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The Major’s Menagerie

EMARKABLE achievements of lvan Brodsky,
physician, whose investigations into psychic
phenomena enabled him to cure spiritual diseases and
10 exorcise evil spirits from the bodies of their victims.
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(Cuppright, 1909, by W. G, Ubspuisn.) (Lopyright Lo Grest Britain. )

OST of the examples of
psychical manifestations
that 1 had hitherto investi-
gated in the company of
Dr Ivan Brodsky were of
spiritual possegsion and the
allied phenomena — mat-
ters astonishing to laymen but more
or less commonplace to students of
the sclence, 1 was now to witness
one of the darker and more mysteri-
oug phases of spirit power.

I remember that Brodsky and I had
been reading an account of a so-called
“haunted” house in a lonely neighbor-
bood 10 or 12 miles distant. The
structure, whieh was a rambling old
place, bad belonged to a major in the
army, who had retired from active
gervice to reside there and spend his
declining bachelor days alone. He
had seen service in the Philippines,
had traveled In Indla, and brought
back with him an assortment of cu-
rious animals, including a cheetah,
one of the wild cats of Bengal, sev-
eral large parrots of brilliant plumage,
and A& young orang-outang, which he
had captured in Borneo. He had be-
come greatly attached to this beast
and had educated it until It developed
almost human intelligence, The ma-
jor had died suddenly, however, the
large ape had refused food and pined
away until it followed him, and the
eld house was now occupied only by
& caretaker and his daughter, who
tended the gurviving animals under
the terms of the major's will.

About two months after the owner's
death rumors had spread through the
neighborhood that the place was
haunted. Pictures had fallen from
the walls, crockery had been geen to
fly violently across the kitchen, chairs
and tables acquired a predilection for
waltzing without the application of
visible motor power. The neighbors,
at first interested spectators oy these
phenomena, had come to shun the
place when it was scen that the play-
er of these pranks was actuated by
some malicious motive. A gossiping
woman had been struck senseless by
a fiying tumbler. A member of a
psychical research society, who had
volunteered to pass the night in the
menagerie, where these manifesta-
tions mostly appeared, had been found
senseless upon the floor next morning,
his body covered with bruises, and
three ribs ,broken. He had been re-
moved to a hospital, where he lay
precariously il and mentally de-
ranged as a result of his fearful ex-
periences,

“What do you make of it, Doctor™
I asked, when Brodsky had lald down
his paper,

“It's nothing In the world but a pol-
tergeist,” the Dactor answered. Then,
eeeing my look of mystification, he
continued:

“A poltergelst is one of thoze ele-
mental, balf human forms that have
never achieved incarnation in human
form. The universe is a palplitating,
erowding mass of soul stuff, most of
it discarnate, a small part exteriorized
in various highly heterogemeous phy-
slcal forms. Whether this elemental
belng has already gone through the
millions of progressive incarnations
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betwéen the unicellular organism and
man, and s pow walting for its first
appearance In human shape, probably
a8 a degraded savage—whether it is
this, or whether the poltergeist is sim-
ply a leakage from the universal soul
stuff, | am not prepared to say. At
any rate, It possesses a very limited
Intelligence and strong earthward as-
pirations, which show themselves
mostly in the flinging of crockery and
the playing ol maliclous tricks. This
is a wellknown phenomenon; the
celebrated Cock Lane ghost of Dr.
Johnson's day, which perplexed eigth-
eenth eentury London, was unjoubted-
Iy a poltergeist. Curiously enough, it
i invariably associated with the pres-
ence of an imbecile child, the reason
probably being that this is the intel
ligence which draws it earthward and
furnishes the source of power.

“Nevertheless,” Brodsky continued
thonghtfully, “1 confess that 1 should
like to make a personal investigation
of this matter, for it presents fascina‘-
ing, but obscure, allied symptoms
which might put me on the track of
a discovery,”

He had hardly conculded when
there came a violent ring at the door-
bell and a young man hurried into the
room,

“Dr. Brodsky,” he began, “I am a
reporter for the Wayne County Ga-
zette, and 1 have been commissioned
to ask you for an interview concerning
the haunted house over at Turnerville,
You have heard of the two deaths?™

“Nothing beyvond what your paper
contains,” said Hrodsky, picking up
the sheet.

“That's two
the reporter, glancing at it. The
young man died insane in the
hospital last night, just at
the time the second one was killed.
Another psychical investigator,” he
continued, “volunteered to pass the
night in the menagerie and was found
with one side of his body erushed
completely in this morning. What do
you make of it?"

He had pulled out his pencil and
notebook, but DBrodsky made no imme-
diate reply. He stepped to a hook
where his hat hung and placed it up-
on his head. “Let's go and find out,”
he answered.

“To spend the night there"" gasped
the reporter.

“If you are willing.”

“Willing?” the reporter eried. “Just
wait till 1 telephone over to my ed-
ftor!"

A few minutes later we were on
our way lo the station to catch the
local, Ingide the car the reporter
piled the Doctor with many questions,
to which Brodsky replied sympathet-
feally. The young man made copious
notes, but after a while ceased to
write and seemed to fall under the
spell of Brodsky's words, His mote-
book and pencil rested motionless up-
on his knees.

“Doctor,” he said at last, “I am
most grateful to you for the trouble
you have taken in telling me all this.
But, to be perfectly frank with you,
I can't make use of it."

1 saw Brodsky smile sympatheti-
cally, but he made no rejoinder. “The
fact is, the young man went on, in a
lower voice, “my paper wouldn't stand
for it. 1 believe—in fact 1 know that
these things are true. 1 have had ex-
perience of them, and so have many of
my acquaintances. But to write what
you have told me I should be thrown
out of my job, and probably be sent
to an Insane asylum, No, Doctor, I
can't use it.”

“Perhaps you can see for yourselfl
to-night and tone the facts down to
suit,” said Brodsky with the suspicion
of a laugh.

The young man looked at him du-
biously, but at that moment the train
stopped and we got out at Turner-
ville. It was but five minutes to the
house, a large, straggling building
dating back to the beginning of the
last century, set in an isolated situ-
ation upon a hill. The door was
opened to us by a surly-looking man,
evidently the caretaker.

“What, more of you?" he sneered.
“Come to see the haunted house, I
suppose. 1 can't admit yom, gentle-
men; police orders is very strict. The
county sheriff was here this morning,
and if I hadn't been able to prove I
spent the night in my own cottage
down in Turnerville they'd have ar-
rested me for murder. It's as much
as my life is worth to let you in; they
cautioned me."”

The reporter pulled something from
his pocket and passed it to the eare-
taker. The man's had closed upon it
avariclously.

“Well, it ain't my funeral,” he
grumbled. “It's my time to clese up,
anyway. All I'll ask of you gentle-
men is to take a fifteen minutes’ walk
until I'm safe down to my home and
don’t know nothing of your coming.
And there, if you should find the side
door open and walk in, 1 guess they
can't lay no blame on me. Polly!”
He called loudly, “Drat that child!
Run away again, 1 suppose. Now, gen-
telmen!"”

“One minute,” interrupted Brodsky.
“You're speaking of your daughter?”

“My little gel, ves,” grumbled the
man. “She ain't strong in her head
and takes to running away. She's
been woree since they all died, espe-
cially Plunk. When Plunk cashed in
it nigh broke her heart—the big mon-
key, gentlemen. Loved him like he
was human, She didn't care nothing
much about the tiger, though—and
glad I was to see him kick the bucket
last week. [ feared every night he'd
get loose and make off into Turner-
ville. Everybody was afraid of him
except the old man, and as for Plunk
—why, if he saw the tiger's tail the
other end of the garden he'd scream
himself sick with fright."”

“The big cat’s dead, too, eh?" asked
Brodsky.

“You'll find his skin over yonder in
that outhouse, sir,” answered the
caretaker. “And now, gentlemen, it

days old,” said

you would have the goodness to make
off in that direction until I'm gone, 1
won't be back hunting for no burglars
until morning. Better keep together,
though, or he'll stave your ribs in
separate, as easy as barrels.”

“Who?" Brodsky demanded.

The caretaker jeered at him. *“Ne,
no, you don't catch me in any affida-
vits,” he answered. “I done my duty
by the old man and his animals, and
he knows it and lets me alone. He
was always hot-headed, the old major
was, and if he chooses to squeeze your
ribs in now that he's dead, why, it's
just what he'd have done if he'd been

alive.” He made a trumpet of his
hands. “Polly! Poll! Poll! Poll!"”
he welled.

I saw a diminutive child come swift-
ly out of the house. She might have
been 14 years of age, from her gen-
eral appearance, though her stature
was that of a child half her years. She
came up furtively, taking no notice of
any of us, and stood still, biting the
corner of her apron. The ecaretaker
scolded her for Ler absence.

“Baby been with Plunk,” said the
girl in a childish treble. “Plunk good.
Baby love Plunk. Plunk no love big
cat. Baby no love big cat.”

Her father caught her roughly by
the hand and pulled her toward him.
“Paolly, have done with that nonsense,”
he said sharply. “Plunk’s dead and
zone and you won't see him again.”
He turned to us. “We're hoping she'll
grow up like any other child,” he said
maore softly; “but the monkey’s death’'s
kind of upset her mind a little. Now,
Polly, you come home to your Ma.,"”

The girl burst into a passion of
tears and sobbed as though her heart
were broken. We left them there and
set off at a brisk pace in the direction
which bad been indicated.

“You really think it's the spirit of
the old major? queried the reporter,
when we had left the house behind us.

“My dear fellow,” Brodsky an-
swered, “if 1 were in the habit of
forming hypotheses without a basis
of satisfactory evidence 1 should nev-
er have learned what little 1 know
about these things. Never be led in-
to hypotheses, even in your own
trade,” he continued whimsically. *I
can tell you one thing, however, it's

rooms were evidently in the same con-
dition as they had been left In after
the major's death, though dust was
everywhere, We dragged down a cou-
ple of mattresses, ecandles and
matches. In the kitchen we found
some bread and cold mutton, and all
ate heartily, Then we went back into
the menagerie to pase the night. As
we entered the reporter started back
and gripped my shoulder,

“Look, look!" he said,
seream.

The cage of the macaw on the side
most remote from us was swinging
rhythmically, as though someone were
pushing it, while the bird, with open
beak and expanded wings, was chat-
tering—not with fear but with anger.
Brodsky went up and steadied it. Al
most immediately the cage on the oth-
er side began to swing in the same
manner. Brodsky stepped back.

“Well, my friend, whoever you are,
we won't grudge you your little pas-
time,” he said. He turned to us. “We
have nothing to fear from such child-
ish intelligences that take delight in
these mischievous pranks,” he said
with a smile, “And I think the three
of us can overcome any manifesta-
tions of physical force. Hi! You!
Show me how far you can throw.”

There was mo answer in deed, ex-
cept that the cage stopped swinging.
Evidently the challenge had fallen on
deafl ears. We lit the candles, for it
had grown dark, and sat down. I
looked at the reporter. He was tremb-
ling violently. Suddenly the candles
went out, one after the other.

“Blown out!™ cried the reporter, his
voice resounding queerly through the
gloom,

“Pinched out,” sald Brodsky. The
glowing ends of the wicks had been
cut clean as though with snuffers. He
lit them slowly, and instantly the
same phenomenon resulted.

“Well, they won't put this one out,”
he said, lighting the one nearest him
and carefully conveying it to where he
sat beside the concealed cheeotah skin.
He set it down upon a packing case,
close to the ground. True to his word,
the candle flared steadily. He ear-
ried another to the same place and
lit it from the flame of the first. Noth-
ing occurred.

in a half
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almost always the unexpected that
happens in everything.”
That was all that we could get out

of him, We walked on in silence.
The sun went down in a burst of
splendor, and by the time we got back
we had prolonged our walk into a
generous half hour. The place seemed
absolutely deserted, but the side door
wus Invitingly ajar, as the caretaker
had promised.

We passed through the caretaker's
quarters into a long, low room, with
lumber, wire netting and bags of an-
imal food piled up around it. Instant-
ly we were startled by harsh, discor-
dant screams. Four giant parrots, or
macaws, rather, of splendid tropical
plumage, were suspended in four en-
ormous steel cages from the rafters
over our heads. They watched us,
uttering their ill-sounding cries, their
heads bent to one side inguiringly,
their large beaks open. Brodsky,
whose fondness for animals was al-
most an obsession, went from cage to
cage, gtroking the creatures’ heads
fearlessly, He had soon established
himself upon terms of intimacy with
them. Suddenly he recalled himself
with a start.

“Let's go and loock at the cheetah
skin,” he said.

We found it in an ill-smelling out-
building—a magnificent furry pelt,
newly cured. The animal must have
been a beauty when alive,

“We'll take this with us; it may get
cold during the night,” he said, lift-
ing the skin and carrying it back to
the parrots’ room. Immediately the
birds saw him enter, his head half
hidden beneath the pelt, they set up
shrill screams of fear and began to
flutter their wings wildly. Brodsky
concealed the skin beneath a couple
of empty sacks and reassured the
creatures,

“Now you hoys take a ook through
the house,” he said, "and see if you
can find any bedding and eatables,
I'll stay here with the macaws.”

We passed upstairs but found noth-
ing of interest. The plainly furnished

“Is this light enough for you?" he
asked, and we assented. The repor-
ter was making a brave attempt to
stifle the external signs of his obvious
fear, and 1 was not wholly free from a
sickening sensation in the .pit of the
stomach and a certain weakness of
the knees. The low-placed candles
cast gigantic shadows before them,
throwing the floor of the room into
strong illumination, but leaving 'the
rafters of the roof almost entirely con-
cealed in shadows. The macaws still
screamed and chattered, moving con-
tinually, but alwlys in such a manner
that they faced the same side of the
room simultanecusly. The cages were
swinging again.

“*Our poltergeist friend evidently en-
joys the birds,” said Bredsky ealmly.

“Why does he come here instead of
going home with the girl? I asked.
“Where does he get his power?"

Rrodsky made no rejoinder., At my
side I felt the reporter shaking like
a reed. “Ism't there any remedy?™ he
whispered. “Can’t you pray it away?”

“You can't pray away an elemen-
tal,” the doctor answered. “It hasn't
intelligence enough to understand a
prayer, knowing neither good nor evil.
I might scare it away—"

“Seare it, scare it,” the reporter
urged.

“By putting out the lights,” Brodsky
continued. “Though it tried to extin-
guish them in its freakish pranks, this
sort of spirit, unlike those of a higher
order, is really afraid of darkness—"

The reporter leaped up with a
poream.

“Something pinched me, 1 swear!"
he cried, trembling.

“8it over here,” said Brodsky, indi-
cating the bags that covered the chee-
tah skin. “Now, my friend, stay
there, no matter what pccurs, and
nothing will harm you. Draw closer,”
he added to me. “I'll take your place
Now, silence, please, everyone.”

Everything was silent nmow. The
birds had gone to sleep. Sitting there
I was conscious that my own fear
gradually yielded to a sensation of in-

tense sorrow. All the sorrow, the
anguish in the world seemed to have
been heaped upon me. 1 felt a long-
ing for light, for human companion-
ship which even Brodsky's presence
was powerless to assuage. I felt the
doctor's hand upon my shoulder;; in-
stinctively he had divined my grief.
Ard then I could have sworn I heard
a sob.

Brodsky did, too. Upon the instant
he was on his feet. He sprang into a
co-ner, where lumber and bags were
thickly piled, and dragged forth—the
idiot girl. She had been weeping bit-
terly, and her face was yet wet with
tears; yet a baleful and malignant
light shone through them,

“As [ expected,” said the doctor, re-
garding her intently. “You hunt in
couples, of course. 1 suspected that
you must be somewhere in the vicini-
ty when your disembodied friend be-
gan playing his pranks with the cages
and candles.” He was silent a mo-
ment, regarding her with the ruth-
less, emotionless expression of some
dreadful judge. “Soul!" he said, as

though the childish body did not exist
for him, “you have but a poor fleshly
lamp to light upon its way. The senses
which you can control are ignorant
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of the results of their own prompt-
ings. Nevertheless, you are the mur-
derer of two men, and would-be mur-
derer of more.”

The girl burst into imbecile laugh-
ter.

“Bad man beat me!” she shrieked
to the rafters. “Bad man beat Baby.
Bad man fall dead. Squeeze bad man
dead. You bad man! He squeeze you
dead!™

“So!" said the doctor, loosening his
hold and watching her. He seemed
nonplussed; or, perhaps, with his in-
nate love for children, even his steel
nerves had yielded to the horror of
this. But the reporter leaped with a
ery from the bags on which he sat.
His mnerves had broken. He came
scrambling toward us, tossing away
the bags, the lumber, wildly.

“Put her out! Put her out!™ he
sereamed. I can't bear it. It's not a
child, but a devil!"

Brodsky saw that he was beyond
reason. He endeavored to catch him,
but the man evaded him and flung
himself upon the child like a madman,
his eyes gleaming with insanity. He
grasped her by the neck of the thin
calico pinafore and lifted her bodily
from her feet,

“Put her down, fool, put her down!"
cried the doctor furiovsly. “As yom
value your precious life,” he yelled,
“release her.”

“It's a trap!” I cried involuntarily.
In that single instant a light of over-
powering possibilities rushed in on
my brain. 1 saw the demon, baiting
his trap with the young imbecile child,
harm toward whom would arouse into
action all its own latent powers for
destruction. She had been present at
both the former murders; she had
been there that evening, walting for
our own, waiting to tempt one of us to
violence. But the man made no sign
of having heard Brodsky's commapd;
only began dragging the child toward
the door., For a moment she made no
resistance, uttered no sound; the next
she clung to the packing case with all
her infantile strength, and a wild
shriek of simulated terror broke from
her lips. The macaws awoke and
added their screams to hers. The
case upset; the candles fell to the
ground, expiring Instantly, and plung-
ing us into algost fathomless dark-
ness.

“Give me a match,” I heard Brodsky
ery, loudly. “A match, for God's
sake!”

But the words were drowned upon
his lips in the mad scream that follow-
ed. 1 heard the reporter bellow like
a steer; through the darkness he
plungeqd, releasing the child, stagger-
ing, writhing, stumbling toward the
door. All the while mad peals of fren-
zied terror and angulsh came from
him. Midway in the long dark room
he went down, his heels tattooing
upon the ground. 1 leaped toward
him, but Brodsky was before me, 1
seemed to sepse a hairy body at my
side that stretched forth incredibly
long arms wherewith to grip me. Then
1 felt the doctor grapple with it; and
the next moment the three of us were
fighting. for our lives,

It was no fancied effort now. To and
fro we plunged. Now that octopus-
like tentacle would come stealing to-
ard me, now I would free myself and
plunge my fists into something in-
credibly hard, yet having the feel of
human flesh. Once the Thing grasped
me round the chest and the breath
went hissing through my lips. Then,
18 | reeled and stumbled, 1 felt the
doctor's strong arm Interposed, and
once again the tentacle was torn bodi-
ly from me, leaving me sick and faint-

ing. 1 could fight po longer. T sank
down; 1 felt a fetid breath upon my
throat and the points of brazen fing-
ers that closed on my gullet . .
them . . . something furry and ooll
fel! over me and our enemy was gone.
1 lay there, hardly breathing. Long
afterward, It seemed to me, the doctor
lit the candles.
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“No,” said the reporter, thought-
fully, next morning. “No, [ shall not
write up that story. I shall go home
and spend the week-end in bed and
tell the editor that I fell down on it.”
He smiled faintly through his bruised
and blackened lips. His face was a
mass of wounds.

“And so it was the cheetah skin that
saved our lives,” 1 queried.

The doctor nodded. He looked hard-
Iy more presentable than either my-
self or the reporter. “A happy In-
spiration, indeed, that led me to bring
it into the house,” he sald. “Surely
some good angel was helping us last
night. Never have | come 8o near
failure, nor have your lives been saved
so miraculously.”

“You knew it was not a poltergeist
all the while?” I asked.

“It actually was a pcltergeist,” the
doctor answered, “for it had conclud-
ed its last incarnation before assum-
ing the body of a man, and will doubt-
less reappear, some centuries hence,
as a human of very degraded order—
possibly a pative Australian or Anda-
man islander. The major's training
had undoubtedly assisted the beast in
working out the end of its brute
births.

“Yet it was no agent of evil,” con-
tinued Brodsky. “The education It
received, which broug!ff it almost up
to the verge of human understanding,
had kindled in it a world of longing,
of appreciation of its outcast state.
It wanted human love, companionship,
by virtve of its nearly human soul,
consciousness persisted after death,
as is common among the anthropoid
apes, instead of rushing back into the
vari well of eternal consclousness—
and it lingered near the child who had
befriended it. It knew the caretaker
and did not molest him, but when
strangers approached the girl it
watched them narrowly, and harsh-
ness or blows inspired it to a furious
defensge of her. Yes, I suspected the
orang-outang early in the proceedings.
I knew it couldn't be the cheetah, for
the cat family is too low in the scale
to retain any individual memories of
life. 1 was convinced when it made
no response to that challenge we
hurled at it, which a true poltergeist
would have understood and takem up
immediately. And luckily 1 remem-
bered that the big cats are the only
enemies feared by these monster
apes; that was why it wouldn't go
near the candles when 1 set them be-
gide the skin. And that swinging of
the bird-cages—it was just what an
ape would do, wasn't it?"

“But will it not return,” I asked,
“and injure others?”

“Not for awhile,” said BProdsky.
“And meanwhile, I shall make it my
business to see that that child 1s re-
moved to an institution for the feeble-
minded. She has lived too long with
the other world; with care and intel-
ligent companionship 1 am convinced
we shall yet succeed in making a_fair-
ly rational human being of her.”

CURIOUS MAKE-UP OF FENCES

Unique and Interesting Collections
Noted in a Tour Throughout
the Country.

The present age seems to be one
wherein persons vie with one another
to devige curious work. One might
make & unique and interesting collec-
tion by gathering views of freaks in
fence building, in which nothing
ghould be so commonplace as a
“worm™ fence.

Not many miles from New Bedford,
in Massachusetts, there stands a solid
fence, with a curiously curved upper
line, and here and there a number
painted upon it in white. On exami-
nation it proves to be built of the
pew doors from a dismantled church.

In Maine a man attached to a life-
saving station at BSmall Point
amassed a sufficient number of
swords of the swordfish to build a
picket fence 40 feet in length.

In an old town of New Hampshire
there is a house the yard of whieh is
incloged with a fence constructed of
the pew doors of the old Brattle
street church of Boston. This fence
once felt the jar of the solid can-
non ball that struck the church full
in the face in the revolutlonary days.

Some years ago the government
authorities at Washington condemned
a large number of flagpoles in use
on the department buildings at the
capital and on the federal bulldings
elsewhere. These were purchased by
a contractor, who turned them inta
pickets for a fence to surround his
country place near Washington. On
these poles, which were sawed into
the proper length for fencing pur-
poses, may be read many interesting
inscriptions placed thereon by varl-
ous officials of the government and
by tourists who had climbed to the
top of the ‘bul!dings which they once
graced.

Business Before Pleasure.

“I see that you have been reading
political economy.”

“A little,” answered Senator Sor-
ghum; “but I had to give it up. I got
80 interested I was in danger of neg-
lecting the appropriations demanded
by my constituents.”

Cruelty.
“This poem,” said the confident au-
thor, “belongs, 1 might say, to the
earlier school of composition.”
“Yes,” replied the harsh editor; “the
kindergarten.”

ESTABLISHING HIS VERACITY

Not everybody can prove his claims
a8 a truthful citizen right at the mo-
ment his veracity is questioned.

But listen to this: Attorney W. 8.
FitzGerald and a number of other lo-
cal Republicans were sitting at the
banquet table down im Dayton not
long ago, on the oecasion of that big
Republican harmony thing.

The erowd had run shy of small
talk while waiting for the first course
and FitzGerald was telling the story

about the man who sat right next to
him at another Republican banquet
and put cream and sugar in his con-
somme, thinking it was coffee,

“Aw, rats, Fitz,” put In one of his
neighbors. “What kind of a bunch
do you eat with, anyhow. There are
still a good many yaps scattered
around, but I guess none of 'em wear
clover in their eyebrows and most of
‘em know the difference between cof-

fee and consomme nowadays, Please

don’t spring any more of that Munch-
hausen stuff of yours,”

FitzGerald was unable to convince
them that he was giving it to them
straight. Just them an act of Provi-
dence came to the rescue of his veraci-
ty. He nodded in the direction of the
man directly across the table, The lat-
ter was in the act of putting sugar
and cream in his consomme.—Cleve-
land Plain Dealer,

Real Meaning of “Orch a.”
Modern “orchestras” never revert

to the etymological and historical sig-

nificance of their name. An “or-
chestra” was properly a dancing
place—the space between the stage
and the auditorium, where the an-
cient Greek chorus went through its
evolutions. Then, in Roman, times,
when the chorus had retired to the
stage and finally disappeared, the
name meant that part of the house
where the senators sat, the fromt
seat, g0 that Juvenal even speaks of
the senate as “the orchestra.” And
then, when the band took up its place
before the stage, “orchestra” came

to mean what it does to-day. It is
oot the only word from which tae
dancing associations have vanished.
“Chorus”, itself originally meant a
dance and a “ballad” was a dance
song, “ballare” meaning in lm Latin
to dance,

Remance of Life and Death.

The story of a remarkable friend-
ship which death itself failed to break,
comes from Beaumont, Plymouth,
Eng. Bessie Wheetman and Beatrice
Thomas were devoted school friends.

They became engaged at about the

same time to two men who were also
friends. A double wedding was ar-
ranged, and seven Years ago Miss
Wheetman became Mrs. Pearse, and
Miss Thomas, Mrs. Gotham. Then
they settled down at Beaumont road,
close to one another. The other week
Mrs. Pearse and Mre, Gotham each
gave birth to a daughter, but neither
of the mothers survived, the lifelong
friends dying within twenty-four hours
of one another. The friends were 26
and 27 years old, respectively. The
baby girls are alive and well.

Lydla B. Pinkham
Vegetable Compouy

Chicago, I1l.—*1 was
i (i inflammatio

=

Bluod Puriil
to-daya well woman.”"—Mrs, W'I
AHRENS, 888 W, 21st 8t., Chicago, Ji
Lydia E. Pinkham’s Vegetabls (g
Eo und, made from native roots
rbs, contains no narcotics or har
d.ru% and to<day holds the re
rur the rgjﬁs& number of actual &
of female diseases ¢f any similar m
cine in the country, and thousandggp
volantary testimonials are on file fg
the ham laboratory at Lyvom
Mass., from women who hayg
cured from almost ev-..ry form
female complaints, inflammation,
ceration,displacements, fibroid
Imgularities, periodic p'lins,bachm
Ind.iges on and nervous pros
r{tiuch mr;l[?’f] woman omug :
ve Lydia
Vegeta le E}::mpnund a trial,
If you would like special advics
about your case write a
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PUT "EM TO SLEEP.

Novelist—When I'm writing & novel,
I lose considerable sleep over it

Critic—Oh! well, what's your loss §8
your readers’' gain. ¥

On the Senators.

The wit of Bishop Seth Ward
amuses Nashville frequently.

Bishop Ward, in company with two
senators, came forth from a Nash-
ville reception the other day and el
tered a walting motor car.

“Ah, bishop,” said one of his com-
panions, “you are not llke your mas-
ter. He was content to ride an ass”

“Yes,” and so should I be,” Bishop ' =

“Yes,” and so should I be,” Bishop'
Ward answered, “but there's no such
animal to be got nowadays. They
make them all senators.”

There's many a penitent man in the
penitentiary.
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A single dish of :

Post 4
Toasties|

with sugar and cream tells
the whole story—
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