

The house party at- Minton Court
broke up immediately, and by noon
the next day the last carriageful of
guests had swept down the drive.
Silence reigned in the large rambling
house, Lady Minton and Miss Bligh’s
maid taking their turnin the sick
room. As for Duncan Brooke, he
hardly left his patient’s bedside. Al-
ways a reticent man, not even his
hostess ever guessed what he suf-
fered during those long days and
nights of anxious watching. At
night, particularly, he would let no
one else sit up with her, even if he
snatched an hour or two's sleep du-
ring the day. For a wholefortfight
she lay almost unconscious on the
bed, unable to articulate, and only
showing by her low groans that she
was stil nﬁv&nnd suffering.

Then came a change, and Alison
was able to speak again. One dny
the Doctor was alone with her in the
room where they had laid her down
on the dayoftheaccident. Thegreat
house was hushed into perfect still-
ness, and not a sound was to be
heard but the occasional fall of a
cinder on the hearth.

“Duncan,” she whispered suddenly,
with a very little sigh.
“What is it, my darling?’’ said the
Doctor, bending his head to listen.
“I—1 want to go to sleep.”
“So you shall, dear. I will give
you an opiate to-night.”
“Oh, but I want to go to sleep for
—always. I cannotbearitany more.
It is all over for me now; all over,
and I am only 22? I should go mad
chained to a bed all the years I may
have to live. * * * And you
would learn to hate me—how could
you help it? I know I am ahorrible,
maimed mass, although you have
never let me see iy face since. *
* Oh, Duncan, and the pain! I can-
not bear it. I always hated pain; I
am gure I feel it more than other peo-
le do. And what I suffer now is in-

uman!° What huve I done that I
should have to bear this terrible ag-
ony? We wonld Lot let a dog suffer
what you all look on and sce me eny/
dure! Tt is cruel—cruel!”

“Alison, I would give my life
save you one pang.”

“Would you?” she eaid eage o]
know you ure brave andgood. H. ..
you the courage to help me noys g,

can! when you give me thifs chlo-
ral to-night give me enoughg ;' cond
one will

me to sleep for always. Ng

AR night closed i Alison grow
Worse, Ske krs avidently sufferiig
frightiily.  *l shall Hotleave her an
instan} to-night.” Baid Brobks to
;-'dy ton, who stood with scared,

hite faco il the bedside. “I cannot
tell whap happen,” he added at
the door, having persuaded his hott-
ess to \eke Ui hour or two's rest.
‘She might succumb now—from the
shock—or she might live for years.
I shall give her a strong opiate to-
night she must have sleep.”

“Thank heaven for one thing, "said
Lady Minton “and that is that you
are here in the house. Think If we
had beeh obliged to rely on the local
prictioner! It is simply & mercy
that you are here!”

“A mercy!” repeated the Doctor
gravely. “Yes; perhaps it is.”

When the du‘\'p(v‘h_mn«l the hoitse
was all astir: Swiftly mo¥ing ﬂsﬁm
hufried bip and down Btairs; did the

‘tor, tneeting Lady Minton in the
cold, gray light, dt the door of thé
sick room, took Hér hand and léd Her
away. > . el

“Allison is gone;” he whispered.
HBhe pl}ﬂﬂed dway last night without
pail. I was with her; she died in my
arms,

“Poor darling! It is & merciful re-
lease,” sobbed thekind-hearted wgm-
an.

“Yes, a metciful release,” tepedted
Brook# pressing liis hostess’ hand.

Next ddy Lady Minton went with
# sinking heart to the Doctor’s door:
He Had locked Himself ifi ever sifice
Alison’s death, tind had refused all
food on the plea that he wished to
sleep; but she found him sitting
dressed at his writing table, having
obviously never beeti to bed. Bome
itiedical books atid gheets of manu-
script lay about, he seemed to be
writing.

“I am so pained to speak of any-
thing connected with this awful af-
fair, but you know there are the us-

1 alities to b N r 5 P
val formalities to be observed. Poo ggctho nail” fur the day’s supply ¢f Wuld help the young man to a|®ay if they knew she had promised to

Alison had no near relations living,
80 We must drrange all the last sad
offices. Here is the Registrar's
ceitificate. Will you, as you were
ltet* only medical attendant, fill in
the—cause of death.

“The cause of death!” cried Brooke,
rising from his chair, “I—I—=cannot
Bay—howshould [ know?”’ heshouted,
throwing up his hands.

he fiext instant he was lying th a
senseless heap on the floor, * **

Six months after, the following
paragraph appeared in an evening
paper:

“A Hero or THE HosPITAL.—Once
more one of our most eminent phy-
sicians has proved that heroism is
not confined to the winners of the
Victoria Cross. It is with the deep-
est t that we record the untime-
ly death of Dr. Duncan Brooke ot

irosvenor street, physician to the
Whitechapel Hospital. It appears
that an impatient—a boy of eleven
years of age— was suffering from
ucute diphtheria. The physicians
agreed that there wasa chance of
saving the child’s life if the operation
of tracheotomy could be successfully
performed. It will be remembered
that in this operation the Y:trid and
isonous matter has to sucked
y the operator through a tube. In
spite of the oﬂposition of the other
doctors, Dr. Brooke insisted ‘on per-
forming the operation, which was
highly successful, the boy being now
nearly convalescent. Dr. Brooke
(who, it appears, received a severe
mental shock some six months ago)
was taken ill shortly afterward, and
expired this morning in the hospital.
Deceased was widely known andgigh-
ly respected.—[E. Hepworth Dick-
son, in the Woman’s World.
————— O+ QI —.
Dangers at the South Pole,
From the London Daily News.

It appears to be probable that
Prof. Neumayr, of the Hamburg Ma-
rine Observatory, will succeed in
getting a South Polar expedition or-
ganized. It might have been sup-
posed that until some greater meas-
ure of success had attended similar

adventures in the arctic regions the
most ardent advocate of such
schemes would have -doubted the
wisdom of exposing human lives and
treasure to the risks of antarctic
seas. All the best authorities are
agreed that the difficulties to be en-
countered in the South are much
greater than in the North, and the
hideous stories which gained currency
after the return of the last artic ex-
pedition might well have sickened
the boldest of this generation suffi-
ciently to deter them from any assault
upon the stronghold of King Winter
in the South. In comparing the
difficulties of arctic and antarctic ad-
venture Sir Wyville Thompseon says:
“We can only anticipate disaster,
multiplied a hundred fold, should
the South Pole ever become a goal
of rivalry among nations.” or
various reasons the great lone land
ander the Southern Cross is more
Jifficult of access than the North.
it is much colder there than in§the
artic circle. There seem to be no
such warm currents as are to be
found in the North—such, for instance,
as the Labrador current, or that
round the south coast of Spitz
Such emanations from the torrid re-
zions of the earth do much to miti-
rate the rigors of the northern seas
it cartain points and bring about
the most striking variations of tem-
perature, breaking up the ice at cer-
tain seasons, and opening the way
to navigation far beKond points oth-
arwise obtainable. Any enterprise of
this kind will, of course, be pushed on
during the summer months—during
Tanuary, February, and the early
part of March, thatis. But evenin
the height of summer the tempera-
ture of the air in antarctic regions is

always below the

sea water, itter tempestuous

winds ey foq and blinding snow
a

stormgy  are x but incessant. Ng
arctie explorer has ever gone beyon
.?isonn%a of vegetation. A?L:n
‘hens and seaweed have been found
"herever northern navigators have
netrated, but in the awful solitudes
the South Sir James Ross found
ot the faintest trace of ble

life, either on the land orin sea,
yet he never came within less than

700 miles of the south pole. The

magnetic pole has been ap
within

might be
fnr%hher
doubtful,

No More Big Timber Rafts,
From the Bangor Commercial.

. | the woman’s death. He fo

proached
150 miles, and it seems possi-
ble that important scientific resulta
attained by covering that
distance; but even this is

Carlealties of Curreney:
Froni Texas Bitings. S
Almost every nation and tribe,
well éis every epoch; has its peculi
currency: Not bnly gbld; silver, co
per, brass, ithn; ledd diid paper, b
glam, shells; beads, books, ston
soap, bits of various colored ¢log,’
and numerous other articles ha
been used to represent money. T,
Burmese, Karens and Ghans have/,,
coined money, lead and silver in by,
ion being the ordinary tender in tn{,'
weight and purity being thestanddy
of valde. It must be a curious spy.
tacle to see a Burmese out on a “hy.
rah” with & lot of pig lead to spqq
at bars.

Salt was, for a long time, the b
dindry inoney of the Abyssinia,
whicli rendered it difficult for themy,
get 4 fresh supply when they wypa

& |

*

Miss Ewald's Protege.

rday Night.

1 singling out Brian Jeffrey’

e cotton overalls and blouse.

(W grain falling before the glitter
2 blade.

broke: Fish has long been and lis
now the legal tender of Iceluy
‘‘Shad scales” as money probaliy.

originated there.

The Carthagenians were the first¢q
introduce a stamped leather curren,.
Leather coins with a silver nail §,

th not good now,
fgt%:’mterior towns of Northuy,
China slips of the birk of the my,).
berry tree, bearing the ‘Imper)y;
“chop” #nd a stamp to denote thij,
wortg, have long been used as we 1
bank notes, and malefactors wh,
conterfeited them got the impegi,)
Marco Polo found ty,i

they have still an extensive local chy.
culation. !
In some small villages in Scotlang
laborers formerly carried in thej,
kets nails in place of coin to “puy

bread and ale, just as a native A
stralian divests himself of a string
beads for the purchase of
coveted luxury.

A Scotch missionary to a litije

up of islands in the South Pacif,
ound bits of red flannel cireulating
as money, when they were not needig
to tieup a sore throat. Thiscan),
dbottt in & curious manner, ?,..

-
o1
ﬂ(nl.e

T
body of a shipwrecked sailor hig
drifted ashore, and to these untutorq
sav , who had never before seqy,
clothing of any description, his reg
flannel shirt was an object of wonde,
and admiration. By common cor.
sent they cut the garment inty
shreds, which thenceforth became thy
currency of the island. A eavage
destitute of flannel was said to havg

“nary red,” we suppose.

A Finnish Girl’s Farewell.

At Tavastehuus Isaw a group df
eight or ten women, all well clrvsx-w?.
on the platform of the railwdy
station. One of them wasa rosjy
faced, pretty girl fo 20. She carriel]
a magnificent bouguet. She was thfi,
recipient of much attention froni fy,,
others, who kissed her twice nrom}dl
When the last warning bell raj,
she was Jocked in the arms offy,
elderly woman, who, with strearing
eyes, strained her aguin and agag,
to her heart, and Isaw, asked ¢}
good God to bless her child. lkn’“-

they were mother and daugh{fer,
As the train pulled out the girl stdod
upon the car platform and byde
them adien with wet cheeks.
I thought I saw a ray—a gleamjof
cherry hope shining through Mer
tears, I asked a man whera she
going. Till America—till j
sota,” was the reply.

Ah! I then read that hopeful/light
in her tearful eyes. She was l¢aving
friends and kindred togo sl alone
to the far offland, where her l;v._ur]m(l

was
Minne-

ﬁone before, and to fill thelnest he
ad built up for his comink mate.
Who knows what places high) in the
world the young to be hatfhed in
that free nest may fill in the Iake
state of the north.—Carter Harrison
in Chicago Mail.

Eli Perkins on Bed Bugy
A remarkdble case of the de’,t h ofa

ayety at the watering places,

“I am tired of folly and fashion, of

)ciety—ofeverything,” she had said,
ud packing her trunks went away
) the loneliness, the cool, deep,

tson and his comely wife with her

wnuty and grace and city toilets,

1d making aequaintance with Brian

firey, the father’s nephew,

“He is probably as oldas I am,

it with as little worldly knowledge
Lhad at sixteen,” shifting her

il fixed on the blue clad figure in
e field.

A brilliant idea had shaped itself
her mind during the week. She

ther plane of life—point into the
wllectual world.
‘Why not?” she hud reasoned. “Of
grse my friends,” with 4 slight
1of her lip, “would deride the
n; butl see no harm in it. He is
, shut off from the world with
examples to stimulate ambition
imake him desire culture.”
hle morning that she stood by
¢ fence; looking into the wheat
id, she decided 70 speak to him
out it—offer, with tact and deli-
ty, to loan him books and papers,
d her aid in turning his thoughts
j0 higher channels.
Phat evening, as she stood on the
tanda, gathering a bunch of ereamy
for the bosom of her light blue
n, he came and leaned against
b column near her,
I'he fading daylight seemed to
ther about her golden head and
rely purely-colored face, and the
nng farmer's dark gray eyes were
pd steadily on her. It was a good
ae and place tounfold her purpose.
is face flushed, and he looked
n at hisshapely, sunburnt hands,

le she gently explained thatall|:

books and magazines were at his
vice, and that she would be pleased

ave him read with hersometimes.
de seemed to catch instantly at
t full meaning, and the light in his
vy eyes almost startled her.
‘Wounld you indeed beso kind to
ignorant, poor wretch?’ he mur-

fred.

fer face flushed.

‘It is no great act of kindness, Mr.
frey. [ understand thelimitations
your surroundings, and if you will
ept—""

ckly interrupted. “‘In u countr
rhborhood, where all,or nearly all,
» on the same level—where an
mnanac and a Bible constitute a
rary—there in not much hope for
prary advancement.”

t was a strange sumnter to Rosa-
ond Ewald—one utterly out of the
e of conventional experiences.
Never had teacher so apt a pupil,
d the lines of study took a much
der range than she had imagined.
Favoriteauthors wereinvested with
w interest, and she found all her

¥n mental faculties stimulated and
rickened.

She had ever been weary
life.

1t was delightful to have suchan

telligent, sympathetic protege.
“I never knew before . that such a

woman was reported recentlf from
Franklin township, Beaver pounty,
Pa. The death occurred while the

attact of the heahache, to which she
had been subject:
years she has been living inly house
which has been badly infesgd with
bed bugs. Shortly after moug into
it she began to be troubl
stra; type of a headach
seemed to increase in viol
each returning attack until §t times
she was renderd unconscions) by the
severe pains, which she often described
as resembling o heavy wpight or
presure on the top of her lf The
peculiar nature of the casef and his
inability to render relief arpused the
attending physician’s curicdity and
with the consent of the Jhereaved
husband he cut open the #kull after

¢ with

lodged on the top of the
clotted mass, a number of
How they got there baffl
have of the case. J

bedbugs.
all who

No Wonder He Felt §1d.

“The singular mistake,? explains
the editor ofa Texas paper, “by which

our leading editorial appenred at the,
bottom of a column on the third page |
ing intrusted
the setting up of the samqto a long
slabgj ter who

ppened along and wa¥y

We told him to make up the forms
and work the papers ofl while we
went home to give our wife some
much-needed assistance inmuking her
apple-butter. The artiele was in re-
lation to the recent act of the gover-
nor in pardoning a sheep thief, and
was headed ‘Crownj g‘clly.’ The
blundering tramp set it up “Cran-
berry Jelly’ and chucked the article
zﬂt‘l‘n d ment of 'U.:m House-

pes.” It is such things as
these that make the life of & journa-
list one of constant eare and énxiety
and xﬁnke him an old man befoie Lis

As To Smoking,
Albany Journal: An Albany physi-
cian, who is something of an investi-

woman was suffering from & | violent i

with u W
which nall,
laying

ain in a ered the self control he ha

tand.

iple act o kindness could give one
much pleasure. I felt like & differ-
t creature from the languid, en-
jed woman who came up here.”

One evening she was surprised and

for nearly three tlighted at the sound of a fine tenor
o s i m(‘-i singing “My Queen” with an
bquence of expression unexpected.

She ste to the parlordoor and
Briugpjgﬂ'rey sitting before the
almost tuneless old piano,
and singing. ;

He stopped instantly at sight of

r. L
I did not know you ecould sing.
r. Jeffrey,” advancing into the
mly lighted room. 1

“()Jxlnlygu little, Miss Ewald,” he
rid, hastily, looking i
had been detected in a crime.

“Yousingextremely well, and with b

onderful expression.”

“He is handsome, hespeaks corivct-
and there is d kind of superb in
pendence about him that 1 admire,
hat a pity he is only a farmer!”
iss Ewald mused, looking over the
at the reapers in the wheat field,

ight, well knit figure, in its cool

How easily and lightly he swung
le scything cradle around, the yel-

Miss Ewald lind been at Grass
inds a week. She was twenty-six
td thoroughly disgusted with the | them passionately.
jorld, or so she imagined when she
as elected to spend the sunimer in
* country, instead of going with | thank heaven for the nccident t
er friends on the usual round ot | has caused the betrayal of your

Rosamond started to her foot and
ran bearheaded out into the yard,
throngh the gate and down the lane
t'u;;srl the gin.  Killed! Brinn
Jefivey, in all his  stee

youth, killeq! S
© hot sun beat upon her fuir
head,. dazzled her eyes; she prow
faint.

“Miss Ewalq!

She stopped, looked up with a low
cry, then Yn-hl out her hzr\lmln

e stood before her, untouched,
unharmed.

“Oh, Brian, Brian, they told mo
you qu!.h«-n killed! Forgive my
wicked pride, my cruel words, for 1
love you!”

The truth was out at last—tho
truth she had been learning eversinee
their estrangement. .

He caught her hands and kissod

“Forgive you? What would I not
forgive you for those words, my
dearesi?” Aa no lives were lost I
hat

- L C - E -

Mise Ewald was at a reception,
gowned in creamy silk and with dix-
monds at her throat. It was the first
reception of the season, and her

the cehter were issued in France i, 1ades, and the simple, primitive life | friends gathered around her, declar
King John the Good in 1306, lyt | Grasslands, bewildering Farmer | ing that the summer had mysterious-

ly changed her, but the vivacions,
laughing hostess bore her off to o
pretty music room,

“I want to introduce vou to a
friend of my husband’s, a fine musi-
cian, wealthy, cultivated, who has
traveled and studied abread ns well
as in America. If you were not so
flinty-hearted Rosamond, 1 should

kind of money thete in his time, i, 'ite linen parasol a little, her eyes [ hope to make a match between you.”

Miss Ewald laughed softly as she
thought of Briau Jefirey, and turned
the simple pearl ring he had placed
upon her finger.

What would her fashionable friends

marry a farmer and loved him?
The music room was deserted save
for a solitary figure standing before
the grand piano. Not until the gen-
tleman turned, and her hostess said:
“Mr. Jefirey!” did she realize that it
vas Brian himself who stood before
herin taultless evening dress, his fnce
and hauds still showing the sunburn
ot his labor at Grasslands.
“You deceived me!” she cried, pale
ith conflicting emotions, when they
were left alone,
“My dearest, you decieved your-
sels by taking it for granted that I
was an uncuitivated tiller of the soil,
and then it was too tempting to
learn all your sweet nuature as my
benefactress. I made the family
promise not to undeceive you. Are
you angry, darling? I ealled at
your home this evening to tell you of
your mistake, to ask your pardon
for the deception; and learning you
were here, came on determined to
see you. The owner of Grasslands is
indeed my uncle, and I went out
there to work this past senson be-
cause I needed outdoor exercise, and
because I liked farming. Rosamond,
it was the happiest summer of my
”

“And of mine.” ghe murmured at
last, her lips meeting his. -
Then he sang “My Queen,” in o
way that drew half the guests to the
room; and, with a happy smile, Miss
Ewald thought that her protere
would do her great honor.

Buffalo Bill’s Plucky Daughtor,
From the Denver Republican,
Miss Arta, the eldest daughter, was

But § do, most gladly, gratefully!” he [ away at Lincoln when the reporter

called, but from a photograph she
appears to be a tall, handsome girl,
very much resembling her father. She

is also said to possess a number of

her father’s traits of character, and
some very pretty stories of her pluck
and determination are told, one of
which is that while she was quite a
girl, Cody had a very treacherous
and dangerous bronco in his stable.
This horse Arta determined to ride.
After having him securely saddled
the girl mounted him, but in a trice
she was thrown to theground, severe-
ly bruising her face. Enraged at the
conduct of the horse she jumped up,
exclaiming: “I'll ride him now if he
kills me,” and jumping into the sad-
dle again, and by frequent applica-
tions of the whip, she soon had the
broncho as docile as a lamb. Her
last exploit was to travel all alone
from North Platte, Neb., to London,
England to meet her father, and
later traveling alone through Italy
and Spain. She is said to be quite &
scholar in Germdh and French, as
well as being somewhat “‘up” n the

The Age of theWriter.

From the Pall Mull Gazette.

“In my opinion,” said M. Renan
the other day, “France will perish in
a literary sense, because ofheryoung

as guiity a8 if | crivors It is impossible to write

ell before the age of 40. The saying

is o striking one; and in this age of

Her frank, warm praise overmas- | premature ambitious and hasty pro-

tting upon himself for dgys.-,~
He looke(ll] at her, a

aping to hisgray ey
“Y ogght tofir:g that song well
ith you always in my
{e said, in a low, quick tone.
Her startled eyes met his;
jurned away, but he «

| “I know what presumption,
adness it is, but I love you.
Ewnld—l(osamoud, my queen!’
She flushed and paled.

“It may seem a poor return fo

ut it is an honest heart and—"

jon! You presume un
pon my favor. Let me
He grew white as denl
ud ste
udly away

irl
Never in h
ng emotions

hroat and face a8 8

rds, the passion of his eyes.
0But,;;l'.elmdmnghtInm:L(m. He

'treated her with courtesy;

i

fire seau did not write the

thollghm-"

she
aught  her

what
Miss

our goodness to give you my heart,

All the haughty Ewald blood flam-
id up. She‘:gntched her hand from

aside, and she went

to her nwl:le(‘l.ool:, Onll'{
reelf on the when 8

throw he! bbing like the weak-

oolgirl.
lg‘er life had such hﬁnul?g;

aves df crimson swept over l;‘ui@.

d been | guction it is worthy of much accep-

ly true. Rous-
“Nouvelle Hel-
oise” indeed, until Il:e viras ;32; but
} | Pascal the ‘‘Provinci A
Zaru"' wlv:er:‘l; was 33. He’r;riclg did
t publish his “Heggendes " till he
as nearly 60; but Shelle died a’t,.'lO.
Dante did notfinish the *‘Inferno’ till
0: but Goethe had wriften
“Faust” before he was 27.
learn, in harvest time

much of
“In seed time

High, but Made Higher.

Y ner of the mercantile establishment,
q’ bowed. who was accustomed t%igillberﬁx;

bill to the law
o look it
right. The

charges, thought was too
therefore took 1
firm and asked the chief to
over and see if it was a'l

Journal.

His Reason for Asking

generously indebted.

A prominent legal firm in this 'cit.v
which does a great deal of business

is p- . 2 -antile concern lately
[17< rour &ta- | for a rich mercan
g::s you surely forget ¥ ol onablv | ..ndered a bill which the senior part-

t was subsequently returned
:cict?ln:lo'ndded tf?::;:dviee as tothe
reasonableness 0

teach;” but different minds mature.
« all | 8t different ages.

ill."—Boston

|

d
Bliven is very generally an

o, Feraers A “By the way; -
friend the othet
‘how mueh I

ever know. Ob,my dgfi

lﬂul some game which looked mon- | “Now, 8
o A Mmareil rather frisky— a Taaboervicel”

el like "kiss-in-the-ring’ he I left. | Doctor
ane of that ,. uy 9 camuot do i

back, some inwardf v oice telling him, | sell the timber used in
t gqrew graver and graver.

’ 3 even '-:"0 'P&ﬁ;‘ ¢he words, that here | ¢ erinlsg
. : | ' was the merci athanagin for this | Fing 0 e ¢ children
d* : maimed gigh- He knew tz:u her :[;‘on - J One day one of the ran kb
mfich if | 1 . : ‘\rinﬂlk'!“'y in, 20 i "“'.~ an’ 1
e in Drign's Wledi =

lile-cvon if shefflve (—would be hence- The cotton gin's
W ol " o

‘A . do me| Mr. Leary, who has built the great
~ " —fsimber rafts at the Joggins, Nova

: | on her hands.
," he whispered | Beotin, s instructed agent to

foverish nnrest took possession |
ofAh::. and as the time for her re-
turn to the city drew neurer,

forward a m yrdon, and that nev | 5
o | rise from her

‘~

min 1}
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